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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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