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This 10,000-word story is part two of an ongoing series. It is a gender-swap story by means of technology, featuring sexuality confusion and gender confusion in M/F couplings. All characters are over the age of eighteen, none are related by marriage or by birth, and all characters engage in all acts entirely consensually. All stories will be available as singles, and also available as five-part anthologies upon completion. Either way, enjoy!

Part One: Famous pop star Tyler West loses a fantasy football bet to his bandmates and their personal trainer. Rather than money, they make the bet more interesting—one of their uncles is Marcus Trask, founder and chief engineer at TALOS, a gigantic multibillion dollar international tech company. One of TALOS’ current projects is a top secret ultra-high-tech sex robot—codenamed ‘Veronica’—and the bet requires the loser to insert their consciousness into the Veronica robot and sexually pleasure the others. The very heterosexual Tyler West reluctantly keeps his part of the bet... but he is surprised that he greatly enjoys his time in the Veronica robot, being a woman, having sex with multiple men. He enjoys it so much that he finds he can’t have sex with his beautiful girlfriend Lily Riley without thinking about being in the Veronica robot. He begins to take more seriously Trask’s request that he come back to TALOS for further experiments...
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YOU’RE MY DADDY.

The forested coastline of the American-Canadian border disappeared rapidly outside the window of the private jet where sat Tyler West. Tyler West, world famous pop star; Tyler West, a man with a life that millions would dream of having. Tyler West, a man who couldn’t wait to escape that dream life again, if only for a while. Tyler West, the only truly successful test subject of the top-secret robotics program spearheaded by the brilliant inventor Marcus Trask, at his international conglomerate gazillion-dollar tech company, TALOS. 

Tyler West, international sex symbol, coveted and adored by women the world over. Tyler West, whose one and only desire (obsession?) was to get back into the Veronica robot and fuck as many men as possible. 

You’re my Daddy. 

Those were the words spoken by his girlfriend, Lily Riley, famous actress and pop star and likewise sex symbol, to get him to finally be able to fuck her. He had one of the world’s sexiest, most sought-after women in the world throwing herself at him, a woman who men put up posters of, and he just quite frankly could not get it up. He could not get hard until she called him Daddy, as he had done to his bandmate Liam, as he was fucking Liam in the Veronica robot. And, if he was being perfectly honest with himself, the appeal had not at all been in Lily calling him that. It had been the memory of his sexual subservience to Liam, while he was inside Veronica. 

It had not been the least bit gradual, the suddenness with which he could no longer have sex without Veronica in his thoughts. He still loved women, still found them hot and sexy, at least intellectually. It seemed his body was beginning to disagree, though. He still adored having sex with Lily, but his cock would not respond unless he had thoughts of the Veronica robot on the forefront of his mind. 

That was concerning. But it was not going to stop him from continuing in TALOS’ program. 

He was pondering the call from Trask as the TALOS private jet streaked out across the Pacific Ocean, taking the shortest distance from Seattle to the company’s classified research lab in the Aleutian Islands. The sun was falling rapidly over the water; the mainland was dark already and the sea was following right behind. Tyler West was dead certain that Marcus Trask did not make many of his own phone calls; in fact, probably exactly none of them. But Trask had called him personally. It was that important. The gist of it was there have been no other successful tests, before you, and since you. We need you back. We need to figure out why it works for you, and nobody else. 

Nobody else, except Tyler West, had been able to last more than a few seconds inside Trask’s ultra high-tech, billion-dollar sex robot. They’d tried putting straight women, gay women, straight men, gay men, everything in between, into the Veronica robot, and the circuitry was like a particularly rowdy bucking bronco. Nobody was lasting the proverbial eight seconds. Nobody except Tyler, who fit Veronica like a glove for whatever reason. 

The others would have their consciousnesses transplanted into the Veronica model, and, in just a few microseconds, find themselves back in their own bodies, waking up screaming, needing months of therapy and physical rehab. For Tyler, waking up in his own body after his time inside Veronica certainly hasn’t been comfortable. But he’d been fine in a few hours. 

He was surprised by how jealous and territorial he felt at the thought of anyone else being inside her. She’s mine, he thought, while another, quieter voice in his mind, said at the same time: she’s me.

