
        
            
                
            
        

    
		
			[image: image-1LNBUF0L.jpg]
		

	
		
			[image: image-1LNBUF0L.jpg]
		

		

	
		Steamy eReads Presents

		 

		Swapped and Frozen

		 

		Kinky Press

		

	


		
			Browse Kinky Press’s Kinky Stories
		

		
			Join the Kinky Press Mailing List for deals and updates!
		

		
			Prefer AudioBooks? Sign up for the AudioBook Mailing List
		

		Copyright © 2017 by Steamy eReads

		All rights reserved

		 

		


		Table of Contents

		 

		
			Title Page
		

		 

		
			Copyright Page
		

		 

		
			Swapped and Frozen
		

		 

		
			Browse Kinky Press’s Kinky Stories | Join the Kinky Press Mailing List for deals and updates! | Prefer AudioBooks? Sign up for the AudioBook Mailing List | More from Kinky Press:
		

		 

		
			Sign up for Kinky Press's Mailing List
		

		 

		
			Also By Kinky Press
		

		
		

		I woke up almost frozen to my bedsheets. I quickly threw them off and tore to the window to stare out at the kingdom I had lived in all of my life.

		Frozen. All of it. From the castle down the bazaar and the stables, all of it covered in a thick layer of snow. He had done it, and we all knew why. We had run out of young, eligible maidens to offer him.

		Last winter, we had a cold snap because we gave him a woman who was no longer a virgin. The year before that, it hailed for two days because our offering was too old. But this year, we had no women left at all to offer who wouldn’t offend him. No virgins—no young, supple women at all.

		I looked over at my trusty sword and shield mounted on my wall—as the best swordsman in the village, I knew this day would come. I packed my things and journeyed through the apocalyptic snowstorm to visit the witch and get as much help as I could for the coming journey.

		For I was going to defeat the evil Snow King, once and for all.

		When she saw me, she cackled, poking bony fingers at my boyish physique and fatless body, with only very lean and sparse muscle. I was the best swordsman in the village, yes, but it was a very small village, and until several years ago, it had been populated largely by young, virginal women. So, really, it wasn’t saying much.

		“To defeat the Snow King, I will imbue into you an ancient, primal power, and then you will be transported to his lair. Are you ready? Are you sure?”

		I nodded, yes. My father’s money all came from livestock, and they would surely all freeze to death within the day if I didn’t act fast! I pleaded and bounced around her cave, gesticulating wildly.

		“Are you a virgin, son?” she asked, tapping her chin with her slender finger in thought.

		“Yes...” I answered. “Why?”

		She grinned, showing broken teeth, and tapped me then shrieked some magical words. Almost instantly, I felt my body shift and change—wow! She was making me into a huge, strong brute who would... hang on. My chest swelled, and my nipples perked upwards. My hips and ass ballooned while my waist shrank down. My lips thickened, and my hair suddenly tumbled down in thick, luscious curls.

		“What have you done?” I cried in anger, looking down at my delicate hands and my shapely calves.

		“I have saved this village, and so have you! Be gone, to the lair of the Snow King!”

		She tapped me again between the eyes, and I had no time to curse at her before I was whisked away, swirling along with the snow until I flew head over heels across an icy palace floor.

		I looked up, shocked to find I was clad in petticoats instead of my old clothes. I straightened my many skirts and cleared my throat gently, peering around.

		The palace of the Snow King was not so much a cave or a lair at all; it was incredibly beautiful. I could see my breath in front of my face, but I couldn’t feel any cold. I looked at my slender arms to see no goosebumps, and then I pouted in rage again.

		That old witch had sold me out! I was to be the virgin sacrifice to the Snow King this year so they would have another year of fair weather. That just showed how much faith she had in my swordsmanship...

		I looked around, snooping about to find myself in a grand ballroom made entirely of ice which was only just vaguely cool to the touch. I looked at the hallway of ice and ran up the grand staircase of ice and made my way to the huge, double ice doors that led into the ice master bedroom.

