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            About Alice’s Frisky Freaky Friday

          

        

      

    

    
      Alice’s Frisky Freak Friday; Hansel and Gretel

      From the imagination of Liz Adams: A spicy, paranormal retelling of Hansel and Gretel

      What if you woke up in your boyfriend’s body?

      Alice’s neighbor Troy played a prank on her that went too far. He always played pranks on her growing up, but this time, pretending to be her boyfriend, Jack, in the dark, she felt violated. Worse, she suspected it was him for much of the time and didn’t stop him.

      How can she tell Jack what happened without him getting so upset that he does something they’ll both regret?

      Her dreams gave her answers before. Why not try again?

      But when she shares the same dream with Jack and they swap bodies, she finds being a man comes with fighting temptations. Will she be able to control herself like a proper gentleman? Or will she lose herself to her urges?

      Alice’s Frisky Freaky Friday is a dark, body-swapping fairytale (52k), one which includes M/F, F/F, and a lot of gender-fluid intimacy. It is the fourth book in the Alice series and can be read as a standalone.

      CONTENT WARNING: While the main storyline of the book is resolved in an HEA, the subplot ends with a bit of a cliffhanger, one which leads the way into the next book, Alice’s Snow White and the Seven Sins. The story entails the dangers women faced in the Middle Ages and the unchecked cruelty men wielded upon their families. Please read with care. Detailed CWs are viewable on the author's website.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            AUTHOR’S NOTE

          

        

      

    

    
      Hi beautiful reader!

      I wish to present to you this warning and invitation.

      This story was challenging to write in that it delved into the darkness of what women might have gone through during the Middle Ages, and what disturbing impulsive freedoms men might have had. It also raises the question of how we might have behaved back then if we woke up as the opposite gender.

      In this book, I veered away from writing in my comfortable surrealistic style. Instead, the surroundings, clothing, and food are closer to what one would have found in those times. Writing closer to that real world invited writing disturbing situations.

      On the other hand, I think it’s important to keep the door open to those of us that have fantasies that others would rate as disturbing. Fantasies are always consentual. As Thomas A. Harris wrote in I’m OK, You’re OK, “If I devalue you, I devalue myself.” I believe we must embrace all shades of fantasies.

      Further, Carl Jung had the personal experience of obscene thoughts, and though his guilt consumed him, in the end, he was able to feel closer to his God. By grappling with who we are, we can find our inner peace. Exploring our inner darkness can bring Divine grace.

      I invite you to walk with me on this journey. And should you find guilty pleasures along the way, I will comfort you.
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            Chapter 1

          

          
            She’s Burning Up

          

        

      

    

    
      Alice Dellid awoke nestled in her boyfriend’s arms. They snuggled in bed in his cozy cottage, warm against the frigid winter morning. What a day it was yesterday! It wasn’t just the amazing sex she had with Jack in the barn. It wasn’t just the adventurous dream they had shared as prince and princess. It was the discovery of the Shadow.

      Jack shifted under the gray, wool sheet, then yawned aloud.

      “Good morning,” she whispered. A lock of his dark hair loitered coolly over his forehead, but his strong jaw, peppered with stubs of facial hair, was working overtime to convince her, never giving her a moment to doubt it: he was gorgeous.

      She inhaled his musky morning scent. He even smelled gorgeous.

      He opened his baby blue eyes, scowled at the light of the new day, then gazed at her and smiled.

      “Good morning, Alice.” His sexy growl of a voice did a number on her heartbeat. He twisted his head to the side, seeking the hard-to-see clock. “What time is it?”

      “A quarter to six.”

      “I better get ready for work.” He kissed her, his lips warm and delicate, and flipped aside the coverlet. A swoosh of cold air flew against her bare skin.

      “Hey!” She laughed and bunched the coverlet close to her body. “There’s no rush, Jack. My parents won’t be up for another hour.”

      “But how good of a gardener would I be if I didn’t get started on the work for them before they had breakfast?”

      “I can put in a good word for you,” she offered.

      He chuckled.

      “Yeah,” he said. “I’m sure they’d be ecstatic to discover I was sleeping with their daughter.”

