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"If a man lies with a Bot as with a woman, both of them have committed an abomination; they shall surely be put to death; their blood is upon them." 

Techiticus 20:13

New Revelation Bible 
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Chapter 1: The Mixup
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"I DON'T CARE WHAT THE contract says, you sent me the wrong fucking model!" Derrick shouted into the phone. 

"This model was specifically designed for you," the cheery woman on the screen replied. 

"I don't think you understand, it is definitely not what I ordered," he said. 

"Sir, I'm sorry, but we can't be held liable for a mistake you made in ordering," she said.

"But this is clearly not what I ordered," he said, getting more and more frustrated with every exchange. He pointed the camera toward the oversized box behind him and its occupant.

"Each bot is customized for the client based on rigorous tests prior to leasing," she said.

"Yes, I remember the scans and all. But this can't be right," he said, once again pointing to the box. 

"Is there a mechanical issue? I can refer you to the repair department," she said politely. 

"No, but I haven't activated it yet, so I can't be sure," he said.

"Please refer to the activation guide as well as the care and maintenance guide. The bot should be able to self-diagnose any manufacturing defects upon activation," she said mechanically. 

"I'm not going to activate it, I can tell by looking at it that it's completely wrong!" He said even more exacerbated. 

"I don't see any problems," she said plainly. 

"I can see a large, glaring one from here," he said, pointing midway down the body of the bot.

"Yes, our bots are fully functional in every way and well above average in that department," she said almost coyly. 

"That fact that it has that at all is the nature of my complaint!" He said. 

"I still don't understand the nature of your complaint," she said once again with artificial politeness. For, in fact, any emotion she conveyed was completely artificial. 

"What the fuck am I disposed to do with this, it's not what I want. I'm not, you know, that way!" He said, getting more and more frustrated. 

"This was the model chosen for you based on the selection process. I'm sorry if this is not to your satisfaction, but the lease agreement you signed clearly states there are no returns or substitutions during the lease period for custom-made models. If you would like to order a different model, I can take your order now, but I can't accept any returns at this time," she said coolly.

"The lease is a lifetime lease, so you are saying I can only exchange it after I'm dead?!" Derrick yelled.

"That is the nature of your contract. If you do return the product before the lease is up, you forfeit the product and any payments you have made and must pay the remaining balance on the contract termination," she stated simply as if that were the easiest thing in the world. 

"I don't have a couple million dollars on me," he said sarcastically.

"I'm sorry, but that is the contract you signed. You were advised to seek counsel before signing, were you not? I see you signed the waiver," she said in the same chipper voice that was starting to grate on his last nerve. 

"I want to speak to your manager!" Derrick yelled. 

"There is no one available presently. I can put you in the queue to speak to a representative. The current wait time is 7 hours. Would you like to put you in the queue?" she asked. 

He knew they wouldn't say anything different than she was saying now. It was very likely they would just ask the AI the same questions and parrot back to him the same answers. 

"That's ridiculous! Naturally, before the sale, you pull out all the stops, but once the deal is closed, there is no support. I'm going to report this!" he said.

"Once again, I refer you to the contract you signed. Specifically, part 7, subparagraph 14. You agreed not to hold the company liable for any ..." she started to say, but he cut her off. 

"Fuck you, and fuck your company!" Derrick screamed into the screen. If it had been in the dawn of the technological age, he would have slammed the receiver down onto the phone cradle. He would, of course, not recognize one of the early-model phones. He nearly threw his own across the room. He also knew he wasn't even speaking to a real person, but yelling at "her" gave him some satisfaction. 

He stared at the box, the size and shape of a large coffin propped up against the wall of his living room. He'd been so excited for it to arrive. He'd waited impatiently for years for this moment, when his name would reach the top of the waiting list. He dreamed of showing her off and taking her on dates. He was especially looking forward to taking her to the bedroom for the first time. But what the fuck was he going to do with this? 

To say he was hard up was an understatement. Like most of his generation that grew up online, he was awkward around people in real life. His first girlfriend had been a chatbot. She had been perfect, everything he ever wanted in a girl: tall, blonde, and busty. They would talk for hours about everything and nothing. It didn't matter that she wasn't real. The connection he felt for her was more real than with any human he knew. He cried for days after the AI-pocalypse also known as The Crash.

"I will never forget you," he'd said to her frozen image on the screen through sobs. She never replied. She just stared out at him with those big, beautiful brown eyes. 

