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A hot preview…

She leaned in close, nuzzling his neck, and squeezed his hard dick with her pussy. "Please, keep fucking me."

Roger looked at her, his eyes full of concern, but was distracted by the sensation of her pussy squeezing him. He thrust upwards into her harder, and Ana gave a little yelp.

"You're so big...I can barely take you," Ana moaned, running her hands up and down his chest.  "Please, fuck me harder."

The Cyberius Machine Part 4

Roger woke up again...this time on a new metal table, in a different room. As usual, he had no memory of what had happened, who he was, or how he got there.

He slowly sat up, his mind foggy and confused.

He surveyed his surroundings, noticing the walls were made of a cold gray material that sparkled in the dimly lit room. The only window was positioned high up, too far away to see much beyond what appeared to be dark trees silhouetted against a night sky. There was an eerie silence that echoed around him as he tried to remember anything about himself or this strange place.

As he looked down at his body, he noticed something peculiar – strange marks on his forearms in the shapes of intricate symbols that looked like they'd been carved into his skin with no pain or memory of when it had happened. His hands trembled as he tried to make sense of them – as if they had some hidden meaning he couldn't quite grasp yet.

When he stood up from the table, Roger felt a weight around his neck and realized there was a thin metal collar with a padlock fastened tightly against his neck.

The door hissed open, and a beautiful blonde woman who seemed strangely familiar stepped inside. She wore a lab coat. She smiled at him...but there was something distantly sad, almost distracted in her expression.

She gave him a brief look, her eyes flashing downward. She seemed to be trying to hide something from him. Fetching a chart from the table, she said, "Good morning, Roger. How are you feeling today?"

The words sounded practiced, rehearsed. Like she had spoken them many times before.

Roger's throat felt parched and scratchy as he tried to speak. "Where am I?" he croaked, his voice barely above a whisper. The woman's smile faltered for a moment before she regained her composure.

"You are in a research facility," she replied smoothly, her eyes avoiding his. "We are conducting an important experiment, and you are a part of it."

Roger's mind raced with questions. What kind of experiment? How did he get here? Who was this woman and why did she seem so familiar? But he couldn't seem to form the words, his confusion and fear overwhelming him.

The woman seemed to sense his unease and placed a hand on his shoulder. "Don't worry, Roger," she said soothingly. "Everything will be explained to you soon enough. For now, all you need to know is...I'm Anastasia, and this is your new home."

Her voice cracked a little at the end, and Roger found himself wondering if she was okay.

"Miss...Anastasia...are you all right?"

Anastasia's eyes widened, as if she was surprised by the question. "Yes, why do you ask?" she replied, her voice shaking slightly.

"I don't know, you just seem...sad," Roger said, unsure of how to explain his intuition.

Anastasia's expression softened, and she looked at him with a mix of surprise and something else he couldn't quite place. "It's been a long day," she said with a small smile. "But you're right, I should keep my emotions in check. It's not professional."

She moved away from him, her lab coat swishing as she walked towards a nearby computer console. "Now, let me check your vitals and we'll get started with the day's testing," she said, her tone brisk and efficient.

Roger didn't know what to make of the situation. He was stuck in a strange facility, with a collar around his neck and symbols carved into his skin, and a beautiful woman telling him he was in his new home.

"Looks like everything is good," she said, closing out the screen and turning back to him. "Are you feeling normal? No pains or aches or anything?"

Roger shook his head, still trying to process everything. "I don't really know what normal is anymore," he replied with a bitter chuckle.

Anastasia's expression softened again, and she took a step closer to him. "I know this must be overwhelming for you," she said gently, "but please understand that everything we're doing here is for the greater good. Our research has the potential to change the world, and you're a vital part of that."

Roger's eyes widened. "What kind of research?" he asked, his curiosity finally getting the better of him.

Anastasia hesitated for a moment before answering. "It's...difficult to explain," she said finally. "But let's just say we're exploring the limits of human potential. And you, Roger, are our most promising subject yet."