		“Hello?” I asked, tentatively, not really sure if I wanted to be found. Without my trusty sword, I didn’t stand a chance against the King of Snow, but my curiosity, as always, got the better of me, and I had to find myself face to face with the being who had tortured our village and destroyed the lives of many families.

		I would give him such a stern talking to.

		“You may enter.”

		The voice surprised me by being maybe ironically warm in such a place as this. I stepped nervously inside the master bedroom and was greeted, as I expected, by an opulent room made entirely of ice.

		What did surprise me, though, was the man inside it. He looked out of place, despite his white robes and flowing icy hair and piercing blue eyes; he just didn’t look as though he belonged here.

		“You’re late,” he said, two ringing words like two taps on an ice sculpture.

		I swallowed, nervous though I knew I hadn’t done anything wrong. When he stood, he towered over me. There was something naturally very commanding and intimidating about him, and I felt my heartbeat quicken under the bodice of my dress.

		I felt my heart quicken even more—for some reason—when I noticed him looking me up and down in an appreciative manner. He drank in the dip of my cleavage and the swell of my bosom where it met the line of my dress, and the long smooth curves of my legs, and the pinched-in contour of my small waist and large hips.

		I half pivoted before I knew what I was doing, subconsciously wanting to know from the look on his face what he thought of the rest of my newly female body. I had never been able to enjoy this feeling before: that of somebody so clearly enjoying my body like it was a leisure activity—a treat to stare at me.

		I wanted to tell him I was a man and he was a monster, and that I was leaving, but I found that urge slip quickly away as he smoothed me over with his gaze and then pursed his lips.

		“You will find your uniform hanging on the door. Don’t delay any longer. There is cleaning to do.”

		He marched out of the room, and I found myself watching him leave. I admired the thick, muscular set of his body in an envious way. He was toned and thick, rugged-looking despite the expensive and icy way he had dressed.

		I turned to the door to see what he had mentioned: a maid’s uniform that looked surely too small to squeeze my new buxom curves into, but I took it down, anyway, and for some reason, I attempted to put it on.

		Halfway through, I threw it off again when it wouldn’t quite slip over my breasts, and I stomped down the icy staircase then folded my arms when I found the King. Near him was standing a tight-lipped, very serious looking manservant who was already glowering at me with disapproval.

		I was incensed: I wasn’t to be lumped in with his staff! He didn’t even know me!

		“I am not your servant!” I told him. “I’m a free woman. Er, man! And I demand you tell me where the exit is so I can go back home. Oh, and stop this storm!”

		He looked at me and let a small sigh escape his lips as though I was his irritating kid sister. “I cannot,” he said, “and you cannot leave. The curse curses us all—just as rain falls on all men.”

		He looked moodily to the wall for a moment, and I gave him his second before pouting. “You will let me leave! I will not be your servant!” I stamped my foot on the ground, and a tiny hairline, crack appeared on the icy floor. “Oops.”

		His face hardened immediately, and his jaw clenched. “Come here, girl,” he said, and I was so frightened by the sudden change in atmosphere that I obeyed, tripping over my half taken off petticoats along the way.

		Without a word, the Snow King took me in his arms, and I felt my mouth become very dry, uncertain of what was going to happen next, but he bent me over his knees and pushed up the many layers of my skirts before rubbing a circle with his hand on my bottom.

		Before I could open my mouth to express disagreement with his punishment of choice, he lifted his hand and slapped me firmly on the cheek, leaving a ringing in my skin. Despite myself, I moaned before I bit my lip to stop the sound.

		“You like your punishment, do you? We’ll just have to make it much worse, then,” he said, and I could hear anger tinged with something else I couldn’t recognize in his voice.

		He lifted his hand and sent it back down on my cheek with a crack in the same place, causing pain to radiate from my now heated skin. I was sure the skin was pink already from the cool sureness of his palm, but he raised it once again and sent it back down in a slap that echoed through the room, sending thrills all through my body.

		I felt a little ashamed that he was punishing me like a little child—especially right in front of his manservant like that—who hadn’t looked away during the entire ordeal—and totally and completely vulnerable and to his mercy ... and for some reason, the woman in me was thrilling at the idea. I felt my panties moisten, and I knew he could tell by the way he paused in his spanking.