      She stifled a sigh. Again, with the supposed need to hide their relationship.

      He tugged his brown trousers on.

      “Jack, why not tell my parents about us?”

      He raised an eyebrow at her. “Really? A poor guy like me?”

      “Just because Grandma made Dad promise he wouldn’t let his daughters marry low-income men, doesn’t mean he’ll stick to that promise. My Grandma died a long time ago. My parents are not stupid, Jack. They’re smart, forward-thinking people. They’ll understand.”

      “They’ll understand that their little princess who gets everything she wants will be just as happy living in a shed eating dog food?”

      “Whoa! Now I’m a little princess?”

      “Sorry.” He put his hands up in surrender. “It’s just, you don’t know what it’s like to be a poor man.”

      “You think being a woman is easier? Even a woman from a well-to-do family?”

      “Are you kidding?” He snatched the nearby shovel that had been leaning on the wall. He held it up. “If I were you, I’d spend every day reading as many books as I could instead of having to shovel snow.”

      “I’ve had enough.” She got out of bed and grabbed the shovel from his hand.

      “What are you doing?”

      “I can do anything you can do, Jack. You want to read all day? Go ahead. I’ll do your chores for you.”

      She shoved the cabin door open and the frosty air bit every part of her skin.

      “Alice.” He grabbed her wrist and pulled her into an embrace, thank goodness. His warm chest felt good. “Thanks for the offer, but I get your point.” He took the shovel out of her hand. “You don’t need to do my job. Besides, you’re not even dressed.” He used his free hand to give her back a brisk rub, warming her up. “You better get back in bed to keep warm.”

      Back in bed?

      “Good idea.” She jumped in his bed and tugged the coverlet close to her body. The motion stirred the shelf of Jack’s books above her, and one book fell on its side.

      He closed the cabin door. “Better?”

      She nodded. “Better.”

      She reached up and straightened the book back to its upright position.

      Wait. That revelation they had yesterday. Books?

      In that moment, she became uncertain how to position her hands, how to move at all.

      “Shouldn’t we talk about the elephant in the room?” she said. Should she touch her hair? Keep her hands to her sides?

      “What elephant?” He set the shovel down, donned his brick-red wool shirt, and buttoned up the front.

      “The Shadow.”

      He froze, looking like he might have forgotten to turn off an oven somewhere.

      “I don’t know what to think about that.” He resumed buttoning his shirt.

      “Could it be true?” She sat up, keeping the warm coverlet pressed over her breasts. “Are we just characters in a book that someone is reading?”

      “I don’t know,” he said louder. He buttoned his suspenders to the waistline of his trousers. The suspenders hung in loops at his sides.

      “I’ve had some odd dreams lately, Jack. In fact, we’ve shared some of those same dreams! Could it be that, right now, this life is like a dream?” The rowing song came to her mind. She got a chill.

      “I don’t know!” He snapped the suspenders over his shoulders. “Maybe we are just characters in a story that people are reading. Maybe the readers will one day discover that they, too, are nothing more than some sort of simulation like a movie.”

      That wasn’t very comforting.

      “I still can’t wrap my head around it,” she said. “I mean, do we even have free will?”

      He sighed. “Okay, Philosopher Nietzsche.” He sat on the bed by her side. “If this is just a story, if we are just characters that some higher intelligence is taking in like a voyeur, what can we do about it?”

      Ooh! She had an idea.

      “Take this, Shadow!” She pushed down the coverlet, flashing her full breasts. A wall of chilly air startled her nipples. She covered herself again to recover the warmth and giggled.

      Jack laughed with her. “So, your parents aren’t getting up for another hour?” He leaned in toward her.

      “That’s what I said.”

      He cupped her breast through the coverlet.

      “Then let’s test our free will,” he said, “and see how much control the Shadow has over us. Think the Shadow can stop me from doing this?”

      He ripped off the coverlet and exposed her bare, pink skin to the icy air. She squealed with delight at the assault and wrapped her arms around herself for warmth.

      He flipped off his suspenders so that they hung at his sides.

      “Can the Shadow stop me from doing this?” He climbed on top of her and wedged his legs between hers.

