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She was tired of the same old thing.
That was why she had taken the vacation. Of course, there was the
fact of the break-up with Joey that had helped her decide that she
needed some space from the old familiar things that surrounded her
day in and day out. There was also the fact that her break-up had
been the result of his cheating with her best friend. So, it had
seemed like a good idea to take a break from things and just clear
her mind.

When the travel agent had first
suggested the idea of switching houses as a way to keep expenses
down, she had thought it sounded crazy. The idea of someone in her
house looking at her photos on the wall and going through her
medicine cabinets…But, in the end, she had had to admit that it
would save her quite a lot of money and allow her to spend more
time where she vacationed. With Joey taking the twins for a few
weeks, she was able to really focus on herself for a
while.

She had chosen Italy as her
destination. Her grandmother, her father’s mother, had been
Italian, and she had promised herself that, someday, she would make
it out there to see what her grandmother had always talked about.
She set things in motion through the travel agent and, within three
weeks, she had a young newlywed couple coming to stay in her
California condo by the beach, and she was on her way to Naples, a
beautiful area where history met up with quite a modern
nightlife.

Now, though, it was almost over and she
was heading out to a club for one last night of fun before heading
back with her memories. There was one last Friday night to enjoy,
and she finally decided on a little spot she hadn’t yet been to,
thinking that it looked like somewhere she could forget about what
and who was waiting for her back in the states.

She had dressed especially for this
night on the town, wearing a little dress she had bought in a
boutique the day before. It was just slightly longer than a mini
and was a swirl of grey and white and black smokiness that flowed
over her curves nicely. She wasn’t a tall girl, but she was in
shape and her curves were perfect for her petite body. She had wavy
blond hair that fell to her ass, making it seem even more prominent
and grab-worthy. Her grey-blue eyes were large and made her seem
more innocent than she really was, even at thirty-four. Her lips
were full and soft and, for tonight, colored a deep red. As she
looked in the mirror in the bedroom of the little apartment she was
staying in, she thought she looked ready to start a new chapter in
her life.

The club wasn’t too far and she
probably could have walked, but on her last night, she wanted to
feel a little spoiled, so she called a cab and got to the club
ready to have a long night of dancing and drinking. As she walked
in, she saw a rather large crowd of college aged kids, but here and
there were some older patrons who stuck mostly to the bar. The
noise of talking and muted music and glasses clinking gave it a
homey, chaotic feel. She noticed that it didn’t really have much of
a dance floor, just a space that some couples had chosen to use as
a place to hold each other close and sway together.

She stepped over to the bar
and ordered a Negroni, and then sat and waited, looking slyly around the room for
anybody who looked like they could make her last night a memorable
one. As she was scanning the room, she heard a voice behind
her. “Ciao, come sta andando la tua
note?”

She turned in her stool and saw a
rather handsome man with dark wavy hair and warm brown eyes,
smiling at her. She smiled and tried some of her limited Italian to
explain that she was a tourist and not very fluent in Italian. He
nodded. “Oh, you are American?”

He made it seem like she was from
another planet and she laughed. “Yes, American. Are you
local?”

He nodded. “Not far. Are you here
long?”

She shook her head. “No, no, tonight is
my last night. I’m scheduled to go home in the evening tomorrow.
Hey, your English is pretty good.” She took a sip of her drink and
gave him her coy smile that said she was interested in something
more than this little conversation.

Picking up on her hints, he nodded.
“Yes. I spent some years in school in England. My mother is
English. Would you like to go elsewhere? This crowd is so noisy. I
have a place just a short walk from here.” He downed his own drink
and called to the bartender to settle his bill.

She took another sip of her drink and
thought of all the possible ways this could go wrong, and then she
stopped herself. This was her last night in Italy before she would
be home and would have to face, once and for all, the dissolution
of her relationship and the reality of her new world of visitation
and chasing down child support. She finished off her drink and
brought out her wallet to pay her tab, but her new friend stopped
her. “It’s not necessary. I have paid for you. Did you decide what
you wanted to do?”

She took his hand. “I would love to go
walking with you. I’m Jocelyn.”

He took her hand and, in the European
fashion, gave it a kiss. “That is wonderful. I am
Amedeo.”

