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A hot preview…

Anastasia gasped as Roger's enormous cock sprang free.

It was huge, powerful, and rock hard. From the thick veins running down its length to the large, bulbous head, she could tell that Roger was well-endowed. It was curved slightly, almost menacingly, as if promising to fill her up so deep she would lose control and scream with orgasm after orgasm.

A trickle of saliva ran down her chin as she stared at it, mesmerized by its sheer beauty. She licked her lips hungrily and reached out a trembling hand to caress it.

Roger moaned in pleasure as Anastasia began to stroke his shaft. She caressed him with gentle movements of her hands, exploring every inch with an eagerness that made him ache with anticipation. His cock became harder with each passing second and he grunted as Anastasia leaned forward to take him in her mouth. Her warm lips closed around his shaft, moving up and down while her tongue flicked around the sensitive head making Roger moan louder than ever before.

The Cyberius Machine: Part 1

When Roger woke up, he had no idea where he was.

He was lying on a large metal table in some kind of operating lab. The lights were fuzzy and blurry as they came into view. He could hear a man and woman talking nearby, and as his eyes focused, he saw them wearing lab coats.

Where the hell am I? Roger thought. He tried to get up, but his body was too weak.

The people around him were discussing something in hushed tones. Roger strained to listen, trying to figure out what was going on. Was he in some kind of medical facility? But why did he not remember anything?

The woman spoke first. "He's still alive," she said, her voice shaking slightly. "But we don't know how long it will last."

"We can only hope," replied the man with a sigh. "This is completely unprecedented."

Roger felt a chill run through his body as he tried to make sense of their conversation. What had happened to him? He could feel that something was wrong - his chest felt tender and there was a strange white scar on it that he didn't recognize. He had no idea how it got there or what its purpose may be, but one thing was certain: something very strange had taken place here.

The man and woman left the room, leaving him on the table. A short time later, a beautiful blonde in a lab coat, with large breasts and prominent cleavage, entered by herself, carrying a small chart.

"Hello, Mr. Forrest," she said, smiling warmly. "I'm Anastasia. I'll be overseeing your recovery period."

"My...What?"

Roger replied, confused.

Anastasia explained that he had been selected amongst a group of lucky individuals to receive certain mental and physical enhancements. Through her research, she had found that he was the perfect candidate for her special project. She said that he would now undergo rigorous training in order to prepare him for a very important mission which only someone with his enhanced abilities could complete.

Roger's head was spinning as Anastasia explained the details of his selection and the particular enhancements he had received. "In addition to enhanced strength, stamina, and musculature, you have certain sexual improvements as well," she said. "As do all participants in this project."

"What kind of improvements?" he asked. He couldn't help but feel curious.

"Well, for males, larger penis size..." She blushed a little bit and smiled. "Much, much larger. And for females, they each receive breast augmentations, vaginal reconstruction for increased tightness, and often, lip enhancements as well to maximize male pleasure during..." She cleared her throat softly. "Oral pleasure."

"I see."

It was then Roger realized he was getting hard underneath the thin white underwear he had on. Between what Anastasia was telling him, and the incredible body she was basically presenting to him... he couldn't help it.

"I am also a participant in the program," she said, biting her lip. "One requirement is that any time a male requests sex from a female in the program, she must give him anything... and everything... that he wants."

"Everything?"

She nodded, her gaze solemn. She licked her lips slightly, watching his reaction. Her eyes went to the swelling bulge beneath his underwear.

"And you...are you also part of the experiment?" he asked.

"Yes," she replied. "I am." She took a deep breath and fiddled with her hair, slightly embarrassed. "I have an immense...physical attraction to you. We also receive a stimulant that boosts libido up to 90 percent. So... to put it simply, we're always horny."

Roger realized he was responding to her in the same way. "So if I want to have sex with you..."

"You can," she said. "In fact, I think you want to..."

She leaned her head to one side, revealing the black lace bra beneath her lab coat as she slowly drew it down off her shoulders. Her large breasts jiggled slightly with the movement. "You're going to give me the biggest orgasm I've ever had."

Roger had not anticipated the conversation taking this turn. He didn't know how to respond. He just sat there, dumbfounded.

"I will give you anything you want," she said, gazing at him with desire. "I'll make sure you feel every bit of pleasure you deserve."