		“Well, if you’ve learned your lesson,” he said in his hoarse, commanding voice. I got back to my feet, my face bright red and my bottom redder. I lowered my head and nodded—I had. I wasn’t sure what he had done to me exactly and why I felt like I wanted him to do it again—perhaps to other parts of my body—but I knew I needed to get away from him before I found out what it was I was enjoying about this whole thing...

		I made my way back upstairs to get changed as instructed and hardly noticed the manservant had followed me upstairs, face still sharp with disapproval, but he looked at me in a way that showed without a doubt he wanted my body.

		I loved this brand new feeling: being adored and stared at like this. It made my insides heat up and my skin redden. I watched him watching me, waiting for him to speak first, but when he didn’t, I spoke up.

		“Can I help you? Or are you going to stand there and stare at me forever?”

		He cleared his throat and turned on his heel to leave, and I was alone again in this chamber of ice with a skimpy maid’s outfit that insulted the gender I had only been for the last hour or so. I pulled it on and realized the feeling of the soft, expensive, silky material on my nipples and against my soft curves was bliss like I had never felt it before.

		I looked down at myself, trussed up like somebody’s pet, and from the heat flooding between my legs, I knew for certain that—had I still been a man—I would have a raging erection right now. Instead, my panties grew wetter. At the sight of my own wet panties, I got more and more turned on until curiosity got the better of me and I had to slide my hand down into my underwear to feel how soaked I was.

		Adrenaline rushed through me as I dipped my forefinger into the first pussy I ever touched—my own. I got to feel simultaneously the hot, wet feeling of a truly horny woman as well as the feeling of being fingered... it was so intense that I had to continue.

		I drew my fingers up, now wet, to circle my clit over and over—harder and then softer and then harder again—deciding which pressure I liked the most. And, for some reason, I found my mind kept wandering back to being pushed over the King’s knees and punished in front of his manservant. A small gasp escaped my lips at the memory.

		And then I noticed movement out of the corner of my eye as the manservant approached.

		“The King will be very displeased if he catches you doing this. You’ll ruin your new uniform. Look—you’re getting it all wet!” he said, with a tut, as if I wasn’t a fervently writhing, gasping young woman but a disappointing child.

		I opened my mouth to reply, but he unzipped his trousers and rested his finger on my lips with a small half-smile, instead. I smiled back—the King didn’t have to know. As long as he could enjoy watching me enjoy my brand new body.

		I loved the idea of this and leaned back, spreading my legs for him so he had a full view of my soaked opening and my eagerly splayed fingers. I played with pressure and speed until pleasure built up inside of me—very different to the feeling of pleasure building in my cock when I had still been a man. At the same time, he pulled out his cock—not small by any means—long and pink and thick, and began to stroke it up and down while he watched me. Faster as I got faster, his breathing growing ragged along with mine.

		“Have you ever tried this?” the servant said—and I realized I still didn’t know the man’s name—as he closed the gap between us and knelt before me. One hand still tightly around the base of his cock, he bent forward and licked between my spread fingers, eagerly as if I tasted sweet and delicious, and then circled his tongue around the outside of my clit, teasing and making my chest heave with unexpected waves of pleasure.

		I leaned back and angled my hips so his tongue could explore every inch of my new body, circling my clit and then moving to lap at my holes one after the other before enclosing my entire clitoris between his lips and gently pulling and sucking like he might at my breasts. I gasped and writhed, seeing stars as orgasmic ecstasy exploded suddenly through my body.

		He licked me continuously throughout my climax, and I leaked juices onto his waiting tongue and down my inner thighs and then fell back, panting.

		Just then, another presence entered the chamber.

		“And what have I just walked in on?” the King bellowed, making us both jump. My cunt was still throbbing with need and emptiness, and his cock was beaded at the tip with precum, which slid down his shaft as he stood and bowed.

		“Apologies, Sire, I was teaching the new maid a lesson, you see, and er...”

		“I understand what I have seen,” he said, arms folded and head tilted as if to make sense of the situation. “It seems that what we have here is ... a wanton woman.”