Again, mildly concerning. Trask had told him that Veronica was programmed with her own thoughts, goals, desires. Was that her? Or was that an underexplored voice in his own psychology? Had she possessed him so quickly? Did he possess her, or the other way around? 

Trask surely would have paid Tyler millions for coming back and rejoining the Veronica program as a test subject. Maybe more, maybe replace that m with a b. Tyler didn’t need the money, and the truth was, he’d have paid handsomely for another chance to be Veronica. 

No, he reminded himself. Not ‘be Veronica.’ Another chance to be in the Veronica robot. You are Tyler West. That struck him as an important distinction. 

He stared into the mirrored wall that was directly across from him, directly behind the seat opposite his own. It seemed an odd place for a mirror. Nobody was going to do their hair or makeup right there. Tyler West had been on his fair share of private jets, and on exactly none of them had the interior walls of the fuselage been mirrored, before this one. The walls behind him were mirrored as well. He supposed it was likely just to make it look bigger inside, like bars and restaurants sometimes did. He was the very picture of handsome, desirable masculinity. He looked like he belonged in the boy band that he was in fact a part of. You are Tyler West, he repeated in his mind. 

Tyler was shaken from his thoughts when the door to the rear cabin opened. He had been alone in the private jet, except for the two pilots who had not spoken a word to him. He’d thought he was entirely alone until that cabin door opened. 

From it emerged an Asian woman, perhaps in her early thirties. She was dressed in a business suit that probably cost more than an average car. Her jet-black hair was pulled back into such a tight bun that it looked like a helmet. She was, Tyler finally noticed, startlingly beautiful, with a petite figure that had surely become more shapely due to hours of physical fitness training. Her ass and hips looked like she had not been skipping her squats, and her enhanced breasts were large on her small frame. Her face had an angelic sort of innocence, belied by her serious professional demeanor. 

“Good evening Mister West,” she said in a delightfully classy British accent. Okay, so she gets just a little bit sexier, Tyler thought. She sat in the empty seat directly across from him and demurely crossed her legs. She carried a clipboard and a pen that likewise looked extremely expensive. The clipboard she set it in her lap, and the pen, she flipped over her fingers in a steeplechase pattern. Tyler briefly and unsuccessfully tried to peer at the paper on her clipboard. “I’m sorry to keep you. I have been speaking with Trask about your... situation. I am Doctor Jasmine Odate. We do not stand on formality at TALOS, so you may call me Doctor Odate, Miss Odate, or simply Jasmine. Whatever suits you.”

“Please call me Tyler, Jasmine,” he said. “What do you do for TALOS?”

The beautiful Japanese-British woman only smiled, steeple-chasing her pen over her fingers once more before artfully catching it in position to start writing. “Only a few questions, and then I’ll let you relax before we reach TALOS, Tyler,” she said. “It’s important for the program that you arrive relaxed and in a good mental headspace.”

Tyler noticed immediately that she did not tell him her job description. “Okay,” he said. “Fire away.”

“It is true that when you first awoke in the Veronica robot, you did not know your real identity?”

“Yes, that’s accurate.”

“Did you believe you were her, or did you just not know either way?”

Tyler thought about it. “Both, sort of, I guess,” he said, hating his stammering equivocating response. It was honest, though. “I didn’t know my—her—name... or my name. I at first assumed I was her. Natural assumption, I think. The body you wake up in, most times, that’s going to be your own body. I only gradually began to remember who I actually was, where I was.”

For several seconds the only sounds were the jet engines and her pen scratching the paper on her clipboard. “I am sorry we cannot offer you refreshments,” she said finally. “Trask is well-known for his hospitality on his jets, of course. But you will be getting to work the moment you land and it is imperative you go in fully sober and clear-headed. What was the initial trigger for remembering who you actually were?”

Tyler thought back on it. His dick actually started to get hard when he thought about servicing his friends as Veronica. The incredibly sexy woman directly in front of him did not have that effect, but thinking back to being an incredibly sexy woman, and fucking his friends... that did the trick for him. He tried to shake it from his thoughts, unsuccessfully. 

“My friends... let
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