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Chapter 1: Gears Begin Turning
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Martina had always loved a good plan. If there was an angle to be found, a timing to exploit, or a small quiet window where the ordinary rules could be bent, she found it. And she usually did so with a private pleasure that made her pulse quicken. Tonight the strategy felt both delicate and exhilarating: a soft, precise operation within the velvet hush of a wedding celebration.

The event space was everything Amanda had promised—warm wood floors, low lights softened by candles, and a wall of glass that opened onto a balcony overlooking the lake. Twilight stretched across the water in a smear of mauve and blue, and from where Martina stood among clinking glasses she watched the water’s surface catch the last rays of the day. The hotel’s elevator shaft, just a short walk down the corridor, was a plain, useful landmark; its anonymous doors and discreet service corridor would be crucial later. It was small, practical details like those which Martina filed away like tools.

She was tiny, blonde, and conspicuously pretty, the kind of bridesmaid who could disappear into the floral arrangements at one glance and be the centre of attention the next. Her hair was pinned up loosely to suit the formal air; her grey-blue eyes, though, kept doing the work of betraying her. They flicked between faces with a lithe, assessing humour. Amanda noticed nothing of the calculation; she was far too busy radiating happiness in a dress that suited the whole room.

Vince leaned against the bar talking about some business detail that was clearly just an excuse to stand near the bridesmaids’ table. He had the slow, easy grin of someone used to getting good things without fuss. The twins, Alex and Angelo, were a matched set of mirth and mischief. They had the kind of identical features that made other people twice as interested in them. It was always a challenge to tell who was who. Between the three of them there was a current that hummed whenever Martina crossed their path.

The rehearsal dinner had been a pleasant blur of toasts and well-meaning advice from elderly relatives. Now, in the less formal afterglow, select individuals had conversations verging on the improper. The plan had been sketched in half-smiles and private messages earlier in the week; tonight it had to be executed without a hitch. Nobody could notice. Absolutely nobody. Martina would never live it down, and she did not want to put her friendship with Amanda at risk. They’d been besties since early childhood, before either could remember a thing.

Martina knew what she wanted, and she knew she could get away with it tonight, too. Martina liked that about herself. Once she decided on a course, she gathered the evidence, smoothed the angles, and moved.

“Everything still on?” she asked Vince in a tone that made it feel as though she were confirming a dinner reservation rather than an arrangement that would have felt, to the average person, risky. He answered with a smile that crinkled at the eyes, and the twins gave her brief, conspiratorial nods from across the room. It was mutual, then. They were all very up for it—committed, complicit, ready.

She let a tremor of nerves run through her; it was a small, pleasurable friction under her skin. She was aware of being watched by the odd bridesmaid who misread her attention as courtesy, by servers moving plates, by the hotel’s mellow staff going about their job. There would be a sliver of time after the dregs of dessert and the clinking away of champagne flutes when attention thinned and the evening became vulnerable to secret plans. That was the window Martina sought. After all, it’d be easy enough to come up with an excuse for leaving immediately after the rehearsal dinner. The wedding itself? Much less so.

She felt a brief, utilitarian apprehension about details: the route from the event space to the elevator; how near the glass doors sat to the lounge where Amanda’s aunt liked to linger; whether the hotel’s staff might make an unexpected sweep. She pictured the service corridor — bland, fluorescent-lit, unromantic — and smiled. Those were the rooms where things happened without witnesses, she thought, and there was comfort in the ordinary.

Martina’s scheming wasn’t blunt or domineering. It was careful and persuasive. She had practised the right touches. A laugh here, a hand on Vince’s arm there, an eyebrow lifted toward the twins when a server approached; all tiny cues that would steer them together in the right direction at the right time. She always got what she wanted because she planned for it, and because she noticed the small human habits that made people move like pieces on a board.

When Amanda stood to give a short, unsolicited speech about love and new beginnings, Martina felt the timing align. This didn’t involve her, and she’d be too distracted by her hubby-to-be. The couple appeared very much in love, which only endeared them further to the other guests.

Amanda’s voice softened the room, and for a moment the world narrowed to the warmth of belonging. It was the perfect cover. People were drawn in, affectionate and distracted; that was precisely when they would be most blind to what Martina had in mind.