		“I am?” I asked, shuffling backwards to sit up.

		Oh dear, I was. I had been so caught up by the differences in my female body that I had forgotten to try to control myself. I had been taken here against my will, and still, I felt a little bit uneasy about having disappointed the King.

		“There is a cure for a woman such as yourself,” he said, approaching us.

		A cure? I brightened up. To turn me back into my former male self? “Anything,” I said, elated suddenly, but then a surge of disappointment filled me, and I wasn’t sure where. My pussy still ached at the need for something to fill it up, a feeling totally alien to me but still very real.

		“If you get what you want, there’s a chance you’ll either be satisfied,” he warned, “or that it’ll become worse.”

		“I understand,” I said, although really I didn’t at all.

		Both of the men’s eyes were hungry, drinking me in, and they advanced ever closer. I knew I wasn’t gay, but the woman somewhere inside of me was getting wetter and wetter with every step they took towards me.

		The Snow King inspected my pussy for a moment and then plunged in a forefinger to test my wetness—more like he was checking the temperature of his dinner before he ate it to check if it was satisfactory. To him, I was merely an offering, but I could tell from the way he looked at me that to the manservant I was much more.

		With a cursory glance to his master, the servant took his cock and pressed it firmly against my mouth. When I didn’t open up right away, the King spanked me firmly on the behind, sending sharp and confusing feelings of pain and arousal shooting through my body. With tingling skin and mind hazy from lust and the desperation to be filled up, I opened my mouth and took in my first cock.

		I licked beads of precum from the tip and slowly began to suck on the head, looking up to watch the servant’s eyes rolling back into his head. Instinctively, just a little, his hips started to buck back and forth as though he couldn’t resist his most primal of urges.

		Encouraged, and feeling the waves of arousal moisten the King’s fingers even more, I began to bob my head up and down, sliding along his big shaft and passing my tongue over the thick pulsing veins. He hit the back of my throat, and I resisted the urge to pull away and made my strokes longer and my suction firmer.

		The King seemed to have enough of watching and walked up to join his manservant at my head, pushing him away from my mouth and fumbling with his clothes to free his own cock. I don’t know what I was expecting, but it wasn’t the enormous thing that was now in my eyeline.

		“Is this what you do to all the girls you steal from our village?” I managed to gasp. There’s something that looks so businesslike about what he’s doing that makes me certain I am not the first.

		The King looks down at me with a look that could have turned me to ice. “It was your village that cursed me, sent me away, you know,” he said, growing angrier. I could have sworn the room grew darker along with him. “They were all afraid of my powers from the moment they laid eyes on me, so I made a castle in the middle of nowhere where I would hurt no one.”

		His muscles were trembling under his finery, and the veins in his hands were as prominent as the veins in his monstrous cock. Every detail in it made me want to moan, to lick along the veins and suck on the tip. My pussy was soaked, and screaming to be pounded, and I could hardly concentrate on anything else but my female body’s desire.

		“It was your witch!” he snapped, grabbing at my hair and sending spiderwebbing feelings of sharp pain and tingling pleasure down my spine. I gasped again, and while my mouth was open, he pushed his cockhead over my tongue, and I accepted it hungrily into my mouth.

		He pushed his way to the back of my throat immediately, though not even half of his enormous cock was inside me, and I was to the point of tearing up and gagging. I started to try to take control, instead, one hand rolling and rubbing on my clit while I moved my head and lashed my tongue over every inch of his shaft.

		He was furious now at the memory, bucking his hips slightly and clenching his well-defined jaw as he glared down at me. I sucked harder and faster until the glare softened, but still his hips angrily pumped, sliding himself over my tongue again and again as I moved my head quickly to keep up.

		“She made it so a terrible snowstorm would destroy your livelihood if you didn’t give up a virgin girl every year. I was just the nameless, faceless monster,” he spat. “So each year, you send me a brat, and I have her clean for a while, and then I have her leave, but I tell them the truth!”

		“Mmm mmff?” I asked. I was almost as interested in this story as I was in the crashing waves of pleasure that were originating from my abdomen. I started to rock my own hips back and forth like he was, into my own hand.

