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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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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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A hot preview

"Can you really tell the men apart by their sperm?" she asked curiously. 

"Yes, I can. I do this all day, remember?" he chuckled. He stood up, revealing an immense bulge in his pants. "Well, all this talk has gotten me pretty hard, Emma. I'm going to need you to relieve this pressure. We won't use your cunt, since it's quite full, but you can use your mouth and tits on me." 

All the women in the program were required to serve any man who requested it, and that included the doctors and higherups. She nodded and bit her lip, quickly moving her soft fingers to his belt. She undid it, and then pulled down his pants, revealing an enormous, girthy 9-inch cock, swelling and throbbing, dripping precum. Her mouth watered at the sight. 

"Now suck it," ordered Dr. Chang. 

She leaned forward, spreading her lips, and began licking the head, her tongue swirling over it, cleaning any precum that leaked from it. 

He looked down at her, smiling. "Very good, Emma. But I need more. Suck it harder. Deeper. I want you to take all of it." 

The Cyberius Machine: Part 3

Emma Lewis, an employee at the Ciberius Station in the deserts of Nevada, arrived for her shift that afternoon, feeling cheerful to start the day.

Unlike life back home, things were simple here. Emma's job was to sexually service the strong, dominant men inside the facility who had been brainwiped and rewritten. Her pussy tingled in excitement as she wondered who she would be with today. It varied, all the time.

She passed down the hallways, looking into a few of the rooms. Most of the men were former criminals, gangsters, or otherwise rough types who were set to be otherwise executed. The government shipped them off to Ciberius, the experimental facility, to be reprogrammed as dutiful members of society.

No one was actually sure if it worked; the program was still too new. But Emma had high hopes.

She reached the end of the hallway and looked into the last room. A shirtless, handsome guy with a shaved head and tattoos was sitting in a chair, looking at her with his piercing blue eyes. His gaze spoke of raw sex, and Emma felt her heart flutter in response. He stood up and walked towards her; he seemed to have an animal magnetism about him that pulled her in closer.

He grabbed her wrist and pulled her into one of the bedrooms. She was too surprised to resist as he shut the door behind them. Her heart raced as he stepped closer and reached for her clothing, roughly tugging it off. He wasted no time stripping her, and soon she was totally naked before him, her big breasts on display, her shaved pussy wet and excited.

She loved the men here. They were dominant, rough, sometimes cruel, but they always took what they wanted in bed.

She felt a thrill as his hands reached for her breasts, cupping them roughly. He pulled her closer and kissed her neck softly, sending shivers through her body. His mouth traveled down to her nipples, circling them with his tongue before finally taking one into his mouth and beginning to suck.

"Oh god," she gasped. Her breasts had been enlarged and enhanced by the doctors at the facility, and they were now extra sensitive. As the rough man nursed her, her pussy dripped.

His hands reached down and grabbed her ass, pulling her up. Emma wrapped her legs around him and he pressed her against the wall, his mouth driving down to her breasts, kissing over her sensitive skin. His hands held her up as she used her legs for support. Her pussy was on full display, and she felt him brush against it as his lips grazed her nipples.

"Ooooh," she moaned.

He unbuckled his belt and tugged his jeans down, freeing his huge, hard shaft. He reached down with one hand, guiding his thick prick to the entrance of her wet cunt. As he thrust inside, she gasped; he was so big, stretching her wet walls with his enormous cock.

"Oh god, you're huge," she moaned, knowing he could fuck her all day long. These men always had so, so much stamina.

He began to fuck her against the wall, pushing her down as he thrust his cock inside. Emma gasped, the sensation of his huge dick stretching her pussy filling her with pleasure.

"Oh fuck, oh yeah," she moaned.

He fucked her harder, his hands holding onto her ass, groping her enhanced behind, squeezing it as he thrust inside.

"Oh Sir," she moaned, holding onto his shoulders for support, her legs wrapped tightly around him. "This feels so good."

He looked at her with his piercing eyes. "Say it again," he grunted.

"This is so fucking good, Sir," she said, her pussy beginning to spasm around his cock as it plowed inside.

"That's right," he groaned. "You love it, slut. You love getting railed by big hard men, don't you?"

"Oh fuck, yes," she moaned, unable to deny the pure pleasure of her orgasm. "I love getting fucked good by big, powerful men."

"You want to be a good slut for me, don't you?" he grunted, fucking her hard.

"Yes, Sir," she moaned. "I'm a good girl, I want to be a good slut for you."

"That's what I want to hear," he grunted. "You need to take lots of hard dick in that tight wet pussy of yours. Get you good and pregnant."

"Yes," she moaned, as her pussy began to spasm again. "Oh fuck, oh god, I'm cumming so hard, Sir!"

"Me too," he groaned, fucking her deeper and harder as he let loose a huge load of hot cum inside of her.

Emma moaned as she felt an intense orgasm rip through her body, her pussy spasming wildly as his cum filled her. It was incredible. So hot. So much cum spurting into her womb. It was far more than her husband could ever give her... that much was for sure.

The rough, dominant man kissed her, holding her by the throat, his dick still oozing cum inside her womb. Finally he pulled out, leaving her gasping against the wall, her pussy dripping his semen.

"I'm done for now," he said, zipping up his pants. "I'll call you if I need you later."

She gathered up her clothing and got dressed. As she pulled up her panties, she struggled to contain the copious amounts of white sperm flowing from her pussy from his load. The women were instructed to always leave the prisoners' loads inside them, and could not wash them out under any circumstances.

"Thank you, Sir," she said, and left.

As she walked out into the hallway, one of her coworkers passed by. "Hey, Emma. What was it like?"

"It was great," she said, with a happy smile. "He was so hot, and his dick was so big," she whispered, giggling like a schoolgirl. "He made me cum twice."

Her friend, Emily, giggled as well. "Ooooh, that's so hot. Do you think he knocked you up?"

Emma's heart skipped a beat. "I... I hope so," she said. Her body still tingled from the afterglow of her multiple orgasms. She couldn't believe that she had just been fucked by a stranger who made her cum twice in a row. She rubbed her belly, imagining she might be pregnant. She didn't know what she'd tell her husband. He had no idea of the details of her job. 

Emma got back to her room and relaxed for a bit. She was a bit sore from her encounter, but it was a good kind of sore. She could feel the sperm oozing from her pussy, hanging onto her lips and lower labia, and it felt so hot.

Suddenly, she heard a disturbance in the hallway. Apparently one of the prisoners was getting a little too out of hand, and the guards had to step in. She could hear shouting and banging as the guards tried to keep him restrained. Emma couldn't help but feel a bit of sympathy for the man, although she knew he was a criminal and deserved to be there. Still, it reminded her of the power that these men had over her when she went into those cells. They were all so strong and intimidating, yet at the same time passionate and caring when they wanted to be. The way they looked at her with such desire in their eyes made her feel both powerful and vulnerable at once.

She looked out into the hallway to see what was going on. A big, strong guy...Roger, she thought his name was...was being grabbed by the guards. They secured him in cuffs. He was shouting and yelling something about taking control of the facility. 

"Give him his meds, Ana," said a man in a white coat standing in front of him. He was handsome, about thirty five or so, with sandy blonde hair buzzed short in the military style all men in the facility were required to keep. 

Counselor Abbot, she realized, stunned. He was one of the highest ranking officials there. It was odd for him to be involved in a simple scuffle. 

A beautiful young blonde rushed up to inject Roger with something. Anastasia, she remembered the girl's name as. They hadn't spoken but once or twice, but Ana had always been very nice to her. 

"What are you doing?" Roger shouted, his eyes getting wide. "What the fuck are you doing to me?" 

"It's okay, Roger," Ana said softly. "This will only take a second. You won't even feel it."

"I won't feel it?" he screamed. His voice was getting high pitched and hysterical. "You're fucking giving me a booster! Don't you realize what that means? I'll be way stronger than any of the guards! I'll be unstoppable!"

"It's just temporary, Roger," said Dr. Abbot. "You'll feel better with it, trust me. It'll just relax you a bit. It's the only way we can get you the help you need."

"I don't WANT your fucking help!" he screamed. "I don't WANT..." 

The needle went into his arm, and Emma watched as Roger's posture changed. His eyes unfocused for a moment, and then he collapsed, almost as if fainting. The guards took him away.

Dr. Abbot looked to Anastasia, his tone severe. "We need to wipe him again. The last one didn't work." 

Ana's brow knitted in worry. "But sir... He's already been wiped three times before. Aren't you worried there might be permanent damage with another one?" 

"No," the doctor said matter-of-factly. "He'll be fine in a few days. We'll wipe him again, and then it'll all be okay. We just need to get him back under control."

Ana hesitated, looking worried. "Sir, I know you know what you're doing, but I've spent time with Roger these past few days. He seems... different now. Like he's lost something. I don't know if wiping him again is the best course of action."

The doctor sighed. "Ana, you're a very conscientious girl. But Roger's a special case, and you don't have all the facts."

"Sir?" she said, confused.

"Roger has special needs, Ana. He has some mental issues. We need to keep him under control. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Sir," she said, her eyes downcast. 

He looked at her carefully. "You slept with him?" 

She nodded and bit her lip. "More than once." 

"Are you pregnant by him?" 

Her eyes went wide, then she shook her head slightly. "I...I don't know. I haven't done a test." 

"Get one immediately. I need to know the minute Roger knocks a girl up. It's critical that I learn when it happens." 

"Yes, Sir," she said, looking worried.

"You don't need to worry. I'm not mad at you, Ana. This is very important. Like I said, he's a special case." 

He gave her a gentle pat on the shoulder, and then moved his hand a little lower, to her ass. He gave it a gentle squeeze, his gaze drifting to her breasts. Finally he released her and moved back down the hallway, returning to his office. 

Down the hall, Emma remained hidden in her room, listening to the whole exchange. She was stunned, trying to piece it all together. Roger was something different, something special. She had only heard rumors that they were keeping certain prisoners for 'extra' experiments, but she had no idea what those were. 

She didn't realize she was still rubbing her belly, until she looked down at her hand, and saw that her shirt had crept up, and her belly was exposed. She quickly pulled it down.

Just then, a handsome young doctor in a white lab coat entered her room. He was attractive with his short black hair, a little taller than she was, with a fit, athletic looking body. "Hello there," he said, with a smile. "I'm Dr. Chang."

She greeted him, and the doctor sat down and put his medical kit on the table. "Tell me, Emma, how are you feeling?"

"I... I feel great, actually," he said softly. "I was a little sore earlier, but now I just feel warm."

"And your belly? How's your belly feeling?"

She swallowed hard. "Good," she managed. 

He laid her back on the bed and began to press along her tummy and thighs, examining her. 