She took his arm and they
walked from the club out into the busy lit strada, the noise of a late night
crowd. He had been truthful when he said that his place wasn’t far
from the club. They only walked a short three blocks before they
got to a nice apartment building where they took the elevator to
the third floor.

The apartment was nice but sparse,
being mostly a grouping of couches and chairs and a few bookcases
along the white walls. The walls were mostly bare except for a
large framed poster of an art print of a Sandro Chia painting. She
followed him in and took a seat on one of the couches, wanting to
make sure there would be plenty of room for him to sit by her
side.

He disappeared into the small kitchen
and returned with two glasses and a wine bottle. “You cannot leave
Italy without a final glass of wine.” He sat down and set the
glasses and bottle on the table and then proceeded to open the
bottle, pulling the cork and pouring out the deep red liquid for
both of them. She smiled as he handed her a glass and then, he
insisted on a toast.

But just as they raised their glasses,
there was a knock on the door. He put down his glass and stood. “I
am so sorry. I will get rid of the distraction and be right
back.”

She listened from where she sat to the
door opening and then there were sounds of greeting and then more
urgent talk. Finally, Amedeo walked back into the room, and behind
him, were three other men, looking as handsome in their own ways as
Amedeo. She smiled up at all of them, wondering what had
happened.

“Jocelyn, these are my
cousins...Matteo, Fredo, and Lorenzo.”

Each man bowed to her as he was
introduced and she nodded her head in return. She was a little
disappointed that she and Amedeo would not have some time alone,
but she decided to enjoy whatever happened on her last night in
Naples.

Amedeo fetched more glasses and they
all sat around talking, Amedeo acting as the translator between his
cousins and her. She enjoyed hearing about their lives and enjoyed
the wine that seemed to keep appearing in her glass, and she felt
herself growing relaxed and maybe a little buzzed.

When Matteo, the youngest of the
cousins, came and sat down on the couch with Amedeo and her, she
scooted closer to Amedeo to make room, suddenly feeling a sharp
thrill along her body as she pressed up next to her host. Matteo
put down his glass and looked at her with his young cheeks barely
covered in light stubble and, suddenly, he leaned in and kissed
her.

She sucked in her breath in surprise,
but as the kiss went on, she felt her body responding. Then, the
other two cousins were there by her side, pulling her from the
couch and quickly pulling her clothes from her, yanking her dress
down, unhooking her bra, sliding her underwear down her legs and
over her heels. Her heels were soon off as well and she stood in a
daze as their mouths and their hands descended on her like she was
a piece of candy they all wanted to share.

Amedeo was watching, she saw, and
slowly peeling his own clothes from his body. She wasn’t surprised
to see the lean strength of his arms and torso and legs. It was
exactly how she had imagined he looked under his fancy shirt and
slacks. She gasped and turned her head away from Amedeo as she felt
a hand and then a mouth, warm and soft, on her breast. Then, the
other one was sucked into another mouth, and the hands traveled
lower, pulling her legs apart and fingering her pink
folds.

Her breathing was becoming harsh and
her head tried to catch up to what was happening. She saw Amedeo
walk over and look at her as his cousins held her and she thought
she heard the Italian word for beautiful and then she was in his
arms and he was kissing her. He pressed his naked body against hers
and she could feel his large cock rubbing against her pussy. Then,
he was inside her and she was gasping as his thrusts filled her and
stroked her inside, making her suddenly feel so close.

She didn’t hear or see the cousins as
Amedeo fucked her, but they soon were gathering around her again
and she saw they had things in their hands. Amedeo pulled away and
let them advance and she started to pull back, but they held her
steady. “Don’t worry, my love, this is all to enjoy your beauty
more.” She heard him say as a cousin, she thought it was Fredo, put
her arms behind her and handcuffed them.

She felt fear well up inside her and
tried to pull her arms apart, but the handcuffs were not just
playthings and they held. Now, the cousins fitted her with a ball
gag, holding her head in place and pushing it into her mouth like
she was a horse being broke to the bit. When the gag was in place,
they lowered her to the floor, pushing her to her knees and then
pushing her over so that her face rested on one cheek on the carpet
and her ass was in the air.

 

She felt someone, she could no longer
be sure who it was, kneel behind her and then she felt a hard cock
slide into her pussy and begin thrusting hard, pushing so hard that
her face was shifting on the carpet and stinging her
cheek.