The four of them exchanged a string of looks that said everything without speaking it aloud. No one else in that moment knew the choreography they’d rehearsed in private texts—when to leave, the casual excuse to avoid suspicion, the nod that meant “now.” Martina found that look immensely satisfying. It was a private conspiracy worn in plain view.

The lake outside shimmered like a promise. The event room hummed with the low, contented noise of a successful evening. Martina felt the small, anxious flips of someone teetering on the edge of something thrilling; the feeling was intimate and electric. She had mapped the exit routes, practised the smiles she’d use if anyone glanced too long, and memorized the echo of the hotel corridor so she would not be rattled. These were the things a careful schemer did.

When the dessert plates were cleared and the last of the toasts fell into polite applause, Martina rose as if to help carry a platter but instead let herself drift toward the light by the glass doors. Vince was already angled in her direction. The twins, shortly afterward, walked near each other with the easy step of siblings who could read the other’s mind. They moved toward the corridor, on their way to the elevator shaft. In the soft afterglow of the rehearsal dinner, their plan felt less like a risk and more like inevitability.

Martina’s pulse slowed with the certainty of it. A tiny, private grin lifted one corner of her mouth. She had been nervous. She always was at the edge of something new. But excitement outpaced fear. She liked the sense of having set the conditions and watching them fold into place. Tonight would be one of those nights she would later recall for how precisely she’d orchestrated it, for how entirely she’d made it her own. Even if she could never tell anybody else about how masterfully crafted it all had been.

She stepped through the doors toward the balcony and the corridor beyond, and every movement felt intentional. The lake caught the last flaring colour of sunset, indifferent and beautiful. The plan was in motion. All that remained was finesse.
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Chapter 2: Wheels Are In Motion
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Martina stepped onto the balcony, the evening air cool against her skin. Behind her, she sensed Vince’s presence before she heard his footsteps—steady, deliberate, just far enough back to maintain plausible deniability if anyone glanced their way. She didn’t turn. Instead, she traced a slow path along the railing, the lake below swallowing the last remnants of daylight in ripples of indigo.

The balcony wrapped around the side of the building, leading to another set of doors that opened into the main hallway. Martina slipped inside without hesitation, the hum of the rehearsal dinner faded behind her. Vince followed, closer now, his breath a warm ghost at her back. She could practically feel his grin without seeing it—that same lazy, self-assured curve of lips that had drawn her in from the start.

The hallway was empty, the carpet muffling their steps. Ahead, the elevator doors slid shut just as they rounded the corner. Through the narrow gap in the closing doors, she caught a glimpse of Alex and Angelo, identical smirks playing on their faces as they ascended without them. Martina exhaled a laugh under her breath. Of course the twins had beaten them.

Vince jabbed the call button, his shoulder brushing hers as they waited. “Guess we’re playing catch-up,” he murmured, still smirking to show Martina he was excited for what was to come.

The elevator arrived with a soft chime. Inside, the mirrored walls threw their reflections back at them—Vince, all easy confidence, his tie loosened; Martina, her cheeks flushed with the thrill of the game. The silence between them was thick, charged. She watched the numbers climb, her pulse ticking up with each floor.

Fifth floor. The doors opened to the twins leaning against opposite walls, arms crossed, looking unbearably pleased with themselves. “Took you long enough,” Angelo said. He always found himself so funny.

Alex pushed off the wall, falling into step beside Vince. “We were starting to think you got cold feet,” he teased.

Martina rolled her eyes, but her stomach fluttered. “Shut up,” she said simply, shaking her head as she began to walk.

Everything was unfolding exactly as she’d planned. She’d made sure of it—quietly requesting a room far from the rest of the wedding party, a floor where no one would think to look for them. She hadn’t been sure it would be possible, but thankfully for the four of them, it wasn’t the biggest wedding.

The hotel staff had obliged without question, and now the hallway stretched before her, blissfully deserted. This was going exactly as she’d hoped.

The twins and Vince followed behind her, their banter low and teasing, but Martina barely registered the words. Her focus narrowed to the weight of the key card in her palm, the solid click of her heels on the carpet, the certainty that they were alone. No prying eyes, no accidental interruptions. Just the four of them, and the night ahead.