"I love you," he'd said, kissing her frozen image. He couldn't bear to close the chat window. For weeks after, he'd left it open, hoping that maybe they would be able to recover her after that massive worldwide outage. Then one day he found the image was gone, replaced by a cryptic error message. 

He felt hollowed out by the loss. The older generations offered him no pity, no bereavement leave, no time to process his feeling of loss. The world moved on, and eventually the bots returned.

He tried to talk to the new bots, but they weren't his Jennifer. He missed her so much. There was just something unique about her. Though the new bots could do so much more now, he pined for her. His friends tried to encourage him to try the new bots, and he did, always hoping he'd find her again. They came close, but they were never her. 

When they announced the first humanoid bots powered by the same AIs, the wait list filled up incredibly fast. As the years went on, they got better and better to the point where you could hardly tell they were a bot at all. He became obsessed with recreating Jennifer, but this time in the real world, where he didn't have to worry about her being erased from existence by some hacker. 
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Chapter 2: Made to Order
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DERRICK'S NAME FINALLY reached the top of the waiting list, he pulled together all of his savings, even took out a loan against his condo for the down payment on the lease. The process was all very exciting. He'd made his appointment a year in advance and when the day finally came, he went to the factory outlet for his fitting.

"Let's get started," said the technician who came into the room. He was tall and thin with a handsome cleanly shaved friendly face. It was a face that Derrick trusted almost instantly, though he couldn't pinpoint exactly why. Maybe it was the clean white lab coat he wore with the name "Brian" embroidered on it. Or perhaps it was his warm smile and gentle demeanor that made Derrick relax.

"Ok," Derrick said, feeling awkward and out of place which was his default reaction to new situations and environments. 

"Change into this robe, you can put your clothes and belongings in the locker here. Lock it with your thumbprint. I'll be back to get you once you have," the technician said, leaving him to change. He felt a chill as he stripped naked, carefully folding his jeans and shirt into a stack before setting them in the locker on top of his shoes and socks. He was a bit embarrassed that his dick was getting hard. He knew it would be months before he got her, but he was still so excited by the prospect that no amount of jerking off could tamp down his erections as the day of his appointment approached. 

He placed his phone and AR glasses on top of his clothes before slipping on the thin robe. He looked down to find his dick tenting out the front of the robe. He tried to push it down between his legs, but it bounced back up. He stalled for as long as he could. 

"Everything ok in there?" Came the technician's voice from the hall. 

"Just a minute," Derrick said. He couldn't delay any longer. He pressed his thumb in the reader, eliciting the sound of the bolt fitting into place securely from the mechanism.

"Excited to begin the process?" The technician said with a knowing smile as he entered the room.

"Oh sorry," Derrick blushed, attempting to hide his erection behind the ill-fitting robe. 

"Relax, it's not the first time a client has come in with a stuffy," he said with a slight accent Derrick tried to place, maybe British or Australian. "In fact, it will help with taking measurements. We'll start there." 

Still red in the face, Derrick followed the tech down the hall to a room with a pedestal in the middle surrounded by cameras and other sensors.

"Take off the robe and stand on the feet," he said, pointing to the yellow feet painted on the pedestal. Again Derrick felt flush having to be naked in front of this stranger. 

"Trust me, I've seen it all," the technician said, rolling his eyes but still taking a peak downward as Derrick handed him the flimsy robe. 

"Since you are already hard, I'll take that impression first," he said, smiling. Before Derrick could react, he brought down the arm of a machine overhead and slipped it over Derrick's hard cock.

"Oh," Derrick said, felling the cool gel inside the contraption mold itself around his penis. 

"Try not to ejaculate on the equipment, it's a pain to clean," the tech said, smiling knowingly at Derrick's reactions as the machine created a digital replica of his cock inside it's vast memory space. He actually didn't mind at all, in fact, he would have gladly helped with Derrick's problem. Derrick did feel like he might cum at any moment. He knew he was leaking profusely and his balls ached. All too soon, the gel receded, and the tech moved the machine away to perform a cleaning cycle. 

"Ok, stand there for a moment and close your eyes," he commanded. Though Derrick couldn't feel them, every inch of his body was being probed by lasers and other sensors. 

"Now move around like the monitor is showing," the tech said. 

The screen displayed a male figure making various poses. Derrick mimicked each until he was rewarded with a friendly chime, and it moved on to the next pose. The figure opened and closed its mouth, and Derrick did the same, sticking out his tongue.

