RWBY: GRIMM TALES OF CHANGE
CHAPTER 2 - ICE QUEEN’S LAMENT

This story contains the following TF content:

· MONSTER GIRL TF
· GLACIES TF
· MENTAL CHANGES
The beginning of the Vytal Festival had been going pretty well. At least, that was the spin one Miss Weiss Schnee had decided to go with as she jotted down the day’s events in her journal. First match? Won. Chosen to be one of the Team RWBY fighters moving onto the next round? Yup. Run into the older sister that she loved so dearly? Absolutely. Considering she was accustomed to a life of isolation and depression, things going so well over the span of a single day were absolutely welcome. She’d already returned to the dorm a little while back and had headed out to the girls’ bathing area, cozy as it was. Weiss wasn’t exactly the most physically fit of the girls in her team so it was only natural that such an intense and difficult battle would leave her longing for a hot soak.

Right arm drawn across her chest, the heiress slipping through the bath entrance and was pleasantly surprised by the number of occupants at the bath at the time. Usually it was packed by the time the evening came around, but perhaps because of the many events taking place around the festival it was completely empty. Weiss, who valued her alone time now and again, couldn’t be happier.

Another win.

A sigh of relief escaped soft lips as her left foot slipped into the hot water of the large, drawn bath, the second foot following suit before she lowered the rest of her torso in. “This is the life.” Of course, anxiety was piled on emotionally too. Her performance in the festival would undoubtedly be taken into consideration by her father, whom no doubt wished her to have remained at his side. Winter was here on business with Atlas and had warned her of as much after all. If she didn’t perform to his liking she’d definitely be ripped away. She didn’t want that at all.

In the next room over, divided from the womens area, some of the boys had gathered to bathe. Sweaty and tired, they couldn’t help but groan their complaints aloud.

“Did you hear? Jake confessed to the Schnee girl the other day!”

“No way man! Did she give him the same cold shoulder as everyone else?”

“Of course she did? Do you think you’d be hearing about it now if they were together?”

“Good point. She’s so cold though. Makes you kinda wish she’d realize just how cold she was.”

A tiny pair of red eyes flickered in the shadows of the bath. The desires of humans were so easy to read, so easy to fulfill. Of course, it had no intention of fulfilling them properly. There was already a sex-keen Ruby Rose robot running around to prove as much.

The soft fabric of a white towel slid up and down Weiss’ bruised skin after she’d finished bathing. She’d lost track of how long it had been. Ten? Twenty minutes? It wasn’t like she had plans after or anything, more like she was completely exhausted and wanted to go back to the dorm to sleep. Maybe Ruby would be there? She knew Blake and Yang had told her that they had plans to be out late however. 

Steam filled the changing area, no doubt propelled by the hot bath in the conjoining room. It was enough to obscure Weiss’ vision for the most part, but that didn’t stop her from glancing over her naked form for imperfection. She had no intention of following her father’s will and marrying a man that would see further success for the Schnee Dust Company -- she was hardly sure that she’d even marry a man in the first place. She had no shortage of suitors of course, but none of them knew what she actually needed. On the other hand…

Thoughts reeled to a halt as the ice queen’s usually futile attempt to find err in her appearance stumbled upon something quite peculiar. So peculiar that she attempted to pull it from beneath her left breast to no avail. Despite only recently removing herself from the heat of the water, ice clung to her skin without intention of leaving, making the skin below feel extraordinarily cold as well. ‘What the hell?’ There wasn’t any reason for her to monologue aloud as she was by her lonesome, but her thoughts were more than enough to give understanding to her current emotional state. As if it was alive, the sheet of ice continued to form beneath her bosom, the occurrence taking place underneath her opposing breast as well as it created a shelf to push her tiny chest up into a shape that resembled their appearance when she normally sported a bra. 

How had Ruby described her breasts the first she’d seen them? Ah yes. ‘Cute’. That girl certainly was a handful. 

But Ruby’s childish words weren’t as immediate an issue as what was transpiring at that moment. Clawing at her breast to look at the skin beneath, that which was touched by the ice seemed to be taking on a lifeless blue hue. Her first thought was obviously that this was some sort of medical condition. Had she been infected by an attack of some sort during their Vytal Festival bout during the day? If it was a condition that turning her skin cold, didn’t that mean that her blood flow was being affected?

…And it had begun just above her heart. 

Panic set in. Of course it would! Her line of thinking was that something was beginning to happen to her that would kill her. But in a panic she didn’t consider that a poisoning didn’t exactly account for the ice that continued to accumulate even as she searched through the cubby that she’d left her clothing in. But her clothes were gone. So it was either go out nude or deal with it herself, it seemed. 