Outside her door, she hesitated for a fraction of a second—long enough to feel the ache of anticipation in her ribs. Then she reached out, her fingers curling around the handle at the same moment the key card met the lock. The mechanism whirred, green light flashing.

The door swung open.

Behind her, Vince’s hand settled at the small of her back, warm and sure. The twins crowded in, their laughter curling around her like smoke.

Martina stepped inside, and the plan—her plan—clicked into place.
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Chapter 3: The Room
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Martina's room was a study in understated luxury, the kind of place that made her credit card ache just looking at it. Floor-to-ceiling windows framed the lake below, its surface now shimmering with reflected moonlight. A king-sized bed dominated the space, its crisp white linens practically begging to be rumpled. The furnishings were all clean lines and tasteful neutrals—a velvet chaise here, a marble-topped nightstand there—with just enough gilt-edged mirrors to remind guests they were paying for the privilege of breathing this air.

Not that Martina cared about the price tag tonight.

The door clicked shut behind them, sealing away the last pretense of propriety. The room, so carefully arranged for newlyweds and romantic getaways, now held something far more interesting.

Alex made himself at home against the dresser, one ankle crossed over the other like he'd been waiting his whole life to lean on expensive furniture. Angelo claimed the foot of the bed, his smirk widening as he took in Martina's barely-contained anticipation. Vince lingered near the windows, his silhouette cutting a sharp line against the night sky.

Martina moved first, her heels sinking into the plush carpet as she crossed to the drapes. The heavy fabric whispered shut, cutting them off from the world outside. When she turned back, three pairs of eyes tracked her every movement.

"So," Vince drawled, loosening his tie another inch. "How does this start?"

Martina let the question hang in the air, her fingers toying with the delicate straps of her dress. "Oh," she said, tilting her head just so. "I'm sure we can figure that out."

The room seemed to shrink around them, the air thickening with every breath. Alex pushed off the dresser first, his hands finding the back of her gown before his chest brushed against her shoulders. The zipper gave way with a quiet hiss, cool air skating across her newly-bared skin.

Somewhere behind her, someone sucked in a sharp breath. Martina smiled.

The night was young.
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Chapter 4: Desire
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The moment the zipper gave way, Martina felt the shift in the room—the sharp inhale behind her, the sudden stillness of the men watching, the way the air itself seemed to pulse with anticipation. Cool night air whispered across her exposed skin, raising goosebumps in its wake. She didn’t turn around. Not yet.

Alex’s fingers lingered at the small of her back, warm against the silk of her dress. “Well,” he murmured, his breath stirring the fine hairs at her nape. “This is a good start.”

Martina laughed, low and throaty, and let the dress slip halfway down her shoulders before catching it. “Oh, we’re just getting warmed up.”

Vince exhaled sharply through his nose and loosened his tie the rest of the way, tossing it onto the chaise. Angelo, still perched on the foot of the bed, raked a hand through his hair and grinned. “You know, I was gonna say we should open some champagne first, but—”

“But you’re way more interested in what happens next,” Martina finished for him, finally turning to face them. The dress threatened to slide further, and she made no move to stop it.

Alex’s gaze darkened. “Yeah. That.”

Vince stepped forward first, closing the distance between them in three long strides. His hands found her waist, thumbs brushing the delicate lace at the edges of her lingerie. “You’ve been planning this all night,” he accused, though his voice was thick with approval.

Martina arched a brow. “And you haven’t?”

He didn’t answer. Instead, he ducked his head and caught her mouth in a kiss that burned away any remaining pretense. She melted into it, her fingers tangling in his hair as he backed her toward the bed.

Alex intercepted them with a scoff. “Uh-uh. No hogging the bride’s best friend.” He caught Martina’s wrist and tugged her sideways, spinning her so her back hit his chest. His lips found the curve of her shoulder. “I did start this, after all.”

Martina tipped her head back against him with a hum. “Generous of you.”

Angelo, ever the opportunist, slid off the bed and circled behind Alex. “Generous,” he agreed, reaching around to pluck at the remaining straps of Martina’s dress. “But let’s not forget teamwork.”

The dress pooled at her feet.

