
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Ruthless

First Episode

in the Cyborg Dom Trilogy

Vashti Valant

Cyborg Dom Trilogy

Zethia was the daughter of a cruel tyrant. Marden was the cyborg soldier who led a revolution to overthrow her father.

Ruthless 

When Zethia was spurned by a handsome cyborg general, to hide her shame, she falsely accused him of a crime. Now he is back and determined to have his revenge...and claim her as his bride.

This is a novella. It is the first episode in a Sci-Fi Futuristic Romance trilogy, Cyborg Doms.
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Chapter One
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Zethia had decided to sit on her father’s strategy meetings this afternoon. She had no real excuse to be there, but her father, the Overlord of the moon of Mecoria, rarely denied her anything. He seemed pleased, in his cold and calculating way, that she was taking an interest in military matters.

In truth, Zethia cared nothing for the minutiae of war and less for the so-called ‘strategy meetings’. These sessions required every speaker to begin and end with fawning praise of the Overlord, which invariably meant that the boredom rose to toxic levels by the time the meeting dragged to an end.

Zethia’s real reason for attending this meeting to protect her secret friend, Kialle, from being publically molested by her father. Kialle was a cyborg soldier, and technically the Overlord’s bodyguard, but the Overlord also used her as a sexual toy when it suited him. There was nothing Zethia could do about that, as long as he kept his abuse confined to his private quarters. But when he was particularly aggrieved, he would go further, and use Kialle openly, and Zethia couldn’t bear for her friend to be publically humiliated. Zethia had noticed that when she was present, her father was less likely to abuse his bodyguard. It made Zethia wonder if he had at least enough parental affection to be embarrassed to rape a woman his daughter’s age right in front of her.

Then again, knowing the Overlord, Zethia doubted that he cared. Certainly, if he had guessed that Zethia considered Kialle a friend, the cyborg woman would have been removed from her post, or possibly even ‘decommissioned’—a euphemism for painfully execution. Zethia knew she was safe from her father’s anger, but the same could not be said of the enslaved playmates she’d seen beaten for her misdeeds as a child. Or the lovers who spent more than a night or two in her bed and then vanished without a trace. Friends were a weakness. Lovers were playthings, not companions. As the Overlord’s daughter, Zethia could take whatever she wanted, and use whomever she wanted... but only if she did not let herself truly care for anything or anyone.

Rumor had it that the Overlord would punish one of his cyborg soldiers today. Zethia hoped it would not be Kialle.

A series of military leaders made their obsequious reports to the Overlord. The fully human ones betrayed emotion, one even daring to bring an angry fist down on the table as he made a point. The cyborgs betrayed no emotions. They were purged of such weaknesses as part of their transformation into cyborgs. Zethia envied them.

Finally, the Overlord uncoiled like a snake ready to strike. He demanded silence from all those assembled. Zethia knew that tone of voice and understood that for the lower ranking men in the room, one wrong word could mean death. No one spoke. The only sound in the room was breathing.

He pointed to the top-ranking cyborg general.

“Traitor,” hissed the Overlord.

That was all. Immediately, the general’s own underlings turned on him, and escorted him at gunpoint out of the chamber. There would be no trial, only a long-drawn out execution.

Everyone waited to see who the Overlord would raise up in the disgraced general’s place.

Just as he had before, the Overlord pointed.

“You,” he said.

No one dared speak up, but the Overlord pointed to a cyborg so far back in the ranks that he had no place around the main table. He wasn’t one of the top brass, but just a field officer.

Indeed, when he stepped up to the council table, out of the shadows and into the harsh light near the Overlord’s dais, he looked as though he had just stepped from the field of battle. His exoskeleton was still stained from the deadly methane atmosphere of the moon of Mecoria.

Zethia drew in a sharp breath. He was tall, strong and handsome, but none of that made him unique. She could have her pick of handsome lovers. A different, perfectly sculpted and obedient young man could be in her bed every night, if she wished it. But those brainless toys could not compare to Marden.