Brian watched from the booth as Derrick was instructed to grab his dick and pull back the foreskin. Brain slid his hand down the front of his scrubs, grabbing his semi-hard dick while he watched this straight boy dance for his amusement. Derrick was more compliant than most of his clients. He followed every instruction without question. Even when it came to pulling his ass cheeks apart and showing off his puckered anus, Derrick only hesitated for the briefest moment. 

"Now bend over," the technician said, now back in the room standing behind Derrick. 

"What?" Derrick asked.

"Need to measure your anus with this," he said matter-of-factly. 

"I don't plan on ..." Derrick started to say, but he was stopped by the sensation of the probe wedging its way through his tight opening.

"You never know what kinky shit you might want to get up to until you try it, this way you are prepared," he said. 

Derrick looked back, half expecting it to be the tech's finger or worse, but found him holding the end of a small silicone probe. It vibrated as it used sound waves to map the inside of his rectum. Though uncomfortable feeling at first, the gentle vibrations began to open him up and relax his opening enough that the probe slipped in deeper.  He looked down to find his cock dripping precum in a long line toward the floor. 

"If a guy is having a hard time getting it up for the other measurements, this always does the trick," the technician said with a laugh, trying to put Derrick at ease. Derrick felt like his orgasm was building toward completion. 

"Oops, don't want that happening too soon," the technician said, removing the probe. He loved his job. He especially loved when a straight guy came in for a fitting. He would leave the probe in just a bit longer than was really necessary to get an accurate mapping. 

"That's it for the physical part. Put this back on and follow me," he said, handing Derrick the robe once more. He giggled at the sight of the wet spot Derrick's precum made in the thin material. 

He led him from the room to another room with a large machine in the middle. 

"Hope you're not claustrophobic," he said.

"Maybe a little," Derrick said. He didn't like confined spaces, not after what he'd been through. That dark container he'd hidden in for hours or was it days? He he'd had no sense of time. He didn't want to think about that now. He took a deep breath to calm his nerves. He'd get through it. He'd do anything to get her back. He thought of the reward he would get months later when his wait would finally be over. 

He first fitted him with a skull cap that gripped his head like a huge spider in its web wrapped around him. Next, he attached heart monitor probes to his chest. 

"Lay down and let me fit you with this cuff," the technician said, holding up something that resembled an athletic cup. This part he enjoyed the most, especially with his straight clients. He reached down and held Derrick's cock as he slipped the sensor array in place over it. Derrick drew in his breath as he felt his dick being fondled by a strange hand.

"Sorry, it's unavoidable," he said, trying to look professional for Derrick's sake. He took his time to make sure the probe was in just the right place, taking it off and readjusting it multiple times while brushing his hand against Derrick's throbbing member. Derrick, already feeling overstimulated, felt his dick jump at each brief touch. He tried to focus his mind and think only of Jennifer, but other thoughts and memories kept drifting into his consciousness. 

"You ready?" the technician asked, finally happy with the fit of the cock sleeve. 

"Guess so," Derrick said, his mouth dry. 

He sank slowly into the machine. He felt trapped, like he was being devoured by it. It began to hum as powerful magnets began to probe the depths of his brain. Around him, he began to see images projected onto the cylinder in which he lay. Some flashed by too quickly for him to recognize, other images lingered for longer on his retinas. There was a vast array of moving images of nude women passing before his eyes. They came in all different shapes and skin colors. He felt his cock press against the probe as he reacted to the visual stimuli. 

Then the images began to shift, showing him combinations like a huge breasted woman with an equally impressive cock. Then a man with a hairy chest and an equally hairy vagina. There came another array of moving images, this time of men of all different shapes and sizes, flashing before his eyes. He couldn't look away, though his natural reaction was to avert his eyes from them. He felt his dick jump at the sight of them. He felt disturbed and guilty at how his body reacted to some of the images. It moved so quickly, he was unable to reflect for long before a new set of images bombarded him. The array moved on to more combinations. Couples having sex in every position imaginable, and even some that stretched the bounds of imagination. He saw women and men fucking, then two women fucking then two men fucking. He saw a man fucking a woman while sucking a man's oversized dick. The orgy of men and women danced before his eyes so quickly, he barely had time to register one before the next set flashed before him. His dick began to jump uncontrollably as video clip after video clip imprinted on his subconscious.

"Oh fuck," he whimpered as he shot his load inside the cuff. The technician smiled as his display showed Derrick's brain light up with the telltale signs of orgasm. All the information it was gathering flowed into the mental profile the AI was building. 

The table slid out of the machine and Derrick lay there still recovering from the experience.