      She opened to him and grabbed the bulge at the front of his trousers.

      “Let’s see if the Shadow can stop me.” She squeezed. His ramrod felt hot down there.

      “Turn over,” he growled.

      She laughed and got on all fours on his mattress. Peering behind her, she saw the lovely view of him tugging down his trousers and grabbing hold of his length. He licked his hand and stroked his fleshy staff.

      Good idea.

      She drizzled her saliva on her fingertips, reached behind her, and massaged her pussy. There. That should help him fit comfortably.

      He teased her opening with the head of his member, circling her entrance, sliding along her cleft.

      Mmm. Her moisture filled her. Maybe she had no reason to wet herself in advance.

      He pushed his tip inside her.

      She gasped.

      He paused his stroke.

      “Too much?” he asked.

      She accommodated to his size.

      “Okay. Go deeper.”

      He slid his full length in.

      Yes! There was nothing lovelier than connecting with Jack this way, nothing more personal, intimate, meaningful.

      She drooped her head and closed her eyes to focus all her attention on Jack’s plunges. He delved into her, each time his testicles tapped her clit. She wanted more. She reached under and found her pleasure center.

      She stimulated herself as he penetrated her. 

      Do you picture our future the way I do, Jack? As you enter me, do you imagine us in our own home like I do? Do you imagine us living together? Sharing our breakfasts, lunches, and suppers together? 

      He pushed into her, his hands clutched her waist. His hips slapped against hers. Mmm.

      Do you imagine us taking special romantic evenings together? Dining together? Dancing together? What will our wedding be like? Will we be wed at the Albert Hall? The Taj Mahal? Carnegie Hall? Will there be a full orchestra playing for us? People standing? An entire audience standing, admiring me in my long white gown as I enter the room and walk to where you await me at the altar?

      His penetrations accelerated. Her excitement peaked and she rocked back, again and again, to meet his thrusts, her fingers rubbing like crazy.

      “Yes, Jack. I feel you inside me.” She didn’t care if the Shadow was watching.

      She burst, her climax shook her. He had a finger-spread grip clutching ample handfuls of her ass and directed a strong, final push into her. She constricted around his thick cock that now filled her with his warm essence. He cried out an unintelligible, animalistic shout.

      “Oh, Jack.” Her shudders accompanied his throbbing mass inside her.

      He stopped moving, stopped filling her, and puffed out exhausted breaths. He softened.

      She eased down on her belly, and he slipped out of her.

      “I felt so connected to you, Jack. Did you feel that, too?”

      He mumbled his yes.

      She lay back. Warm comfort and peace filled her heart. Memories of her thoughts rushed back. Together in a house on their own, going out to the movies, getting married.

      “What do you think about?” she asked him.

      He collapsed on his back beside her. “Hmm?”

      “When we have sex, what do you think about?”

      He shook his head. “Nothing.”

      “What do you mean? You must be thinking about something.”

      “It's not important.” He stood and pulled up his trousers, not looking at her.

      “Come on. If you tell me what you think about, I'll tell you what I think about.”

      “I’d rather not talk about it.”

      “Why?”

      “It’s embarrassing.” He tucked in his shirt.

      “Ooh.” She smiled. “You fantasize about someone else, don’t you? Who is it? Marilyn Monroe? Ava Gardner?”

      He released a seemingly nervous laugh. “No, I think about you.”

      “Really?”

      “Of course.”

      “So why is that embarrassing?”

      “I don't want to go into it.” He strapped his suspenders over his shoulders.

      She pouted. “You’re being mean. Come on. Tell me. I promise I won’t be upset.”

      He turned to her and caressed her cheek. “Alice, I will always tell you most of my secrets. But please love me enough to believe that I can decide when a secret is the kind of secret no one, including you, should ever know. Can you do that for me? Can you trust me enough to let me have some secrets?”

      She felt a chill, like she’d just been scolded. All the humor escaped her.

      “Yeah.” She nodded, feeling dumb. “Okay.”

      “I love you, Alice.” He kissed her with authentic lips. “See you soon, my love.”

      She returned under the coverlet, but it didn’t warm her any longer.

