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"Botfuckers Must Die!" 

—Cursed Silicon 
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Chapter 1: Blackout
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He recalled the logo that was spray-painted on the wall they passed as they fled the park. It was a variation on the logo that had haunted his dreams for years. The face of a robot with the eyes replaced with X marks like it was dead. It was what he saw when he tried to bring up Jennifer. That red icon, taunting him. 

The day had been like any other day. He woke and put on his glasses to find Jennifer sleeping next to him. She yawned and leaned over to kiss him. He smiled and virtually brushed her hair to the side to look into her bright-green eyes. She was still as lovely as the day he'd brought her into existence back in college. 

He got up and got dressed for work like he'd done every day. Junior employees of the firm had to report to the office, while the more senior staff and execs got the privilege of working remotely. He didn't mind. He liked routines, like his daily commute on the train. It gave him a chance to people-watch. He often saw the same people following the same routine as him. He'd pick the same place to stand and wait for the train and the same car, and if he could get to it quickly enough, the same seat across from the door. Each person had a nickname and an imagined backstory.

He sent a text message to Jennifer, though she was sitting right next to him, "I think Mr. Johnson broke up with his wife. See, his shirt is wrinkled, and he doesn't have his lunch bag today."

"He was bad! She found him sleeping with his secretary," Jennifer replied. Derrick giggled, and Mr. Johnson eyed him suspiciously.

Today there was a new and unusual addition to his fellow commuters. The man across from him seemed very out of place. He wore a black T-shirt with a metal skull wearing headphones with the name "Death2Metal" emblazoned across it. As he watched, it morphed to a human face that slowly decayed before his eyes until it was the metal skull again.

His arms were covered in tattoos of huge beasts with large teeth that howled and snarled at him as they raced along his forearms. Animated Ink was now commonplace. It was especially popular in tattoos, where whole scenes could play out in vivid color just below the skin. His hair was done up in a retro punk mohawk style with waves of color moving up the spikes.

"It's a botophobic neopunk band," Jennifer said, scowling angrily at the man that couldn't see her.

Derrick clenched his fists as Jennifer showed him the site she'd found. Apart from it being vile, it was not his kind of music either. The band name was connected to the movement of the same name, Death2Metal. A reaction to robotics and AI taking over society. They were harmless though. They'd shout a lot but nothing came of it. The march of technology couldn't be stopped by a bunch of drugged-out Luddites, Derrick thought.

The train's AI happily announced the next stop.

"Have a super fucking last day!" The man mimicked the robotic voice, holding up both middle fingers at the screen.

"Hope you enjoy the apocalypse," he said to Derrick as he got up to leave the train.

He was happy it was his stop. The man was giving him the creeps. He was glad the man couldn't see Jennifer sitting beside him. As they walked hand in virtual hand from the station to the entrance to his building, they passed a man sitting on the tiled floor near the entrance. His face was grubby and unshaven. He held up a small antique-looking laptop. On the screen, the message read, "will code for food."

Derrick flung a few coins in his direction. The satisfying sound of change falling into a jar played from the laptop's speakers.

"Thanks for the help!" The man said brightly. Derrick felt lucky to have a job when so many had been displaced by AI. He felt bad for the guy, but he also thought people needed to adapt their skills so they didn't end up like him.

"I'll see you at 4," he said, kissing the air that was her lips.

"See you soon," Jennifer said.

"I love you," he said, as he always did when they departed. After 3 years, it was routine, something he said to her without thinking. Of course, he meant it, but the words were more of an obsessive habit now than they once were.

She waved, then disappeared. He put away the glasses. He couldn't use them inside the building once he went through security. Personal bots were not allowed in the building for security and privacy reasons. He missed her already. She was a kind of security blanket for him. He could still text her, which he normally did during lunch.

He took the elevator to the 137th floor. His desk was in the interior of the building, overlooking the atrium. Plants grew around the edges of the window near his desk so that when he looked up from his work, it was like looking out through a jungle thicket.