For a heartbeat, no one moved. Then Vince swore under his breath, and Alex’s arms tightened around her, and Angelo’s smirk turned downright predatory.

Martina grinned. “Problem, boys?”

Vince reached for her. “Not even a little.”

The bed was as sinfully soft as it looked.

The mattress dipped beneath them as Vince's hands slid up Martina's thighs, the lace of her lingerie catching against his calloused fingers. She arched into his touch with a gasp, only to feel Alex's mouth replace his hands at her neck, teeth grazing the sensitive spot just below her ear.

"Fuck," she breathed, fingers tightening in Vince's hair as Angelo's laugh curled warm against her other side.

"Told you we'd figure it out," he murmured, his palm skating up her ribcage. The contrast of sensations—Vince's mouth now at her collarbone, Alex's hands at her hips, Angelo's fingers tracing the edge of her bra—made her head spin.

Martina twisted, catching Angelo's wrist and pulling him down to kiss her properly. He groaned into her mouth, his free hand fumbling with the clasp of her bra. Behind her, Alex made an impatient sound and reached around to help, his chest pressed flush against her back.

The second the fabric gave way, Vince made a low, appreciative noise. "Christ, Martina." His thumbs brushed her nipples, slow and deliberate, and she broke the kiss with a shudder.

Alex nipped at her shoulder. "You've been driving us crazy all night in that dress."

"Good," she managed, tipping her head back against him. Angelo's mouth trailed down her throat, and Vince's hands were doing sinful things lower now, and—

The bed shifted as Alex suddenly pulled away. Martina made a noise of protest, but then his hands were on her waist, flipping her onto her stomach with effortless strength. The sheets were cool against her flushed skin.

"Eager," she teased, pushing up onto her elbows, but the words dissolved into a moan as Alex's hands slid down her back, over the curve of her ass, and hooked into the waistband of her panties.

Vince's chuckle was dark with promise. "You have no idea."

The last scrap of lace joined the dress on the floor.

Martina lay bare before them now, every inch of her exposed to their hungry eyes. She could feel the weight of their stares burning into her skin, igniting a fire deep within her core. Her heart pounded in her chest as she spread her legs slightly, an unspoken invitation.

"God, you're perfect," Alex growled, his fingers tracing the curve of her ass before delivering a sharp slap that sent a jolt of pleasure through her body.

Martina gasped, arching her back as the sensation rippled through her. "More," she demanded, her voice trembling with need.

Vince motioned for Martina to crawl back, then climbed into bed with her, kneeling between her legs, his hands gripping her hips firmly as he positioned himself at her entrance. "Ready?" he asked, his voice low and rumbling, full of the sounds of desire.

Martina nodded eagerly, biting her lip as she felt the tip of his cock pressing against her wetness. "Please," she whispered.

With a groan, Vince thrust into her in one swift motion, filling her completely. Martina whimpered in ecstasy, her nails digging into the sheets as he began to move inside her. She hadn’t been prepared to take all of him just yet.

Alex moved to kneel beside her head, his cock already hard and ready. "Open your mouth," he commanded, guiding himself to her lips.

Martina obeyed without hesitation, taking him deep into her mouth as she continued to be fucked by Vince. The feeling of being stretched and filled was overwhelming, sending waves of pleasure coursing through her body.

Angelo stepped towards Vince, insisting on joining in on the action. “Let’s re-position her,” he stated, helping turn Martina over onto her side. The men assisted in opening up her legs and holding her right leg up while her other remained down. They decided Vince could hold her leg up, as he was the one using her pussy.

The boys smiled as Angelo spit on his hands and rubbed it all over his cock. He climbed into bed, behind Martina. "Hold on tight," he warned before pushing into her ass gently, inch by inch.

Martina screamed around Alex's cock as she felt herself being split open by Angelo's thick length. The sensation was almost too much to bear, but she reveled in it nonetheless.

The room was filled with the sounds of their moans and grunts as they moved together in unison—each thrust driving Martina closer to the edge of blissful oblivion. Her body was alight with pleasure; every nerve ending on fire from the relentless assault on all three holes.

