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Sylvia is the queen of the wood elf kingdom, after her king fell in the midst of battle, Sylvia took up the mantle and continued to rule the kingdom. She was a wise woman, passionate towards her people and a fair ruler, which helped her people thrive. The other kingdoms in the realm were envious of her growth. Over the century, she had prince’s flock to her doors but as always, she would turn them down. It was only after nearing the end of her century long reign she had a sudden change of heart, but not in the way most would expect. She would never be ready to allow another king to replace her deceased husband, but now, she longed to have a child, an heir to her throne. 

Every nine months, a heat cycle would overcome Sylvia with an unshakeable lust. Typically it would last about a week. But most importantly, her heat cycle would be her most fertile window. 

Sylvia wanted an heir to the throne, and the best time to facilitate this would be her up and coming heat. Sylvia proposed to several kingdoms, seeking fit princes for a unique opportunity. To assist her during her heat cycle, to have sex with her and produce a child. Five kingdoms enthusiastically embraced this proposition. 

And so on the ninth month as the sun set, five carriages arrived at the front entrance of her castle. Prince Thorlin, the sun elf, he had tanned skin and blonde hair. Prince Caleum, the moon elf, he was pale skinned with a light blue tinge to it, his hair was white and his build was slender. Taller than the rest, Prince Glacius, the snow elf, had pale skin, silver hair and eyes. The fourth was Prince Valeion, the drow elf, he was a dark skinned elf with white hair. Prince Palegios, the sea elf, had skin with a blue and green tinge, wavy green hair and gills visible on his neck. Four elves were sitting around the table, waiting impatiently for the last Prince Palegios’ arrival. He muttered an apology as Valeion, the drow elf, shot him a glare. With all the elves here, they could proceed.

Two of Sylvia’s most trusted guards set themselves down in the chairs to begin. “Thank you all for coming out tonight,” the guard on the left begun with, “I trust you all are here because you are aware of the situation. Queen Sylvia has begun her heat cycle, and as per her request, you will all enable our queen to bear a child, a future ruler. I’m sure you all understand the diplomatic advantage of being here.”

A few nods came from the elves, Caleum the moon elf raised his hand, leaning back in his chair as he spoke. “And how will you go about determining who the child’s father is once its born?” 

The sea elf, Valeion, scoffed in response, his arms folded across his chest. “Look around the room. I’m confident it won’t be hard to figure out.” 

The look in the guards’ eyes said it all as they briefly glanced at each other. Not a single elf in this room looked identical.

“There will be an assessment after birth to verify who the father is,” the second guard was quick to answer, though it was hard to tell whether this was complete bullshit or not.

“It would be rude to keep our Queen waiting,” the first guard was quick to add as he shot to his feet, “now, if you wish to go through with this, please follow me. Anyone who no longer wishes to proceed, we thank you for coming tonight.”

The second guard stood as all five elves got to their feet and followed them towards the room where the Queen had been waiting. A powerful scent of roses and oranges, Sylvia’s pheromones, engulfed the group before they even touched the large red door. Valeion, the Drow Prince, felt the scent engulf him, his eyes lighting up. Before the guards could speak, he whispered, “Wow. There’s no mistaking it, she’s definitely in there.”

The second guard nodded as the first began talking, “please take good care of our majesty.”

They opened the door and straight away the scent became stronger, more dense as it smothered the five elves. The scent was receptive to their bodies, beckoning them in. Their bodies moved before their minds could process it. They were running on instincts alone. 

The doors closed behind them with a soft clack, and there in the centre of a large bed was Queen Sylvia, she was laying back on the bed, wearing red lace lingerie, her large breast hardly contained by the bra, her blonde hair usually well kept was a mess running over her shoulders. Complimenting her hour glass physique was the thin, string like red fabric of the straps of her thong, they clung to her hips loosely. Her once pale face was flushed red, her thin feminine fingers had found their way between her legs and rubbed along the fabric of her thong. She was pleasuring herself right before their eyes. Her chest rising and falling as she panted, as though she was swimming in waves of pleasure, her eyes dazed in lust as she finally realised she wasn’t alone.

A smile swept across her flushed face. “I was beginning to think I wouldn’t have any visitors tonight,” she mentioned. “Well, boys, don’t keep me waiting.” She left no room for suggestion; her voice was soft but commanding.

The sun elf Thorlin was the first to move, he climbed onto the bed as the others followed, moving quick to undress from his royal garbs. His hand touched the thin fabric, soaked with her arousal, causing an unintentional groan to escape his lips. “You’re so damn wet down there. I think you’ve been looking forward to this, haven’t you, Sylvia?” he urged her to answer.

Her legs twitched, receptive to his slow strokes along her slit, purposely touching her extra sensitive clit with each glide over, eliciting a soft moan from her lips and a whimper. “I-I might of.” 