      He grabbed the shovel and exited the cottage, leaving her alone.
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            Get More Ice

          

        

      

    

    
      In front of Dellid Manor, in the wide, circular driveway, Jack drove the shovel deep into the snow and tossed the pile to the side. His palms burned like fire at the hard work, and his knuckles froze in the frigid air. There wasn’t much gardening to do during the winter, so his duties turned to other chores like clearing the driveway.

      He speared the shovel into the packed powder again and heaved it to the side, exposing more of the Dellid’s driveway. The spearing act reminded him of the time he was young and homeless. One night, a beggar who lived in the same alley as he did asked a passerby for change. The passerby stabbed him, called him “worthless trash,” and stabbed him a second time with a sneer. Jack had run away, tears in his eyes. How could a human take a life so easily? How could someone take pleasure in it?

      He shoveled aside another mound of snow.

      The morning with Alice had been awkward. When she had brought up talking to her parents, it was clear she was inviting another discussion on when to tell her parents about their relationship. He managed to dodge that conversation. Debating such a topic would have been fruitless. Obviously, Mr. and Mrs. Dellid would despise the idea that he was sleeping with their daughter and would immediately fire him, or worse, have him arrested. While it may have been safer to stop seeing Alice altogether, there was no way he’d sacrifice his happiness — as short-lived as it might be — just to keep a job.

      He pierced the snow with another stab of the shovel and flung the wet, dirty ice aside. A quarter of the driveway was now cleared.

      Alice didn’t understand. As long as he was poor, her parents would never allow them to be together, no matter how nice a man he was. There was no point talking about it so, fortunately, he had diverted the conversation.

      He lanced the shovel into the snow and flipped another load of it. It felt good to get out his aggressions this way.

      Then, Alice had asked about the Shadow.

      Damned if he knew what the Shadow was doing.

      If he truly was no more than a character in the pages of a book, was the reader reading about him shoveling snow? If so, it must have been boring reading. Surely scenes like this one would be edited out. After all, what kind of book would leave in scenes where he shovels snow or where the two of them shagged like rabbits?

      He chuckled and shoveled another mound of snow. Crisp air filled his lungs.

      Such scenes definitely would be cut out. They probably wouldn’t even be written, right?

      Just a moment. If they were never written, would that mean he never experienced it? Could it be that every time he had sex with Alice, he had those experiences because they were written down? Maybe. But such scenes had to have been cut out later, wouldn’t they?

      Now half of the driveway was exposed, free from its blanket of flaky ice. He continued goring the snow.

      So, what genre of book was he in with Alice?

      Was this an adventure? A thriller? A horror story?

      Damn, this had better not be a horror story. People died in horror stories.

      I don’t want to die.

      Hey, Shadow, this isn’t a horror story, is it?

      Great. Now he was talking to himself. That was what it felt like, anyhow, expecting the reader to respond.

      Oh, well. It couldn’t be any crazier than talking to a pet cat and expecting a response, and people did that all the time.

      He crammed the shovel into the snow, planting the handle at his chest and pushing with his full weight to make it go as deep as it could. His muscles burned. Felt good.

      What if this was a romance?

      Yeah, that would make sense. A romance between Alice and himself. A story of how they needed to overcome all obstacles to their love.

      So what obstacle was currently at hand?

      The answer hit him immediately.

      His secret. She was upset when he demanded to keep secrets from her.

      Maybe he should apologize.

      Yes, that would be the proper step. The reader will see him apologize to Alice, and the two of them would kiss and makeup. And then make out, but that scene would be cut from the story.

      Sorry, Shadow. Some things are too personal to share. Meet you at the apology scene, and we’ll see what the next obstacle is.
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            Check Her Pulse

          

        

      

    

    
      Alice lay in Jack’s bed. She wanted to feel good. She needed to feel good. Jack’s request of allowing him to keep secrets was harsh, even if it was reasonable. What could she think about that would make her feel better?

      The beach.

      She closed her eyes and pictured herself standing on the shore.

      Could she hear the ocean waves?

      She could.

      Could she hear the seagulls squawking overhead?

      She could.

      Could she taste the salty air? Feel the wind against her cheeks?

