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A hot preview…

Anastasia whimpered as he penetrated her, and she wrapped her legs around his waist.

He began to thrust into her, grinding his hips against hers. Pleasure coursed through his body with each movement, and he couldn't get enough of her.

He reached up and squeezed her breasts, and she let out a moan that drove him wild.

He began to move faster, thrusting deep in to her, and she responded by grinding her body against his. The pleasure was intense, and Roger wanted to hold out.

"Fuck me harder." She squeezed his cock with her pussy, and he began to fuck her with everything he had. He worked up a rhythm, plunging deep into her, and he could feel her juices coating his cock. He was close to orgasm now.

The Cyberius Machine: Part 2

Roger dressed in the simple clothing that had been set aside for him, and left the medical chamber. Outside, he saw a few men and women moving through the hallways of the facility. They appeared to be focused on their work, and no one gave him a second look, or seemed to recognize him.

He wondered if he was free to roam the facility. Anastasia had certainly made it seem that way. For now, he wanted to find her, and pick up where they'd left off.

He wandered through the halls, with each passing moment, he became more and more enamored with the facility. Every inch was pristine, and the air was filled with the scent of fresh flowers. Roger had never seen anything quite like it. The hum of machines and the quiet chatter of people echoed through the halls, but it wasn't overwhelming. It was peaceful, and he felt a sense of calm wash over him.

Eventually, he found himself standing in front of a set of double doors. They were made of polished oak, and they looked heavy. Roger hesitated for a moment before taking a deep breath and pushing them open. Inside, he saw Anastasia sitting at a desk, her eyes glued to a computer screen.

She looked up when she heard the doors open, and a smile spread across her face when she saw him. "Roger, I'm so glad you're here. I was just about to come find you."

Roger walked towards her, his eyes never leaving her face.

"I was hoping we could continue. That promise you made about me using your pussy..."

"Oh, I know. I planned on it."

Roger hadn't expected such a frank answer. He smiled, loving the way she discussed her own pussy. He felt his cock stiffen in his pants as he imagined plunging himself into her again.

"Yes, I think you're right. We should continue."

"I was hoping you'd say that. I'm ready whenever you are.

Roger looked around the room. It was larger than he'd expected, and filled with equipment he didn't recognize. "Where are we going to do this?"

"Wherever you'd like." She smiled invitingly. "We can do it here, or...find one of the private rooms if you'd like something more comfortable and intimate."

"Like a bed?"

"Precisely."

"Let's do that."

She led him through the door, and into a hallway Roger hadn't seen before. They walked together in silence for several moments, until she stopped at a door.

"In here."

Roger followed her into the room, and was struck by how comfortable it was. A large bed dominated the center of the room. It was half covered by a plush, purple comforter, and strewn with pillows. The walls were covered with paintings of nude women, and it felt like luxury.

Anastasia smiled at him as she walked across the room and sat on the bed. "There's a bathroom through there." She motioned to the far side of the room. "Would you like to take a shower?"

Roger nodded. He could feel the sweat covering his body, and he wanted to wash it off. "I'd like that."

"Then I'll wait here for you. I'll be right here."

Roger took a quick shower, washing the sweat and grime from his body. He felt refreshed as he stepped out of the shower, and returned to the bedroom to find Anastasia waiting for him, wearing only her skimpy lace panties and bra. Her soft skin glowed in the dim light of the room. She smiled at him seductively as he walked towards her. He was naked now, and rock hard, thinking about the busty vixen ready to let him use her pussy as much as he wanted.

It seemed like she'd been thinking about him while he was in the bathroom, and Roger couldn't help but feel desired.

He could feel his heart pounding as he walked towards her bed, ready to explore this intimate moment with her. He stopped at the edge of the bed, taking control. In a commanding voice, he said:

"Take off your bra and panties."

Anastasia's smile grew as she slowly removed her bra and panties. She let them fall to the ground, and her full, heavy breasts fell free. She was naked now, and ready for him.