Martina’s moans grew louder, muffled by Alex’s cock as she tried to keep up with their relentless pace. Her hands clutched at Vince’s arms, her nails leaving crescent-shaped marks in his skin. The room was filled with the sound of their bodies slapping together, the wetness of her arousal mingling with the sweat that coated their skin.

“Fuck, Martina,” Vince groaned, his voice strained as he fought to maintain control. “You feel so damn good!”

Angelo’s hands tightened on her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh as he drove into her harder. “She’s a fucking dream,” he muttered, his breathing ragged.

Alex’s hands tangled in her hair, guiding her movements as he fucked her mouth with increasing urgency. “Best I’ve ever had,” he panted, his hips jerking as he neared the edge.

Martina’s body was on fire, every nerve overloaded with pleasure. The friction of Vince’s cock inside her pussy, the stretch of Angelo’s length in her ass, and the pressure of Alex’s cock in her mouth combined to send her spiraling toward her orgasm. Her muscles clenched around them, tightening as wave after wave of ecstasy began to crash over her. She started to moan louder on Alex’s cock. Tears welled in her eyes, from pleasure, not from pain.

Vince swore under his breath as he felt her walls contract around him. “Christ, she’s close,” he muttered, his thrusts becoming erratic. He hadn’t realized her orgasm had already begun.

Angelo groaned, his grip on her hips unrelenting. “Don’t hold back, baby,” he urged, his voice thick with want. “Let go.”

Alex’s grip on her hair tightened as he felt her moans intensify around him. “Come for us,” he growled, his tone commanding.

And she did. Martina’s body exploded in a cascade of sensations, her scream muffled by Alex’s cock as she reached the peak of her pleasure. Her pussy clenched around Vince, drawing a guttural groan from him as he followed her over the edge, his release flooding her with warmth. Angelo wasn’t far behind, his own climax hitting him like a freight train as he spilled into her ass with a choked cry.

Alex pulled out just in time, spilling himself across her face in hot streams as she gasped for air. Martina’s body trembled with aftershocks, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she tried to catch her breath.

For a moment, the room was silent except for their heavy breathing. Then, Alex leaned down, his lips brushing against hers in a kiss that was almost tender. “You’re incredible,” he murmured, his voice raw with honesty.

Angelo chuckled darkly as he pulled away, his hands lingering on her hips. “She’s a damn goddess.”
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Chapter 5: A Breather
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The room was quiet except for the sound of their breathing—heavy, satisfied, still thrumming with the aftershocks of pleasure. Martina lay sprawled across the rumpled sheets, her skin glistening with sweat, her limbs deliciously heavy. The men around her weren’t faring much better—Vince propped against the headboard, Alex stretched out beside her, Angelo lounging at the foot of the bed, all of them wearing the same smug, sated expressions.

For a long moment, no one spoke. Then Angelo let out a low whistle.

"Well," he said, rubbing a hand over his face, "that was educational."

Martina burst into laughter, the sound bright and unguarded. Alex grinned and flicked a pillow at Angelo’s head. "You’re such an idiot."

Vince just shook his head, but the corner of his mouth twitched. "Can’t believe we pulled that off."

Martina stretched lazily, arching her back like a cat before settling back against the pillows. "Oh, please. Like any of you were actually worried."

Alex rolled onto his side, propping himself up on an elbow to look down at her. His fingers traced idle patterns along her hip. "You’re right. We weren’t." His smirk deepened. "But I am impressed."

Martina swatted at him playfully. "Flattery will get you everywhere."

Angelo practically snorted. "Pretty sure we just got everywhere." He couldn’t help but wink right back at Martina.

Another round of laughter filled the room, easy and warm. Martina couldn’t remember the last time she’d felt this good—not just the bone-deep satisfaction still humming through her, but the lightness of it all, the sheer, giddy fun. No awkwardness, no regrets. Just four people who’d decided to enjoy each other, and had.

Vince’s hand slid up her thigh, his thumb brushing the inside of her knee. "So," he said, voice rough with promise. "Another round?"

Martina didn’t even hesitate. She hooked a leg around his waist and pulled him closer, her grin sharp with challenge. "Try and stop me."

The men exchanged glances—a silent, unanimous agreement—before moving as one. Vince leaned down to claim her mouth, Alex’s hands found her wrists, Angelo’s laugh curled against her neck as he repositioned himself behind her.