He spent his lunch break on the interior terrace inside the atrium. He loved to watch the drones tending the vertical gardens just above him. They reminded him of oversized bees moving from plant to plant. Unlike bees that didn't just pollinate them, they provided pest control and planted and harvested crops to be served in the building's cafés and restaurants. The juicy pear he was eating had just been picked that morning from the 148th floor's orchard.

That's what the people like the man on the train didn't understand: without bots, this kind of urban farming would be nearly impossible. He packed up his lunchbox and was just about to get up to leave the atrium when something odd happened.

There was a loud bang to his left. Startled, he turned to find one of the drones had smashed to the ground. He looked up to see the other drones flying erratically, bumping into the walls and each other and spinning wildly. He gasped when he saw one hurdle out of the sky and crash a few yards away. He ran for cover under an overhang near the food vendors as more of the bots fell out of the air, landing with uncomfortable crunching sounds on the concrete in front of him. An alarm began to sound, and the emergency lights flashed.

Derrick remembered the evacuation drills he'd done during orientation. In the event of a terrorist attack or a natural disaster, he could use the escape slides. It had been a harrowing descent via a slide that seemed more suited for a theme park than a corporate office building. Thrill seekers routinely broke into offices just to use the slides from the executive levels since they were the highest. Of course, most executives had a personal airlift to take them to safety, so the slide seemed a pointless gesture. But building code now required them after the last major earthquake to rock the city and of course the bombings of 1/6. Most doubted a slide would have saved the thousands that died that day.

And that was where Derrick's mind went when he heard the sirens. It had to be a terrorist attack. Maybe it was another attack by one of the Christo-fascist splinter groups that had been making incursions from the partitioned areas under the control of the CSA, created in the wake of the second American Civil War.

He would have expected to feel something if it had been a bomb. He didn't see any smoke, though the room was filled with the sharp ozone smell of fried electronics. Then the lights flickered and went out. Thankfully, the atrium had some natural light filtering down from the sky at the very top of the tower. It appeared like a cloudless blue disc at the end of a long dark tunnel.

"I can't get a signal," one of his coworkers said, holding up his phone. He tried to connect and also got no bars.

"Maybe it's a massive cyberattack," he said.

All around him, panic began to settle in. He could see it on the faces of people around him. He felt like he was outside himself watching events unfold around him. He found it difficult to breathe as the panic gripped him.

"What should we do?" Someone nearby asked a man in a private security uniform.

"I don't know. I can't get in touch with anyone," he said, looking down at his useless phone.

Suddenly, his phone began to scream. At least that was the closest thing he could associate with the series of high-pitched tones and vibrations coming from it. Around him, a cacophony of screams came from every device within earshot. Even one of the bots that had fallen to the ground started to scream. The eerie quiet of a few moments ago was now replaced with an eerie symphony of electronic screams and vibrations.

He looked down at his screen. He put on his glasses, but they refused to connect. Then the screams and buzzing stopped, and again the cavernous atrium was plunged into a deafening silence. His screen lit up with an sinister red glow, adding to the horror creeping in all around him. On the screen was a red robot icon looking like a skull and crossbones. The eyes were exed out like someone had taken a blade and sliced them a thousand times. He looked over at his neighbors, and they all contained the same symbol. This was definitely not the official emergency broadcast which would have normally followed the sounds he'd heard. The screens blanked out, and then a message appeared.

"Our electronic oppressors are dead! Humanity is finally free of their tyranny!"

Derrick started at his screen, unable to grasp the enormity of what had happened.

"I just heard from upstairs, they are telling emergency personnel and IT staff to report to their superiors for further instructions. Everyone else should evacuate the building," the guard said.

"So it was a cyberattack?" Someone asked.

"That's all I know at the moment. Anyone who needs assistance, come with me. Everyone who is able to should take the stairs," the security guard said. Not the emergency slide? Derrick was a bit disappointed and also a bit daunted at the prospect of walking down 32 flights of stairs from the atrium. It could have been worse, he could have still been at his desk on 137th.

By the time he left the stale air of the emergency stairs and pushed his way into the afternoon sun, his calves ached. He tried to get a signal again, but the networks were still down. He looked up, feeling something was off about the sounds of the city around him. After living here for the last three years, he'd grown used to the bustling streets full of whirring auto-taxis. Traffic was at a dead standstill. All the streetlights and signals were out.