Roger felt a fire burning within him. He could feel a familiar pressure growing in his cock, and he hurried to join her on the bed. He climbed atop her, letting his cock slide against her wet pussy. He kissed her lips, and she moaned into him.

"Are you ready for me?"

She reached between his legs and stroked his cock. "I've been ready for you all day, Sir."

Roger smiled, and positioned himself between her legs. He split her cunt lips with his hard cock, sinking deep inside her wetness. Fuck, she felt good.

Anastasia whimpered as he penetrated her, and she wrapped her legs around his waist.

He began to thrust into her, grinding his hips against hers. Pleasure coursed through his body with each movement, and he couldn't get enough of her.

He reached up and squeezed her breasts, and she let out a moan that drove him wild.

He began to move faster, thrusting deep in to her, and she responded by grinding her body against his. The pleasure was intense, and Roger wanted to hold out.

"Fuck me harder." She squeezed his cock with her pussy, and he began to fuck her with everything he had. He worked up a rhythm, plunging deep into her, and he could feel her juices coating his cock. He was close to orgasm now.

"Cum inside me."

Roger groaned, and thrust into her harder. He could feel himself reaching orgasm, and he fought against his body's urge to cum. He needed to hold off. But he couldn't.

"Cum for me. Cum inside me!" Anastasia moaned, and it was too much for Roger. He let go, and came with a loud groan, and a torrent of cum.

Anastasia gasped as he unloaded deep in her womb. She pulled him close, kissing him passionately.  

She held him to her, and he could feel himself softening. He was still inside her, losing himself in the warmth of her pussy.

She held him for several minutes, and then they collapsed back on the bed. They were both exhausted, and Roger felt the tingle of incredible post-sex bliss.

"That was amazing, Roger." She purred as she nuzzled against him.

Roger let out a deep breath, and smiled.

"It was, Anastasia. It was amazing."

"I think you'll like living here, then." She kissed his neck, then moved lower, nuzzling his cock. "You get to have sex with beautiful women all the time, as much as you want. Doesn't that sound nice?"

He nodded, and she massaged his cock with the tip of her tongue, it drove him wild. "I think I see what you're saying."

"And you get to do it here, in this lovely facility." She reached down and squeezed his balls, and he let out a groan of pleasure. "Think about it, Roger."

Her words made sense, and he could see the appeal in that idea. Even though he still didn't know who he was, who he had been... everything was a mystery. But he was starting to care less. Her words were drawing him into a trance. The promise of constant sex, emptying his balls into every hot babe he wanted, all day every day...

How could he say no to that?

"You get to do it here, with all these beautiful women, and no one will know." She kissed his cock. "No one will ever know about your dirty little secrets."

Roger nodded. It did make sense. He smiled, and said: "That does sound nice."

"I'm glad you see the appeal." She kissed his cock again. 

"But, there's something else you should know."

Roger's dick was fully hard again. "What's that?"

"I really love having sex with you. I want you to come back and fuck me as much as you can, okay?"

"I'd like that." He said, and she slid her mouth down over his hard dick.

Roger groaned in pleasure, and Anastasia began to bob her head up and down as she sucked his cock. She swirled her tongue around the head, her eyes locked onto him. It was clear she wanted to give him the ultimate pleasure. The way she did it...it was almost like she'd been trained to give head, and she quickly adapted to every thrust of his hips and groan of pleasure, learning just what he wanted.

She looked up at him as she sucked, her eyes asking for his approval.

Roger smiled, and she smiled back. She seemed to take it as a sign to keep going, and she picked up the pace.

This felt so good. He was going to be living in this amazing place with a bunch of beautiful women that were attracted to him, able to fuck as many of them as he wanted. And he'd get to blow his load in every single one of them. He was delighted by the feeling.

