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It is a popular misconception among the highborn of humanity that elves are not capable of irony. If only they could witness our contract ceremonies—this grand pageant of human vice and elvish indulgence—performed for the delight of courts on both sides of the border. The walls of the guest wing at Asterhall ring with discreet laughter each spring, as the new year’s “exotic” gift is unwrapped for some lord or lady’s private amusement. I have been a witness before, but never have I been the star of such an elaborate production. 

Here in this ritual, the ironies abound. There is the idea that I am the exotic one, instead of these short-lived, scarcely-magical, mildly-dimwitted beings of the race of mankind. They find me to be exotic when I believe it is much the other way around. I find it fascinating that they can have any sort of civilization at all, given that all they seem to do is fight with each other for this title or that or this scrap of land or that. There is the idea that I have come here to live as their servant, willingly, when I am so much a superior being, five hundred years old and possessed of intellectual and emotional complexities they could not begin to imagine. Of course, the humans likely don’t even have the intellect to understand the depth of my superiority over them. They couldn’t possibly understand that I am here because this is a fetish for me, and many others of my kind. 

It may be hard for you to imagine, you who is reading this, if you are a human yourself. But I am yet a young one among my race, and after half a millennium of life and more, we can get bored. We seek new experiences. One of those new experiences we seek out is often sexual relations with the humans. They are strange, passionate, aggressive creatures, and it an enjoyable form of tourism for my kind to come and live among them for a while, as a sort of pleasure tour. 

The contract is read aloud with the usual flourishes, signed and sealed in triplicate. The humans present do their best not to gawk at me, though their attention falls again and again to the exposed slit of my robe, the unnatural shade of my eyes, the pointed ears which catch every whisper. One thing I find most odd about humans is that apparently most of them do not consider themselves bisexual, preferring instead only the company of men or women. In spite of that fact, though, it gratifies me to find that every eye in the place, man or woman, has an appreciative glance at me at least once. There are many rumors about what elves are like in bed, some so lavishly fanciful that I’ve never bothered to try them, but nor will I go out of my way to dispel their existence. 

Of the hundreds of nobles present, only one of them is my true audience. 

I spot her immediately. Princess Elyra Rosemarch, twenty years old, Asterhall’s second seed and the true architect of this year’s offering. Her reputation for sexual depravity is, as far as I know, unmatched by any man in her kingdom. She wears her family’s blue—so bright it might sear the eyes of a man raised among trees—and a half-cocked smile that widens slightly each time our gazes meet. Her eyes are winter blue, her hair the color of golden wheat, her lips petal-pink and gleaming.

At her side stands Sir Theron Nighthawk, her pet knight, bodyguard, and present paramour. I know from the intimate details given me by the human delegation to my people that he is thirty-five years old, stands a head-and-a-half above the princess, and could easily break a man’s ribs with one arm. His jaw is cleft and shadowed and his hair is the brown of old walnut. He is a brute to the letter, except when it comes to Elyra, I notice. He glances at her with deference, making it plainly obvious to me that she holds the leash in their private little games. He is beautiful, exquisitely so, in his own rugged way. I had not expected that. 

I am introduced as Elarion, eldest son of House Siannodel, “honored guest and companion for the year and a day as per the terms of the peace accord.” The human scribes bow; Theron’s eyes flick up and down my body, then away in embarrassment. Elyra, for her part, takes my hand as though we are old friends, running her thumb across my knuckles with languid curiosity.

“You’re much prettier than I expected,” she says, voice pitched for my ears alone. “Did your people breed you just for this task?”

I flash her a smile practiced in a hundred mirrored halls. “I’m afraid I’m the runty sibling, your highness. Our true beauties would break a human’s mind.”

She makes a delighted noise, and her grip tightens. “We shall see about breaking,” she murmurs. 

The contract procession disperses quickly. I learned long ago that humans are impatient about formalities, particularly so when their pleasures are so close at hand. My people would find such hurriedness unseemly, but in truth, I am as anxious to dispense with the necessities of etiquette as they are. A pair of flint-eyed stewards usher us into a smaller, luxuriously-decorated, heavily-draped salon where wine is already being poured and pillows abound. It is time for the unveiling.

