
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


An Incontrovertible Truth 

Copyright 2025 Sherry Stone

Published by Tenth Muse at Draft2Digital

Smashwords Edition License Notes

This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only.  This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people.  If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient.  If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your enjoyment only, then please return to Draft2Digital.com or your favorite retailer and purchase your own copy.  Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

18+

'Author's note: All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.’



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Acknowledgement

[image: ]




Christine Jorgensen



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Prologue
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Robert Smith's boss had been ambushed with a last minute request for a Maintenance and Installation and seminar on the new unit that his company was producing for various applications in the social media industries. In other words, a multi-million dollar contract hung in the balance. If the company Rob worked for was able to provide the requested course, the contract was pretty much a done deal. If not, the end user's chief engineering officer had made it perfectly clear that they would probably go with a competitor's product. 

Arriving at the hotel and checking in, Rob began to unpack his things. Though he rarely ever suffered from the symptoms associated with jetlag, around about the time he was attending to his toiletries, Rob realized that he was becoming increasingly sleepy, to the point that bordered on actually becoming weary. 

Figuring that a short nap would revitalize him, Rob took off his shoes. He then placed his watch, wallet, keys, cellphone, along with his loose change on the nightstand. With that done, Rob stretched out on the bed and was soon fast asleep. 

***
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WAKING A FEW HOURS later, Rob became acutely aware of the uncustomary weight that distended from his chest, a weight that was playing havoc with his equilibrium, a wobbly and thoroughly disconcerted Rob vehemently exclaimed, "Holy shit! I've got breasts! What the hell's going on here? Have I all of a sudden turned into a girl?"

Though it took a while for Rob to acknowledge the incontrovertible truth of the matter, that is exactly what had happened. Rob had fallen asleep around eleven that morning as a man, only to wake up later that same afternoon to the ignominious realization that she had somehow changed into a woman.

“Within a few hours, I have transformed from Robert to Roberta or, or Bobbie.” Rob sardonically laughed. 

Within seconds, Rob now Robin, availed herself of the mirror mounted on the wall above the dresser and in doing so, confirmed that she had somehow become an extremely becoming young brunette woman. Confounding Rob all the more was the fact that she appeared to be somewhere in her mid-twenties, looking some twenty years younger than her actual age of forty-five.

Having groped the shit out of herself countless times in the short span of fifteen minutes, Rob repeatedly confirmed the fact that, at least in a physical sense, she was indeed a woman. Granted, it would take a gynecologist to confirm the fact that her reproductive system had pulled a one-eighty on her. But Rob, being no stranger to that particular topography of the feminine anatomy, was fairly confident that a gynecologist would confirm her findings and without qualms or qualifications, unequivocally certify that Rob was indeed a woman. 

Rob’s reverie was shattered with the ring of his hotel room phone. 

"Mr. Smith...

Mr. Daniel Smith..." a man's authoritarian voice congenially intoned.  "You do not know me, but my name is Javier Myrddin,  and I am very sorry to have to say this, but I am afraid that you are the victim of a horrible mistake.  

“Unfortunately, when you checked into the hotel this morning, the young gentleman at the front desk erroneously placed you in the wrong room.  I am very sorry to say that unforeseeable, albeit innocent error of his is why you have awoken from your slumbers only to find yourself as a member of the opposite sex.  

“I realize how farfetched this must sound, Mr. Smith.  And I beg you to please pardon the pun, but early this morning I rigged the room you are now occupying with a mystical booby trap, a booby trap that was contrived with the express purpose of transforming your room's male occupant into a bona fide female.  

Please, Mr. Smith, I want you to know that I am extremely sorry for what has occurred, and I beg that you will accept my sincerest apology for the grievous and unforgivable error that has occurred.  Be assured that I fully intend to compensate you for any inconvenience you might incur during your hopefully short stint as a woman.  Added to that, I wish to put your mind at ease, Mr. Smith.  I fully intend to set things aright just as soon as I am able to do so.  

However, I am very sorry to have to tell you this, Mr. Smith.  But given certain technical and esoteric aspects of the spell that I used to booby trap your room, I am afraid that necessity requires that you remain as you are now for at least the next several months.  And, as much as you might not want to hear me say this, I have to be honest and up front with you, Mr. Smith.  Before I can reverse the process and restore your manhood to you, your present body has to stabilize in its present form, that may take a month sometimes longer.  

Regrettably, depending on your metabolism, you may have to remain a female indefinitely  As much as I might like to change you back, the sad and awful truth of the matter is that it is unadvisable to rush this sort of thing. If I to try and expedite the matter, we run the real risk of doing more harm than good.  

I seriously doubt very much that you would like to run the risk of becoming some sort of grotesque looking hermaphrodite, something that is neither male nor female, but a weird conjoining of the two.  And I think I can safely assume that that is something we would both like to avoid..." 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One
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Peyton sighed as she flipped through the same channels she had scanned for the past three hours. It was 3:30 a.m., and paid programming's prime time. Mostly male enhancement advertisements.

Peyton laughed at the fake, smiling actors attempting to sell pills to lacking men. "At least they are guaranteed to reach the right audience," she spoke out loud to herself, "The only men watching TV at this hour must have a problem or else they would be getting laid or passed out from getting laid earlier."

Although Peyton was a lesbian, she occasionally had the feeling she was missing out on truly fulfilling sex. When she was masturbating, her thoughts strayed as she made herself hornier, her wet cunt aching for something to fill it completely. The only thing that confused her was her complete lack of desire for a man or a penis. So, what exactly was she craving?

The actors shouting the benefits of too-good-to-be-true blenders, curling irons, and an arsenal of other appliances finally got on Peyton's nerves. She hit the power button on the remote and watched the image on the screen collapse into a starburst that shrunk quickly before fading off with a click.

As her eyes adjusted to the darkness, Peyton slipped out of her tank top and underwear, she loved sleeping naked; her sheets molding to her and enveloping her stunning figure completely.

She grabbed her cell phone and browsed through her contacts before stopping on one. She desperately wanted someone with her, to hold her, but was afraid nobody would be awake. Who was she kidding? Nobody would want to come just to cuddle anyway.

She threw her phone back on the nightstand and drew a pillow to her stomach, curling around it. Right before the phone's screen shut off, it went from the contact information for Robin to the call log, the really cute girl that gave the installation and maintenance course she attended a few weeks ago. She’d forgotten they had exchanged numbers after having a few drinks in the hotel bar. The last call recorded now read 'Robin- 3:46 a.m. Outgoing'.

Peyton wiggled and smiled in her sleep as she dreamt that someone entered her apartment and was now nestling themselves around Peyton, holding her tightly. She could feel a soft warm breath below her ear and a relaxing, warm, feminine body wrapped around her. She sighed happily and let herself melt into that body. She didn't dare open her eyes, lest she wake up.
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