"It definitely feels larger," he said. He pulled up the bottom of her shirt, exposing her belly. His hands went along it, running along the flesh. Emma felt a tingle in her belly.

She tried to keep still, but she could feel the warmth of his hands on her. They felt good. 

"We should do a pregnancy test just to be sure, okay?" 

She nodded, biting her lip. 

He passed a small wand over her belly. The technology at the facility allowed doctors to do instantaneous checks. His device clicked a few times, then he smiled. "Yes, you're definitely pregnant. It looks like you have been for a few weeks now." 

She gasped in surprise. She didn't know who had done it. She'd had sex with several prisoners since then, so it could have been anyone of them. 

"Now, I'm going to take a look at the pussy I've been hearing so much about," he said, smiling. "Spread your legs for me."

Emma did as he asked, blushing. She remembered the way they were all so eager to jerk off on her, or to fuck her.

Dr. Chang laughed. "Oh, I see you have a nice thick load inside you now. Did you just have sex?" 

"Yes," she said quietly.

He pressed a finger against her pussy. "What kind of sex?" 

"It was very rough, quite fast. He just wanted to cum inside me," she said.

"Ah, that's good. I think we can assume this load is from Victor, don't you?" 

"I guess so," she said, trembling slightly. She had no idea what his name was. 

"Well, everything seems to be great here," he said. "I'll leave Victor's load inside you." 

"Can you really tell the men apart by their sperm?" she asked curiously. 

"Yes, I can. I do this all day, remember?" he chuckled. He stood up, revealing an immense bulge in his pants. "Well, all this talk has gotten me pretty hard, Emma. I'm going to need you to relieve this pressure. We won't use your cunt, since it's quite full, but you can use your mouth and tits on me." 

All the women in the program were required to serve any man who requested it, and that included the doctors and higherups. She nodded and bit her lip, quickly moving her soft fingers to his belt. She undid it, and then pulled down his pants, revealing an enormous, girthy 9-inch cock, swelling and throbbing, dripping precum. Her mouth watered at the sight. 

"Now suck it," ordered Dr. Chang. 

She leaned forward, spreading her lips, and began licking the head, her tongue swirling over it, cleaning any precum that leaked from it. 

He looked down at her, smiling. "Very good, Emma. But I need more. Suck it harder. Deeper. I want you to take all of it." 

She did so, and his cock penetrated her mouth, pushing deep into her throat. The girth of it was incredible, like a fire hose. She gagged slightly, and then her throat relaxed, and she was able to take the full length into her mouth and down into her throat. 

"Good, good," he said, his hands going to her head, pushing her further down onto his cock. She began licking it again, running her tongue over the shaft. 

He began moaning and grunting, thrusting his cock in and out of her. "That's right, girl. You're a filthy little cocksucking whore, aren't you, Emma?" 

She couldn't respond, since his cock was in her mouth, so she just moaned softly, as he fucked her throat. She felt proud of herself that she could please him like this. 

Finally he pulled out of her mouth, and she gasped, sucking in air greedily. "Mmm, yes. You've been practicing, Emma," he said, his hands moving to her breasts. He gently squeezed them, feeling the soft flesh.

"Yes, Sir," she whispered. He groaned and gave her a gentle slap on the face with his cock. She squealed, and then he slapped her again, this time on the other side. Then he squeezed her tits hard, his fingers digging in. 

"That's right. Now get that slut mouth back on my dick, that's a good girl." He pressed her lips back onto his throbbing shaft, making her moan and stretch around him. 

He began to fuck her throat in earnest, wanting to cum. 

He began spanking her tits, making them bounce and jiggle. Then he grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her head up. She looked up at him, panting. He slammed his cock into her mouth, pushing her face down against his crotch. 

"Swallow all this thick cum, slut," he said, grunting. 

Emma opened her mouth wide, allowing his cock to push deep into her throat. He thrust a few more times, then he groaned, and she could feel his cock begin to throb, and then cum began shooting out of it. She tried to swallow it all, but some slipped out of her mouth, dribbling down her chin and onto her tits. 

He paused, to let her catch her breath, and then he began rubbing her face against his cock and balls. She lapped his cum up eagerly, moaning with pleasure. 

"Alright, that's enough," he said, pulling away and zipping himself up. "You did a great job here today, Emma. You're a fine example of the kind of women we want in this program." 

Her pussy tingled with pleasure at his words. "Thank you, Dr. Chang." 

With that, he gathered up his things and left the room. 

She was so happy, having received his load in her mouth. She decided to have a little rest, having gotten fucked by two handsome, strong men already today. 

Still, as she lay down, she couldn't quite shake the strange feeling she had. Like...something was going on with Roger. Something she didn't know about. Something ... bad. 

She just wished she knew what it was. 
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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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A hot preview 

His hand rested on her head, guiding her face towards him. She took his large, bulbous head into her mouth and began to suck it. 

It was nice and warm, hard and veiny, and tasted faintly of sweat and pre-cum. She felt his hands in her hair, as he began to thrust his cock in and out of her mouth. 

"Oh yeah, you fucking slut, suck that big cock," he said, his voice hoarse. She felt him get harder, even as her mouth was stretched around him. 

She began to move her head up and down, trying to get him as deep in her mouth as she could before her gag reflex kicked in. 

"Oh yeah, get that dick nice and wet. Get it ready for your pussy," he said, his deep voice almost a growl. 

The Cyberius Machine: Part 5

Dr. Chang thumbed through his reports. They were rather inconcise, and it wasn't clear what was to be done next. While insemination rates were very high, and birthing was going well, the women were reporting lower levels of happiness, despite enjoying the sexual intercourse they were having with prisoners. 

It was odd. 

He decided to consult with his colleague, Dr. Reston. She was a skilled psychologist who had done profiles on both prisoners and the women employed at Ciberius, and might be able to shed some light. 

He entered her office, the doors hissing open, and found her sitting at her desk, working on something on her computer. 

"Are you busy, Doctor?" 

She turned to him, her large breasts tightly cinched inside her mandatory lab coat and lace bra. "Not at all, Dr. Chang. What can I do for you?" 

He looked over her tight, sexy little body. She was petite, but she had very big breasts, and beautiful blonde hair like most of the women here. He had a hunch her pussy was super tight, and he very much wanted to find out. 

"Please," he said, sitting down opposite her. "Call me Peter." 

"Of course, Peter." She smiled. "And surely, you should call me Virginia, after all this time." 

He nodded. 

"Virginia, I've noticed that the women are getting pregnant nicely, and the babies are all coming out healthy like their fathers. The only thing is...they're reporting lower happiness levels. Do you know why the women wouldn't feel totally satisfied here?" 

She leaned back in her chair. "I'm sure there's many reasons, Peter. First of all, they are subjugated here. Most of them have no autonomy, they are at the disposal of Dr. Abbot and the guards here. They are used for breeding purposes, and must obey the doctors and guards. I'm sure that they feel like they have no freedom, and I'm sure that interferes with their overall happiness levels."

Which was true.

"Also, they are married to men outside this facility. They have disparate lives and identities. They cannot share a bed, a house, a life with the men here. Couple that with the fact they have to watch the prisoners be mind-wiped and repurposed..." She shrugged. "It must be at least a little depressing." 

"It makes sense, what you're saying." He sat up straight, his erection becoming uncomfortable. "What do you suggest we do?" 

She leaned forward and rested her chin on her hand. The movement compressed her tits, making them squish together pleasantly. "I'm glad you asked, Peter. I do have a plan."

He grinned, his cock stiffening even more. "I'm all ears."

"Well," She began, her blue eyes gleaming with intensity. "What I suggest is that we not only wipe the men's memories and repurpose them, but also wipe the women's memories so they don't remember their other lives. Then, we can incorporate them into separate housing with whichever prisoner male they choose. They can have sex, get married, fall in love. This way, even though it won't be a traditional marriage or relationship, it will give them a feeling of pretend autonomy." 

He thought it over. Honestly, it seemed pretty fucking brilliant. Standing, Dr. Chang walked in front of her, then held his hand out for her to take. "Virginia, you're a genius." 

She smiled and took his hand, standing. "So you like the idea?" 

"I love it." He wrapped his arms around her, letting his hands slide to her ass. "I think we should propose it to the Cyberius Council." 

She shifted a bit uncomfortably, not having expected him to want sex from her. But her training and protocol kicked in: she was required to have sex with any man on the premises who required it of her. 

She didn't really like Peter Chang. He was arrogant, with a superiority complex that got on her nerves. He was always interrupting her. Or belittling her behind her back. He was handsome, but his negative qualities didn't make up for it. 

Now, she realized he was going to demand sex with her...and she had to provide it. The idea was a little revolting. 

He moved his hands underneath her short skirt and began to fondle her bare ass cheeks, kissing her neck. She smelled his cologne, and felt his hard cock pressing against her. 

She could feel him growing even larger against her stomach, so he was obviously turned on. He began kissing her again, his lips pressing against her. 

She closed her eyes and tried to ignore how much she despised him. 

"Really, you're full of good ideas," he grunted, rubbing his dick up and down against her thigh. "In fact, I have a great one right now. Why don't you undress, then get down on your knees and show me how you use that slut mouth of yours?" 

She sighed. "As you wish." 

He smiled and kicked the chair away. She began to unbutton her lab coat, and took it off. She slid it down her arms and let it drop to the ground. 

Dr. Chang's eyes were locked onto her perky tits. He walked around to her and unhooked her white silk bra, sliding the straps off her shoulders and dropping it to the floor. 

He ran his hands across her large, firm breasts, squeezing them and then taking her nipples in between his fingers and rolling them around. 

She had to admit that she was wet. She hated being with this man, but the way he was touching her felt good and got her hot. In a way, her hatred of him made her pussy wetter, which was very odd to her, but at least it would make this encounter less unwelcome. 

She hooked her thumbs into her panties and slid them down her legs, then stepped out of them. They were made of the finest, silkiest lace and felt amazing against her smooth flesh.

She knelt in front of him. He had never demanded sex of her before, so she had not seen his cock. As she lowered his pants, she gasped as it swung free, hitting her chin. It was enormous, girthy, dripping precum. It had to be at least 10 inches long, and was incredibly thick. As small as she was, she wasn't sure she could fit him inside her. 

Her pussy twitched in anticipation. 

His hand rested on her head, guiding her face towards him. She took his large, bulbous head into her mouth and began to suck it. 

It was nice and warm, hard and veiny, and tasted faintly of sweat and pre-cum. She felt his hands in her hair, as he began to thrust his cock in and out of her mouth. 

"Oh yeah, you fucking slut, suck that big cock," he said, his voice hoarse. She felt him get harder, even as her mouth was stretched around him. 