But at the same time, she also felt an
intense rush of heat between her legs as the cock stroked her sweet
spot and pushed deep into her. She shifted her hands in the straps
and felt other hands grabbing hers. Then, she felt the hands move
to her ass cheeks and begin to rub and caress them as whoever it
was kept fucking her pussy.

The gentle touches on her ass made
chills roll through her body, bunching her muscles and clenching
her pussy around the shaft moving inside her. She felt her orgasm
building and she began moaning around the gag when, suddenly, the
cock in her pussy pulled out and left her throbbing
emptily.

She picked her head up slightly and
tried to see what was going on behind her, but she didn’t have long
to wonder. She felt fingers parting her ass cheeks and then
slipping further to push against her tiny hole and then inside,
making her yelp around the gag and struggle to turn her head. Hands
pushed her down and then, legs appeared in front of her face. Hands
reached down and moved the ball gag out of her mouth and she gasped
as she tried to get used to her mouth being free, tasting the
rubber still.

Now, her head was raised and her lips
were pressed against the head of a thick cock that pushed
insistently until she opened her mouth and then it slipped inside
and filled her mouth and, pushing deeper, her throat. She gagged,
trying to move her head back, but there were hands on her head
keeping her still as the cock thrust over her tongue. She heard
groans as her tongue moved against the dick in her mouth, and she
tried to relax and focus on making whoever was in her mouth
happy.

She had almost forgotten the fingers in
her ass as she struggled to handle the dick in her throat, but when
they disappeared and she felt the head of a cock pressing against
her tiny opening, she panicked and began to grunt and yell around
the cock in her mouth. She struggled and then she felt the hands on
her hips and the hard thrust and her mouth opened in a scream that
sounded loud in spite of the dick pushing into her
throat.

The wave of pain that rolled over her
was astounding, stunning her for a moment and then making her whole
body shudder hard. The cock in her mouth pulled out and she was
left to gasp and moan and plead as the cock in her tight hole moved
deeper and faster. She struggled weakly, but the pain had almost
paralyzed her and she felt she wouldn’t be able to do
much.

But then she felt something change and
the intense pain became an urgent aching need to have her pussy
filled. She felt her orgasm building rapidly and she began to
frantically move against the man behind her, shifting her ass up
and down in an attempt to move him in a way that would satisfy the
need she felt in her pussy. She began to shudder and her body
tensed and she moved faster, until with a loud groan, she felt
herself come hard, her pussy and ass clenching strongly with every
spasm.

The cock inside her ass began pumping
faster and then she felt it swell and, as her own orgasm gripped
her, she felt the cock thrust hard in her and her tiny hole was
suddenly being filled with warm sticky cum as the cock in her
throbbed and spurted a load deep inside her.

Then, her ass was empty and she was
left quivering on the carpet, the strap of the ball gag around her
neck as she lay panting, trying to catch her breath and ignore the
throbbing of her sore ass. But, hands were on her soon, and she was
picked up and brought to the couch and her face was pressed onto
the seat and her ass was left rubbing against the thighs of the man
who was now behind her. She felt him run a hand under her leg and
gently lift it so that her foot rested on the edge of the couch,
and then there was another hard dick thrusting between her ass
cheeks and into her little hole, making her shake so badly that the
hands on her had to grip her tightly enough to leave marks on her
skin.

She didn’t take as long this time to
get past the pain and she began going crazy as her orgasm ramped up
again and made her move wildly, yelling and moaning with each
thrust. Just as she felt she couldn’t handle more, the cock pulled
out and she was pulled up from the couch. She briefly saw Amedeo’s
face, his brown eyes, and then she was shifted to sit on someone
sitting on the couch, his cock filling her ass as she was lowered
onto his lap. Then, she saw Matteo moving between their legs and
realized what he was planning.

She couldn’t do much more than protest
weakly before his cock was at her pussy and pushing in. She had
never had two men at once, hell, she had never had any guy in her
ass, and the thought terrified her. But as he slid into her, she
felt their cocks rubbing against each other inside her and it was
the most amazing feeling she had ever felt. She felt her orgasm
crashing over her again and she fell against Matteo’s chest as he
pumped inside her clenching pussy. She shuddered and then fell back
and felt Amedeo’s arms wrap around her from behind to be able to
thrust faster into her ass.