All of that panic came to melt away in an instant the moment her eyes locked with a white blur that drifted down slowly from above. And another. And another. Snowflakes? They distracted her long enough for her to not notice her breast had taken on a blue color in its entirety, the ice now having accumulated to the point where it took on a dark blue shade and had begun to move upward and envelop her newly darkened flesh.

Meanwhile the snow hadn’t alleviated Weiss’ panic through surprise alone, an unnatural calm washed over her as she saw more and more flakes begin to take shape and flutter to the ground from the humidity in the air. While she might have seen it as bizarre only a moment ago, the though that this ‘made sense’ penetrated any concern. 

The sound of cracking ice brought her gaze back down to her bosom. As Ruby had once noted, her breasts were certainly lacking in volume, but right before her eyes they seemed to grow - the sound of cracking ice merely indicative of her new, apparent ice ‘bra’ breaking under their new mass and reconstructing. Skin pressed up and over the edge of the ice as an idle fingertip pressed up against blue flesh that hadn’t belonged there only a moment prior. It was, naturally, cold to the touch. Freezing, in fact. 

‘How can I feed if I don’t have the body to seduce humans?’ Such an unusual thought rose to the surface of her mind. She removed her finger as the encroaching ice ultimately consumed her newly enhanced breasts and hide its ample cleavage from view, short of a small glimpse of underboob in the bottom center. They had grown at least three sizes, surely?

She wobbled two and fro as she leaned forward to see beneath her own chest for the first time ever, crunching her stomach as she attempted to see what was going to happen next. Panicked as she was before she was beginning to feel excited? Like there was a part of her that had accepted this. That wanted this. Much to her own elation, the freezing sensation had reached the base of her stomach and was encroaching up her pelvis as ice seemingly formed along either side of her stomach and hips, taking on the uncanny form of giant snowflakes.

The right index finger that had explored the temperature of her skin, in the meantime, began to take on the same blue. In fact, it began to occur for ever finger and toe in her body consecutively. Healthy color faded away as an icy pale set in, feeling in her fingertips dulling ever so slightly as the sensation traveled down the length of each hand and up each leg. A pair of snowflake-like ornaments took shape around either wrist as ‘gloves’ composed of the same dark blue that had smothered her bosom slipped over her fingers and up her arm. The ornaments weren’t attached to her body but rather levitated around them as if spurned by some supernatural force.

It was her legs and feet that saw the most drastic of changes.

Snow that had accumulated beneath Weiss as her changes had continued were suddenly drawn to the base of her body. It was cold, of course, but she didn’t feel all that disturbed by it even as the snow seemed to freeze into a solid mass beneath her toes and begin to travel up the length of her legs. She lost her balance for but a moment, forced to hold onto one of the changing room cubbys as her point of view suddenly rose. Her entire body had risen, in fact, lifted off the ground by the snow itself as it fluttered around and clung to her lower form like a parasite. 

Weiss couldn’t see beyond the whirlwind of snow, but the sharp sound of ice stabbing into the floorboards could be heard as she attempted to take a step forward and regain her proper posture. It was becoming too difficult to stand like this as she could feel her second ‘foot’ had taken on the same shape, and so she leaned back to sit… only to realize she was floating.

‘A child of the ice needn’t travel afoot.’

The snow eventually cleared. Or rather, it finished collecting around her legs, finally allowing the heiress to admire the changes. Raising a leg into the air she could only admire its new pointed form as pure ice ran down its full length, though she retained full flexibility even as it had consumed her knee. Flesh moved to match their new form in real time as exposed thighs became thicker and thicker beneath, the gait of her hips spreading wider and the fat in her ass taking on perky volume. The blue had consumed it all, including an exposed and shaved pussy that did not yearn for pleasure but no longer bothered Weiss to be exposed either.

Only her head remained. Breath became visible as she could feel the cold touching her lips. They became thicker, more kissable, but also lost their color completely as cheeks followed suit. Her scar remained, but the shade of her blue eyes darkened until they matched the general aesthetic of her body. The length of her hair did not change, but instead a dark blue sheen erased any trace of the white hair of a Schnee as the tips turned an icy violet and the style was pulled into a pair of twin tails held up by two large chunks of ice. 

Snow falling all around her, Weiss blinked. To come to a place of such warmth was unlike her. She was a Glacies, a legendary creature that preyed upon the warmth and sexual energies of others, so…

Her memories continued to change.

No, she’d come here on invitation. She’d been invited by a strange woman from Atlas, where she lived normally. It wasn’t like Glacies’ to return the passions of another, but that unnaturally created woman had appealed to her baser desires. Her kind was usually cold and distant, but that robot had sought to make a companion out of her. Of course, that included satiating her sexual appetite. 

With renewed purpose, the Glacies uttered the name of the only individual she trusted other than herself. “Ruby…” Her tone was cold, emotionless. That was normal for the people of the ice. 

But even if it was normal, even if she was the coldest existence on the planet, that robot had seen some warmth in her. 

