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Chapter One


The director shouted “Action!"
Julie Summers held her breath, her healthy pink nipples peaking beneath the costume negligee, white silk, circa Julius Caesar. She was on a pink marble balcony overlooking the deep blue Mediterranean, the shimmering waters warmed by the noonday sun. Doing her best to keep in character as an ancient Roman matron, she confronted the tower of gladiatorial manhood before her.
He was a blue-eyed Adonis wearing nothing but a leather mini-skirt and a set of prop shackles. With his hands secured behind his back, his well-developed pectorals and washboard abdomen stood out even more prominently. His bronzed skin was moist from tiny droplets of sprayed water trickling enticingly down the V of his torso toward his solid, narrow waist. It was all she could do to keep from licking the artificial sweat dry, dabbing at his smooth muscles with her tiny, greedy tongue.
Things were even more tempting below the waist. The skirt was far too short to hide his muscular thighs and legs. The material was also tight, which meant there was no disguising the outline of his crotch. Suffice it to say that the cock he was hiding in there was very much in proportion to the rest of him. Super size and no doubt super scrumptious.
The director had outdone himself with his casting. A more perfect figure of a modern gladiator could not be found than this Russian. Down to the scars across the man's left breast, four parallel, rake-like lines, the remains of slashes won not in the Coliseum in Rome, but in a Kiev circus, wrestling a full-grown black bear. He had another scar across his left bicep, a deep, jagged groove that only added to the overall mystique of his persona.
Her lips twitched. His name was Grigori and he was too close for comfort. Way too close. Smelling of musk and leather and sea salt. Six foot one inch tall with a body of iron and the face of Michelangelo's David. Thoughtful, confident, sensitive yet indisputably masculine in his features. The ideal man in any woman's dream, complete with long curly hair, black as a raven's wing. A one of a kind chest hairless and smooth, made to be caressed by an adoring female and a dimpled chin and strong, masculine lips made to be kissed, the woman on tiptoes to reach him.
Small, feminine lips, proffered, seeking to please, begging attention. Craving the contact of skin on skin, her flimsy clothing ripped away as she is put in her place beneath him, screaming out in pleasure as he fucks and fucks and fucks, his rock hard wrestler's body swallowing hers, the shaft of him threatening to explode the walls of her poor needy, frustrated pussy, making her cry out for him to stop and also not to stop … never ever to stop.
Oh, god, how much more of this could she take?
I'm a professional, she thought. I'm an actress making a movie, playing the part of a wealthy Roman beauty about to ravish her new slave. This is passion to be turned on and off like a spigot. Manufactured for the camera. Except these swollen nipples of hers were pretty real. And the wetness inside her pussy, the tell tale liquid dripping from between her honeyed lips, that was pretty real, too.
I must really be losing it, she thought. Then again, this was no ordinary movie she making. This was a creation of Giovanni Ambrosiano. The Giovanni Ambrosiano. At age 54, the man was a lean, chiseled, charismatic genius, a god of the industry, universally regarded to be the most brilliant filmmaker in the world, capable of stripping an actor naked to his or her soul with a single glance, a single frown of his sculpted lips.
No one was immune from his power. Producers trembled in his presence, investors opened checkbooks without question, authorities cowered, religious and political alike. He was a living mystery, a walking icon. No one understood Ambrosiano. No one.
This latest venture of his was no exception. A movie consisting of one man, one woman, no script. A day and a half into shooting and they had already changed locations twice and gone through five different time periods for the setting. No matter who they were supposed to be, though, each time they filmed it would boil down to this: The two of them, in front of each other, scantily clad, close enough to lose all personal space but not close enough to kiss or seek relief through any form of touch.
It was a recipe for utter frustration. Julie had never wanted a man like she had Grigori-never wanted to get at a body so much or unlock the mystery of a pair of bottomless eyes like these. Strange and yet not strange. There was pain there, something all too familiar. She had this feeling they would connect in so many ways, though he could not even speak English.
All in all it was sheer torment. He'd been constantly with her, on top of her every moment and she could do nothing, nothing at all for relief. At this point, she could only hope the heavy scent of her arousal was being adequately covered by the various complex odors around them: the brine of the shallow sea, the sweet jasmine of her perfume and the pungent mix of onions, tomatoes and oregano cooking in the kitchen of this latest villa they had rented for filming. Not to mention the strong cologne of all these Italian men working on the shoot.
"Closer,” coached Ambrosiano in his thick, rolling accent, as passion filled as the green and fertile hills over which they'd driven to get here. “Move closer to him. He is your prey. Your newly purchased slave. Let him feel that!"
Julie felt the burning in her belly. How much closer could she get? Erase any more of the distance between them and she'd end up hopping onto the man's cock, locking her legs around his waist, grasping hold of those firm, rounded buttocks, her small, lithe body impaled hopelessly.
Resisting the urge to confront the director and his gaggle of assistants and cameras, she moved forward towards the Russian, just a little, lightly, tentatively, her bare feet sliding over the glazed mosaic tiles, smooth and warm, each a tiny kaleidoscope pattern of red, blue and yellow. Their bellies were nearly touching and hers was full of butterflies. The man was like a rock, a statue, but she could sense the living power in those muscles, too. What if she were to spook him or something? It was like approaching a crouching lion to tug at its mane or modeling a brand new red bikini for a poised bull. The manacles holding him were made of painted wood. He could break them with a tenth of his strength, freeing himself to have what he wanted including her. Not that she would resist. At this particular point in time, Julie Marie Summers, has-been, never-was B actress would lower herself to the priceless balcony floor of this equally priceless fifteenth century Italian villa and offer herself in complete sexual submission. Thighs splayed, hips bucking, back arched, a virtual slave herself, beckoning him to enter her gaping, burning pussy.
What would that sun kissed tile feel like, she wondered, on her bare skin? How different would it be from a bed or couch or anything she'd ever known before? And how would the sex be like, to come with a man like that, a mountain of manhood atop her and filling her?
She wanted it; she needed it, that much she knew. As surely as she knew that her gorgeous gladiator-slave was from the Republic of Dasklovia in the former Soviet Union and that he was unable either to understand or speak more than a few words of English. Certainly it was an odd choice for Ambrosiano to choose such a man as the lead in an English-speaking picture, but one did not question genius. The crew communicated to him by pantomime, while Ambrosiano, who was an inch taller than Grigori at six foot two inches tall, simply clamped a hand on the man's shoulder whenever he wanted to communicate something and used his eyes employing some sort of hypnosis or telepathy.
If Grigori could read minds now he would know that his leading lady was craving some very un-lady like treatment. Maybe she'd do some pantomiming of her own, getting down on her knees and lifting that cute skimpy man skirt to see what was packaged underneath. She was sure he would have a large and beautiful cock. Was it tanned, she wondered, like the rest of him, or would it be a bit more pale? In any case she was sure there would be lovely veins, and a wonderful head and a long, long shaft.
She wanted that shaft in her mouth. It had been ages since she'd felt this horny making a film. Not since she'd had that bit part as a girl kidnapped by a motorcycle gang. At one point the leader had taken her by her long blonde hair and told her she was going to be their plaything and that she had better get used to the idea of being their bitch.
Not being the leading lady at the time (Julie never had managed that feat except in a couple of really, really forgettable pictures) no one came to rescue her. She had a few minutes squirming on screen as they stripped off her clothes and threw her to the floor of their clubhouse and then, as it usually does, the scene had faded just before the really good parts.
Such was Julie's lot, always in the background, never in the limelight. Sure, she could have gone the adult film route with the body she had, but that was a line she'd drawn in the LA sands a long time ago. At age thirty-four, she'd about given up on a real career until Ambrosiano had given her a call out of the blue.
"I have a picture,” he'd said, and there was no need to ask further. When Giovanni Claudio Ambrosiano says he has a picture it's like Elton John telling you he's working on a little ditty. Ambrosiano was film-the whole history of cinema for the last thirty years could be traced in one way or another to this man's innovations. He'd been a recluse for years, though, which made it all the more strange he would resurface now, wanting to produce what for all intents and purposes was shaping up to be a campy gladiator/slave story using none too significant actors.