Anastasia moved faster, and Roger could feel another orgasm building. She seemed to sense it, and she moved her head faster, sliding her lips up and down his cock. He couldn't help but moan in pleasure, and Anastasia kept up her unrelenting sucking.

He began to thrust in rhythm with her head, fucking her face, and she matched him thrust for thrust. She moaned around his cock, then pulled off and stroked him frantically. "Please, Sir, give me your hot load. I want it all over my fucking face."

He felt his orgasm coming, and her dirty words drove him over the edge. "Oh, fuck, I'm gonna cum!" He grabbed the back of her head and pushed her down on his cock, his cock pressing against the back of her throat.  He shot the first of his load down her throat, and she moaned in pleasure as she swallowed.

"Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck," he moaned as he came, and Anastasia milked his cock with her mouth. But he wasn't done cumming yet: he pulled out and held his dick erect, spurting even more jets of milky white seed all over her pretty face, smearing her makeup.

"Oh, yes!" she moaned, and licked up some of his cum.  "Thank you, Sir!"

Her words sent the last of the pleasure burning through his body, and he relaxed, basking in it.

Anastasia closed her eyes, her cheeks stained with his cum, and she held her face still as he finished, painting her beautiful face with his seed. She looked up at him with a satisfied smile.

He felt like a god.

To Roger's surprise, he wasn't done. He still wanted more. Maybe it was whatever enhancements had been done to him by the people in this facility. Whatever contract he'd agreed to... He felt a hunger for sex, for pussy. For her mouth, for her ass. He flipped her onto her hands and knees and entered her from behind, making her gasp in shock and pleasure.

He began to rail her tight pussy doggy style, slamming his cock into her, making her moan and scream with pleasure.

"Oh, yes, fuck me!" she cried.

"Harder!" she screamed, and he fucked her deeper.

Her ass bounced with each thrust, and she moaned in pleasure. He reached around and groped her tits as he fucked her, and she moaned out her pleasure.

As he pounded Anastasia, strange images filled his mind. Dark, dirty streets, and himself holding a gun, shooting people. Vandalizing buildings. Destroying property. Stealing from banks. Killing men in cold blood. What am I? he wondered. What is this I'm seeing?

The images played out in his mind so vividly it was like they were really happening.

But it didn't stop him fucking her...in fact, the violence only made him harder. Anastasia gasped as she felt his cock give a deep throb. It swelled in her pussy, getting even bigger. "Oh, Sir, you're so deep in me. I can feel your cock...so hard...so thick..."

Roger growled with lust and dominance. "Give me all your cum, Sir! Please! Cum in my pussy! I need your cum so bad!"

His thrusts became faster and more frantic, and he felt heat rushing through his body. Anastasia began to shake, gripping the sheets with her fists as she moaned in pleasure.

"I'm gonna cum in your hot little pussy," he growled between gasps. "I'm gonna fill you up with my cum."

Anastasia's ass shook with every thrust, and screams of pleasure filled the room. For a moment, he didn't know who he was, he just knew he needed to fuck her, to feel his cock buried deep in her pussy. The fire within him burned so hot that he couldn't stop, he pummeled her tight snatch, drove his cock deep into her, deeper than anyone had ever been...

She screamed in pleasure, and her pussy spasmed around his cock. He could feel her orgasm on his cock, milking it, pulling his cum into her pussy.

Roger's orgasm was more intense than he'd ever experienced. He grunted with primal dominance as he filled her pussy with his hot seed. He held her hips in place, holding his cock all the way inside her; his balls tightened up and he could feel his cum rushing out of them. His cock was flooding her pussy with his sperm, and she moaned in pleasure and happiness as she took every drop of his thick load.

"Thank you, Sir! Thank you!"

Roger held her throat and pulled her into a long, possessive kiss, his dick still buried inside her.

He didn't know what the images in his mind meant...but they hadn't repulsed him.

Strangely...he felt drawn to them.

He wanted more. More lust. More sex. More violence.  

He wanted to control this whole facility. 
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