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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.
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