She began to move her head up and down, trying to get him as deep in her mouth as she could before her gag reflex kicked in. 

"Oh yeah, get that dick nice and wet. Get it ready for your pussy," he said, his deep voice almost a growl. 

She moaned. Her cunt was already dripping. 

"Yeah," he grunted, pushing her head back and forth on his dick. "Take that fucking cock. Suck it, you naughty bitch."

She gripped the base of his cock and held the head between her lips. It was so big, her mouth could barely even fit around it.

She began to bob her head up and down, trying to take him into her mouth. She managed to get almost half of his cock into her mouth before gagging.

"Pretend you're sucking a lollipop," he said.

She did what he said, bobbing her head back and forth, trying to take more of him into her mouth.

"Jesus, you're a fucking pro."

She began to move faster and faster, working to take as much of his cock as possible. She found she could take quite a bit of it down her throat, but the head was still too much for her.

Dr. Chang started thrusting his hips, forcing more of his cock into her mouth. 

"Oh yeah, you little slut, I bet there's only one thing you like more than sucking cock." 

She moaned, bobbing her head faster, trying to please him. 

"I bet you like getting your pussy fucked. You like getting it stuffed full of big, thick cock. Especially the cock of a man you hate."

She looked up at him in surprise. How did he know? 

He laughed evilly, his eyes flickering with lust and power. It was obvious that he understood exactly how he made her feel, and reveled in it. 

He pushed her back onto his thick penis. Concentrating on sucking his dick, her mouth half full of his hard cock, she moaned. 

"I bet you like it rough, too. I bet you like being a naughty, dirty bitch. Am I right? Huh?" 

She moaned in response. He was right. She did like it rough.

"I bet you like getting fucked by big, hard cocks. Am I right? Huh?"

She moaned again, trying to deny that he was right, but the sounds she was making were clearly saying otherwise. 

"Don't worry, Virginia. We have lots of hard men around here. Soon, we'll organize a nice gangbang and get you nice and stuffed. Probably pregnant, too. You've seen the sperm counts. They're off the charts. What can you expect from all these virile male prisoners?" 

She moaned again. He was right. Her pussy grew wet at the idea of taking all those hung, rough men in her cunt, her mouth, her ass... 

He grunted and shoved his cock further down her throat. She coughed and gagged, tears beginning to come out of her eyes, dribbling down her cheeks. But she didn't try to pull away. She kept her hands on his hips, bobbing her head back and forth on his cock. 

"Seems you like that idea. Well, we'll just have to make it a reality soon." 

He didn't give her a chance to breathe, just kept fucking her throat, hard, fast, brutally. She swallowed to keep herself from choking, but soon she began to feel light headed from the pleasure and his domination of her. She closed her eyes and focused on sucking his cock, trying not to gag.

He grunted and shoved himself down her throat. Thick spurts of semen splashed inside her mouth, and she was forced to swallow every drop. 

"Goddamn, you're a great little whore," he said, pulling his cock out of her mouth. He held it still and splashed the last of his load on her face and tits. 

She looked up at him, painted with cum.

"All right. Get on your hands and knees. I want to use that sloppy wet pussy of yours." 

Shivering with lust, she crawled over to center of the floor and got onto her hands and knees. 

Dr. Chang stood behind her and put his hands on her hips, and began to rub his cock up and down her dripping cunt, pushing it deeper and deeper inside her. 

He entered her slowly, trying to get every inch into her. She was so wet, and so eager for him, that he was able to get the entire length of his large cock inside her with ease. 

He began to thrust his hips, fucking her deep and hard. 

She moaned loudly, feeling his thick member penetrate her. Since none of the women were allowed to take birth control at the facility, the risky of getting pregnant heightened the sensation of his bare penis inside her, and made her shiver in excitement and dread. 

He fucked her faster and faster, grunting and moaning. He reached down and began to squeeze her nipples, sending shivers of pleasure through her body. 

She closed her eyes and moaned, then gasped and moaned again, feeling a huge orgasm approaching. She felt so close. 

"You have a nice fucking cunt, Virginia," he said, thrusting faster and faster inside her. "I bet you even like the idea that you'll be the mother to the child of a man you hate." 

She clutched the rug underneath her, gritting her teeth. She wanted to say...No...to tell him such a thing was disgusting and unthinkable...but her pussy clutched his cock tighter, as if trying to draw the semen right up from his balls. Her body wanted to get pregnant with his baby, even if her mind cast him as a villain. 

"Oh yeah, you little slut. Come on, take that big cock. Take it. Take it."

His hands were rough and big, and they felt wonderful on her sensitive breasts.

She moaned, feeling her orgasm grow closer and closer. Her pussy clenched around his cock, trying to grip it as tightly as possible. 

He thrust into her as deeply as possible, and she felt his hot cum fill her. She moaned loudly as she felt it enter her body. She came as he did, her pussy spasming on his big dick, taking every drop of his hot seed. 

"Oh yeah, you fucking whore. Take that load," he said, panting.

She felt him pull out of her, and a rush of cum poured out of her pussy.

She was still full of his cum, and it felt wonderful.

"Suck my dick clean," he said, pulling her head toward his cock.

She opened her mouth to protest, but at the smell of his semen, all she could do was moan. She sucked his cock, licking and sucking the last drops of cum from his dick. It was obvious he enjoyed humiliating her, reveling in the way she submitted to every one of his filthy desires. 

"God, you've got a gorgeous pussy," he said. "You're going to be a great mother. You're the perfect woman to bear the children of the men you hate. Men like me, like Abbott. Like all the other guys here you loathe. But you just love those prisoners, don't you? You and all the other whores here. You're all the same."

She was horrified that she enjoyed having his cum inside her so badly. She felt her pussy twitching in desire at the thought of getting pregnant with the child of a man she hated. 

"Just as long as you remember who's in control, you can feel however you want," he said, zipping up his pants. "Anyway, make sure you keep my load inside you the rest of the day. I'll see you later, Virginia." 

With that, he left her naked, covered in cum and dripping it from her pussy. She gritted her teeth, hating herself for feeling what she did... 

And hating him for being right. 
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A hot preview… 

He reached down and began to rub her pussy with his fingers, softly and slowly at first, then harder and faster until she began to moan and whimper and writhe beneath him, moaning for more. He kissed her, owning her mouth with his. She loved it, being controlled during sex like this. Her work kept her too busy to date, and having a big strong alpha like him made her pussy absolutely drip. 

His cock was hard as a rock and he could feel it throbbing as it ached to be inside her. 

He pushed her legs apart and positioned the head of his cock at her lovely pink pussy. Each time he pressed, she let out a soft, breathy "Ohhhh" as her pussy began to throb and tingle, begging him to fuck her.

Sarah moaned and whimpered as he circled her clit, teasing her until she thought she might go mad with desire. Her breathing was heavy and labored as he played with pussy. 

Finally, he couldn't stand it any longer. Pressing his dick to her slick cunt, he slid easily inside her, at least the first few inches. 

She gasped in shock as the enormous penis began to fill her up. He stretched her walls wide, and she had never taken a cock so big. She felt a huge orgasm beginning to build inside her. 

The Cyberius Machine Part 7

Rachel LeBlanc, the overseer of the Cyberius Machine for the Nevada outpost, was coming to do her annual inspection. It was time to make sure everyone was acting as the program dictated, and that the prisoners were being well-kept and protocol followed.

Rachel was a firm believer in the philosophy behind the Cyberius program, believing that it offered the most humane method of rehabilitation for those who had committed serious offenses.

When she arrived at Counselor Abbot's office, she asked to see Dr. Chang's report on Roger, one of the newest inmates to arrive at the outpost. She noted with displeasure that he had been brainwiped numerous times since his arrival, and her suspicions grew when she read further into Dr. Chang's report. From what she could tell, each brainwipe had been done under Abbot's orders and without consulting any other staff members or even informing Rachel herself.

According to the doctor, Roger had been subjected to several brainwashing techniques from Counselor Abbot in order to force him into submission. As Rachel continued to read, her heart sank as she realized that the severity of these techniques had gone far beyond what was necessary for proper rehabilitation. Not only did they include extensive memory erasure techniques, but also deep psychological manipulation and mind control tactics that seemed more akin to torture than therapy.

Rachel was appalled by this apparent abuse of authority and immediately began to question Abbot about his reasoning for all these brainwipes. After much back-and-forth between them, Counselor Abbot finally admitted that he did not trust Roger and thought that he would be more susceptible to rehabilitation if his memories were wiped away.

She crumpled up the paper in anger, gritting her teeth. I'll fucking kill him, he thought. Roger was their prize subject. He was the one prisoner who had demonstrated high potential for the Cyberius Machine. No one else had lived through this many wipes. If he died now, they would all be fired, or worse.

Rachel stood, determined to go find Abbot and chastise him on his decisions. She was going to make sure that he understood the consequences of his actions and that it would not be tolerated in her outpost. She strode out of the office without another word, her posture radiating her anger like a fierce fire.

As Rachel reached Abbot's office, her heart was pounding in her chest from adrenaline and anger. Taking a deep breath, she walked into his office without knocking and demanded an explanation for why he had gone so far with Roger’s brainwipes.

"Rachel," he said, going white as he saw her. "What are -"

"I can't believe what you did,"

Rachel interrupted, slamming her hands onto his desk. "This is not how we do things under the Cyberius program. You've gone too far with your brainwashing techniques and it's completely unacceptable. Do you even understand the damage you've caused to Roger's psyche?"

Abbot looked down at his hands, suddenly ashamed. "I was just trying to do what was best for our program. I thought that he would be more obedient if he didn't remember anything from his past. I didn't mean to cause any harm."

Rachel's eyes narrowed. "Your intentions may have been good, but the outcome was not. You've put our entire program at risk by endangering our prize subject. I'm going to have to report this to our superiors."

Abbot's face went slack with fear. "Please, Rachel, don't do that. I can fix this. I'll make it right. Just give me another chance."

Rachel stood up, narrowing her eyes.

"Another chance?"

She scoffed. "You've already had multiple chances, and you've proven yourself untrustworthy. I won't have you risking the safety of our prisoners and the success of our program any longer."

"Please!" he begged. "Just one more chance!"

She folded her arms. Aside from his abuse of power, Abbot had generally been decent at keeping order her. But she'd dealt with his slippery ways before, and wasn't keep on a repeat.

"Fine." She let out a breath. "One more chance. But if you fuck up this time..." She made a slicing motion across her throat.

He nodded, relief flooding his features. "I'll make it right, I swear."

She turned to leave, but stopped when she reached the doorway.

"I'm going to be keeping a very close eye on you from now on," she said. "If I so much as see you looking at one of our subjects the wrong way, you'll be out on your ass."