Roger could feel his cock throbbing beneath the thin fabric. He had no idea why he was so attracted to this woman, but he couldn't deny what was happening to him, or how her words were making him feel.

"How long have we been here?" he asked, his throat dry. He tried to focus.

She explained it was close to three months.

"Three months?" He frowned. "I've been...asleep? Or what?"

She nodded. "More or less."

"Where is here?" he asked.

"This is a military facility in the desert."

"Why?"

"I don't know for certain," she replied candidly. She smiled sadly. "That's all I've been told. But what I do know is that this whole program is highly secretive."

All sorts of emotions were going through Roger now. He was confused, curious, aroused, and scared. He had no idea what he'd gotten himself into. All rational thoughts were telling him to get the hell out, find some kind of escape from this fucked up experiment.

But his dick was throbbing, pounding, and this beautiful blonde was practically begging to get naked and have sex with him.

Dick was winning over brain, right now.

He looked a little more intently at Anastasia, trying to figure her out. She was stunningly beautiful, and sexy, but there was a slight sadness to her eyes he couldn't place. Of course, he'd just met her...but he had a feeling there was more to her than what she was letting on.

Roger took a deep breath and looked up at Anastasia. She smiled encouragingly at him and he felt himself relaxing slightly under her gaze. His heart was still pounding, but his mind was finally starting to make sense of things.

"So...Mr. Forrest." She let the lab coat fall at her feet, standing in just her lacy black bra and panties before him. "Roger, I should say. Would you like to have sex with me?"

His body was responding to her in ways he could not deny, and he felt the excitement course through his veins. He moved to the edge of the table, his legs draping over the side. He nodded, still in shock this was happening. "Yes..."

She bit her lip. "We've been instructed that using specific power exchange terms help in boosting arousal, as well," she said softly, her big breasts jiggling as she pulled down her panties. "Men seem to like when women treat them as masters."

She took a step closer to the table, revealing her smooth, bare pussy, already glistening with wetness. "Do you want to fuck me, Sir?"

"Yes," he whispered. Hearing her call him "Sir" sent a jolt through his throbbing dick. "I do."

"I'm so happy," she said, sinking to her knees before him.

She bit her lip, watching his cock jolt slightly beneath his briefs with each pulse of blood through his veins. She was breathing heavily now, obviously turned on as well. Her fingers trembling slightly, she reached for the sides of his underwear, helping him pull them down his muscled thighs.

Anastasia gasped as Roger's enormous cock sprang free.

It was huge, powerful, and rock hard. From the thick veins running down its length to the large, bulbous head, she could tell that Roger was well-endowed. It was curved slightly, almost menacingly, as if promising to fill her up so deep she would lose control and scream with orgasm after orgasm.

A trickle of saliva ran down her chin as she stared at it, mesmerized by its sheer beauty. She licked her lips hungrily and reached out a trembling hand to caress it.

Roger moaned in pleasure as Anastasia began to stroke his shaft. She caressed him with gentle movements of her hands, exploring every inch with an eagerness that made him ache with anticipation. His cock became harder with each passing second and he grunted as Anastasia leaned forward to take him in her mouth. Her warm lips closed around his shaft, moving up and down while her tongue flicked around the sensitive head making Roger moan louder than ever before.

As she began to suck him, Roger could feel a dark, dominant urge rising up in him. The urge to control, to fuck, to use and own women. He wanted Anastasia to be his slave, do whatever he wanted her to do and give him pleasure anytime he desired... any way he desired.

He grabbed her soft blonde hair in both hands, pushing his cock deeper into her throat. She gasped and gagged but kept going, licking and sucking, taking him as far into her soft wet mouth as she could.

"Good girl," he said. "Such a good girl... you like this, don't you? You like serving me, making me feel good, getting me hard?" He didn't know where these words were coming from, or what these sexual feelings were inside him, but... he had no control over them. He was doing what his body demanded. What his brain wanted. What he wanted, now.

"Y-yes," she said, her voice muffled now by his cock in her mouth. "I want to be your slave. I want to be yours, just like every other girl here... your sex slave."

"Tell me more," he said, withdrawing his cock from her mouth and taking her by the hair, making a fist of it with one hand. "Tell me what you want."