		“Yes, the truth—that it’s your witch, and not me. She is getting revenge for some petty death—of her son? Who knows? Who even cares?” I cared. I cared that the more he spoke of this, the angrier and rougher he got, and I loved it.

		I took the manservant’s patiently waiting cock, and I slipped the King’s out of my mouth, taking them both in my hands and licking and circling both heads together as if they were one—I couldn’t stand the thought of him watching with no release, feeling like me with no fulfillment.

		I could only barely get both heads in my mouth at once, but I sucked and licked every drop and watched them both bite their lips and writhe as I worked them the way I had always wanted my own cock to be played with.

		Finally, the King pulled out and looked me over with a sternly raised eyebrow.

		“Please, fuck me,” I gasped before going back to sliding the servant’s dick in and out of my mouth.

		With a low grunt, the King pushed up my skirts and squeezed my exposed tits, pinching my hardened nipples before pressing his thumb against my clit. I moaned into the servant’s shaft as he pressed his hard cockhead against my eagerly waiting opening and began to push.

		He slid inside easily, but he was so huge, that he could only get so far inside me. His cock stretched me and filled me in a way that I knew I had never felt before and never would again, and I cried out in pleasure, muffled by a full mouth. I was going to miss having this space inside me to be forcefully filled up fully. I ground my hips against him, and I felt myself stretching further, the feeling quickly subsiding into intense pleasure as my inside walls were rubbed and pushed against.

		I ground hard against him and sucked harder, hearing the manservant grunt and cry out. I was so hazy with lust that I couldn’t have turned away even if I wanted to, and his cock started to jerk and spasm in my mouth. Before I knew it, I was swallowing jet after jet of boiling hot cum as it splashed on the back of my throat and filled my mouth before I managed to swallow it all. I sucked on his shaft to milk every last drop, and he panted and groaned and then pulled out, exhausted.

		“Did you do this to all the virgin girls who came here?” I asked the King, turning back and angling my crotch to help him push all the way inside me, ignoring the feeling of my insides being rearranged by his girth.

		“No,” he grunted, and then admitted, “there is something different about you.”

		I smirked but had no time to give away why that was—that what he was seeing was born a man—before he was finally all the way inside me. He began to pull out, once again leaving me with emptiness. I was about to whimper with desperation and need when he pushed in, and the feeling caused me to leak more of my thick, sticky juices all over his enormous shaft to lubricate him.

		“I’m going to knock you up, girl, and then you won’t want to leave me.”

		The thought for some reason drove me wild, and I hooked my ankles around his backside and drove him in as far as he could go.

		Finally, he was fucking me. He pounded and gasped, and I caught sight of perfectly tensed abdominal muscles as well as the veiny forearms that held me in place as he fucked me. He pushed one hand against my lower stomach as he thrust and thrust, probably feeling his own cock moving around inside me, but also increasing the intensity as he was pushing where my g-spot was from the outside, whether or not this was his intention.

		Pleasure exploded through my body, and I spasmed and pulsed and came hard against his rock hard shaft as he pounded. The twitching of my internal muscles made it even tighter for him, and soon he was twitching hard against me.

		We came together. He shot load after load of hot cum inside me. I could feel it spraying me and warming me up, and he must have jerked and pulsed six or seven times before he was finished, gasping and still thrusting against my sensitive spasming cunt.

		He pulled out, and cum dripped with him, sliding down his cock and down my thighs. He grinned and shot a look to my full pussy and then to me. “I can feel it. I did my job—you’ll be pregnant with my child.”

		I squeezed my thighs together to feel myself begin to twitch again and took in a deep, shuddering breath. “I think I am...”

		I thought about the witch—going back to the village and demanding she turn me back—but looking down, I caressed my own swollen breasts and squeezed my clit between my thighs. This beautiful, perfect King had just given me a reason to stay here in this icy paradise forever.

		“Will you stay?” he asked, breathing heavily and leaning forward to kiss my legs up to the knee.

		“I’ll stay,” I said.

		It wasn’t the one I had been expecting, but it looked like I was going to get my own Happily Ever After.
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