But Julie wasn't going to look a gift horse in the mouth. As for Ambrosiano's strange moods and even stranger filming habits, she would take that in stride. Anything to realize her dream of being a star. This was her final shot and she knew it. A thirty four year old blonde bit actress had no future in Hollywood; she was living on borrowed time, natural breasts and hair color not withstanding.
"Where is the intensity?” cried Ambrosiano, sounding more and more like an disgruntled fan at a Manchester United soccer match with each utterance. “I want my intensity!"
Julie turned looked over her shoulder in defeat, breaking the action. “Signor Ambrosiano, with all due respect, I am just not grasping this scene. Perhaps if we used some dialogue?"
"How dare you stop?” The man challenged. “Continue the scene, at once. Slap him and find your intensity."
"Sir?” Had Julie heard him correctly?
Ambrosiano rose to his feet imperiously. He was an excellent specimen for his age, his perfectly oval face angular and wrinkle free. The director was one of those men who would only ever get sexier as he got older. Everything about him was intriguing. He wore a black silk shirt, sleeves rolled up, half unbuttoned. His hair was a lion's mane, stark white, unbound, hanging to the middle of his back, the line of recession barely noticeable. He had piercing black eyes like an owl's or a hawk's and the nose of an ancient philosopher or sorcerer.
It was the mouth that most transfixed, however. You could not help but hang on its every motion, the complexity of its pursed lips-lips that had directed, dominated and seduced every top star of the last thirty years, male and female alike.
"Slap him,” repeated those fearsome lips, the order given as though there were no other possible action in the world that could be taken at this moment. “Draw your hand across the face of the slave. Teach him the power of the mistress."
Julie swallowed. Surely this was not in the contract. Surely there was some way out of this.
"But … what if he thinks I am attacking him?” she asked reasonably.
The Great Ambrosiano raised his eyes to the heavens, invoking something in his native Italian from his ancestors. He was on the move now, long purposeful strides in his black silk trousers, pleated and his hand-made loafers, part of a special line out of Milan reserved just for him.
"Step back,” he said to his leading lady. Then to the Dasklovian, whose shoulder he was now clutching in his fine, bony hand, he said, “Watch, Grigori … molto bene."
Julie gasped audibly as the director leaned in with savage intent and struck the man with the palm of his hand. The wrestler's head was rotated slightly by the blow, but he remained expressionless.
"Now,” Ambrosiano nodded deadpan to the five foot three, one hundred and ten pound actress. “Your turn."
Julie looked at the hapless Dasklovian. Three months ago he'd been tossing bears and bending bars of iron for the Kiev Circus. Probably had a girlfriend back there and a nice ancient mother in a kerchief who wept with joy when he told her he was going to be a movie star. And here he was half naked in silly wooden shackles about to be slapped by a down-on-her-luck American actress whose great claim to fame was being the Wink Girl for Wink Detergent.
"I don't think I can do it, Signor Ambrosiano. I'm sorry."
Ambrosiano tore at the roots of his hair, an unprecedented display of raw feeling in the man. There was a commotion back inside the house and at once two of his assistants rushed in with hand-held cameras, focusing on either profile of the man, capturing every nuance of the director's frustration.
"And so it continues,” narrated the one pseudo director, pole thin and dressed in black turtleneck and black jeans. “From dust to dust. To rain, to prune, to prepare … Piovare, potare, preparare…"
"Piovare, potare, preparare,” repeated the other solemnly in his tank top and shorts.
Julie sighed. Roughly translated they were saying “To rain, to be able, to prepare.” What sense did that make? This was how it went, every time a shoot went bad-the two would rush in chattering as they started filming Ambrosiano's reaction to his own movie making.
"Ho dimenticato,” decried the Great Master, dramatically stretching his arms out over the edge of the balcony. “I have forgotten."
The two assistants turned off their cameras and dropped to one knee, sharing in what seemed to be a ‘moment.'
Julie was about to ask if they could take five for a cigarette when the director whirled back to face her on the radius a dime-or whatever passed for dimes over here. This time his eyes looked like the sea, swept by an ancient storm.
"Kiss,” he pronounced, as though this were the solution not only to the current difficulties in filming but to those of existence as a whole. “You must kiss him."
Julie sucked in her lower lip, puffy and tingling. As aroused as she was, an on camera lip lock in front of a dozen cologne soaked witnesses named Guido really was not the best idea. “Is slapping him still an option, Signor Ambrosiano?"
Unless you want this odd little piece of cinematography to have an X rating, that is…
"No,” he roared, “the moment is passed … everything has shifted, like the plates beneath the earth. Kiss, now!"
To her utter and complete astonishment, it was the statue Grigori who made the first move, taking his leading lady in his arms, leaning down to plant his lips. He plastered their bodies, decisively but without coercion, the remains of his faux shackles lying in bits and splinters at their feet. Before her mind could think to resist, her body was right there, meeting him point for point, her curves fitted to his angles, every gaping space of her, desperate for filling.
Oh, fuck.
He did have a monster cock under that skirt and right now it was at half-mast, aimed point blank at the apex of her thighs, the rough leather making a mockery of the damp silk covdring and the even damper lips beneath. What else was she supposed to do but lift herself off her heels, driving her pussy against him, plowing her nipples suicide style into those yummy pecs, her arms draping suggestively over his shoulders?
Did she say suggestively? Hell, she might as well be taking out a personal ad in Il Giornale in Rome: Semi famous blonde American actress seeking to have pussy filled, apply within.
Grigori's kiss was surprisingly gentle and artful for a man of such sheer bulk. There was a tragic element to it, a romance that seemed born of some great suffering. And yet there was no mistaking his ability to keep and hold the lead. No gender bending here. She was the woman and quite happy to be so: spoiled, embraced, aroused.
The smallest of moans escaped her fully encompassed mouth as the fingers of his hands splayed themselves, like fans covering most of the territory of her chilled back. He did not want her exposed. He was protecting her. This, too, was an instinct in him, just as was the drive that was no doubt wanting to push that pulsing, turgid shaft all the way up inside her to her womb.
Julie let her fingers curl in his hair. It was ages since she'd felt so hot and ready for a man, but at the time so playful and expressive. Instinctively, she knew she could be herself, as silly, as randy and coquettish as she liked, assured that he would keep their activities on track. There was no question where it must go, either.
As for having this audience, that was a mixed blessing. On the one hand, she felt ever so wicked, being primed for love making in front of the world's greatest director and his entourage. The perfect audience, to evaluate and record and appreciate the performance. At the same time, she yearned to be alone with this man, to explore in private whatever it was had happened between them on this movie set-correction, whatever was happening.
Julie wanted his hands on her ass. She needed that snugness, that feeling of being claimed by the big, strong brute with the heart of the teddy bear. Using a single hand, shameless, she reached behind her back to show him in universal me-so-horny language exactly what the score was.
Ambrosiano was less jazzed by the scene. “Enough!” He cried. “No more! No good. It is no good."
The men with the cameras bowed and backed off. New assistants rushed in. One had a glass of wine for the director, another brought a black cape to sling over his shoulders.
Ambrosiano, long ago dubbed as the Maestro for his role as a teaching director, refused all placation. “It is finished,” he announced, all trace of emotion gone from his voice. “I have failed. The picture is ruined. I will never direct again."
Shit, thought Julie, now who's going to pay my plane fare home?
* * * *
Grigori Alexey Romanin ached with pain as the yellow haired female pulled away from him. He had needed her, wanted her as no other and now she was being denied him. Her scent, her sex, her soft curves, he had desired the whole of her, to conquer her world and be conquered by it. One kiss and he was captivated.
But the director had called out something in his native Italian. They were all moving. The filming was being stopped again. Grigori tried to understand what was going on with the maker of motion pictures, the exquisitely beautiful white haired man who was so full of wisdom and who had kissed him once after a show in Krakow, giving him a feeling not unlike what he had now. Indescribable, beyond arousal.