      She could.

      And the sun. Oh, yes, the sun.

      In her mind, the sun was hot. Very hot.

      Today is a beautiful day.

      She pictured taking off her clothes and lying down on the beach. The hot sand adjusted to her curves and helped her find comfort.

      Today is a beautiful day, just like all other days.

      In bed, she clenched her muscles, finding the tightness in her shoulders, and released it. She found the tightness in her chest and released. Then the tightness in her arms, and she released it with an exhale. The tightness in her legs, she released that, too. She found the tightness in her buttocks. And then released. The tension melted away.

      I am a beautiful woman.

      She contracted her muscles a second time. Her hands formed fists, her toes coiled in tight tiny balls. And then she relaxed. Her shoulders enjoyed this the most. Any tension they held now drained away into the sand. Draining, draining…

      I am always a beautiful woman.

      Under the sun, in her mind, she clenched and relaxed her muscles three more times, each time taking her deeper and deeper into the sand. She was more relaxed, more at ease, and more beautiful.

      She listened to the gentle breeze at her ear, like Jack whispering to her, words she couldn’t make out but felt good. The breeze blew through her hair like fingers. The sun’s heat warmed her face, then spanned her shoulders. The sunlight glided along her breasts and held her there, supported her there. The hot caress swept down her belly to her legs, and between them.

      Today is a beautiful day, just like all other days.

      The sun massaged her, penetrated her. And the pleasure that usually got her heart racing now felt relaxing.

      I am a beautiful woman.

      With her weight cradled in the sand, her comforting arousal built until a gentle release flowed out of her.

      And now, in bed, her hand cupping herself between her thighs, a delicate climax came and dispersed like the heat of the sun on her body, the aroma of her womanhood in Jack’s bedroom, and her fluid satisfaction onto his sheets.

      She took a deep breath, exhaling the solace. The gentle reprimand Jack had given her, demanding that he have his secrets? The scolding now felt light as if the ocean breeze were lifting it away.

      I am always a beautiful woman.

      A nap decided it would use her body for its purposes and overcame her.
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        * * *

      

      A hint of consciousness touched her mind.

      She drifted into one of those states where she felt awake, but by the thoughts she was having about her brothers, ones that didn’t exist, and her work as an assassin, a job she never had, she must have been still in some mode of sleep.

      More of her consciousness gathered when she awoke on her stomach to Jack’s kisses against the back of her calves. Was this an apology? If so, it was the best kind.

      Keeping her eyes closed to relish his tender lips, she cradled the pillow in a loving embrace. Jack’s fingertips grazed with slow determination along the back of her calves shifting the hem of the coverlet higher. His palms lingered on her bare thighs. She relaxed at his touch. His hands climbed higher, finding the rise of her bottom. He gripped it like he was staking claim to that territory. So good.

      He kissed her there, her orbs of flesh relishing his firm lips, his flickering tongue, a nibble.

      She squealed and laughed. He rubbed the nibbled spot as if seeking a genie. Ah, so soothing. She returned to her state of stillness, eyes closed, holding the pillow in her arms.

      He separated her legs, kneeling between them.

      Mmm. What was he planning next? Oh, yes…

      His finger traced her folds, exploring them, seeking an invitation he already had.

      She shifted her hips up to give him more access to the pleasure seeping between her thighs.

      He circled his finger around her swollen bud and, invited, pushed inside.

      She gyrated on his finger. He kissed her buttocks and dipped in a second finger. His twists and pokes triggered her yelps of delight and the scent of her desire.

      He removed his fingers. She groaned with disappointment. The disappointment was short-lived. He sucked on her entrance, drank her essence, and made her squirm even more.

      Her core heated. Her pussy tingled. She was at the decadent mercy of Jack’s tongue but wanted more of him.

      “Jack,” she moaned.

      He slid his tongue inside her. Incredible. Swirling around, he found a nice bundle of caged happiness awaiting his attention to be set free.

      She clenched her muscles. So good. Keep going.

      He stopped, unfortunately. But thank goodness she heard his belt buckle opening. The pause was just temporary.

      Still lying on her chest, she wiggled her hips to remind him of her invitation in case he forgot.