“No,” King Glacius cooed, climbing onto the bed, his clothes left in a heap onto the floor, “that’s not the answer we’re looking for tonight, your Majesty.” His hands cupped the sides of her flushed cheeks, guiding her to look at him, his hands ice cold, contrasting her burning hot body. “No might ofs, no maybes, I want to hear how you actually feel. And how much you’re going to enjoy yourself, don’t hold back on us. We’re all royalty here tonight.” 

To the opposite side of her the drow elf, Valeion, was the next to climb onto the bed naked, his hands roamed her soft curves, coming to the base of her bra and wormed their way under to feel her soft flesh, “that’s right your majesty, let go tonight, focus on just us.” He spoke as his fingers found her nipple and began lightly pinching and squeezing eliciting another soft moan from her lips. “Now tell us, your majesty, does this feel good?”

The touch against her sensitive and aching pussy had ripples of pleasure flowing through her body. Her nipples being played with heightened the experience, her legs quivered as her chest heaved. “Yes, it feels good,” she breathed, her voice laced with desperation as her eyes met Glacius. “I’ve been dying for someone to come through that door and ravage me, to fill my body completely over and over again.”

The snow elf’s expression shifted to a pleased smile. “That’s what I like to hear.” He leaned in and placed a kiss on her lips before pulling away to finish talking. “We can do just that, your Majesty. We will fill you up, until you’re satisfied.”

“Please,” this was the last words to escape her mouth before Glacius recaptured her lips, his tongue running along her lips, wanting access. Sylvia opened up and allowed him to explore her mouth. Their tongues danced hungrily. 

The sea elf Palegios, was the next on the bed, he wormed his way beside the ice elf, and pulled the fabric of her bra up, free her breast, within seconds he captured her nipple in his mouth, bending down, he sucked and licked her now firm nipple as a muffled moan came from the Queen.

Her hands instinctively moved, left and right if her, finding the thighs of the drow and sea elf, sliding up their thighs, searching with need till she found their stiff cocks. She stroked them both as she gave a muffled moan on the ice elf’s lips. The sun elf, Thorlin was enjoying the view, the way her legs trembled from his touch, how much her arousal flowed from her needy hole, her body was ready and begging for him to fuck her, but Thorlin wasn’t ready to give her that. Much to his own dick’s displeasure, it throbbed and ached. No, he wanted to watch her orgasm, and from the way she shuddered and moaned it was clear she was getting close, real close.

“Cum for me, your majesty, let go and enjoy yourself,” the sun elf insisted.

He moved aside the thin fabric, revealing her glistening core, her slit was glazed in arousal. It was hard to resist plunging in then and there. A groan left his lips as his thumb ran over her soaked slit.

“God,” he muttered to himself as he ran over her clit with his thumb. His finger began moving in small circles on her clit, “this pussy is ready for me.” He muttered.

Sylvia could feel waves and waves building inside her, she broke away from the snow elf’s lips as she declared, “I’m about to-,” another moan fell from her mouth before she continued, “I’m coming -right now,” the words were rapidly falling from her mouth. 

Sylvia climaxed with a full body shudder and a loud moan as her legs attempted to clamp shut, only to be stopped against Thorlin’s waist. His fingers slowed as her legs trembled in ecstasy.

“That’s it,” Thorlin breathed as he withdrew his hand from her slit and moved to his cock, “you’ve earned it now... I’ll give you what you want.” 

Thorlin positioned his tip at her entrance, his plan to enter slowly was thwarted by her arousal, she was impossibly wet. His dick plunged deep inside, his warm, hard cock filled her, eliciting another moan from her. Her eyes widened momentarily, it’d been centuries since she’d had sex, and there he was deep inside her.

Thorlin didn’t miss her reaction. “Are you okay, your majesty? Should I pull out?”

Just as he began to withdraw, her legs were quick to wrap around his hips, guiding him back, burying him to the hilt inside her throbbing core, he groaned deeply as their eyes met. “You’re going to fuck me like you said you would. Don’t you dare pull out,” it was a weak attempt to be commanding. If anything, her voice was laced with desperation, eyes begging and pleading for more.

Thorlin smiled once again, amused by how much he had misjudged the horny queen right before his eyes. “I wouldn’t dream of it,” he spoke, wrapping his arms around her soft thighs and got to work.

With each thrust she melted into the pleasure, her legs weak, her erotic sounds filling the room as he pounded into her, her large breast heaved and jiggled with each thrust. She was a mess of pleasure and lust, swept away by the sensation of being fucked, having her breast licked and kneaded, her hands pumped both their cocks. The moon elf had been sitting on the edge of the bed, stroking himself as he
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