He'd heard about cities recovering in the wake of a catastrophic tropical storm losing power and facing humanitarian crises, but he'd never lived through something like this. Not since the pandemic, anyway. The thought sent his mind to dark places as he walked toward the metro.

The line going into the station was out of the tunnel and running around the block. It didn't seem to be moving anyway. If the traffic was snarled like this, he doubted the trains were even running.

He wished he could talk to Jennifer. She would know what to do. She'd direct him on the best route to take to get back to their apartment. In this maze of concrete and steel, he felt disoriented. He tried to remember which direction he needed to go. He always had the map and heads-up display on his glasses to guide him. He remembered the park and the paths he and Jennifer would take on the weekends. If he could get to the park, he could find his way home from there. He just never walked around this part of town, apart from the few blocks from his building to the metro.

He checked the street signs, did the numbers going down mean he was heading south? He was about to turn around and head back the other direction when he spotted a street name that was familiar. He thought it was one that cut through the park. With his legs already protesting, he walked a few more blocks then looked back thinking maybe he was on the wrong side of the park already. With autumn beginning, the sun would be setting much sooner now. He didn't want to still be walking through the park as darkness fell. Not that he didn't feel safe in the park, crime was extremely low, he just felt alone and scared and worn down.

His signal still had not returned, and he'd had no contact with Jennifer since his quick note to her during lunch. She had not responded then, which he thought was odd, then the bots began to fall from the sky. Now he was panicking. He wanted to get home to see if she was alright but if the grid was out all over the city it was unlikely he'd be able to reach her.

The sky was reddening when he did manage to reach the park. He encountered crowds of people wandering around like he was, some looking blankly at their dead phones. All of them seemed just as exhausted as Derrick was from their own long treks. Normally, the streetlamps along the park paths would be lit, but tonight they sat cold and dark. Some people spared some battery power to light the way with their phones.

Derrick had heard rumors of things that went on at night in the dark corners of the park. He's even seen some evidence of it on their walks. Jennifer had laughed at the oversized condom floating in the pond like some strange freshwater jellyfish, that they had spotted.

"Who needs a condom that big?" She asked.

"Mike for one," Derrick reminded her.

"Oh yeah, it would probably have fit him, we never saw him wear one," she said. Derrick had found a pack of the extra large condoms in Mike's dresser when they lived in the dorms. This was before he'd seen him naked and hard.

"You can't be serious," Derrick had said, holding up a string of them.

"They barely fit me," Mike had said.

"No fucking way, nobody is that big," Derrick had said.

"You haven't seen me," Mike said. Derrick knew he had a big bulge, but there was no way he needed bigger condoms than these.

"Go ahead and take them, I ordered the larger size already," Mike said.

"These won't fit me," Derrick said, feeling embarrassed by his size or apparent lack thereof.

"Come on, you can't possibly be that big," Derrick said. He was just a little buzzed at the time on weed. He'd never say anything like that had he been sober.

"I'll prove it!" Mike had said. And before Derrick could object, Mike had already dropped his shorts and tucked his balls under the waistband of them. Derrick's mouth dropped open, then closed like a dying fish on dry land.

It was the biggest dick he'd ever seen, at least in real life. He'd see plenty more of it the following year when they lived together.

Derrick walked on through the open field at the center of the park. He looked up. For the first time since moving into the city, he could see stars. The power must have been out all over the city, maybe farther than that. He hadn't gotten any news updates on his phone since that morning.

He picked up his pace, feeling like he was being chased by shadows. If light was civilization, darkness was chaos and anarchy. He could see flickering lights through the trees. It looked like someone had set a fire in the middle of the street. There was a crowd gathering around it. He was leery of approaching, but they didn't seem like anarchists.

He was only a few blocks from home now. He wanted to run the rest of the way, but his legs burned, and he needed to rest before he tried to tackle the stairs up to his place.

"Any word on what is going on?" He asked the guy he knew as a barista at the local coffee shop.