She left, heading to Roger's cell. She needed to check in on him and see if she could improve his situation. 

As she walked down the long, sterile hallway towards the cell block, Rachel couldn't shake the feeling of disgust at what she had just witnessed. She had always believed in the Cyberius program and its ability to rehabilitate even the most dangerous criminals, but what she had just seen had shaken her to her core. She had to make things right, not just for Roger but for all the other prisoners at the outpost.

When she reached Roger's cell, she found him sitting on his bunk, staring blankly at the wall in front of him. His eyes were hollow and lifeless, and there was a sense of emptiness that seemed to surround him. Rachel sighed, knowing that this was the result of Abbot's brainwashing techniques.

"Roger," she said softly, hoping to get his attention. "It's Rachel. I'm here to check up on you."

Roger slowly turned his head to look at her, his eyes unfocused and distant.

"Rachel," he said, his brow furrowing. He seemed to recognize her for a minute. 

Then his gaze went blank again. 

"It's time for you to go back into the machine," she added, trying to coax him off the bunk.

Roger stared at her, and then slowly nodded, standing up and following her out towards the machine chambers.

Rachel knew that the process of resetting his brain would take some time, but she was surprised by how long it took. Roger appeared to be completely unaware of the world around him, and he just stood there, zombie-like.

"Come on, Roger. Time to go in," she said, trying to lead him into the chamber.

But before she could get any further, Roger suddenly went berserk, abruptly turning on her and running down the corridor, making his escape. Rachel was stunned. She had never seen someone so determined to break free from the Cyberius program before. Her heart raced as she watched him run, his footsteps echoing down the long hallway as he disappeared from sight.

Rachel knew she had to act quickly. She pulled out her phone and called a code red, alerting the Cyberius staff of Roger's escape. The remainder of the day was spent in a flurry of activity as the staff searched for Roger and tried to re-secure the prison. Everyone was on high alert, and Rachel herself felt like she could barely breathe from how tense the atmosphere had become. 

*****

Roger ran as fast as he could. He didn't know where he was going, or even who he was. But one thing was for sure. He was out of that damned facility, finally, and he was going to remain free. 

Even if he had to kill everyone who got between him and his freedom. 

For hours Roger ran, his feet pounding against the desert sand, the sun beating down on his back. He was exhausted and drained of energy, but he kept going, determined to make it to safety. Finally, after what seemed like an eternity of running, Roger reached a distant city in the horizon. His heart leapt with joy as he approached civilization again, and he quickly made his way towards a small cafe he spotted nearby. 

The smell of freshly cooked food filled the air as Roger stepped inside. His stomach rumbled with hunger as he looked around for a place to sit and rest. Thankfully, there were plenty of empty tables available and so Roger settled himself into a corner seat, hoping no one would notice how dirty and disheveled he was...or that he was wearing a gray jumpsuit. 

"Hi, honey," said a sweet female waitress who came up to him to take his order. She was very beautiful, with large breasts and blonde hair. She appeared to be about 28 or so, and she smelled faintly of strawberry shampoo. "What can I get for you today?" 

Roger looked up at the waitress and smiled weakly. "Just a cup of coffee and a sandwich, please."

"Sure thing, hon," she said, giving him a flirty smile before walking away to fulfill his order.

God, he was so hungry. He needed more than a sandwich. He hadn't eaten in days. He was thirsty, too. 

When she came back with his coffee, Roger changed his order, deciding to add several other things, as well as plenty of fresh water. 

The waitress nodded and went to fetch the food, quickly returning with a tray of burgers, fries, and pie. She also brought him a few bottles of water.

The waitress, whose name was Sarah, watched as he wolfed down the food hungrily. She felt her heart break a little at the sight of him so desperate for nourishment. Still, she had her duty and she silently prayed that he was soon able to get comfortable enough to share his story with someone. She reached out her hand and gave his arm a light touch. 

"Sir, if you need anything at all, and I mean anything..." she grabbed a napkin and jotter her number down. "You just let me know, okay?" 

Roger looked up at her with a grateful smile. He couldn't believe that someone was being so kind to him. It had been so long since anyone had shown him any compassion.

"Thank you," he said, his voice cracking with emotion. "I don't know what to say."

"You don't have to say anything," Sarah said, giving his arm another gentle squeeze. "Just take care of yourself, okay?"

He nodded, and finished his meal. 

When the time came to pay, Roger's heart pounded. He didn't have any money, and he knew that running out of the place would only set the cops on him. 

The last thing he wanted. 

Sarah came over with a piece of paper, which he assumed was the check. 

"I...um..." 

She leaned in close, her breasts gently rubbing his arm. She whispered, "You don't worry about a thing, honey. And you just call me if you need me, okay?" 

With that, she gave him a soft kiss on the cheek and set the piece of paper down. 

It was standard restaurant paper for orders, but it didn't have a total. Instead it just said, "It's on the house" and had a little lipstick kiss at the bottom, with her name, Sarah. 

Flashing a kind smile that promised more, Sarah squeezed his arm and then left. 

Roger sat there, astonished by her generosity. He was overwhelmed by the kindness that she had shown him, and he suddenly felt an entirely new emotion: Hope. For the first time in a long time he felt like someone cared about him, and he sensed that Sarah might like him...as more than just a customer.

He pocketed her number. 

****

Roger decided he should take her advice and take care of himself. He knew the first step was finding a place to stay and maybe get a bath.

He ventured out into the city, hoping that something would turn up. Everywhere he looked there were people living in abject poverty, with only their meager possessions keeping them company. 

It reminded him of his life at the Cyberius center. He had been a prisoner for so long. So, so damn long. 

Alone, impoverished, no longer in control of his own life. 

As he walked along, he kept his eyes peeled for someplace that could provide him with temporary respite from life's troubles, if only for a night or two. He had no money though, which posed a problem.

He realized he didn't have much choice. He was going to have to call Sarah. It wasn't fun to have to keep depending on her kindness, but he didn't want to have to resort to crime. 

He called her number from a payphone. She immediately answered, and told him to go to her address, and that he would find a key underneath the doormat. She instructed him to use anything he needed at the house, and that she would be home after her shift ended at 5. 

Roger felt a wave of relief wash over him. He thanked Sarah and hung up before making his way to her house. When he arrived, he found the key just where she had said it would be, and he let himself in. The house was small, but it was comfortable and clean. It was a far cry from the sterile, prison-like environment of the Cyberius center.

Roger took a long, hot shower, relishing in the feeling of the water cascading over his body. He'd forgotten what it was like to feel clean and refreshed.

He saw that she lived alone, as there were no other occupied bedrooms. Not wanting to intrude on her clothing, he remained wrapped in the linen towel he had taken from her closet. 

Afterward, he rummaged around in Sarah's kitchen and found some food, which he heated up in the microwave. He ate slowly, savoring every bite, and feeling grateful for Sarah's kindness.

He explored the house a bit more and found a small, cozy bedroom with a comfortable-looking bed. He settled in, feeling more at peace than he had in a long time.

For once.... there were no nightmares. 

****

When Sarah came inside she was surprised to find Roger fast asleep on her bed. The towel he had been wearing barely covered his muscled, tattooed, handsome body and she could see his cock beginning to swell underneath it. She couldn't believe that this gorgeous man had been in her home all day while she was out working.

She was deeply curious about his story. It wasn't every day men like him showed up at the diner. He was handsome, seemed kind of reserved and almost shy. 

She sat down on the bed beside him, gently stroking his stomach, and then let her hand drift to his swelling cock under the towel. She snuck a peek...she was astounded to see the size of it. He had to be at least 9 inches soft...probably 10 or more when hard! 

Something about him was so incredibly attractive, she couldn't resist the urge. She slowly drew the towel down and lowered her mouth to his cock, which she began to stroke and suck. 

Her pussy began to tingle as she gave him the most sensual blowjob of her life.

She heard him moan softly as she continued to work his cock. Up and down she moved her lips, his thick, throbbing penis feeling amazing inside her mouth. 

He was the biggest man she'd ever been with, and she would have to take him slowly. She could feel her pussy growing wet as she stroked his cock, and her clit throbbed with desire. 

He was fully awake now, watching as she serviced him. He grunted with pleasure. "Sarah...that feels really good." 

He smelled so good to her, like soap, and masculinity...

and pure lust. She began to play with his balls now, gently caressing them with her fingers. That seemed to drive him wild, for he began to moan louder and louder and she could see his body tense up. 

"Oh God...I'm going to cum." Roger grunted. "Going to..." Sarah lifted her mouth off of his cock and began to stroke him faster and faster. "Oh fuck!" He moaned and grunted. "Oh FUCK yes!" She felt his cock start to pulse and tremble, and...

"Oh fuck, I'm cumming!" Roger moaned, his body shaking.

"Mmm...that's it, cum for me baby," She murmured, stroking his cock faster and faster, until...

He moaned and grunted, shooting load after load of hot, sticky cum into her waiting mouth. Sarah moaned and swallowed every drop. It tasted so good, and made her even hornier. 

Roger lay back, panting. 

"Come here," he said softly, and Sarah clambered onto the bed beside him. 

He pushed her down, stroking her body with his strong hands as she arched into his touch. He explored every inch of her skin as if he were mapping it out in his mind, memorizing it for later. He began to kiss her neck and shoulders while his hands roamed lower, exploring her curves. 

Roughly, he tugged open her blouse and freed her tits from her bra. He teased and tickled her nipples until they were hard and erect before finally taking one of them into his mouth and sucking gently. She moaned in pleasure as he switched to the other nipple to give it the same treatment before making circles around both with his tongue. 

His hands moved further down until they found the waistband of her jeans, which he unbuttoned before pushing them down over her hips until she was in just her panties and her open blouse and bra. He quickly stripped off the rest of her clothes and tossed them aside, so she was naked before him. 

She was sexy as fuck, petite and slim with huge breasts and a glistening wet pussy. She bit her lip and looked at him with pure need. "Please...I don't even know your name..." 

"It's Roger," he said, licking her nipple. "You can keep calling me Sir, though." 

She shivered with pleasure. "Yes, Sir." 

He reached down and began to rub her pussy with his fingers, softly and slowly at first, then harder and faster until she began to moan and whimper and writhe beneath him, moaning for more. He kissed her, owning her mouth with his. She loved it, being controlled during sex like this. Her work kept her too busy to date, and having a big strong alpha like him made her pussy absolutely drip. 

His cock was hard as a rock and he could feel it throbbing as it ached to be inside her. 

He pushed her legs apart and positioned the head of his cock at her lovely pink pussy. Each time he pressed, she let out a soft, breathy "Ohhhh" as her pussy began to throb and tingle, begging him to fuck her.