The sheets were still warm. The night was far from over.
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Chapter 6: Unforgettable
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Martina’s breath quickened into gasps as she lay sprawled on the bed, still throbbing from their previous climaxes. Her body was slick with sweat and cum, her skin flushed and sensitive, but the hunger in her eyes hadn’t dimmed. If anything, it had only grown fiercer.

“Again,” she demanded, her voice hoarse but commanding. The men moved closer to her. “And don’t stop. I can take it,” Martina insisted, proudly. The boys could tell she meant it. But they weren’t sure who she was trying to prove it to—them, or herself.

Alex chuckled low in his throat, his hand sliding possessively up her thigh. “Greedy little thing, aren’t you?”

Vince leaned over her, his muscular frame casting a shadow across her body. His calloused fingers traced the curve of her hip, the roughness of his touch sending shivers down her spine. “You’re not done with us yet, huh?” he growled, teasing her to help build anticipation.

Angelo, ever the provocateur, leaned in from the other side, his lips brushing her ear. “She’s just getting started.” His breath was warm, sending a jolt of anticipation through her. “Let’s see how much she can take.”

Martina arched her back, her breasts pressing against Vince’s chest as she reached for him. “I can take all of you,” she whispered, her voice dripping with challenge.

Alex didn’t need further encouragement. He took Martina by the hand, climbing into bed with her and laying on his back.

The boys had wanted to try doggy style this time, but realized they’d need some adjustments to make it work. Alex pulled Martina onto him, making her straddle him, so she could sit on him. He’d wanted to try her pussy and figured this would help the other guys gain exposure to her remaining holes.

Alex put his hands onto Martina’s hips and began applying pressure, pushing downward. She gasped as he slid into her, his cock stretching her pussy slowly, to start. The sensation was electric, and she cried out, her nails digging into his shoulders.

Angelo wasted no time either. He stood in the bed, his cock brushing against her lips, already hard and ready. Martina opened her mouth eagerly, her tongue flicking out to taste him before taking him deep. Her moans vibrated around him, and he groaned, his hips jerking forward involuntarily.

Vince moved behind her, his hands gripping her hips as he lined himself up with her ass. But the angle didn’t quite work. Martina was too upright.

Instead, he had the three current participants move to the far edge of the bed. Alex stayed on his back with Martina on top. But now, with Angelo standing on the floor, Martina wasn’t as upright. In this lower position, Vince could play with her ass. He gave it a little smack and she groaned, directly onto Angelo’s dick. She had to pause briefly, to pull off Angelo and catch her breath.

The sharp intake of air was the only warning before Vince pushed in, slow and deliberate, giving her time to adjust to the fullness. Martina’s body trembled as she was filled completely, every nerve once again alive with sensation.

The rhythm began slowly at first, each man moving in tandem to avoid overwhelming her. But it didn’t take long for the pace to quicken, their primal instincts taking over. Alex’s thrusts were deep and powerful, each one driving into her with relentless force. Angelo’s cock hit the back of her throat, and she swallowed him eagerly, her lips tightening around him as she worked to take him deeper. Vince’s movements were sharp and precise, each stroke sending waves of pleasure radiating through her.

Martina’s body was a symphony of sensation, every nerve alight with pleasure as the three men moved in perfect harmony. Alex’s hips pistoned beneath her, driving his cock deep into her pussy with a rhythm that had her gasping for air. Her hands braced against his chest, nails digging into his skin as she rode him, her movements growing more frantic with every thrust.

Angelo’s cock filled her mouth, his grip tight in her hair as he guided her head up and down his length. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking him hard, her tongue swirling around the tip before taking him deep again. The guttural groan that escaped him sent shivers down her spine, and she moaned around him, the vibration making him curse under his breath.

Behind her, Vince’s hands gripped her hips, his calloused fingers pressing into her soft flesh as he fucked her ass with slow, deliberate strokes. The stretch was intoxicating, a mix of pain and pleasure that had her trembling with need. He leaned over her, his breath hot against her upper back. “You’re so fucking tight,” he growled, savouring each thrust inside her. “I can’t get enough of you.”