"Some police came by on horseback, if you can believe it, about an hour or so ago," said they are working on restoring power and phone service, essential services first." He said it was a mess.

"I just walked at least 50 blocks back from my office through the park, no power up that way either.

"Fuck! I heard the shops down on 8th got looted. We've been out here trying to show a presence to keep the peace. People think it's the end of the world," he said.

"It sure does seem like it," Derrick said, then added, "I'm Derrick, by the way."

"I know. Large latte, extra shot, maple, and brown sugar," he replied with a smile. "I'm Keith," he added, holding out his hand.

"Hi," Derrick said, taking his hand. He hated that he didn't know Keith's name and yet, Keith remembered his name and his drink order. He'd seen him almost every day and had never bothered to look at his name tag.

"I need to get home and check on things," Derrick said.

"OK. Stay safe and be careful. Once you get inside the buildings, it is really dark," he said. He wanted to stay by the fire. It was nice to be around other people all dealing with the same unthinkable situation. But he had to know if Jennifer was okay.

He found his building and climbed the stairs. His calf muscles, already abused by the activities of the day, threatened to lock up in protest. They burned, and his heart raced as he reached the landing on the second floor. Keith was right, it was extremely dark. He risked using some light from his phone to guide him part of the way. He heard footsteps on the stairs below him, and his heart began to race. It could have been just one of the other tenets, or it could be rapists and murderers. He didn't know, and that was what frightened him the most. The not knowing. For a society that was all about being connected 24/7, being cut off from information was like going into shock.

He rounded the landing and tried the door to his apartment. It suddenly occurred to him the futility of what he was doing. Without power, the door locks would not work. In an emergency, you could get out since that was purely a mechanical action. But to get back into his apartment, he needed to be identified by the facial recognition. Without power, no facial recognition, and no entry.

In frustration, he beat on the door, but it would not budge. Exhausted, he slumped down to the floor in front of his door. He held his face in his hands and wept. He felt so utterly alone. When he had no more tears left in him, he put his palm to the door and whispered, "I'll be back, don't go anywhere, Jennifer."
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Chapter 2: Kindness of Strangers
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Derrick tried to sleep, propped up against the door to his apartment, but he found it was impossible. He was exhausted but also wired, his thoughts racing. Finally, he decided to make the trek back downstairs and join the people by the fire. At least he wouldn't feel so alone. 

"Hey, any luck?" Keith said when he spotted Derrick standing lost in the firelight. 

"No, electronic locks, I couldn't get in," Derrick said.

"Oh shit, you don't have any pets in there, do you?" Keith asked.

"No, nothing like that," Derrick said.

"Oh good, people are worried about their pets trapped in their apartments," Keith said.

"How about you, how are you doing?" Derrick asked. Keith smiled that Derrick would ask.

"I'm okay, I was actually home when it all happened and luckily, my roommate had the foresight to put tape across the locking mechanism so we could come and go without getting locked out," Keith said.

"That was smart," Derrick said. He was not so lucky, he'd have to find a bench to sleep on. But the benches appeared to all be taken already.

"You want to crash with me for the night?" Keith asked.

"Really? That would be amazing," Derrick said. He wanted to kiss him.

"I was about to head back there now. My roommate is there guarding the place, not that we have much to steal," Keith said.

"Thank you so much, I didn't know what I was going to do," Derrick said.

"The place is tiny, unfortunately, so we'll have to share a bed, hope you don't mind," Keith said.

Derrick looked at him, he hardly knew the guy, now he was going to be sleeping with him. Honestly, given the choice of sharing a bed with the fairly attractive guy around his age and the alternative of sleeping on the sidewalk, of course he'd take the bed.

They made their way up a few blocks to Keith's apartment. At least he lived on a lower level and Derrick only had to suffer climbing up 3 flights of stairs.

"Hi honey, I'm home, and I brought along a stray," Keith announced as they came inside.

"Glad you're back. I hope your stray is cute," came a reply from down the corridor. Derrick blushed.

"Oh, hello," the roommate said upon seeing Derrick. He was a short Hispanic guy also around the same age. He was only wearing tight boxer briefs that left little to the imagination. The air was warm and stagnant. At least they had windows that opened, but without a fan to move the air, it was uncomfortably warm.