Sarah moaned and whimpered as he circled her clit, teasing her until she thought she might go mad with desire. Her breathing was heavy and labored as he played with pussy. 

Finally, he couldn't stand it any longer. Pressing his dick to her slick cunt, he slid easily inside her, at least the first few inches. 

She gasped in shock as the enormous penis began to fill her up. He stretched her walls wide, and she had never taken a cock so big. She felt a huge orgasm beginning to build inside her. 

He began to thrust slowly, going deeper and deeper with every stroke until he was all the way inside her. 

"Ohhhh Sir...that feels so good..." 

She continued to moan as he fucked her slowly, gradually picking up the pace. 

She felt like she was on fire, a slow burn that built and built until she was almost consumed by her desire and need for his cock. 

He was going faster now, pounding her harder and faster, driving her wild with pleasure as his cock slid in and out of her pussy. 

"Oh fuck...your pussy feels so good," he growled, thrusting his cock deeper inside her.

She gasped and moaned as her pussy was stuffed full of that enormous throbbing cock. He began to thrust even more, pushing a bit deeper into her every time until she was panting and moaning.

"Oh fuck...oh FUCK yes," she moaned. "OH FUCK YES SIR! YOUR COCK FEELS SO FUCKING GOOD!" She yelled louder and louder as he fucked her deeper, harder, and faster, until...

"Cum for me Sarah…cum on that fucking huge dick in your tight little pussy." He said. She moaned in response, and felt her whole body begin to tremble as she climaxed hard. 

"Oh fuck! Oh fuck... fuck me!" She moaned, as her pussy clenched around his cock, milking it tight. 

It was enough to send him over the edge. Roger groaned, thrusting deep inside Sarah and spilling hot, thick jets of virile semen into her unprotected womb. She gasped in pleasure, clutching his strong shoulders. Her orgasm intensified as he emptied his balls into her. 

He kissed her long and hard, their tongues swirling together. She had never been so filled up, and it was satisfying on a whole new level...down to her very soul. 

She was so, so glad this handsome stranger had walked into her diner. 
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"Oh my God, Roger... you're so amazing at that," she moaned, wrapping her arms around the back of his head and pulling him closer to her pussy.

He loved the way her thick juices tasted as he licked her pussy, sliding his tongue deep into her hole. He fucked her with his fingers, making her moan loudly as he sucked her clit into his mouth, sliding his tongue up and down it, teasing her. He could feel her squirming beneath him as he ate her out, and her pussy was growing even wetter.

Then he stood, picking her up and switching places so she was on the bed now, lying underneath him. He spread her legs and lined his cock up to her pussy, easily spreading her cunt and making her take him, inch by inch. She let out a breathy gasp of joy as he impaled her on his huge dick. 

"Oh god, Roger! You're going inside me...you're so big and hard! It feels amazing!" 

The Cyberius Machine: Part 6

Roger was given a simple outfit to wear. He was escorted back to his room. There he stayed for several days, eating his meals, using the workout equipment they gave him, and recording his thoughts in a small journal provided. 

He was having nightmares. Terrible dreams about being electrocuted, with wires attached to his body, his memories being erased over and over. 

He woke up from a particularly bad one one night, breathing hard, and pressed the button to summon the night nurse on duty. 

The door creaked open, and a petite woman in a white uniform walked in, her blonde hair tied back in a neat bun. She was very beautiful, and her breasts were large, very much on display under her nursing uniform. Her eyes were kind and compassionate, and she approached Roger with a warm smile.

"Is everything alright, Roger?" she asked, placing a gentle hand on his shoulder.

Roger shook his head, his heart racing. "I... I had another nightmare. It was like they were erasing my memories again, but this time it felt even more real."

The nurse nodded sympathetically. "I'm sorry to hear that. It's not uncommon for patients to experience nightmares during their stay here, especially during the adjustment period. Is there anything I can do to help?"

Roger hesitated for a moment before speaking. "Can you... can you stay with me for a little while? Just until I fall asleep?"

"Of course I can," she said, smiling warmly. She pulled up a seat beside him. 

"What's your name?" he asked curiously after a minute. 

"My name's Marissa," she replied, still smiling at him. "I've worked here for a long time now." 

Roger smiled back at her, feeling a sense of comfort wash over him as she sat by his side. She was a beautiful woman, and he couldn't help but notice her breasts once again. He felt a stirring in his loins, and he shifted in his bed uncomfortably.

"Is everything okay?" Marissa asked, noticing his movement.

Roger blushed, feeling embarrassed. "I'm sorry, it's nothing," he replied quickly.

She chuckled softly. "It's okay, Roger. It's perfectly normal to feel those kinds of urges, especially when you're in a vulnerable state like this. Would you like me to take care of it for you?"

Roger's eyes widened in surprise. He couldn't believe what he was hearing. Was this really happening? He looked at her, studying her face for any sign that she was joking, but all he saw was sincerity and kindness in her eyes.

"You've been told, yes? That women are required to service males on the facility at any time?" 

He swallowed hard. "Yeah...a few people have mentioned that." 

"Well, I'm no exception. To be honest, I really enjoy it. The men around here are very nice, and...hot." She giggled. "You're certainly among those." She rubbed his thigh underneath his sweatpants, her fingers inching dangerously close to his stiffening cock. 

"Would you like me to service you, Roger?" she whispered seductively into his ear.

"Oh my God," he groaned, his cheeks burning. He couldn't believe what was happening, but he desperately wanted it to continue. He had been alone for days, and all he could think about during that time was the idea of a woman's touch. 

"Yes," he moaned.

She slid the sweatpants down to his knees and freed his stiff cock from its confines. She smiled up at him, playing with his warm shaft in her hand. 

"I have to tell you, you're a lot bigger than most of the men I've seen around here. Which is saying something, since a lot of these guys have really big cocks," she giggled, sliding down to her knees between his thighs. "But yours is just something special." 

She kissed and licked his cock, stroking him softly. She seemed really enthusiastic about getting him off. 

Roger closed his eyes, enjoying the sensation of her lips on his hard flesh. He reached his hand down and ran his fingers through her hair, noticing how soft it felt. He groaned in pleasure, and his cock twitched. It was getting really hard. The initial excitement of seeing her had settled down and now he was enjoying the sensations of her mouth sliding up and down his shaft. 

"Oh fuck," he moaned. He usually didn't swear, but her mouth felt so good he couldn't help it. 

He felt her tongue slide up and down his shaft. "I want you to cum for me," she whispered, giggling softly as she licked his cockhead. 

"Oh my God," he groaned, closing his eyes and resting his head against the bed. 

He felt absolutely incredible as she slid her lips over his shaft, working him with her mouth, her wet tongue sliding up and down his cock. He reached down and ran his fingers through her long blonde hair, marveling at how soft it was. She was really doing a great job, working him up to the edge of orgasm in no time. 

"Would you like me to use my breasts, Sir?" 

"Yes." 

She removed her shirt and bra, freeing her enormous boobs from their confines. She tucked them on either side of his throbbing cock, and began to rub them up and down his shaft, his precum lubricating her soft, squishy breasts. 

"Shit, that's amazing," he grunted. He gripped her nipples with his fingers and squeezed, making her moan in pleasure. 

He felt her slide her soft breasts against his thighs, her breasts conforming comfortably into his skin. He moaned in pleasure as she began to gently squeeze his balls with her free hand. 

"Oh fuck," he groaned, his cock twitching as she started to suck his cock faster. 

He felt her warm tongue slide up and down his shaft, twisting around his cockhead and licking his shaft, teasing him, making him feel incredible. He closed his eyes and moaned in pleasure as her soft breasts pressed into his thighs. 

"Oh my God," he moaned, thrusting his cock into her mouth.

"That's it," she moaned, her hand squeezing his balls, rubbing gently, coaxing his orgasm. "You're almost there." 

She slid her mouth over his cock, sucking hard, thrusting him deeper into her mouth, her tongue sliding up and down. She opened her mouth wide and took his whole penis into her mouth, her full lips sliding down his shaft until he felt her throat massaging his cock at the base.

"Fuck!" he gasped, gripping her hair and and thrusting into her warm throat. Then she slid off his length, not even gagging once. "You're really good at this." 

She gasped, smiling up at him happily at this praise. "I'm so glad you like it, Sir. I can't wait to drink your cum." 

She removed her skirt, leaving herself in just her thin little white panties. He saw a huge wet stain on them, and knew she was soaking wet from sucking his dick. He was going to fuck her next. 

"Cum for me, Roger," she whispered.

He felt his cock twitch in her mouth, and he felt her squeezing his balls gently.

"Oh my God, I'm going to cum... I-"

His balls tingled fiercely as his orgasm broiled up inside. Then he groaned, holding her hair as he came inside her mouth, spurting thick hot jets of semen into Marissa's throat. She drank every drop, greedily slurping it down. 

Then she finally pulled off him with a gasp, happily smiling at him. "Thank you for your load, Roger, Sir. It was so delicious." 

"Spread your legs," he ordered.

"Oh my God, it's so hot when you tell me to do things," she gasped, blushing. 

Roger pulled down her panties, and his mouth dropped at the sight of her wet, swollen pussy. She was completely bald, and the smell of her sweet juices was pungent in the air. 

"Oh my God," he gasped, rubbing her wet pussy with his fingers. "You're so wet." 

"I'm so wet because you're so big and strong, and your cock is so thick," she moaned. "I want it in me, Sir. It feels so good when you touch me." 

"You're so fucking wet," he moaned, sliding a finger into her dripping hole. 

"Oh my God," she groaned, closing her eyes and leaning her head back. 

He slid two fingers deep inside her, then began to fuck her with them, sliding them in and out, making her moan.

"Oh my God," she moaned, her full, soft breasts shaking as he fucked her with his fingers. Her eyes were closed and she moaned in pleasure as he finger-fucked her pussy, her juices dripping out onto his fingers. "You're going to make me cum, Sir."

He slid his lips up and down her wet pussy, sliding his tongue up and down her swollen pink lips, tasting her sweet juices. She seemed to really enjoy that, moaning and squirming as he ate her out.

"Oh my God, Roger... you're so amazing at that," she moaned, wrapping her arms around the back of his head and pulling him closer to her pussy.

He loved the way her thick juices tasted as he licked her pussy, sliding his tongue deep into her hole. He fucked her with his fingers, making her moan loudly as he sucked her clit into his mouth, sliding his tongue up and down it, teasing her. He could feel her squirming beneath him as he ate her out, and her pussy was growing even wetter.

Then he stood, picking her up and switching places so she was on the bed now, lying underneath him. He spread her legs and lined his cock up to her pussy, easily spreading her cunt and making her take him, inch by inch. She let out a breathy gasp of joy as he impaled her on his huge dick. 