Elyra sinks onto a chaise, arranging her blue dress to expose most of one thigh. Theron sits beside her, arranging his fine tunic just so, perched as if he might shatter the velvet bench with a twitch. I stand before them, haloed by lamplight and the violet haze of dusk leaking through the high windows. It is customary for the elvish contract to provide a “demonstration” of their talents on the first evening, and I could not be more thrilled to be performing for my hosts for the first time. 

A word about my body, since it is soon to be the subject of much commentary. I am a slim thing, even by elven standards, though I suppose I am taller than an average human woman. My skin is the color of moonlit wheat and my hair, grown to my shoulders for this occasion, is as white as bleached bone. My features are androgynous enough that I earned the nickname ‘Silver Sister’ in my youth. I could pass easily for a woman or a very petite pretty boy of the human nobility. 

Tonight, however, I will become something else entirely. 

With the contract’s stipulations in mind, I begin my performance. Letting the silk robe fall open, I expose my pale and hairless chest, my narrow waist, the soft bulge of my cock where it presses against my thin undergarment. I stand perfectly still for a moment, arms at my sides, and I meet Theron’s gaze directly. I can tell he is already thinking or ravishing me, and he looks away quickly, embarrassed. All elves are bisexual and not many humans may be, but I can tell that Theron has that capacity within him. Even as he looks away with embarrassment, Princess Elyra is hypnotized by the sight of me.

I reach up and unpin my hair, shaking it loose so it falls down around my neck like a silver waterfall. Then I draw a curved blade from the sleeve of the robe and place the point of it against my thigh—not hard enough to scratch—and begin drawing intricate lines there, chanting softly under my breath. 

At first, it looks as though I am merely tracing the blade across my skin. But as I speak the words, the fine hair beneath my navel vanishes, leaving behind skin smoother and finer than before. I run the blade up my arm, and my armpit is render as bare and smooth as glass. Across my collarbone the blade travels, and the faintest suggestion of hair on the back of my neck vanishes as well. 

“Magic,” Theron breathes, and I can feel the skepticism in his tone. Most humans would rather dispute the evidence of their own eyes than trust the invisible.

Elyra leans forward. “Does it hurt?” she asks, almost breathless.

“Not in the slightest, princess,” I say. “In fact, it’s quite pleasant.”

Even after the hair is gone, I continue working the blade across my body, eventually ending up at my chest. This part requires more concentration. I press the point to my sternum and speak a word, feeling the familiar tingle there as my breasts swell, lift and grow. Within seconds, I am the new and proud owner of feminine breasts, large for my frame but not overly so, rounded and soft and lovely. 

Theron’s eyes go wide. He can no longer look away. I can feel the hunger in the room thickening. 

Then, with a theatrical sigh, I slide the blade down to my hips. I press the flat against each side, chanting the phrase I learned for this very moment. My pelvis shifts, the bones rearranging themselves. My waist narrows further and my hips flare outwards in an exaggerated feminine curve. I can feel the stretch of new skin as my thighs round and plump, as my ass becomes a perfect shapely handful.

At last, I untie my undergarment and reach the blade between my legs. It seems at first the princess and her protector are concerned that I will remove my cock entirely, but of course that is a primary attraction of having one such as me as a sexual servant in their house. I am rather attached to my manhood anyway, and would not remove it for any elf, let alone a human. I do, however, thin the shaft somewhat, magically shaping the head into something more delicate, almost dainty. I trim the scrotum until it is flush with my body, just a gentle swelling instead of a full sack. 

My voice was never terribly masculine by human standards, but when I speak next it is altered to a higher, breathier sibilant lilt, designed to drive any human man mad with desire. 

“Is this to your liking, Sir Nighthawk?” I ask, shifting my hips to emphasize the change.

He swallows audibly and nods. 

Elyra bursts into delighted laughter, clapping
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