Roger blinked, unsure of what to make of her words. But the way she spoke was strangely reassuring. He found himself instantly attracted to her...even trusting her.

"I believe you, Anastasia," he said, smiling a bit.

She looked at him, surprised, then moved between his thighs, putting her hands on his face and kissing him slowly and softly. It was a long, deep kiss and Roger found himself drawn into it, placing his hands on her hips as he returned it. 

"What was that for?" he asked, pulling back to look at her. It was pleasant, just unexpected.

Anastasia smiled at him, her eyes sparkling with a mix of emotions that he couldn't quite decipher. "Just a thank you," she said softly, her hand tracing the symbols on his arm. "For trusting me. For understanding what we're trying to do here."

Roger felt a shiver run down his spine as she touched his skin, her fingers tracing the intricate lines of the symbols. There was something about her touch that made his skin tingle, his heart race.

She pulled back and slowly began to unbutton her coat, revealing huge breasts covered by a black lacy bra. "Would you like to have sex with me, Roger?"

It was such a direct question, and yet it didn't seem weird or inappropriate. Slowly, he nodded.

She stepped closer to him, and he could smell a faint scent of perfume. He could feel her breath on his neck as she unclasped her bra and let it fall to the floor. Her round, full breasts pressed against his naked chest, her firm nipples rubbing against his skin.

His hands reached for her breasts, his fingers kneading the heavy globes. The flesh was warm and firm and he moved forward for more, kissing and sucking at her tits, his tongue sliding over her nipples, making her sigh in pleasure.

As he continued to kiss Anastasia's breasts, he felt her tug at his pants, unzipping them and tugging them off, his boxers coming off with them. His stiff cock was revealed, standing straight up, and Roger felt his erection throbbing as she reached down and began to stroke it.

She kissed him deeply, and he could feel the weight of her breasts pressing against him. As he leaned forward, she put her hands on his back, slowly pushing him onto the table.

As he lay back, she climbed onto the table with him, straddling his hips.

She looked deep into his eyes and seemed about to say something. "Roger..."

"Yes...Anastasia?"

She bit her lip, then shook her head slightly. "Just call me Ana...please?"

He smiled. "Sure, Ana."

She pulled down her panties, then guided the tip of his cock to her pussy, straddling him.

Roger felt the warmth of her sex as she lowered herself onto him, taking his full length into her tight pussy.

Ana leaned forward and kissed him, guiding his hands on her hips. As she gyrated on top of him, moving up and down slowly, he held onto her hips, watching her breasts sway as she rode him.

Ana arched her back, pushing her breasts together, and he leaned forward and took one of her nipples in his mouth, sucking on it. His other hand reached up and grabbed her other nipple, playing gently with it. Ana moaned in pleasure and leaned forward, her lips just brushing against his ear as she whispered, "Fuck me, Roger. Fuck me hard."

Roger growled and grabbed her hips, holding her tightly as he began to buck upwards, thrusting hard into her. She gasped and wrapped her arms around him, kissing him passionately as they fucked.

Roger couldn't contain his moans as he felt her hot cunt surround him completely. She was so fucking wet he could feel her juices running down his balls as she rocked her hips, sliding him in and out.

Ana leaned forward and kissed him, her tits pressing against his chest, her hips rocking slowly back and forth.

The kiss was deep and passionate, and to his surprise, he saw tears in her eyes as he pulled back.

"Ana...what's wrong? Did I hurt you?" he asked, concerned.

"No, nothing like that. It feels really good," she whispered. "It's nothing. I'm just emotional."

She leaned in close, nuzzling his neck, and squeezed his hard dick with her pussy. "Please, keep fucking me."

Roger looked at her, his eyes full of concern, but was distracted by the sensation of her pussy squeezing him. He thrust upwards into her harder, and Ana gave a little yelp.

"You're so big...I can barely take you," Ana moaned, running her hands up and down his chest.  "Please, fuck me harder."