"Oh god, Roger! You're going inside me...you're so big and hard! It feels amazing!" 

She clutched his strong, powerful shoulders as he began to fuck her, sinking his thick cock deep into her womb, then pulling out again. 

Her long legs wrapped around his waist as he fucked her hard and fast, his cock going in and out of her wet cunt. The sound of their bodies slapping together was audible in the night, and he could feel her juices soaking his cock. 

"Oh my god," she whispered, her breasts shaking violently as he fucked her. "Oh my god, Roger, you're going to make me cum!" 

"Cum for me, baby," he growled, pounding his cock into her pussy, his hips moving back and forth, his balls slapping against her soft ass. 

"Oh my God, Roger, that's it! Oh my God, you're going to make me cum!" 

He leaned forward, gripping her hair and arching her head back as his cock slammed into her, fucking her as hard as he could. She gasped and moaned in pleasure, her pussy clenching his cock as she came, her juices gushing out of her cunt. 

"Oh my God, I'm cumming so hard," she gasped. "Oh my God, I'm cumming!" He fucked her through her orgasm, her pussy spasming and quivering as he pounded her. 

Then she wrapped her long, soft legs around his waist, and pulled him deep into her pussy. "I want you to cum in me, Roger! I want your cum in me... I want your cum!" 

Roger gripped her thighs and held his cock deep inside her. "Here it comes, baby." He thrust his hips forward, and felt his balls tighten in anticipation of his orgasm. He thrust his cock deep inside her, cum spurting into her pussy, filling her. Marissa moaned in pleasure as she felt his hot cum fill her up. 

"Oh my God," she whispered, holding him close, kissing his neck. "That was amazing."

Then he pulled out of her. He could see his white, creamy cum leaking out of her pussy. She was such a dirty, horny slut. He loved fucking her. 

"I love the way you fuck me, Roger." She spread her pussy lips for him, showing the dripping creampie slowly leaking out of her. "You're better than any other guy here." 

He settled down on the bed beside her. "Thanks, Marissa. I really enjoyed it, too." 

He felt himself relaxing, the anxiety fading from his mind a bit. The nightmares seemed to dissipate, at least for now. 

"Did it help?" she asked, kissing his now soft cock, which was curved and resting like a thick snake between his thighs. 

"Yeah, it did." 

"Good," said Marissa, kissing his cheek, her big tits rubbing his chest. "You know you can call me anytime you need... for anything. A massage, a blowjob, or if you just feel like cumming on my tits." She smiled. "Or anywhere else, of course." 

"I'll keep that in mind." 

She stood and began to get dressed. 

"Marissa, you said other guys... how many other men are here?" 

"Oh, about thirty or so, I think? The facility is pretty small. We like to keep things intimate." 

"Ah, okay...Thanks." 

She grinned and finished dressing, then headed towards the door, blowing him a kiss as she left. 

He tried to piece together what he knew. There were a bunch of men here, apparently by choice, and....they all got to have sex with lots of women whenever they wanted. 

It should have been a paradise. 

But something still felt off. 

Why can't I remember anything? Who I am? Where I came from?

He sighed, trying to forget the troubling thoughts and just enjoy the afterglow of amazing sex with Marissa. 

But it was hard, because... he just had really bad feelings about the whole thing. 
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A hot preview…

He lifted his hips up, holding his hard, thick, menacing cock above her.

She knew only that she needed to submit to that cock, and to Roger.

She would do anything he wanted.

He pulled her skirt and panties down, freeing her dripping wet pussy from its confines. He began to lick her cunt, his large, rough tongue sliding along her wet pussy lips, his fingers invading her. Wet sounds filled the air, her cunt lewdly sucking at his thick fingers, pleasure coursing through her. His hairy, muscled arms worked below her as he fucked her with his fingers, her body greedily taking him in.

She heard herself gasping and begging him... "Fuck me, Roger, please...put it inside me."

The Cyberius Project Part 8 

Rachel knew that time was short. She had to find Roger one way or another. Not only was he in danger as someone who had no memory of their own identity, but he could also be a threat to others. He was, after all, a former crime boss, someone who had killed, who had tortured, who had raped. She needed to get him back under control.

Her own job was on the line, too - or worse, her very life.

She and the others from Cyberius outpost had to find him before the authorities did.

Rachel and her small team set out into the city, searching every corner for signs of Roger. The sun was beginning to set, so they used the darkness to their advantage - creeping through back streets, peeking around corners, keeping an eye out for anything suspicious. They even stayed in contact with one another via walkie talkies, quietly alerting each other to any sightings or potential leads.

The search took them all over the city - from the winding alleyways of old Chinatown to the neon lights of Downtown. Everywhere they looked, they came up empty-handed; it was as if Roger had simply vanished off the face of the earth.

At long last, after hours of searching, Rachel stumbled across a clue. An employee at a small diner on the outskirts of the city said she'd seen someone who matched his description. "Yeah," the girl said. "A big guy, tattoos, shaved head, lots of muscles. He was talking to Sarah when I saw him."

"Sarah?" asked Rachel, making a note.

"She's my boss. She's worked here the longest. Pretty blonde, a real sweet girl."

Rachel knew that this was the lead they had been waiting for. She and her team quickly left the diner and headed towards Sarah's house. They arrived at a small, quaint house on the outskirts of the city.

Rachel cautiously approached the door, listening for any sounds from inside. The door was unlocked, so she pushed it open quietly.

As Rachel crept down the hallway, she could hear the sound of a male voice. It was low and gravely, and she immediately recognized it as Roger's. She couldn't make out what he was saying, but then she heard Sarah's voice as well. It was high-pitched and sounded like moaning.

"...yeah, slut," she heard Roger saying. "You like that big cock deep inside you?"

"Yes, Master, I love it!" came Sarah's voice, breathy and lustful.

Rachel realized they were having sex, which didn't surprise her. Roger was already a deeply sexual man, as was noted on his file when he entered the program. He had a whole harem of women he'd been fucking before they got hold of him. It made him an ideal candidate, since breeding was part of their objective.

As Rachel approached, she peered around the door. She saw Roger behind Sarah, who was on her hands and knees, taking his cock. The enormous penis was moving wetly in and out of her pussy, and despite herself, Rachel felt a surge of desire.

She had always wondered what sex with Roger would be like. He was rough and dominant, masculine, an alpha. In truth, she had fantasized about being on her knees before him, sucking on his huge dick, being forced to take it down her throat.

Roger was pounding Sarah harder now, his cock thrusting deep. "You like that big cock, you fucking slut?" he asked her, reaching forward and roughly grabbing a handful of her hair. "Is this what you wanted?"

"Yes," Sarah answered. "I'm yours, Sir!"

Rachel felt her pussy throb. He was so forceful, so controlling. Her cunt began to drip, making her panties wet.

Roger gave a low growl and thrust into Sarah hard, making her moan in pleasure.

"I'm gonna fill that pussy with cum," he grunted. "I'm gonna fill you up!"

"Yes, Master!"

"Cum in me!" Sarah begged. "Please, fill me up!"

Roger let out a loud grunt and thrust inside her one last time. He held on to her hair, pulling her head back as his cock swelled.

Rachel watched, longing for him. She needed his cock in her mouth, she needed him to fuck her.

Roger let out a deep groan and released his load.

"Yessssssssssss..." Sarah moaned, feeling it fill her. Rachel could see her pussy twitching, no doubt feeling a huge orgasm from the gigantic cock deep inside her, spurting that thick load.

Suddenly, Roger pulled out of Sarah. His cock was slick and glistening with her juices, and he'd left a trail of spunk running down Sarah's leg.

"Crawl to me," Roger told her, motioning towards him with his huge, throbbing cock.

Sarah's face was flushed, and her eyes were bright with arousal. She crawled on her hands and knees towards him. "Yes, Master," she whispered.

"That's good," Roger said, approving. "Now take it in your mouth."

Sarah didn't hesitate. She opened her mouth and took his thick cock inside. Roger jerked his hips forward, working his cock in and out of her mouth, making her gag. She loves it, thought Rachel. It was no wonder. Deep down, many women desired dominant men like Roger. It was what made the Cyberius Program have such a high success rate, in terms of pregnancy, at least.

She reached down and touched herself, feeling her pussy dripping with desire. She watched as Sarah's head bobbed up and down on Roger's cock, watched as he fucked her mouth harder and harder.

Roger pulled out of Sarah's mouth and pushed his hard cock against her cheek. "Open your mouth," he demanded.

She did, sticking her tongue out and whimpering, eager to receive her reward.

He began to jerk off rapidly, the tip of his dick aimed right at her tongue. Grunting, he spurted a thick, hot second load, this time depositing every glob of potent semen onto her tongue.

"Swallow it," Roger ordered her.

Sarah obeyed and swallowed the entire load of cum.

Sarah licked her lips, then showed him her clean tongue.

"That's a good girl," Roger said. He stroked her hair, smiling.

"Thank you, Master," Sarah replied.

Rachel could see the look in her eyes as she gazed up at Roger. The girl was completely infatuated with him.

It wasn't that hard to see why....

But Rachel forced herself to concentrate, reminding herself of the facts. Roger was a prisoner, and he needed to be brought in to her custody.

Roger turned to leave the room, his massive cock still hard, still slick with Sarah's juices and saliva. It dangled menacingly, swaying between his muscled thighs, so tempting that she almost couldn't resist it. He walked toward the doorway and Rachel pulled back, not wanting him to see her.

Roger emerged into the hallway. He glanced around briefly, then did a double take.

Rachel's heart stopped. Roger's eyes fell upon her, and his face hardened with anger.

"You," he growled, his voice deep and dangerous. "What are you doing here?"

"Roger," she said, her heart pounding. "I'm here to take you back to the Program. It's dangerous for you out here."

Roger stared at her for a moment, his expression hard to read. Then he shook his head and let out a grunt. "I'm not going back to that fucking place."

Rachel considered her options. She had been weak; she shouldn't have gotten distracted by his cock. Roger was clearly hostile, and the gun she carried wouldn't be sufficient to overcome his muscular physique.

"You're wrong," she said. "It's the only place you'll be safe."

"Safe? That's a fucking joke. I'm not safe with you people. I don't trust any of you."

"I understand that's how you feel. But if you don't come back with me, you're going to end up back in jail, and that won't be good for you."

"Why are you so set on this?" Roger's tone had softened slightly. "Isn't your whole reason for doing all this shit to help people? To re-integrate us, or whatever?"

Rachel was surprised by that. How much did he know? "I'm trying to help you," she said, her voice light and appealing. "I know what you're going through..."