The Director was in mortal pain-Grigori saw this, he felt it. Not the sort of pain he might feel in his tawny, smooth body, but a pain in his heart.
They had displeased him somehow. He and the lovely yellow haired woman both. They were not giving Ambrosiano what he needed. Not enough from their own hearts and out of their own lust. Grigori had thought he'd known lust before meeting this man whom he now called the White Lion. But he had been as a mere virgin then, without experience.
Yes, Grigori had taken his share of the women who had thrown themselves at him all his adult life. This one here, this one whose name sounded like Julya, was no exception. She was the rule. One look at his god given physique and females had always melted. The approach they took to his cock alone approached the sort of religious worship that under the old order of the communists would have been considered illegal.
As a member of the Traveling Circus Extravaganza of Sergei Leontov, he had been treated to such worship frequently, and often by two or even three girls at a time. Gymnasts and pretty dancers who would kneel at his feet fighting for the chance to taste him. Grigori was greatly flattered and aroused as well. He enjoyed women, desired them above all things. They were curvy and soft, marvels of creation, their eye pleasing bodies responding so miraculously to male attentions. How could he ever grow tired of chewing a nipple to waken it from slumber, hardening the sleepy, languid bud into a firm ripe grape? Or a pussy-his fingers beckoning the beautiful, intricate flowers to gush open, creating the moisture necessary to take a man's cock between her legs.
None of them would ever be like Katyana, though. She was the first and the best. They had been together the summer before he went off to the army. They were from the same village. He was nineteen and she was twenty. She lived with her uncle, a successful farmer. They'd been very much in love, the kind of love that comes at first sight, and only when one is very young. Cultivated, it can last forever. Neglected, it sows only the seeds of life long regret.
Losing himself to her that very first night, drowning in the fragrance of her dark hair, the scent of her ripened pussy had been the greatest experience of his life. They had made love on the grass, behind her house, under the light of the moon, wolves howling in the distance. Her body was pure and glowing. A hunger filled him that he knew could be satisfied only in her. She met him stroke for stroke, bite and kiss, tug and pull. They moaned and sighed and came and came.
Many more women had followed, but there was none to take her place. He could have, should have done more to keep Katyana, but inside himself was always a voice to say he did not deserve so great a love. Had he not lost his own mother, also dark haired and beautiful, when he was five? And his sister after that? Was this not his path of suffering as the old priest Mikhail, with his foot long gray beard had told him?
Thus had he ignored Katyana's letters and her calls to him at the military camp, and when he'd seen her at the cafe, encountering her by accident while at home on leave the next winter, he had pretended not to know her, breaking both their hearts forever. It was a pain he had pushed deep down and used only for his battles against Sergei's black bears and against the Uzbeks he hired to fight him in the ring.
Never had he dreamed another would see that pain, much less interpret something in it no one else had ever known, not even himself. It was The White Lion who had accomplished this, coming to him that fateful night, after the show in Krakow, approaching him in the dressing room, scented of spice, dressed in white. The man had given to him two things: the kiss and a note which he could translate inviting him to make this movie.
Grigori was naked at the time of the kiss, having just toweled himself dry after a shower. The White Lion made his cock so hard it hurt and more than anything he had wanted to go to his knees and serve, taking the man into his mouth in devotion and obedience. It was as if he were the woman, the pleasure object. Ambrosiano refused, leaving him with a smile-and the invitation.
It was the honor of a lifetime, any lifetime, but Grigori had ruined that opportunity, squandered it with his own petty weakness. He had been brittle as wood in his performances for the cameras, no more alive than the fetters attached to his flesh. If only he had been stronger, if only he had the vision to see behind the director's eyes. Then he would know how to act for him.
The slap in the face had been a taste of it, a crisp, bracing reminder of what was possible. Pain to focus on. Male to male pain. With this twisting sting came pleasure, too. Grigori had never considered himself homosexual and yet the White Lion had made him erect with a single touch of his lips that fateful night. The contact had awakened a curiosity. Grigori, to his amazement had actually wondered for the first time in his life what it might be like to love a man. To give himself fully for even a night. What would Ambrosiano do to him? Would he take him from behind, making him give up his asshole to a hard throbbing dick? There was no greater shame in his culture and yet thoughts and images had been running through his mind ever since.
Forbidden scenarios. Ambrosiano allowing him to swallow his semen, to kiss and lick his body, himself groveling and begging to be taken, like a woman. Or being made love to by the man himself, being sucked and loved.
In large part it was the desire to pursue those hidden urges that had led him here, though he would admit this to no one. How tragic, then, that it was all to end now, before he'd had a chance to really look into the depths of his own soul and its myriad possibilities.
Was there a chance, still, to turn things around? He thought maybe yes, though it was a slim one. Ripping the skirt from his body, he revealed the living staff so often sought and speculated upon by his audiences. It was large and thick by any standards. Especially when it was erect, as it was now. With a beefy fist he grasped it, just as he did on those infrequent occasions when he could find no woman to satisfy his pleasure.
Looking to the White Lion he called out his sorrow in his native tongue, unabashedly asking what to do, how to use this cock of his to please. The director pointed in turn to the woman, to the sexy, flaxen haired American with the pure, smooth body and the dancing green eyes.
A single word escaped the director's lips in reply. Grigori did not know it. The music of the man's language was a mystery to him, just as the robust tones of Grigori's own tongue were unknown to him. For the former soldier, wrestler and performer, however, just twenty-five years old, there was in the word a clear meaning to be found, nonetheless. Intuited really.
Redemption. The White Lion was giving him a chance to redeem himself, and the woman, too. Did he intend to film it? Grigori did not know, but he would take the female and the cameras would record the act or not as the man wished. She was light as a feather, born to be scooped up into the arms of a strong man. Her exclamations of surprise only added to her charm. It was good to free himself like this, to allow himself to act upon what his loins had wanted the first moment he had laid eyes upon her in halter-top and cut off jeans what seemed like months ago now.
The firmness of her flesh as she squirmed against him pleased Grigori very much. She kept her body well toned, better than many women his own age. It would be a pleasure to penetrate her, to breathe her in and wrap himself fully in her energy and humor. She was a woman who smiled much, and often at herself, which was a good thing.
He would give her much to smile about soon himself; all he had to do was find a nice big bed somewhere. Preferably one with posts and some rope.
* * * *
"Put me down!” Cried the barefoot, barely decent Julie. Had the Dasklovian gone crazy-first stripping himself naked and then lifting her up like some kind of caveman? Granted, she'd been fantasizing along these lines herself, but this was reality. There were people watching. Professional movie people who did not want to see a woman swept off her feet, literally, by a bare assed man with a mammoth cock.
Stars and planets-they were on the move now. Where was he taking her?
"Ambrosiano,” she cried out, forgetting the signore business, “tell him to put me down."
"I don't direct films in Dasklovian,” said the sullen director, sounding like Pilate washing his hands of all responsibility.
"Help, somebody!” She cried out as he carried her down the hall, still wriggling quite ineffectually against a wall of muscle. “I'm going to be raped!"
It was hyperbole, of course, given her high level of sexual heat and desire for the man, but still, she did not wish to appear overly easy. Otherwise, she would find herself fending off advances from the director's staff, which made such a specialty of undressing her with their eyes she felt like she was wasting everyone's time even bothering with clothes.
The entourage, having been appealed to directly, turned to Ambrosiano for guidance.
"Sheep,” he dismissed with utter contempt. “What use have I for a roomful of sheep? Go-do as you wish. Watch for all I care; beg for a turn yourselves.
Julie cringed. He did not just say that…
Unfortunately, there was no time to react. Julie's heart did a flip as Grigori found what he'd been looking for. A nearby room with a large canopy bed, intricately carved, the wood dark and heavy. He threw her down on the blood red bedspread, her behind bouncing nicely.
"This … wrong,” she said, as if leaving out the verb would somehow make it easier for him to understand. “Me,” she touched her breast. “No … available."