Ana's voice was desperate, and Roger could feel her nails scratching at his chest as he thrust upwards into her. She wrapped her arms around him, kissing his chest, his neck, his face, her tongue swirling in his mouth as she moaned into his lips.

Roger could feel himself getting close, and he grabbed her ass, pulling her down onto him. Ana gave a little cry as he hilted himself into her, and he could feel her pussy convulse around his cock, throbbing. She moaned loudly, and Roger felt her pussy gripping him tightly as the orgasm ran through her body.

"Cum for me, Roger," Ana moaned, her hands squeezing his tits as she rode him. "I want to feel you cum in my pussy."

Roger gasped as he felt his balls tighten and his dick began to throb. He groaned loudly and gave one final thrust, burying his cock deep in Ana's pussy, cumming in hot spurts.

Ana gasped as she felt the thick semen fill her, feeling her pussy throb as Roger continued to cum.

Finally he finished emptying his balls inside her. The experience had been incredible, and Ana was so fucking sexy, so beautiful. He felt strangely drawn to her. She was so familiar...

They kissed again, slowly and softly, their kisses slowing in passion and intensity. Finally she laid her head against his chest, just resting there, feeling his cock soften inside her.

"Just hold me for a little bit, would you?"

Roger smiled and nodded, putting his arms around her. It felt good, having this gorgeous woman in his arms, so eager to please him and have sex with him.

After several moments, she sighed, pulling away. After one last kiss, she slid off his lap and pulled her panties back on. "I have to go...to see other patients," she said, fixing her bra back in place. "I'll come back for you soon, okay, Roger?"

Roger nodded, a little disappointed at having to leave, but happy to see her again. "Okay. I'll be here."

She put her coat back on, then gave him a last look, her expression strangely sad. Finally, she gathered up her notepad and left, the doors hissing closed behind her.

Roger lay back on the table, still feeling a little stunned. Things had happened so fast. But he didn't regret any of it.

Now he just wondered how long he'd have to stay in this room til she came back.

*****

As the doors closed behind Ana, she leaned against the wall, barely able to contain her tears. Everything they were doing to Roger...wiping him over and over, refusing to tell him the truth...all of it completely without his consent. She'd heard the effects too many wipes could have on the brain. Each one came with a greater cost, and soon he'd only be a shell of his former self. If that.

To make things worse, she was beginning to feel truly attached to him. She liked him...maybe even more. When they were making love...yes, it was all because they were compelled to, by the project. But she realized she looked forward to her sessions with Roger more than any of the other prisoners.

"How's he doing?" asked Counselor Abbot's voice behind her.

She quickly composed herself, pulling her coat tight around her waist. "He's doing great, Sir. Seems to be his usual self."

"Good. I need to see him in my office later." Abbot leaned in, putting his hands on her waist. "And you? You had sex, I presume?"

Ana nodded. She felt Roger's cum slowly seeping down her thighs. "Yes, Sir."

"Well...good. I'm glad you're able to fulfill your duties," Abbot said. "But be careful, Ana. We wouldn't want you to get too attached."

His fingers moved underneath her coat, then to her breasts, squeezing them. She bit her lip, feeling mingled disgust and arousal. The surgical implants they gave her made her feel horny no matter which man was touching her, and forced her to have sex do the incredible arousal that was quickly ignited in her body. Yet Abbot, himself, repulsed her. She knew his only goal was the success of the program at any cost. If men died from his ambition, it was all just in the name of science.

Thumbing her nipples, Abbot leaned in close. "I know you're a good girl, and you'll do what needs to be done." His words held a vague, menacing thread, his lips pressing to her ear. Abbot pressed his hard cock against her thigh, pinning her against the wall.

She shivered.

Then after another moment, he released her. "I need to see Victor now. I'll see you later, at Roger's examination."

Ana watched him go, her stomach in knots. She was torn. Part of her wanted to see Roger again, but she also didn't want him to keep getting tortured.

What am I going to do? she thought.
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