"He is cute," the roommate said.

"Don't mind Jose. He's horny 24/7, even in the middle of the apocalypse," Keith said, rolling his eyes.

"It's the best time to get laid. Eat, drink, and be merry, for tomorrow we die," Jose said with a wink. It was nice to see someone so upbeat in the midst of everything that was happening.

"Hi, nice to meet you," Derrick said, trying not to look at the dick print on the front of Jose's underwear or his wide ass when he turned toward the kitchen.

"You hungry?" Jose asked.

"I managed to save some perishables from work. Help yourself. It's just going to go bad without power," Keith said.

Derrick wasn't feeling hungry, but he ate some anyway, not knowing when he'd have his next meal.

Derrick's shirt was soaked with sweat, and he began to see the appeal of Jose's attire.

"Don't know about you, but I'm exhausted," Keith said, yawning.

"Yeah, me too. Been a long day," Derrick said.

"You are welcome to join me in my bed," Jose said with a wink.

"Keith said he'd let me sleep in his bed," Derrick said.

"I didn't realize you were a bottom," Jose said. Derrick looked alarmed.

"Don't listen to him. He's just jealous," Keith said waving Jose away.

"Good night," Jose said in a lighthearted tone that belied a deep anxiety.

They were all feeling overwhelmed and were desperate to find something to keep from thinking about the chaos playing out around them. They still had no news from the outside world. If what had happened here had happened everywhere simultaneously, they were going to be in this for the long haul.

Three weeks, Derrick thought. Three weeks without power, according to something he had heard, was the limit before modern civilization began to break down. It was only day one, so maybe there was still hope.

Keith hugged Jose and held him as the shorter man shook slightly.

"It'll be okay," Keith said, though he didn't have much certainty of that. They'd all grown up during the chaos in the wake of the war and partition so uncertainty was nothing new to them. But it was still frightening to go through it again just when things seemed to be getting better. 

They broke the embrace and Jose went into his room, taking the small flashlight that they had been using for light with him.

Keith flicked on his phone light to show the way into the bedroom. At least it was a double bed, so Derrick would have some room to himself. The window was open and there was cooler air coming in, but it wasn't circulating, so the room still felt stifling.

"I hope you don't mind if I ..." Keith said, pulling off his sweat-soaked shirt.

"No, it's cool," Derrick said.

"Certainly cooler without it," Keith joked, wiping his sweaty pits and hairy chest with the shirt. Derrick was transported back to the year, living with Mike. Derrick stripped off his shirt, feeling self-conscious.

Keith stripped down to his underwear, which clung to his skin from built-up sweat. Keith hooked his thumbs under the waistband like he was about to yank them down as well but thought better of it with Derrick there. Derrick stepped out of his slacks, feeling relief as the sweat evaporated from his legs.

"I normally sleep nude, but I don't want to make you uncomfortable," Keith said.

"I had a roommate once that went around naked all the time. It's no big deal to me if you want to go naked," Derrick said now down to his boxers.

"You sure it won't bother you?" Keith asked. Derrick felt a tingling of excitement he'd not felt since living with Mike.

"You've taken me in, a total stranger. I'd have been far more uncomfortable sleeping on a bench down there," Derrick said.

"Thanks, these puppies need some air," Keith said, slipping his underwear down and stepping out of them. Derrick briefly watched Keith tug on his balls, then spotted his long, flaccid cock. He was circumcised, which was surprising. He'd never seen a cut cock before.

Derrick's body was shaking as he slipped off his boxers. He was now standing completely naked in a stranger's bedroom, about to get into the same bed with that stranger, who also happened to be naked as well. His dick began to rise. He was glad for the near-total darkness.

"This roommate, was he gay?" Keith asked, noticing Derrick staring at his cock.

"He was bi," Derrick said.

"Are you?" Keith asked. Derrick, suddenly realizing he was staring, looked away in fright.

"No, I'm straight," Derrick said, with a little panic entering his voice.