Roger shook his head, but she could see a glimmer of uncertainty in his eyes. "I'm sorry, Rachel, but I'm not going back there. That place is fucked up."

Rachel was silent, trying to think. Should I tell him the truth? Or will that make him afraid?

"What if I told you that I agree with you?" Rachel said at last.

Her words sounded strange to her own ears. Was she really planning to help him?

"What do you mean?" Roger asked.

Rachel let out a long sigh. She felt terribly conflicted, torn in two directions. She reached up and undid the top button of her uniform, to relieve the tension. It was getting hot in here. She breathed deeply, her mind still racing.

"Look," she said. "I know that you think our Program is fucked up. But you don't know the whole story. In fact, nobody does..."

Roger stared at her, no longer smiling. "What do you mean?"

Rachel took another deep breath. This was it. She'd either go down in history...or flames.

"The Program isn't just about re-integrating criminals and former prisoners. We captured you, mindwiped you, tracked your progress...we've been watching you for a long time."

Roger's eyes widened. He looked at her with confusion and disbelief. "But why did you do that?"

Rachel sighed again. She explained how the Program was meant to be a way of controlling those who were deemed dangerous or unstable—a way of keeping them from harming others or themselves. She told him how they had used their resources to capture him and then erase his memory, blanking out any recollection he might have had of his past life before the Program, so that he would not try to escape or attempt any reckless behavior.

"The thing is, the wipes weren't working on you the same way they did most of the guys. You kept resisting. Your mind was too strong." She bit her lip, her gaze falling over his tattoos, his muscles, his cock. "All of you...you were just too strong."

Roger saw the way she looked at him, and sensed her thoughts. He moved in close, putting his fingers around the back of her neck, gently rubbing and squeezing. She instantly melted under his touch. He could tell she wanted him, and that meant he had the power here.

"Are you really loyal to them, Rachel?" he asked, his breath hot on her neck. "Deep down, do you really believe in what you're doing there?"

"I...I don't know..."

Roger took a step away from her, his expression hardening. "Then maybe it's time for you to wake up, Rachel."

She stared at him, surprised. "I don't...what do you mean?"

"I mean, maybe you've been brainwashed. You've been working for that program for a long time now. How many people have you really helped?"

"How many? I...I don't know. I don't keep track of..."

Roger looked at her with contempt. "You see, Rachel, I know your kind. I remember what you do. You collect these poor bastards like me, and then you brainwash us. You make us take your strange drugs, and then you wipe us. And then you force us to fuck and breed, trying to convince us we're happy. But you know what makes real happiness?"

He gripped her breast under her blouse, making her gasp with pleasure.

What?" she asked breathlessly.

"To choose for yourself. Fuck who you want, when you want. That's what makes a man happy."

Rachel felt her heart pounding. She wanted Roger. She wanted him to tell her what to do. To force her to submit to him. She found herself weak under his fierce gaze, and she knew that if he wanted to, he could take her right here and now.

"I...I don't understand," she said. "What are you saying?"

"I'm saying that you're just like the rest of them. You're trying to control me. But you're not going to do it anymore."

Roger stepped away from her, looking deep into her eyes. "But I'm going to give you what you never gave me, Rachel: a choice. You can let me go free, walk out of here right now, pretend you never even saw me. Or you can leave that hellish nightmare behind forever, and join me..." He leaned in again. "And we can take them down, together." 

Rachel stared at him, her heart pounding in her chest. She wanted this man with every fiber in her body, and she was starting to see him in a new, different light.

Rachel felt tears welling up in her eyes. She had been so sure of herself, so convinced she was on the right side. But now...things seemed much more complicated.

Roger stepped in close to her, pressing his body against hers. She could feel the heat of his cock against her. She wanted to have it inside her, wanted to feel it fill her up and stretch her to the edge. Her mind was racing. She knew that one wrong move could ruin everything—she could lose everything that was important to her.

"Come with me, Rachel," Roger whispered into her ear. "I know you want me." 

He stripped her out of her blouse, kissing his way down her body, rubbing her breasts through her bra. She moaned, lust filling her body, making it shake and tremble. What was happening? She looked at Roger, her eyes filled with need. But still, a small part of her mind screamed at her, demanding she resist, that this was wrong, that she shouldn't submit to this man, that she shouldn't lose her mind, her will, everything that mattered to her.

But she couldn't stop it. Her need for him was too strong. As Roger leaned in to kiss her again, she kissed him back, returning his passion. 

Roger growled with lust, tearing her bra open, sucking on her hard nipples. Rachel moaned with pleasure, her pussy tingling as his hard naked dick rubbed up and down her thigh, trailing his precum on her skin. 

He spread her legs with his knee, and she moaned as he kissed her inner thigh, her pussy growing wetter by the second. He pinned her arms above her head, his gaze meeting hers, his eyes burning into her soul. 

What was it about him? Why was he so compelling, so dominant? She couldn't figure it out...

He lifted his hips up, holding his hard, thick, menacing cock above her. 

She knew only that she needed to submit to that cock, and to Roger. 

She would do anything he wanted. 

He pulled her skirt and panties down, freeing her dripping wet pussy from its confines. He began to lick her cunt, his large, rough tongue sliding along her wet pussy lips, his fingers invading her. Wet sounds filled the air, her cunt lewdly sucking at his thick fingers, pleasure coursing through her. His hairy, muscled arms worked below her as he fucked her with his fingers, her body greedily taking him in. 

She heard herself gasping and begging him... "Fuck me, Roger, please...put it inside me." 

Roger stood up, stripping off his pants, his massive cock swinging before her. She looked at it, her eyes wide, and then opened her mouth to receive him, her lips parting to fill her with his cock. As his cock entered her mouth, her tongue wrapped around the shaft, her lips sucking the head. He moaned with lust, his cock sliding along her soft lips, her velvety tongue reaching around to lick his balls. 

His cock slid deeper into her mouth, her lips stretching wide around his shaft. He moaned with pleasure, holding her head in his hands, his cock sliding down her throat. She moaned as she felt his cock reach her throat, pressing against it. For a moment she thought he would unload there, spurting his cum in her mouth. 

But Roger pulled out. She could see his cock above her, throbbing, dripping wet with her own saliva. She gasped for breath, her mouth aching from having taken such a huge dick inside. 

"Beg for it," he said, his eyes flashing.

"Please, Roger...please..."

He slapped her gently. "I said beg, slut. Beg for this cock." 

She whimpered, humiliated and so, so fucking horny. "Please...Sir...please fuck me with your big cock. I want you to own me, to possess me."

He growled, cock brushing her lips. "Good girl."

He pulled her skirt and panties off of her and tossed them aside, tying her wrists together with her shirt. Her pussy was exposed, the air cool on her wet, open cunt.

Smack! His hand came down on her exposed ass. She cried out in pain and pleasure, her body shuddering as he spanked her hard, sending shockwaves through her. Her pussy began to really drip as he spanked her, and she realized he had total power over her. 

"Time to take some dick," he grunted, his rough words only firing her up more. "This one's bigger than any you've had before, I guarantee it." 

He lined his thick cock up to her slit, and then slid inside, pushing inch by inch through her melting hot wetness. Her walls sucked him in desperately, her pussy folds parting like butter as his pulsing dick invaded her. Amazingly, he felt her pussy already beginning to spasm and throb. She was cumming, just from penetration. 

"You really are a slut, aren't you?" he chuckled. 

She couldn't speak, just staring up at him in open-mouthed need, her breath taken away from the huge dick slowly spreading her open, stretching her out. It felt so, so fucking good. 

He began to pump her, and she moaned as he slid in and out of her, her pussy walls still spasming from her first orgasm. She groaned deeply, the pleasure beginning to overwhelm her. 

She had never felt so full in her life.

Another orgasm rocked through her as he began to really fuck her, hard and fast, her body jolting with each stroke. He grunted with lust, gripping her thighs, fucking her with everything he had, his balls slapping against her cunt as he buried his cock as deep as it would go.

As he fucked her, he watched her beautiful face drawn into a look of passion. He sensed a true submissive slut inside Rachel, and he wanted to bring it out day by day, to have her at his feet, serving his needs. That was what Rachel really wanted, not to be a pawn in this fucked up Cyberius shit. Once he had her under his control, he'd return to the facility, and then he'd destroy it. 

He grabbed Rachel's panties and stuffed them into her mouth, making her eyes go wide. He gripped her throat and began to pound her hard, making her squeal with another intense orgasm. She had never taken such a big, huge penis, and this one was curved just right, hitting her G-spot again and again. 

"You like that, don't you, you slut?" he whispered in her ear. "You like to feel that big dick fuck you like the little whore you are?"

"Mmmmhmmm!" she moaned, her pussy clenching on his cock. 

"I'm going to fill your pussy with cum," he grunted. "And you're going to take it all, aren't you?" 

"Mmmmmhhh!" Rachel moaned and nodded, her pussy spasming wildly. He bent forward and sucked her nipples, the pleasure making her mind reel. His cock plunged into her again and again, stretching her out, filling her up. She screamed into her gag, her pussy spasming, sending another intense orgasm ripping through her. She came and came, her body shaking, her pussy milking the cock inside her. 

Finally Roger grunted, and held his cock deep inside her, filling her womb with his hot cum. Her walls contracted around his cock as she came, milking the cum out of him, her body wracked with pleasure. He groaned, filling her with his cum, thick hot jets splashing into her wet walls. 

Roger pulled his glistening cock out of her, allowing the cum to pour out of her pussy. He pulled her panties out of her mouth, and she gasped for breath.

He untied her hands and leaned down next to her, kissing her roughly and possessively. She moaned into his mouth, feeling his tongue invade her lips, spreading them the same way his cock had spread her pussy. 

"You're my slut now, aren't you, Rachel?" he asked. 

"Yes, Sir," she whispered. 

"And you'll do anything I tell you to?" 

She nodded. "Anything." 

He pulled away, smiling. That's what he'd wanted to hear. 

As far as Roger was concerned, the Cyberius Machine was fucking toast. 

Other books you might enjoy:

Kingsley House

Orion’s Genesis

Master of Mothers

See them all here!

Sign up for my mailing list! 


[image: ]


The Cyberius Machine Part 9

Other books you might enjoy:

Kingsley House

Orion’s Genesis

Master of Mothers

See them all here!

Sign up for my mailing list! 

A hot preview …

He grabbed her breasts roughly, kneading the nipples. He reached up and looked her in the eye.

"Since you're a whore, I'm going to fuck you like one," he said, pulling her hair harder. "And you better fucking love it."

"Oh, yes Master. Please fuck me like a whore."

He loved talking to her like this, and she loved it when he did. Her pussy was already so wet, and so tight around his cock. It felt incredible.