Then, Matteo started to move faster and
she felt him grow larger inside her as he groaned and with a final
hard thrust, he came inside her, spurting his load deep inside her
quivering pussy. He pulled out and she felt the sudden emptiness,
but suddenly, Amedeo jumped forward, pushing her to her knees as he
kept his cock in her ass and thrust harder and faster until he,
too, pumped his load inside her tight hole as he came, leaning over
her to fondle her breasts and kiss her neck.

Her hands were still strapped behind
her and she felt a dull throb in them as she was picked up by them
and made to stand in front of Lorenzo, who sat on the couch smiling
lecherously as she stood worn out and trembling in front of him. He
ran his hands lightly over her body, brushing over her breasts and
making her moan as they touched her sensitive nipples. He gave them
a pinch and then reached up to pull her to him, squeezing her face
by her cheeks, pushing them in and forcing her mouth open. As he
settled her onto his lap, he brought her mouth down to his and
thrust his tongue inside, running it in a circle around her teeth,
top and bottom.

She shook in his grasp and her pussy
clenched hard, making him gasp and then smile. Moving his hands to
her hips, he thrust into her slowly as he held her steady, rocking
her back and forth in his lap. She felt his cock shift inside her
and groaned as she felt her orgasm building yet again. He let her
mouth go and lowered his head to her breast, sucking her nipple in
and pinching it between his teeth as he continued to thrust up into
her, causing her to yelp with each light bite. She raised her head
and saw the other three men gathering around to watch them,
stroking themselves as they focused intently on her bouncing body
and their cousin thrusting upward over and over, picking up speed
with each thrust.

Then, he pulled her forward tightly and
her head went over his shoulder and she felt her mouth being filled
by the waiting and watching men as they took turns thrusting into
her sore mouth and raw throat. She felt Lorenzo’s hands grip her
and bounce her hard up and down and then, moving fast, he pumped
hard, thrusting wildly as he pulled her back and jammed his fingers
down her throat. Suddenly, even his fingers were gone and he was
pulling her down onto the couch and bringing his cock up to her
mouth and then, his shaft was filling her throat and spurting into
it, making her gag and choke until she could manage to swallow his
load and breathe again.

Finally, she fell back into the couch
and she vaguely felt the straps removed from her arms and they fell
heavily around to her front, tingling as sensation worked through
them again. She panted into the soft leather of the couch, and the
men around her got quietly dressed, not even talking with each
other.

For a while, she thought she must have
drifted off, exhausted from what had just happened. Then, she felt
someone settle beside her on the couch and she cracked open her
eyes and saw Amedeo sitting with a glass of wine in his hand. His
eyes were kind and he reached over to the table and offered her a
glass of wine. She took it and drank the entire contents, making
him laugh as he took it back and refilled it. “I love you
Americans. Always so ready to head into the next thing with such
wild abandon.”

She wasn’t sure what to say to this, so
she just took the refilled glass and, this time, sipped at the
wine. She finally smiled in reply. “Yes, we’re very howdy, cowboy,
let’s roll.” She sounded ridiculous saying this in her Bronx
accent, but he laughed delightedly.

“Exactly, always ready to run in, no
worrying. It’s very refreshing.”

She nodded, taking another sip of wine
and then getting unsteadily to her feet. “Yes, well, I better get
going.” She began grabbing her clothes from the chair they were
piled in and she dressed slowly, every now and then, wincing as a
sudden pain or spasm rushed through her.

Amedeo jumped up. “Here, let me help
you.” He went behind her and zipped her up, his hands brushing
along her spine, making her shiver. She turned around and reached
down to slip her feet into her heels. Finally, grabbing her purse,
she headed to the door.

He was by her side, his hand lightly on
her waist and she couldn’t help remembering the feel of those hands
on her hips and her ass as he thrust into her from behind. He took
her and spun her in his arms. “Would you like me to call a
cab?”

She shook her head. “No, I think I’d
like to spend some of my remaining time strolling the streets and
feeling Italy around me.”

He smiled tenderly. “You are beautiful.
I will remember you always.” He kissed her gently and then he
opened the door and she stepped out into the early morning
dusk.

And as she walked, she smiled and then
laughed because she knew there wasn’t a chance in hell that he
would even remember her name by tomorrow, and she was perfectly
fine knowing that.
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