And yet she was available, as evidenced by what it did to her anatomy just to say the word. Available and willing, too. There was no but herself to blame for this predicament. She'd sent her signals out, and look where it had ended her up. Painted into a corner. About to be made to put her money where her kissing mouth had gotten her.
And what woman in her right mind would argue? This Dasklovian wrestler would put a Greek god to shame with his chiseled body of pure muscle and his square, noble jaw and chin line. Everything about him only added to the look, the aesthetics. His nudity, his mammoth erection; all this spoke to his manly naturalness, while the scars said he was a fighter, too, not a mere dreamer.
"Vrastoya,” he said, looming above her. She scooted back on the bed, desperate to avoid his slightest touch. If he fucked her now, there would be no professional rapport between them and the picture would be all but ruined. And the door was open, too, which meant that at any moment Ambrosiano could come in or any of the people he'd invited to watch her being ravished.
"Grigori, be reasonable…"
Grigori was on a wavelength all his own. Seizing the neck of the negligee, he shredded it, exposing her completely. “Vrastoya,” he repeated.
Julie was panting, naked for real now. Whatever vrastoya meant it was not an invitation to play backgammon.
Damn it, why was he still looking at her like he wanted her to do something? Was she supposed to rub her tits, call him big boy, suck him off or what?
"I don't know any vrastoya,” she insisted. “And I haven't got my pocket translator handy, so why don't we-"
Grigori released a low growl, indicating mild frustration. Removing the shreds of the garment, handling her just as nicely as a poseable doll, he put her arms over her head and gathered them together, using the remains of the silk.
Two knots later and Julie was in bondage, her wrists secured.
"Vrastoya,” he proclaimed decisively, positioning her ankles as widely apart as they were designed to go.
Well, that was one mystery solved, she thought dryly. Vrastoya meant ‘let's get it on’ or maybe ‘prepare for penetration by your hung-like-a-horse lover.'
She'd certainly had worse invitations. This man had not only the body but lips and a tongue; she knew that much already. Not that she much cared for peripherals given that cock of his. Speaking of which, she wanted it now. Bucking her hips, she tried to speed along the inevitable, inviting him to try her out, dipstick style.
Grigori rewarded her with a stinging slap to her hip. “Vrastoya,” he said.
Interesting. So this vrastoya business was more than sex, it was about the man being in charge. Julie creamed in immediate recognition. The man had put her in her place. She would await him-his moves, his pleasure. With pure adoration and pure lust on her face she regarded him. “Yes,” she whispered. “Yes, Grigori."
Her heart was pounding. She'd played with ropes before and had had boyfriends tie her for mutual pleasure, but this was different. This was dominance, the male taking power and control, just like in the animal kingdom. It was new, very new, but she wanted to see it through.
Laying himself along side of her, Grigori went to work. He began with her nipples, clamping each in turn between his pearl white teeth. With one hand he held her wrists while the other strayed down her belly, tracing maddening lines over the taut, concave surface. She arched her back, moaning in anticipation.
He was going to play with her pussy. Oh, yes, he was going to part those complex, throbbing lips and give her the taunting and the teasing … and the fulfillment she needed.
"Please,” she hissed, dragging the word out into several syllables. “Touch me."
He made her kiss him first. She did all the work this time, pressing and twisting her lips, begging him to take her open mouth, to plunder it and subdue her tongue. It was meant to further reduce her, to make her vrastoya, conquerable, completely and inarguably ready to be a man's sex toy.
Expertly, his fingers slid into place. With the tiniest of motions, he had Julie writhing. Just a few seconds, clenching on his knuckle, just a minute to rub her clit against him and she would be there … over the brink experiencing what already promised to be one of the best orgasms she'd ever had in her life.
"Need … to … come…” She exclaimed.
The wrestler turned actor denied her. Kissing her cheek, softly but with diabolic intent, he brought her back down. Her body, covered in sweat, continued to spasm, seeking the needed stimulation for climax. Waiting till her breathing had slowed enough, he began the process again, nibbling at her breasts and reawakening her yearning pussy.
This time he had only to press down on her hooded clit for a second to push her instantly to the brink.
"Grigori, please,” she wept as he held her back yet again. “I can't handle anymore."
Grigori placed his come-soaked finger to her lips. “Vrastoya,” he rasped, employing what now appeared to be the all-purpose sex word in his language.
"Vrastoya,” she replied, delicately kissing the tip of his finger. She found the taste of herself to be pungent, but not unpleasant. Dabbing with her tongue, she licked at the tip of it, meekly, but also passionately. No lover had ever made her do this before. Then again, no one had ever brought her to the point where she'd sell her soul for a chance to climax.
Popping it in her mouth, Julie went to work. She'd show him vrastoya. Thirsty mouth, thirsty pussy, a little blonde dynamo who'd knocked a few socks off in her day, thank you very much. Cooperative, perky Julie. Cheerleader Julie who'd been there in the back seat of her boyfriend's car, the night of her eighteenth birthday to give it up.
And before that, in all innocence as a child. All her life, enchanting the men around her. Make them love you, Julie. Don't get your white dress dirty and keep your ribbons straight. A thousand strokes a day to your flaxen hair, make mama proud. Papa's watching, always, from his cockpit in the sky, gleaming white teeth, spotless uniform of blue. Salute him Julie and marry one just as good.
Such a long way from Ashview, Iowa to Hollywood and from there to here, a rented villa under the aegis of Ambrosiano and his doomed film. What an ending to the journey. Begging a muscleman for sex, hoping someone will buy her broke ass a plane ticket somewhere, a town, anywhere with a diner she could wait tables at, shaking it for the truckers and collecting on those hefty thirty percent tips.
Grigori took hold of her left breast in his hand. “Joo-lya,” he called her name, with such feeling she wanted to melt completely into his eyes. “Vrastoya girta."
Did this mean what she thought it did? Could it have something to do with the “L” word?
His motions between her legs had changed. He was no longer teasing but settling his hand in place for the duration. She began to shudder against him at once. There would be no holding back, no maintenance of lady-like dignity. She would be taking her orgasm hard and fast.
"Oh, fuck,” she exclaimed through clenched teeth. “Oh, Grigori, fucking fuck!"
Grigori held her down, applying just enough pressure to counter the explosions within. She thrust herself against him, against his hand cupping her breast and his other hand, working her sex. Never had she felt so yet completely possessed and yet the man's cock was still inside her.
How a bear wrestler learned to make a female come like this she had no clue, but she was not about to complain. In all he gave her three orgasms, back to back, no let up, no mercy. Each was larger than the last, concentric rings, cataclysms of such magnitude she would never have been able to endure them-or manufacture them alone.
They were like cyclones, imploding, tearing apart the walls of her reality, blowing everything wide open with animal intensity. Compared to this, every other encounter in her life had been child's play.
"Grigori, take me,” she cried when she'd found her voice again. “Give it to me with that great big cock-fuck me silly, do you hear? Shove it into me till I can't see straight."
She wasn't sure if the man had understood her or not, but he was shifting his position all of a sudden, climbing astride her. She felt woozy at the sight of him, kneeling between her legs, slowly stroking, running his hand up and down the length of his incredible erection. He paid special attention to the vein underneath, ridged and bluish purple. She'd only ever known one other man with a cock this size. It had been a joke of nature in that case, a complete waste on a five foot five inch, flabby body, but it had gotten him some pretty good gigs as a leading man in the adult film industry.
On Grigori, on the other hand, a dick like this was just right. Exactly in proportion for his larger than life body and persona. He seemed enraptured touching himself like this. Indeed, if she had a body like that she would spend all day masturbating in a mirror. Then again, if she had a body like that she'd probably be out chasing women, not admiring her self.
Truly, he was so big that even his own hand took time running the length of it. For a split second she wondered about being able to fit him. Too late now, though. She was in this for the distance. There was no way he was going to budge till he'd finished himself off.
Uh oh. His eyes had slid shut. He wasn't going to come like this, was he? She wanted that load inside her pussy, not all over her stomach. “Grigori, wake up,” she complained, though he wasn't exactly asleep.