He began to really pound her. His huge cock split her open, fucking her deeply in her tight cunt.

She gasped in pleasure, her body shuddering as she approached orgasm.

"Oh, Roger!" she cried out. "Oh, yes! Harder. Fuck me harder. Fuck my pussy! Fuck my fucking pussy!"

The Cyberius Machine: Part 9

Roger and Rachel returned to the Cyberius main center where he had been kept prisoner. There, the plan was to infiltrate and take control.

"What will you do with the prisoners?" Rachel asked at they drove back, taking her personal vehicle.

Roger didn't respond immediately. He was deep in thought, trying to devise a strategy that would help them succeed in their mission. Finally, he turned to Rachel and said, "We can't leave them here. It's too risky. For everyone." 

Rachel nodded in agreement. "But we can't take them with us either. They'll slow us down. And we can't risk their safety by leaving them alone. So, what do we do?"

Roger thought for a moment before answering. "I have an idea. We can take them to a safe house that's not too far away from here. It's a place where I used to hide out whenever I needed to lay low. It's well-protected and has all the amenities we need to keep them safe."

Rachel nodded. It sounded like a good plan. The only one they had, anyway. 

The duo arrived in the main center undetected and proceeded to the guard station. Roger quickly sized up the situation; they were surrounded by armed guards. He looked at Rachel and said, "I need you to distract them while I make my way around." Rachel nodded, understanding what she had to do. 

Taking out her stun gun, she fired it at the guards, stunning them all at once. Roger was quick to take advantage of the distraction and hastily ran around to disarm each guard one by one before finally incapacitating them with a powerful punch. 

Now that they had overcome this obstacle, they still needed to get into the main control room. This was where Rachel came in; as an overseer here, she had access codes that could open any door within Cyberius' complex. She quickly typed in the code and opened the door for Roger who then proceeded inside. 

Once inside the main control room, Roger began searching for a way to disable the prisoner's cell locks. 

"Roger, there's something you need to know," Rachel said, as he busied himself. 

"What's that?" 

She hesitated. "The chips inside their brains, the same one you have - they can be programmed. I know you want them to be free, and they will be, but..." 

He paused, turning to her. 

"If you want to override their instinct to kill, to commit crimes...you can do it. Then you can set them free knowing they won't be who they were before." 

He didn't like the sound of it. "I was programmed, Rachel. You know how that went." 

"Yes, but that was because you resisted. The other men here have shown no such signs. They would become docile and able to lead normal lives as ordinary citizens." 

Roger pondered on Rachel's words for a moment. It was true that the prisoners would have a better chance at a new life if they were not only free but also unburdened by their instincts to commit crimes. 

Now, they wouldn't end up in jail again. Even better, they could lead normal lives now... have families. Be free men. 

"You'll wipe their slates clean?" he asked. "Erase all criminal history?" 

"Absolutely." She punched in a few things, bringing up their records. "You can even watch me do it." 

He knew the decision would not be easy, but he also knew it was the right thing to do. He nodded at Rachel, signaling his approval.

"Alright, let's do it," he said, resolutely. 

Rachel nodded back at him and quickly began programming the chips in the prisoners' brains to suppress their criminal instincts. It took a few minutes, but soon the process was complete. 

Roger released each of them from their cells, one by one. They were disoriented and confused at first, but as Rachel and Roger explained their situation over the loudspeaker, their fear and hostility subsided. 

Roger and Rachel led them out of the main center and towards the safe house. Along the way, they encountered no resistance, for which they were grateful. But Rachel knew the minute the Cyberius heads got wind of what had happened, they would send men out. 

With any luck, she and Roger would be long gone by then. 

When the men and some female employees, who had elected to stay with them, were safely settled into the house, Roger and Rachel took a moment to catch their breath. It had been a long day, filled with danger and uncertainty. As they sat down at the kitchen table, Rachel poured them both a glass of water. 

"Thanks," said Roger, taking a sip. "That was a close one." 

Rachel nodded in agreement. "Yeah, but we made it. And now, they have a chance at a new life." 

Roger looked at her. "Rachel, I have to go somewhere else. Start a new life. You... You don't have to come with me." 

She bit her lip, then moved in close, putting her arms around his neck. "Roger, I swore myself to you. Besides, I'm a fugitive as much as you are. The Cyberius heads will...well, have my head." 

"What about the facial reconstruction program? They gave people new identities. You could get one too." 

Rachel shook her head. "No, I don't want to be someone else. I want to be me, just free. And I want to be with you."

He pulled her in to a long, deep kiss. Rachel's loyalty surprised him. But it touched him, too. He knew he had found in her a partner he could rely on. 

Or at least, a lustful submissive who would do anything to suck his cock, thanks to the sex drugs they'd both been given. 

There was just one thing. Anastasia. 

Roger had no idea where she was, or if he could ever find her. He didn't want to risk going back to the facility; it was way too dangerous. 

"Roger?" She put her hand on his cheek, concerned. 

He shook his head. "It's nothing." He squared his jaw in determination, setting his hands on Rachel's hips. "Let's wrap things up, then find somewhere new to disappear to." 

Rachel nodded in agreement, and Roger pulled her in for another kiss. She responded in kind, kissing him back passionately.

*****

Months later, somewhere off the coast of Tierra de la Cruz

Roger entered the bedroom where Rachel was waiting for him, dressed in some very skimpy lingerie that barely covered her generous breasts. 

"Hello, Master," she said, smiling sweetly at him.

He walked over to her and kissed her deeply. "Hello, my love."

She hugged him close, feeling his arms around her body…his body pressed against hers. She felt safe with him. Protected. Protected from the world. Protected from Cyberius. 

He felt her soft round breasts under the bra, and squeezed them hard. He was horny, and wanted to be inside her. She moaned into his mouth and he robbed his rock hard dick against her thigh. 

Removing her panties, Roger grabbed his cock and pushed it deep inside her. She moaned in pleasure. 

"Do you like that?" asked Roger, as he began fucking her.

"Yes," she answered. 

"Tell me how you like it, Rachel."

"I like when you fuck my pussy hard. I like when you pound me. I like it when you play rough."

He began fucking her even harder, and she moaned louder, her voice rising in pitch as her pleasure grew.

"Oh, Roger. Roger. Roger. Fuck me. Fuck me good."

Roger continued thrusting into her, his cock slamming in and out of her tight pussy. She cried out, her cries growing louder with each thrust.

"You like it when I fuck you, my little slut?" he asked, his hand going around her throat. 

"Oh, yes, Master. Please fuck me. I'm begging you. Fuck me good!"

He squeezed her throat a little tighter. "Do you want to cum?"

"Yes, Sir. Please let me cum. I've been a bad girl, Master. I need to be taught a lesson."

"I think you do," he said, gripping her throat harder. "I think you need a very hard fucking, you slutty little whore."

He began fucking her harder than ever. Rachel's cries became more desperate. She wanted to cum harder than she had ever had before.

"You're always a bad girl, aren't you?" he asked, as he fucked her.

"Yes, I'm a bad girl, Master," she cried out. "I need a good fucking. I need to be taught a lesson."

He squeezed her tits rough and hard, tearing off the bra. Rachel's cries grew louder and louder, her legs thrashing as she neared orgasm. Her pussy squeezed Roger's cock tight, and he felt the beginnings of her climax. 

Then, he reached down and slapped her gently across the face. "You're a bad slut!" he yelled, striking her again. "A bad girl!"

"Oh, yes!" she cried, her cries growing louder with each slap. "I'm a bad girl! Please punish me!"

He slapped her again, and again. Then, he grabbed a handful of her hair and yanked down hard, pulling her head back. Her full tits bounced, and her pussy squeezed him tight as she neared climax.

"I'm going to fuck you hard and rough, you naughty little girl," he said, his voice harsh in her ear. "I'm going to fuck you as hard as I want, and you will fucking love it. You will cum harder than you have ever cum before, you slut. You will cum for me, all over my cock."

"Yes, Master! Anything you want!" 

The pain turned her on so much. She was a masochist, and Roger alone had seen this side of her - and unlocked it. 

"Cum for me, slut. Cum hard for me, whore."

Rachel arched her back, her breasts thrust out as her body began to shake. She screamed in pleasure, cumming hard. Her pussy clamped down on Roger's cock so tight he felt it might explode. 

"Every time you fuck me, you make me cum so hard," she said, kissing him deeply. "I love it when you fuck me."

Her pussy was already getting tight around his cock again. He knew just what to say to stoke her passions. 

"Rachel, I'm going to fuck you like a cheap whore now. Are you ready?" 

She moaned in agreement. "I love when you fuck me like a whore."

Roger grabbed a handful of her hair and yanked down hard. She gasped in pleasure. With his other hand, he slapped her tits and her face, hard. "Say it," he ordered. "Say what you are."

"I'm a whore," she gasped. 

"And what do whores deserve?"

"They deserve to be fucked good and hard, Master."

He grabbed her breasts roughly, kneading the nipples. He reached up and looked her in the eye.

"Since you're a whore, I'm going to fuck you like one," he said, pulling her hair harder. "And you better fucking love it."

"Oh, yes Master. Please fuck me like a whore."

He loved talking to her like this, and she loved it when he did. Her pussy was already so wet, and so tight around his cock. It felt incredible. 

He began to really pound her. His huge cock split her open, fucking her deeply in her tight cunt.

She gasped in pleasure, her body shuddering as she approached orgasm.

"Oh, Roger!" she cried out. "Oh, yes! Harder. Fuck me harder. Fuck my pussy! Fuck my fucking pussy!"

She could barely believe how big he was, and how hard he could fuck her. She knew she would cum hard, and she was already getting close to the edge again.

He pulled her to her feet and led her over to the couch. He bent her over it and pushed her head and shoulders down, her ass up in the air. Quickly, he thrust his dick inside her pussy as hard as he possibly could, and began fucking her with such force that his cock went in and out of her pussy with a wet slapping noise.

Rachel's cries were barely coherent. She had never been fucked like this. He was so rough, an animal, so dominant. She'd do anything for his cock... she already had. 

"Oh, Roger. Fuck me hard! Fuck me just like a dirty whore! I'm your dirty fucking whore!"

Her shouts turned to screams as she came, her pussy squeezing his cock so tight that Roger felt his own orgasm explode through his body. He filled her pussy with his cum, his cock still pulsing deep inside her as she moaned in pleasure.

When he had thoroughly coated her womb, he pulled out, watching his seed drip down her thighs. She was fucking hot... and she was his, now. 

He kissed her roughly, possessively, knowing they had a new life together. Thanks to her, he was finally free from the rotting hellhole called Cyberius. 

Life was his for the taking, now. 
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