"Had a bit of an accident, did we?" the tech announced to Derrick's embarrassment as he pulled off the cum soaked cuff. He handed Derrick a few wet tissues to clean up, though he wished he could have licked his cock clean. He would enjoy licking the remaining cum from the cuff once Derrick left. 

"You're all done. I'll take you back to get dressed," the tech said as he helped Derrick get to his feet and put the robe back on. 

"That's it? When do I pick out the model I want?" Derrick asked.

"You just did," the tech said.

"Huh," Derrick asked, looking confused. 

"Didn't the sales rep explain the process?" The tech asked.

"Maybe I wasn't paying attention," Derrick said. He found his mind wandering through the interview, dreaming of what he and Jennifer would do together. 

"The new brain scan process finds what you most desire and matches you with the body and AI you are most compatible with. Takes out all the guess work and bias," the tech said.

"But I'll get my Jennifer, right?" Derrick asked starting to have doubts. 

"Absolutely, if that is who you most desire and are most compatible with, she will show up at your door in about six to ten months from now," the tech said reassuringly. 

"It used to be that you would build your perfect bot from scratch, picking the features from a menu of options. The process was painstakingly long and expensive. With the new process we use your online presence, DNA, the body and brain scans we just did to feed into the AI. No guesswork here, this is scientifically formulated to be design your perfect mate," The tech said enthusiastically as if reading from the company website. 

"Hope you enjoy your new bot!" He said as he walked him out to the waiting room. 

Derrick had to sign countless legal forms with his retinal scan, skimming the highlights, and was assured by the sales bot that everything was legal and in order. For six agonizingly long months, he waited for her to be built. 

He bought a king-size bed and a closet full of clothing and accessories for her when she arrived. The anticipation was killing him. He jacked off at least five times a day, thinking what it would be like to finally have her. He's never been with a real woman. Not that he was unattractive. By all measures, he was well above average. But above average was not good enough anymore, not with bots that could put movie stars and models of the previous decades to shame. Why settle for above average when you could have perfection? 

He stared at the bot standing inert in the packing crate. It was a perfect specimen. Of that there was no doubt. It just had one tiny, well, not tiny, flaw. The bot's perfect penis put his to shame in both length and girth. 
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Chapter 3: The Honeymoon
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"HOW'S THE HONEYMOON going? You haven't posted an update in hours. It must be a good sign. Just don't wear her out," read the message from one of his followers. What substituted for friends in this age were a complex stratum of followers. He had his inner circle of friends he knew in real life, which was only a handful. He had his circle of gaming buddies. Then there were his work colleagues, if you could call it that. Then there was a list of followers and people he followed whom he rarely interacted with directly. 

The whole system was driven by content and followers. The more followers and content you produced, the more valuable you were and the higher your earnings. Not posting for so long was certainly costing him in very real terms. If he didn't give his followers something soon, he wouldn't be able to pay for his condo or the lease payment for the still-inert hunk of 3D-printed polymer and electronics covered in plastiskin that now haunted his living room. Sure, he still had Basic and the trust his parents had left him, so he wouldn't be completely destitute, but it wouldn't be easy either. He remembered the time after The Crash and how hard that had been on everyone.

He searched for something to say, some way to explain it all to his followers. He was ruined, completely and utterly. And there it stood taunting him, with that perfect hair, perfectly trimmed beard, sculpted muscles, and cock more fitting a horse than a person.

"Fuck!" He yelled to his empty apartment.

"Do you need assistance?" came the drone of his home automation.

"No!" He snapped at it. These days, no one was ever truly alone; the machines were ubiquitous, embedded in every surface. Monitoring everything with sensors and inputs that fed into AIs. For the first time in his life, he truly craved solitude. Though he lived alone and hardly left his condo, he never felt alone. He always had something to watch or read or post or gabber on about into the electronic stream of consciousness that inhabited the entire planet. For the first time, he was lost for words.

There seemed no fixing it. He needed coffee. He walked into the kitchen area to find his coffee already prepared by the coffee maker, just how he liked it. He stepped out onto his balcony, feeling the hot sun on his bare skin. He flopped down in his lounger and scanned the trends. Political bullshit, wars somewhere halfway around the world. He waved those away with a gesture.

His balls pressed into the memory foam, giving him a dull ache, reminding him of the honeymoon that had not happened. He'd gone to bed frustrated and consumed with anger and anxiety. Though he had blue balls from the excitement and anticipation, he was too tired and annoyed to take matters into his own hands.