The eyes reopened, brown, full of sudden sadness, echoing things centuries old. It was like this with every European man she'd ever been with, even the seemingly non-intellectual ones like Grigori. Their gazes instantly intent, mature beyond the dreams of most Americans males, their faces full of expression, most of it unreadable.
From her experience it was a fleeting thing. Best to strike while the iron was hot, that was the best advice in a situation like this.
"Fuck me,” she said unabashedly, her one-time cheerleader's belly rippling enticingly. “Make me take that bad boy … every inch."
He clenched his teeth, releasing a breath. The tip of his cock breached the petal-shaped gateway. It was a slow, sweet slipping, a descent, down and dirty … Julie loved this part, getting to know a new cock, showing it the ropes, making it feel at home. She always felt so alive, so needed, so female and fun with a cock planted inside her. There were times, when she was with some certain special man on a regular basis, that she'd wished she could take their shafts with her everywhere she went, greedily squeezing on them all day long, coming around their velvet coated rods as many times as she liked.
But this one, this shaft wasn't something a woman claimed … it was something that claimed her. Inch by inch, driving from her mind every other thought, every other possibility and reality except for the fucking. This perfect, male body, coming closer and closer, set to fuse, to ignite with hers in that most ancient of dances.
The woman on her back on the quilted red bedspread, forever, hands tied together in soft silk, ankles spread by command, forced into wanton complicity and compliance. Begging release upon a foreign shore, waves lulling her from the nearby window, beams of afternoon sun splaying the parquet floor, the ancient, tapestry covered walls awakening things, teaching things.
It was here, in this mood, this setting, that Grigori found virgin depths to plumb. Her-Julie Summers, jaded would-be bombshell-was being made fresh again, only to be immediately had in a brand new way.
"So … sweet,” she slurred, her body drunk with desire, the right words, the really good ones, eluding her. “Don't … stop."
Grigori didn't. He wanted and achieved the full immersion of his straining, long-suffering cock. She was proud and awed to take him so completely like this; was he suitably impressed and pleased with his tiny American doll woman? Bound and spread and kissed to utter blonde vapidity? Clenching tiny fists, Julie awaited the inevitable partial withdrawal. The fucking was about to start, for real. She could feel it in his heartbeat. She could see it in the straining sinews at his neck.
"Ju-lya…” said her hero, the gladiator-slave turned conqueror.
She said his name in reply as he began his thrusts, slow and measured, disciplined. Her slick channel grabbed at him, trying to entice him to more friction. She had speed limits in here-why wasn't he breaking them? Julie could feel the frustration building again, the liquid pouring out of her, the natural lubricant for the pistoning she was needing and not yet receiving.
He wasn't going to tease her all over again was he?
"Come inside me,” she cried, arching her back and wrapping her legs to lock him in place. “Do it, just the way you want to. Show me … I'm your woman."
Julie had no idea why she'd just said such a thing. Even if he couldn't understand a word of it, she had no wish to be this or any man's woman. She wanted to get her rocks off again, say thank you to Signor Ambrosiano, for what was a most unforgettable, if not technically a good time, and then be on her way.
Grigori must have picked up the gist of her plea. Rearing back his head, he slammed himself hard, pelvis to pelvis.
'That's it, you mother fucking bear fighter! Do it to me! Make me howl!” Julie's speech came in short stabs of breath as she held to him for dear life. The man was like a machine, pulverizing, pounding the daylights out of her. The springs of the bed were crying for mercy and she was half afraid he would fuck her straight through the floor.
She swore at him, calling every name she could think to. In turn she promised to be everything dirty and wicked for him. “Make me your whore … fucking own me,” she challenged.
He clamped down on her tit like indeed it was his private property. This was all it took to push her over the edge. “Coming … for you,” she panted. “My … wild beast."
Grigori's sad haunted eyes slid back in his head. The croaking sound from his throat sounded like half pleasure, half death rattle.
"Fill me up, baby,” she implored. “Pump me full of your hot come."
His orgasm was like a firestorm, wasting everything in its path. His skin was hot to the touch. He was like a man twisting and agonizing in the desert, cracked open from the heat of the sun. And yet within, like a water cactus, flowed the stuff of life. His precious semen.
"Piovare…” she heard. “Potare. Preparare."
Another voice repeated the words as a tight beam of camera light shone on Grigori's ass. It was Ambrosiano and his ridiculous assistants, filming their sex act.
"Signore,” she protested to the tall, white haired man standing over them, frowning, arms folded. “This is an outrage."
The director frowned, folding his arms. “I direct no more. This is life; control it yourselves."
In the background his two secretaries and a visiting professor from Bologna broke out into applause. “Bravo,” they cheered the mini manifesto. “Bravo."
This fawning only seemed to irritate the man. “Grigori!” He thundered. “Leave the woman be!"
The Dasklovian was just now collapsing upon the breast of Julie, his hair fanning about her face, the musky scent of him filling her nostrils, making her want a second go around already.
"Grigori!” He said again. “Have you understood a word I've said?"
"Of course he hasn't,” Julie protested, stunned at the man's sudden lapse of reason. “He can't speak English anymore than he can Italian."
Ambrosiano snorted. “We are born to speak and understand every language. That is the legacy of Babel.” Snapping his fingers he called for something in Italian.


Julie tensed as one of the secretaries, a small dark haired beauty in a tight leather skirt and red turtleneck, produced for the Maestro a rattan cane, some three feet in length. Twice he whistled it through the air in practice. Seeing the man's intent, Julie squealed for Grigori to protect himself.
It was too late. The device was on Grigori's ass like a heat seeking missile. Ambrosiano must have hit him full strength, but the man barely budged. Three more times the cane's punishing blows were delivered, and still he made no effort to protect himself. In fact, the stoic wrestler had actually put himself on all fours above her to give the man better access.
"Ambrosiano, leave him alone, you sadistic bastard!"
"The woman speaks,” the director reviled. “Always, everything in the world comes down to the centrality of the woman. Thus are we damned at birth.” Ambrosiano tapped the hip of the well-beaten Grigori. “Off,” he said imperiously.
"Get up,” she pushed at Grigori's chest. “Don't let yourself be hurt anymore."
Grigori stood, reluctantly.
"Behold the man,” said the mad director, outlining the welts with the tip of the cane. “L'uomo ecco."
"You're a prick,” Julie told the Maestro.
Ambrosiano laughed darkly, as if the irony were too great to bear. “Now you have intensity…"
"Yes,” she agreed, having nothing to lose. “I do. You want to see a little more of my female intensity? Hear, film this."
Julie lifted her hips and blew a kiss to the cameramen. “I'm sure this will be at least as interesting as what you have so far.” Opening her pussy lips wide she said, “Come on, boys, you don't want to miss this, do you? Greatest show on earth."
Julie masturbated for them now, using the fingers of her left hand to hit the sweet spot, the tiny head of her clitoris, which up till Grigori no one but herself had managed to work so expertly. She felt wanton and wicked, knowing she was turning these men on-and probably pissing off Ambrosiano, too.
That was the best part. The man had it coming for what he'd done to Grigori, whipping him like a slave in front of all these others. Why had the man endured it? Even more incredibly, why had there been a light in Grigori's eyes, an intensity she'd not seen even in the height of sex? Was the Dasklovian a masochist? Ambrosiano was probably taking advantage of the fact, but he'd not get the better of her that way. She'd out shame him, outrage him, and out last him.
"You're not filming, Signore. Why not?"
Ambrosiano snapped his fingers. “Leave us,” he said to his entourage.
"You don't frighten me,” she announced when the others were gone. To the extent this was true, it was because Grigori had stayed where he was beside her bed.
"No, but you frighten yourself. Tonight,” he informed her. “You will be punished."
"Punished? For what?” She laughed, attempting to hide the butterflies in her stomach behind her derision.
Giovanni turned away from his leading lady, hand frozen mid stroke, no longer playing with herself. “That is what you will have to tell me, my dear."
"I'm not playing your games,” she said. “In fact, I insist you drive me to the airport at once."