      He hadn’t. His tip touched her open entrance. He eased into her, filling her bit by bit.

      Yes! That’s what this dinner party needed. Come join the party! Enter!

      He didn’t stop. With incremental steps, his length penetrated her deeper.

      Incredible! She couldn’t remember the last time he buried into her so deeply.

      His tunneling continued, but even when her body had no further for him to go, he wasn’t done submersing himself. How was that possible?

      He eased out and squeezed back in, initiating slow thrusts. She clenched around him. His staff felt magnificent.

      A horrid thought came to her. What if this wasn’t Jack? What if this was Troy, her neighbor and childhood playmate?

      Her gut sank. Her mind worked at ignoring that earlier sound of him unbuckling himself. Jack wore suspenders, not a belt.

      He probed her faster. Her prickling lust overflowed. His cock was big and lovely and… and… how could she let this continue if Troy was indeed the man behind her?

      She had seen Troy’s penis before, how unbelievably large he was.

      He had often played pranks on her during childhood. At ten years old he flipped her skirt up in public. At twelve years old he snuck into her bathroom when she showered and dumped a bucket of freezing water over the shower curtain. At fifteen, he put mayonnaise in a squeeze bottle and poked the tip of the bottle out the front of his trousers. While she was asleep, he squirted the mayo all over her face making her wake up to the sight of him howling with laughter. She thought he had spooged on her eyes, cheeks, and lips. It didn’t matter that she had a crush on him when she was a girl. Those pranks were mean.

      Was this — pretending to be Jack — another of Troy’s pranks?

      She buried her face in the pillow.

      Her pussy was crying with joy. How could she stop this?

      She took a breath.

      Relax. This is Jack’s cottage. This is Jack’s bed. It’s still feasible that Jack is the one behind me.

      Her body shifted along the bed with his every prod.

      As long as she didn’t turn around, she could hold onto the possibility that it was Jack inside her. Turning around to face the man embedded in her could be pleasant, or it could have awful consequences.

      Better not turn around. This was Jack plunging into her. This was him inside her, no one else.

      Her need heightened, then peaked and exploded. She shook and clenched around his thickness. He kept on shuttling in and out.

      She collapsed into the pillow, head to the side, eyes still closed, and she relaxed. She reached down beneath her belly and fiddled with her clit. Amazing. Her channel was more sensitive now that she had climaxed, so his strokes felt even better than before. Did it matter who was inside her? Of course, it did.

      At least... eventually.

      Right now, she needed a few more minutes before it mattered.

      He was rigid and robust. His tenacious penetrations did some wonderful things to her body. Using her vaginal muscles, she gripped tight to his formidable cock.

      Reaching under to play with herself meant pressing her breasts harder into the bed. Her nipples stiffened at the thrill and stimulation.

      He pummeled her with hearty jabs.

      Her lechery mounted. It didn’t take long. Her second orgasm arrived with pops and crackles. She constricted around his mass of flesh, and her body buzzed into a circuit of electrical surges. Those exquisite scorching bursts of signals traveled through her arms and legs, mounted at her breasts, and turned into beacons at her nipples where a thundering of power found its way to electrocute her there.

      He yanked himself out of her and crawled off the bed.

      A spray of hot cream hit her shut eyes, cheeks, and lips. She licked her lips. It didn’t taste like mayonnaise.

      Troy released a savage laugh.

      Her gut turned to stone.

      “I have you and your cunt now.” He gave her a hard spank. “You’ve been a bad girl.”

      Her bottom tingled in a manner more pleasant than she wanted.

      “I thought you were Jack!” She hoped the lie would at least carry some resemblance of truth to make him believe her.

      “Doesn’t matter. What will Jack say when he finds out I squirted my jizz all over your face? What will he say when he finds out I made you ooze your cooze? Twice!”

      While buckling his pants, he cackled. He then left her alone in the chilly cottage.

      She raced to Jack’s shower and didn’t wait for it to warm up.

      The biting icy water pricked her skin. Good. She had to feel like she was bleeding. She had to bleed out any trace of Troy. She had to get rid of his semen. She had
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