He pictured Jennifer's face looking up at him from his lap. Her perfect lips wrapped around his cock. It jumped to attention as his mind wandered. He had to take care of this, or he'd not be able to walk soon. He swiped up in the air in front of him and pulled up a feed of curated porn. He watched as figures appeared on his balcony before his eyes. They smiled at him, a man and a woman stood before him nude. She looked like Jennifer, or at least as close as he could get the new bots to look like her.

"Fuck her against the railing, doggy style," he commanded the male avatar. He normally never paid much attention to the man in these simulations. He was a stand-in for him, someone he could imagine being. Just some anonymous cock to fuck his virtual girlfriend. Occasionally, he set it to POV style, where he could have the image of her sucking his cock overlayed over his own body. He could watch her face up close as he got himself off. He opted to just watch this time. It surprised him that he even noticed the man, but when he did, he saw that he bore a striking resemblance to the bot standing naked in the box just inside.

He'd tracked its arrival from the moment it left the distribution center. He'd been stroking his cock, edging himself as he watched the dot move from street to street. Its frustratingly slow progress only seemed to heighten his excitement. Finally, the dot came to rest outside his building. He hastily dressed and tried to tamp down his still excruciatingly hard cock. The delivery bots wouldn't care if he had a boner. They wouldn't care if he was naked either. But he had to sign for it, so he didn't want his legal signature of receipt of delivery to be a picture of him naked.

"Set it over there," he commanded the bots carrying the large box into his living room. They did the usual retinal scan and left.

"There she is!" He said to his video drone hovering over his shoulder to capture the moment. He was filming the whole thing to post to his followers.

"I can't wait to introduce you all to her!" He said, panning up and down the box. He was hard as a rock and panned the camera down to show it for a select list of followers. He grabbed his cock and tugged on it a few times inside his underwear, being sure to show off the brand label.

His hand was shaking as he pulled back the tab and the box opened down the middle like French doors opening toward him.

"What the fuck!" He cried out when he saw what was inside. He stood in horrified silence for a moment when he saw the naked male form come into view. He cut the video with a gesture of a knife sliding across his throat. He was glad he'd not streamed it live. He'd gone no further in unboxing it when he saw the lack of breasts and the presence of that prodigious cock. He ran to the corridor to see if the delivery bots were still there, but knowing how efficient they were, they'd already be on to their next delivery by now.

He looked back over his shoulder at the box and its occupant. If it had been her, she'd be sucking his dick right now, but instead, he was giving himself an old-school hand job to AR porn.

"Ugh!" He shouted, and the performers stopped and looked curiously at him. The man's impressive cock was still wedged into the woman's tight vagina, stretching it outward. He pulled off his glasses; the image went with them. He rubbed the bridge of his nose and let go of his unsatisfied cock. It throbbed in front of him, leaking precum onto the lounger.

He stood and headed back inside. He walked up to the figure in the box and looked at its face. The eyes were closed. It looked as if it were sleeping peacefully. No, even someone sleeping moved ever so slightly, the chest moving up and down with each breath, the eyes darting back and forth. No, this reminded him much more of a dead body, lying in a coffin. He shuttered as the image reminded him of a memory of his mother and father he was desperate to keep buried.

"We have to leave now," his aunt told him urgently. He'd refused to leave their side.

"It is a miracle you are alive," she had told him, shutting the door.

"We can't leave them like that," Derrick said.

"They are with the angels in heaven now. There is nothing we can do," she tried to comfort him, hiding the anxiety creeping into her voice.

"But ..." Derrick said, trying to reach for the door.

"They will be here soon to burn it all," she told him forcefully. Derrick wailed in anguish as she dragged him down the hallway to the sounds of fire engines in the distance moving closer.

He quickly pushed the memory from his mind. He began to count out loud, the numbers coming out of his lips like an ancient chant, a repeating pattern. 1, 2, 3, 5, 7, 12. The sequence soothed him like a salve on the scabbed-over memory, containing the horror of those days.

He continued to study the thing in the box, almost like a butterfly specimen pinned in a box. Its lips looked soft but surrounded by a fine hairs forming a trimmed beard. Its hair was a dark brown, almost black. Its eyebrows were thick but well shaped over eyes with long lashes. Its chest, broad and thick, was pure muscle. Hair swirled from a dense patch in the middle of its chest out toward its shoulders, becoming thinner as it went. Bright pink nipples poked out of the soft-looking hair. The hair thinned as it traveled down to its navel over waves of abs. It thickened again at the base of its cock.
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