Ambrosiano left, ignoring her.
"I mean it,” she cried. “I am not staying here-I'm going back to LA where at least I know what kind of weirdos I'm dealing with."
"Jul-ya,” said Grigori, sinking to one knee beside the bed, shocking her yet again with his passionate attentions to her person. “Doan…"
Doan? What on earth could that mean?
"Doan … tuh…"
"Don't,” she exclaimed. “You said don't."
"Doan-tuh,” he nodded somberly. “Doantuh go."
Her belly clenched. He was asking her to stay-presumably with him. But had he any clue what he was letting himself in for really? Did he know her any better than Ambrosiano? The whole situation was a disaster waiting to happen.
"Grigori, the picture has been called off.” She ran the edges of her hand across her neck trying to symbolize something dead in the water. “No more. Our job here … done."
He took the hand she'd just been illustrating her point with and put it to his lips. “Vrastoya girta, Julya."
This time it wasn't overpowering sex he wanted, though she almost could have wished it were, given the discomfort she felt at having her hand kissed.
"You don't fight fair,” she told him. “You know that?"
His grin washed away her fears, not to mention making her toes curl. This in turn made her think of Ambrasiano's pronouncement concerning punishment. It was going to be a long night, she thought. Long indeed.



Chapter Two


Grigori continued to stroke Julie's hair until she'd fallen into a deep sleep. He was still on one knee beside the bed, occupying the place he'd taken up to implore her to stay. He'd known she intended to leave by the tone of her voice in speaking to the White Lion and also by her mention of Ellay, the American city in which she lived. He knew that her departure would break the heart of the White Lion and also his own, for she was the key to the making of the movie-and also a source of great light and life for him.
Beautiful and energetic, youthful and powerful-in many ways, younger and stronger than him, paradoxical as that sounded. For she was a female born of that shining country, that mystical place which the whole world feared and yet sought to be like. The USA.
Grigori had never made to a woman like this American. Never had he felt so much passion, so much expression. She made him hungry. She awoke his senses. Where he had come from, what he had seen, in the loss of his mother and sister and in the tragic civil war of his country, had nearly made him lose hope. Only in the circus had he seen color anymore, only there had he had any feelings of lust-and even then it had taken two or three women at a time to kindle.
So this was what The White Lion's eyes had hinted at in Krakow. This woman and all her possibilities. But there was much more besides. And Grigori needed now to begin to understand some of those things. He would have to if he were going to help in this situation, if he were to use his strength to bear the burden of making this moving picture.
To do this he would have to gaze into the Maestro's eyes again. Which in turn implied leaving Julie for the time being to find him. This was hard, but necessary. For only the White Lion would understand. He would know what Grigori needed and he would give it to him.
Unabashedly, he walked naked from the room, his cock swinging, the mutual nectar of their lovemaking long since dried upon it. Even now he could take Julie again, but he must attend first to this mission. Perhaps later there would be more time to be with her. He wanted that time. To love her one time more, two times, many times. In fact, he was wondering at this point that he would ever be able to get enough of her silky soft depths, so perfectly made to receive his throbbing erection. Or if he would ever tire of the taste of her breasts, salty sweet, the nipples fresh as youth, or the tiny laugh she made when he tickled her belly or how her eyes spoke so many things to him-protest and wonder and want and the most amazing and beguiling trust as they made love.
It was like Katyana, except Julya was in no way dark. Not in her hair or in her spirit. Could it be she was not doomed by the same curses that haunted his people? And could that in turn mean that a love between them might stand some chance of survival? Oddly enough, he did not automatically rule it out. Undeserving as he himself might be, there were occasions upon which fate gave gifts, not to be refused.
The church back home was evidence of this. Mikhail's world. Golden alters and sweet incense, sloping vaulted arches, decorated with pain staking detail, and the windows, the glass colored by heaven itself, so that the sunlight poured in pure and rich as a rainbow. The gifts of God. Like the Savior's birth.
By the saints, Grigori thought, could this woman be his salvation, just as Jesus was the salvation of Mikhail?
The White Lion was nowhere to be found in the house. Emerging from the rear of the villa, he spotted him on the beach. Up to his knees in the licking tide, still fully dressed, sea foam clinging to his trouser legs, his arms outstretched as if in an offering to the heavens. Giovanni's hair flew in the breeze, creating its own waves, white as cotton. The black silk shirt, puffed with air, billowed like a sail. Grigori had in mind the image of some pagan deity, a god of human tragedy, perhaps, or maybe the man god Prometheus, cursed by the Olympians for his gift of fire to man.
For this act he was punished by Zeus, chained to a rock where an eagle would come each day and pick at his liver for all eternity. Grigori felt strange stirrings in his belly as he thought of that exquisite broken torso, the classical images he'd seen in the museums he had sought out on every occasion in his life, much to the ridicule of those around him. He could not help, however, his appreciation of beauty. Classical beauty. And classical tragedy.
Never had Grigori felt so compelled to go to a man, to ease his pain as he did at this moment. All thoughts of his own plight vanishing from his mind, he thought only of the tortured White Lion. He knew he could never hope to understand whatever deep things troubled the director much less remedy them, but if he could at least offer to give something simple, a pleasure that eluded him, that would be enough. What would the Director want of him, though? The thought made Grigori's heart pound in his naked breast. At once his cock grew stiff again, just as much as it had with fair Julie.
Only now the shoe was on the other foot. With her he had been overwhelmed with the desire to enforce her vrastoya, her capitulation. But here, with this charismatic filmmaker, he was flirting with the notion of surrendering himself. There was something secret about this desire, something forbidden which lent it a primal power.
He touched himself for confirmation. Yes, the shiver down his spine told him, yes, said the sweet surging of unseen fluids, you must go forward with this, you must go to this man and do as he tells you. You must obey, Grigori, you must obey.
The White Lion, tall, lean and scarecrow-like in his expensive clothes, did not acknowledge his approach until he was almost on top of the man.
"Grigori,” he pronounced the wrestler's name, his back still turned.
It came across as command and definition and promise all at once. The Dasklovian, robbed of all strength, fell to his knees. The water came up to his hips, swirling, churning, sun warmed. It was a bath, a ritual purifying. His erect, upwardly curving cock delighted in the wetness, bobbing just at the surface.
"I am here, Teacher,” he said to the man in his beloved Dasklovian, the one and only language he had ever spoken. “Though I come in sin. May the saints forgive. I am thick with lust. I yearn to please you … as would a female."
The Director said something else as he turned to face him, arms still outstretched. It was a declaration of some sort, matched by an intense expression unlike anything Grigori had yet seen on the man's face. He could not bear to look upon him-that stern brow, those dark eyes. He had not earned the right. Not yet. Falling instead to all fours, resisting the overwhelming urge to touch and stroke himself, Grigori began to crawl, closing the distance between them.
The sea responded to his wading presence with playful slaps at his dependent breasts, stinging lightly his engorged nipples as he moved. Turgid water swallowed his belly, mid way up to his back. Drawing a full breath, he immersed his head for a quick dunk, soaking the long black curls, kissing the salty brine with lips still swollen from Julie's love.
The water stung his eyes, bracing, awakening. His lips burned with unmet need. It was time to meet his fate-whatever fate the Director would decide. He was only the actor, making himself available.
"I am yours,” he professed. “Teacher … Master."
The second word had come unbidden. It was a Dasklovian sex word, one used by the men of leather, some of whom in the circus had sought to recruit him for their games. They'd held no appeal for him, those underground relationships-one above another with a whip, enforcing the crawling and the sucking and other things, too, dark twisting penetration, male to male.
And yet here he was, speaking the word of self-bondage to a man he hardly knew. Grigori trembled as the White Lion put his hand on top of his head. He was patting him, stroking him, like a treasured pet. The touch gave energy, but it burned, too, like raw electricity.
"Master,” he said more firmly, cementing the Director's place in his world.
The White Lion snapped his fingers and Grigori knew to rise back up to his knees, his cock throbbing at the implications; it was his first act of obedience, instinctive and highly sexual.