"I want to lick your balls," she said, her voice heavy with lust. "I want to take them into my mouth and lick and suck them the way you deserve, Sir. I want to make you cum down my throat."

"That's my good girl," he replied, stroking the side of her face. "Now be a good slave and do just that."

She nodded and eagerly began to work her tongue against the huge balls hanging just beneath his cock. She ran her tongue across each ball, sucking them into her mouth one at a time, using her hot wet mouth to pleasure them.

The feeling of her wet mouth on his balls was incredible.

"That's it," he said, urging her on, thrusting his hips a little to push his balls deeper into her mouth. "Good girl, take them all the way, suck them hard." He rubbed his balls all over her face, degradingly, enjoying the sight of her being forced to have a strange man's heavy ballsack rubbed on her beautiful face. "You like that, don't you? You like to make men hard, make them cum?"

"Yes," she moaned, taking his cock in her mouth once more.

Anastasia began to deep throat him, pushing as much of his cock into her mouth as she could, gagging as he pushed it farther and farther down her throat. She placed her hands on his thighs for better leverage, allowing him to use her face as the perfect cock receptacle for his needs.

Roger held her pretty face in his hands and began to fuck her face faster, harder, more urgently. His balls were tingling with the oncoming orgasm, and he needed to decide where to shoot his load. Her tits? Her face? In her mouth? He decided he wanted to watch her swallow. He'd never seen a girl swallow his load before. The feeling of power and control was almost too much to handle as he remembered her words: he could demand sex of her, of any woman on this facility, whenever he wanted. And she would be forced to comply.

He grunted as he held his dick deep inside Anastasia's throat. "Get ready," he muttered. "You're gonna swallow every drop."

She nodded, her lips tightening around him in readiness.

"Oh, fuck..." He groaned as he felt his cock begin to pulse and jump. He was cumming. Thick, heavy jets of semen spurted from his tip, directly into Anastasia's soft warm throat.

She gagged a little at first, but when the first shot hit her throat, she began swallowing, wanting it all inside her belly.

Roger arched his back and roared as he shot several more hot ropes of cum into her mouth, which she eagerly swallowed.

She moaned, the sound muffled by his cock, as the last few drops dripped from the head of his dick. At last, her mouth popped off his cock.

"Mmmm..." she gasped in satisfaction. "Thank you, Sir. I loved swallowing your cum."

Roger sat back on the examination table, his head spinning from pleasure. He saw her lick her lips, cleaning off any stray cum.

"Was it good?" she asked, smiling. "Did I please you, Sir?"

"Yeah," he said, feeling pleasantly tired. "You really did."

Anastasia slowly rose to her feet. She was still wearing just her lace bra, her pussy exposed. "You look like you might be tired, Sir. I understand you still need to recover after the surgery."

Surgery? he wondered, dimly, his rational mind still not quite working after the incredible blowjob he'd just had. What surgery is she talking about...

"I'll let you rest a bit, then, if you'd like to use my pussy, I'll be ready for you." She leaned down to his cheek and kissed it, her nails gently dragging over his hard chest muscles. Unable to resist, she leaned in and gave his now soft cock a slow kiss, her eyes drawn to it like an object of worship.

The whole thing was weird, but intensely erotic, and Roger couldn't help but watch.

Finally, putting her panties and coat back on, Anastasia smiled and left, the facility doors hissing closed behind her.

Roger lay there in stunned silence, his mind whirling. He had just experienced the most intense sexual experience of his life, and yet it felt like a dream. His body still throbbed with pleasure from her mouth and hands, and he could still smell the scent of her perfume in the air. He struggled to make sense of what had just happened - not just the physical pleasure, but also the emotional power that came with it. He'd never known such a feeling before; it was simultaneously terrifying and exhilarating. He felt as though he'd been given a glimpse into a side of himself he'd never experienced.

He looked over to the mirror beside him, staring at his own reflection. He barely recognized it. A man with short dark hair, slightly stubbled, handsome, rough looking. Dominant, controlling. The same man who'd just ordered Anastasia to swallow his cum.

Like he deserved it, like he was some kind of king.

And yet, she'd seemed more than happy to do just what he wanted. In fact...she'd begged him to let her suck his cock and swallow his load.

What kind of world am I living in?

Only time would tell.  
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