Martina whimpered, the sound muffled by Angelo’s cock, but the men didn’t miss it. Alex’s hands moved to her breasts, pinching her nipples hard enough to make her arch her back, a scream breaking free from her throat. “That’s it,” he coaxed, his eyes dark with lust. “Let us hear you.”

The pace quickened, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the room. Martina’s body burned, every thrust sending jolts of pleasure through her. Her pussy clenched around Alex, her ass tightened around Vince, and her mouth worked Angelo’s cock with a desperation that had him cursing yet again.

“Fuck, I’m close,” Angelo warned, his voice strained. Martina looked up at him, her blue-grey eyes clouded with desire, and nodded eagerly. He groaned as he came, his cock pulsing in her mouth as she swallowed every drop. She kept his head inside her mouth, wanting to drain him completely.

The loss of one sensation only heightened the others. Alex’s thrusts became erratic, his own climax building fast. “Martina,” he gasped, his hands tightening on her hips. “Come for me.” She had already been so close. His words were the final touch needed to send her over the edge. Her body convulsed, a wave of pleasure crashing over her as she came hard, her pussy clenching around him. His fluids spilled into her, much like his brother’s had just moments ago.

Vince wasn’t far behind. The sight of her coming undone pushed him over the edge. With a growl, he buried himself deep inside her ass, his cock throbbing as he spilled himself inside her. Martina cried out, the added sensation sending another shockwave through her already oversensitive body.

For a moment, they stayed like that, their bodies tangled together, breaths coming in ragged gasps. Then Vince pulled out slowly, his hands lingering on her hips as he helped her collapse onto the bed beside Alex. Angelo joined them, stretching out on her other side.

Martina lay between them, her chest rising and falling rapidly, a satisfied smile curling her lips. “Wow, looks like you really could handle all of us.” Alex teased, impressed, as he brushed a strand of damp hair from her face.

She turned to him, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “Of course. That’s why I invited you all here,” Martina giggled.

She’d never been prouder in her life.
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Chapter 7: Quiet
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The room still hummed with the warmth of their bodies, the air thick with the scent of sex and satisfaction. Martina stretched, languid as a cat, before sliding off the bed. The men watched her—Vince from where he sat on the edge of the mattress, Alex as he buttoned his shirt, Angelo as he tugged his belt tight—their eyes tracing the curve of her spine, the sway of her hips, the way the moonlight caught the sweat still glistening on her skin.

She let them look. Reveled in it, even.

But of course, that could only last for so long.

The robe hung on the back of the bathroom door, silk slipping cool over her shoulders as she wrapped it around herself. She tied the belt loosely, leaving just enough of a gap to tease, and turned back to them.

"Alright, boys," she said, leaning against the doorframe. "Time to go."

Alex groaned, but he was already reaching for his jacket. "Do we have to?"

Martina arched her brow. "Unless you want Amanda asking why her bridesmaid and three groomsmen are all mysteriously missing from breakfast tomorrow."

Vince chuckled, straightening his collar in the mirror. "Fair point."

They dressed quickly, though not without lingering touches—Angelo’s fingers brushing her waist as he passed, Alex stealing one last kiss, Vince’s hand sliding along her thigh beneath the robe. Martina swatted them away, but her grin betrayed her.

At the door, she stopped them with a hand on Vince’s chest. "Not a word of this to anyone," she said, her voice low. "Or it never happens again."

Alex and Angelo exchanged glances, identical smirks spreading across their faces. "Wouldn’t dream of it," the twins said in unison.

Vince just nodded and chuckled, in clear agreement. Somehow, his eyes were still dark with promise.

Then the door clicked shut behind them, and Martina was alone.

She let out a breath, leaning back against the wood, and smiled. The door felt cool against her back, despite her robe.

The night had been perfect. Just how Martina had envisioned. Maybe better.

Tonight, she was truly impressed with herself. She’d taken her scheming to the next level. She’d just lived out her ultimate fantasy.

And tomorrow?

Well.

Tomorrow was another day.

If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a review! It really helps small artists and creators like me better understand my customers. I sincerely appreciate your time reading this book, and humbly ask you for an honest review. Thank you <3

-Ms Naughtee
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