An enormous erection tented the pants of the Italian, and at this level it was nearly poking out Grigori's eye. Had the Director not moved his slender hands to the zipper, the Dasklovian might well have torn them with his teeth, so anxious was he to get at the flesh contained within. Deep excitement and trepidation filled Grigori's belly as the zipper disengaged, sliding down to the bottom; it was a heady mix sharp and hot, like vodka, and many times more potent. He was hungry, hungrier than he'd ever felt in his life. It was like seeking a favorite food, and yet the taste was to be entirely new.
"I wish only to please you,” said he to this man whose understanding of things bridged all language gaps. “I wish to be fucked hard, in my mouth, and to swallow your come."
The director's cock was thinner than his own, though still quite long. He unfolded it from out of his trousers, carefully, with both hands. He wore no underwear, which simplified the matter. Touching upon it like a flute, the Lion began to make himself hard. He used both hands in a way so delicate and artistic that it could hardly be called masturbation.
And yet the results of his work were standard enough. Tight, full balls and a wickedly pointed organ. It's going to happen, thought Grigori, I am going to take a man's erection in my mouth.
Grigori rose back up to his knees, soaking wet, hair dripping, feeling every bit the part of expectant slave. “Yes, Master, make it hard for me, let me have it … I will take it, all of it."
That single word from before kept running through his mind-the one he'd imagined The Director had used earlier when he'd pointed for him to take Julie. Redemption. A process begun in bed with his co-starring actress and culminating here.
"Use my mouth, Master…” He yearned to play with himself, but did not feel it was right. “You understand me, I know you do. You know how to make me suffer as I need."
Grigori waited till the man was fully extended and then opened his lips. To begin with, he simply puckered, pressing them to the tip of the uncircumcised shaft. It was an offertory kiss, to break the ice.
To his amazement, there was already a drop of pre come at the tiny opening when he pulled back his head. Quickly he dabbed his tongue at the precious gift before the sun or surf could claim it. It was a tiny, teasing taste. Grigori wanted more. He wanted a full load of it, the director's emission, pumping into his mouth and splashing against the back of his throat.
Wrapping his lips more firmly, he slid them forward, enveloping the shaft. It felt so good. Grigori's own cock throbbed in response. Wagging his tongue now, he rubbed the sandpaper surface of it against the ridged underside of the Director's pale white shaft. As a reward, the Dasklovian received a squeeze to his shoulders as the Director's hands came to rest on their muscular smoothness.
Yes, he thought. Enjoy the feel of me. Make use of me. My skin and tongue, and ultimately my belly, into which I will swallow your pulsing seed. Grigori pushed his palms against the Lion's still clothed ass, just firmly enough to draw him further in. He'd had enough blowjobs himself in his day to know what felt good and he was quite confident he could give the man one of the best he'd ever had.
It was difficult at first not to gag, but he quickly found the discipline. The cock was surprisingly smooth in his mouth, like a rod of steel wrapped in velvet. There was no mistaking it was a living thing, either, pulsing with life. His heart swelled as the director seized at his hair, fisting the sea soaked curls. The man grunted his approval as he used his newfound grip to increase the speed.
Grigori was being face fucked. An astonishing novelty for one such as himself. The only thing lacking now was the taste of a climax.
"Si,” roared the Teacher. “Si, si … bene … molto bene."
Even the Dasklovian knew these words. It was good for him. He liked it. Encouraged he sucked in his breath, taking his Master to the back of his throat, applying maximum suction, he felt the man begin to spasm.
"Madonna mia,” he sing-songed.
Grigori clamped his vibrating ass cheeks. The come squirted, warm and thick as he'd hoped. He took it all, swallowing like a slave. A slave made for pleasure. The Director pumped himself for several long seconds, using his mouth as he would a woman's sex. Overwhelmed by the sensations, Grigori took hold of his own cock. He needed to come himself, though he did not know how he would achieve this. For the moment he must suck and suck, till told to stop.
"Bello ragazzo mio,” the Director crooned at last, pulling his rapidly flagging organ from Grigori's mouth. “My beautiful boy."
This sounded like praise. Unbidden he pressed his cheek to the outside of the Teacher's leg. “Thank you, Master."
It was then he saw Julie in the background, her hair glistening in the late afternoon sun. She was up on the beach, in a sundress, barefoot, just looking at them. She seemed to be paralyzed in place, shocked, probably by what she was viewing.
Rising to his feet, forgetting for the moment his white haired lover, Grigori called out her name. Hearing it seemed to jar her back to reality. At once she began to run, away from the beach and away from he and the Director.
"Julya!” He shouted in misery. “Stop!"
"No,” the White Lion told him to stay.
"I am sorry,” he said, his heart torn in two. “Forgive me. I must go … I have no choice."
The Director's face darkened, threatening storms. But still he went. Because he knew that if he did not, he would lose his Julya. Forever.
* * * *
Julie did not stop running, not even once she'd reached the sculpted gardens. It was the labyrinth she sought. A perfect hiding place, wall upon living wall, green and thick and impermeable. She would make her way to the very center, taking one corner after another till she'd lost track of the escape route. How fitting, she thought, because her life, too, was a maze right now, a puzzle with no solution. A mystery wrapped in an enigma inside a riddle as some old politician had once said.
At first she'd not believed what her eyes had seen on the beach. Ambrosiano, standing in the surf, fully clothed and Grigori nude, his head bobbing at crotch level, obviously making an afternoon snack of the man's cock. The Maestro's reputation as an equal opportunity seducer aside, she'd assumed Grigori to be about as ruggedly heterosexual as they came.
Then again what did she know of the man, really? Except that he was apparently fond of fucking people, anybody, anywhere, anytime. Julie tore around the corners of the maze, her bare feet slipping here and there on the grass. She was nude under her dress, just a simple, lazy thing she'd thrown on as she went to find Grigori. Julie never did like waking up after sex alone. Up to now having her lovers run off like that was at the top of her post-coital pet peeves list.
She had a new one now-namely waking up and finding your lover downstairs blowing the director of the film you're working on in plain view of the entire household staff, not to mention the entire Mediterranean Sea.
"Julya,” she heard him calling her.
Damn it, he was following her.
"Leave me alone, Grigori!” She yelled over her shoulder.
After a while, she stopped hearing him. Maybe she'd given him the slip, she thought hopefully.
"Vrastoya,” he proclaimed, emerging ahead of her around the next corner.
Julie screeched, skidding to a halt. “Don't do that, you big oaf! You almost gave me a heart attack. And if you think I'm doing any more vrastoying for you after that little performance I saw on the beach,” she pointed her finger. “You can just forget it."
"No, Julya,” he shook his head solemnly. “Grigori … vrastroya."
She cocked her head. What did the man have up his sleeve this time?
"Vrastoya,” the wet, dark haired Adonis fell to his knees before her.
Julie took a step backward, but not fast enough to avoid his lips pressing to her foot. “That really isn't necessary,” she said, though admittedly it felt rather nice. “You don't owe me anything. If you really must, you can buy me some flowers."
The Dasklovian licked at her toes. “That tickles,” she protested.
He was doing more than tickling, though. He was sending little jolts of pleasure up the back of her leg to her suddenly reawakening pussy. As usual, her loins were making her see things differently and coming into immediate conflict with her head. Okay, so maybe now that she thought about it, it had been a little bit arousing to see two men getting it on, especially two strong and powerful ones like Grigori and Giovanni, but that did not mean anything more was going to happen between her and the wrestler.
"Get up, Grigori, this is silly."
The man's placating lips had moved to her other foot. His firm, muscular ass wiggled deliciously as he worked. The corded muscles of his back indicated the sincerity of his effort. It was an intoxicating sight. A body capable of tumbling a bear so fully dedicated to pleasing her tiny person.
"Just go back to Ambrosiano,” she kept up her obligatory protest, though with slightly less vehemence.
She shuddered as he reached her kneecaps, administering strategic little kisses. He wasn't stopping there, either. He was climbing to his knees, sliding his palms up under the hem of her dress.