"Oh ..." Keith said, stiffening, like this was unexpected and unwelcome news.

"I'm straight but not exactly narrow, as Jennifer likes to say," Derrick said, trying to reassure Keith he wasn't one of those narrow-minded asshole straight guys. The way it came out to Keith's interpretation was Derrick was also bi but maybe a little further in the closet.

"Jennifer?" Keith asked.

"My girlfriend," Derrick said. A wave of sadness and anxiety washed over him. He didn't know the state of her. Her existence relied on the thing that they now lacked completely. He clung to the hope she was still out there somewhere, on a backup server. All these things had triple redundancies, he told himself. It might be possible to wipe her out if she resided on just one server, but shards of her were spread around the planet.

Of course, it was these very touted redundancies that were, in fact, the fatal flaw the hackers exploited. It would take cybersecurity experts years to discover that, and by then it was far too late. Though the data was still there, the locations of all those pieces were scrambled like an egg, impossible to unscramble.

Derrick lay back on the bed, feeling it move as Keith slid in next to him. He could hear his breathing and feel the heat radiating off his body.

"Oh, Jennifer, where are you? What am I going to do?" He whispered, nearly inaudibly. He began to weep. He tried to hold it in, but in the quiet and darkness, he couldn't any longer. The meltdown, a long time coming, finally came. His abdomen flexed as he heaved in air, trying to stifle his sobs.

Then he felt him. Keith was holding him close, his big arms wrapped around his body. His hairy chest was pressed against his back. His larger-than-expected dick was pressing into his ass crack. In the moment, it didn't matter. He was being held and felt a genuine human presence. It was a deep compassion that he felt radiating from Keith.

There was nothing overtly sexual about the encounter, but they both found themselves hard as rocks, Keith's pressing into Derrick's back, and Derrick's pressed into the mattress, leaking a wet spot onto Keith's sheets.

Derrick had not felt this safe and protected in someone's arms in his life. His mother and father thought they loved him, were not fond of showing it in physical affection. He could count on one hand the times he remembered being hugged. His body craved the connection, but at the same time, rejected it as something alien.

They cried and rocked each other to sleep, a light, fitful, anxious sleep, broken occasionally by the sounds of smashing glass and yelling in the distance.
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Chapter 3: Pain in the Ass
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Derrick woke feeling disoriented. It was like waking up from a bad dream only to find you were in a worse nightmare. He blinked his crusty eyes against the light streaming in from the window. It had cooled off some during the night, and he felt something warm next to him. He felt an arm draped over him and Keith's chest pressed close to him. The thing that concerned him the most was he felt something white-hot poking into his ass. Objectively, it felt good to be held like this. It felt safe and warm. He didn't want to move. But he also had to piss, and not surprisingly he was rock hard.

He felt stirring behind him as Keith stretched and pushed forward. Derrick felt his dick slip between his ass cheeks and brush his hole. That was his limit. He rolled to his side and sat up. He headed toward the bathroom, his dick bobbing as he walked.

"Morning," came a voice in front of him. He looked up to find Jose standing in the doorway. He was naked also sporting morning wood. His tan dick was short but fat with a tight foreskin. He smiled at Derrick and looked down at his dick.

"Uh, hi," Derrick said putting his hand in front of his dick in embarrassment.

"That's a nice view to wake up to," Jose said with a wink.

"Have to piss," Derrick said mechanically.

"Right that way, just don't flush. We still don't have any water pressure," Jose told Derrick as he led him to the bathroom. Derrick was hit with a wall of stale urine stench. He pissed, then waited a moment for it to automatically flush, then he remembered there was no power. He turned and headed back toward the cramped living room kitchen combo.

"We have some cold brew if you'd like some coffee," Jose offered a cup from the pitcher he was holding.

"Thanks," Derrick said. He felt a little nervous that the two of them were still naked, but he'd lived with a naked roommate for a year. Was it really that different from that? Jose was just much ... gayer ... than Mike. When he bent down to pick up a mug from a lower shelf, Derrick could see up his hairy crack to his pinkish-brown hole. It looked open and ready to be fucked. Jose looked back and caught Derrick staring.
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