He displayed no more overt emotion than any other cyborg, yet there was something about him that drew her rapt gaze. He pulsed with dark energy, seethed with barely contained violence, like a wild animal barely contained in a cage of iron. His stare was locked on her father, of course; except for one split second, when they slid over to her.

Their eyes met. Zethia trembled from the shock of it. His eyes glinted darkly, promising everything, revealing nothing. She felt as though she were light falling into a black hole. Once she lost herself in him, she would never recover.

He did feel emotion; she was certain of it. She glimpsed inside the darkness roiling in him and saw the most primal emotions of all: hatred, contempt... and lust.

He despised her, but he wanted her. She was sure of it.

For a woman like Zethia, that was perfect. She lusted for him too, even though he was completely beneath her in station. Never had she wanted a man more. And he was strong enough to survive her attention. His coldness and cruelty spoke to Zethia on a primal level. She saw something of herself reflected in him. Most importantly, unlike a genetically designed plaything or even a suitor of her own class, this ruthless, heartless cyborg would never make the mistake of falling in love with her. If he didn’t love her, she could keep him safe from her father. She didn’t deserve love anyway. She wouldn’t know how to return it.

The connection lasted but a fraction of a second before the cyborg’s eyes snapped back to the Overlord.

“Congratulations,” sneered the Overlord. “You’ve just been promoted, General Marden.”

And you, General Marden, Zethia promised him silently, will soon grace my bed.
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Chapter 2

[image: ]




What by the five moons could Zethia, the Overlord’s daughter, want with me? Marden scowled at the summons again. He crumpled the message into a recycle slot in the wall of the hallway. It disintegrated into dust, leaving no electronic trail for him to point to if he needed to explain to someone later why he was trespassing in the pleasure gardens of the Overlord’s family compound.

The Overlord’s palace lay at the end of a monorail route, sustained within its own habitation dome. The atmosphere on Mecoria was mostly methane, lending the sky a perpetual emerald hue. Gorgeous but poisonous. Much like the woman who had summoned him.

She looked soft and beautiful, unlike her father, though she had inherited his cruel smile. The Overlord, though supposedly a superior Puregene, was prone to fits of irrational, destructive rage. All his underlings lived in fear of him, except for Marden, who hated him. Though he was sworn to serve the Overlord and did so to the best of his considerable abilities he dreamed of day when he could overthrow him and wipe the smirk off his face.

Marden had long noticed Zethia, sitting in on the military meetings like a spoiled brat, contributing nothing except a pleasant visual distraction. He couldn’t deny his attraction to her, at the purely carnal level. Zethia was an Avant, a Puregene, completely unmodified either genetically or technologically. Her exquisite face and curvaceous body were all her own. Instead of the lithe, sculpted muscles of a female cyborg, or the exaggerated hour-glass figure of genetically engineered sex toy, her body was imperfect—lush but not exaggeratedly so, with full hips just a little wider than her bust, one breast slightly more rounded than the other, freckles across the shoulders—natural. In a world where so many women looked as plastic as androids, a natural beauty had more allure than the most perfectly shaped sexbot.

There were times too, when something other than boredom flashed across her face, that he could swear she was more than the spoiled princess she appeared on the surface. He had no doubt she was intelligent, as was her father, but sometimes he thought he glimpsed a hint of wry humor, compassion, or even vulnerability. But those moments were so rare that he was sure he had imagined them. The rest of the time, the only expression besides boredom that crossed her face was a sneer at someone else’s pain. He was sure that she was a cruel and ruthless as her father.

Not that this knowledge helped him smother his fantasies about taking her.

Long before his unexpected promotion, he had secretly fantasized about ripping the wispy, glittering dresses she wore to reveal her delectable naked body. He imagined dialing back his exoskeleton so that only his human flesh showed. First, he would smother her with fierce kisses, until her pink lips flushed like berries. He’d wipe away that bored expression from her face, and she would stare back at him in shock, before her eyelids lowered in desire. Then he’d kiss her again, more slowly and deeply, as he pressed her back against the council table in front of all the shocked military commanders. He’d spread her creamy thighs and plunge his cock deep into her wet pussy. Like a jackhammer, he would pummel her ruthlessly until she screamed his name....
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