"Grigori!” She squealed too late. “Absolutely not."
This was a very bad time to be without underwear. At least if you were trying to keep yourself from being sexually pleasured. Sliding both hands around, he cupped her ass cheeks under the dress. She thought about how he'd spanked her, and that made her lose a good deal of her will to resist. His tongue found her all too open, and alas, all too ready for intimate invasion.
She tried pounding on his shoulder blades, then grabbing at his hair, but she realized she was only encouraging him to go deeper, sinking his tongue even more deliciously into her dripping slit. “Oh … god, Grigori, you have no idea what you're letting us in for. Go now, if you have half a brain in your head."
But it wasn't a matter of brains-just lust. That and the fact he couldn't follow a word she was saying. The pressure continued to build in her as he worked over her poor pussy. Once again he showed himself to be a clit magnet, this time using the sandpaper top of his tongue to expose and swell it just like a tiny cock. They weren't kidding, the experts who said the clitoris was like some kind of genetic equivalent to that larger male organ. If they had any doubts, they could call on this man and his skills to prove it.
"All right, damn it, you asked for it.” Julie wriggled herself free, but only so she could put herself on all fours on the ground. “Fuck me from behind. Oh, please, pretty please,” she muttered half to herself. “Figure this out…"
As it turned out flipping up her dress and holding open her pussy lips was a universal Fuck Me sign. The Dasklovian seemed to have no trouble at all interpreting that she wanted him stuffed inside her, his huge body mounting hers like a stallion on top of a mare.
"Oh, my fucking god,” she clawed at the earth as he pushed that monster dick into place. “How am I supposed to go back to regular after all this super size?"
"Julya,” he replied. “Vrastoya. Gristass tenrish meyoornika."
"You said it, brother. Just don't stop…"
The primeval smell of the grass and the dirt and the flowers filled her nostrils, making her feel like Eve the morning after being kicked out of Eden. She dug at the moist earth, rutting and thrusting, pushing herself upward to an almost unbelievable spiral of sensations. It was like her whole body would burst open from the taking of him. Fuck, fuck, fuck. She could chant the word a hundred times through gritted teeth, and she could whimper it, too, because she was just out of her mind. It just couldn't be fast enough right now. She wanted more.
"Give it to me, yes … I've never had it … like this … like starting all over,” she gasped, the words coming in short blasts between labored breaths.
It really was like starting over, too. Innocent barefoot Julie, sweet Miss Harvest Time back in Ashview, eighteen again, feeling it all for the first time, a huge dick inside her … inside her. With each thrust, her vaginal muscles clenched, trying to make it worth his while and hers, trying to keep pace.
Her tunnel was awash in sex. The scent of it filled the air, the liquid trickling down her inner thighs. So many emotions as their flesh melded, his hand pressing her back, his balls slapping against her. She hated that he might share this intimacy with another, least of all a man, with whom she had no hope whatsoever of competing. She wanted him to herself; then again she wanted to be free of him, free of this place. It was getting too complicated.
Grigori reached for her tits, cupping them in his large hands. They ached with the pleasure and the pressure.
"Yes,” she groaned, stretching the words to multiple syllables. “Oh … yes."
Greedily his teeth went to her earlobe, hot breath pouring into her ear as he nibbled possessively. She turned her head towards him, encouragingly and he moved to her neck, pantomiming the bite of a vampire.
"Going to … come,” she cried, wishing she knew the word in Dasklovian.
Grigori ceased his thrusts without warning. Settling himself in deep, his cock sunk to the hilt, he began to spill himself. She spasmed around him. It was an entirely different kind of orgasm, breathtaking, exquisite and in slow motion. The man had so much semen; where did it all come from? Twice he'd filled her now and he seemed to have lost nothing on the second go around. Dare she expect a third?
Julie fell to her stomach, pressing her cheek to the grass. The world below her had a heartbeat, and it was slow and good. Grigori pulled his shaft from her, a slow, lazy withdrawal of so much flesh. She felt the loss of it, as she had the first time. His shape and size were so distinctive, she doubted she would ever forget its contours. Or what it did to her insides.
He did not immediately cover her over with her dress. Instead, he treated her to a fresh tongue bathing, licking out both her come and his. It was a cool, breezy come down, the perfect post-coital activity. He was continuing to show his earlier devotion, taking the time to kiss her pussy and various places on her buttocks, as well. As a finishing touch, he licked the surface of both globes.
"If you're trying to get back in my good graces,” she purred. “It's working like a charm."
* * * *
Giovanni fell to his knees after the Dasklovian left. To his knees in the sand because of the simple act of charity, the pure surrender to him of his Dasklovian blank slate, his unwritten script, his as yet unfilmed mystery. Down the throat he'd drunk the wisdom of the elder man-following ways more ancient than both of them.
Tears of salt did he shed, salt to return to the salt of the sea. No man knows for what he cries. At least not if he thinks hard and truly on the matter. All grief is interchangeable and commingled in the end in the mighty seas of change. The seas once sailed by the likes of Odysseus and Achilles.
And this sea before them, this Lago Romano once ringed on every side by garrisons and legions loyal to an emperor-what of it? And his film, indeed all his films together, what did they matter in the scheme of things?
There was only one thing left now. And that was lust. Yes, he'd chosen well his protagonists. One had come to him already and soon the other would follow. So, too, had they been with each other. A film about lust, that is what he would make. Lust and punishment and the stripping away of inhibitions. For this he would have to make love slaves of them both-to him and to one another.
Kneeling and crawling and begging.
Fulfilling the vision. Writhing bodies. An orgy for three, worthy of Caligula himself. Giovanni smiled-or rather watched himself smiling as he rose. This, too, was cine … film. All of life was one lens, viewed through another, light refracted back upon itself, creator, creation, image, imagination, imaginer, all one thing. Above all they would have to learn this, his actors. Hercules, of the fabled feats, wrestler of bears and fair-haired Aphrodite. Succulent young things, to restore the vitality of an old man. Ambrosiano, madman, genius, and now vampire.
Five wives had done little to slake that passion. Nor had the hundreds of lovers who'd graced his silken sheets, dryads and satyrs taken from Rio to Monte Carlo, from Rome to Riyadh. He'd learned from all of them, though the wisest was Lucia. She had been wife number one and also four. The darling of the Italian cinema, beloved for decades, she had only grown more beautiful with age. And more deadly.
The secrets to her charms were the moods that ruled her. One moment light and gay, the next, furious and vengeful. Never had he known a more generous heart, capable of appreciating every form of beauty, or a more treacherous one. She had carried him through storms, nurtured and loved him and given orgasms that would make a man want to slit his own wrists afterwards, so as not to have to feel the terrifying let down from such a height.
When she grabbed your hand, with a twinkle in her eye, her smile fixed perfectly, brows dancing, you could forget your normal life and all the troubles and worries. You were in the care of a goddess. But deities are notoriously fickle, and eventually a man is dropped, left dangling on a string.
Had he not divorced her, once, and then again, there is no telling what would have happened. They could not live with one another. And yet there had been no life for them apart either.
In one of the final interviews she gave, shortly before the fatal skiing accident she had told a panting cub reporter, nearly young enough to be a grandson, “I have never truly acted, never taken directions, never simply memorized lines. What I have done really is to mold myself, to submit to a director, to become what he wishes, the vessel of his whims, the captive of his imagination, his utter and complete slave."
Once, on the set of a movie in the Amazon, they had made love for an entire night in the rain, whole waterfalls of the stuff pouring upon them as they struggled and slipped and grappled from position to position, assuming every possible sexual connection known to man. Dark haired, and shapely, with perfect breasts on her small frame and perfectly shaded aureoles, she was like some native princess, or a slick, wet panther.
The next morning, far from being tired, he had more energy than he'd ever had in his life. In a flash at sunrise he'd reconceived the entire picture and by noon had moved it in an entirely new direction, one infinitely better than before. The brilliance of his insight was clear to everyone except Lucia. For some reason, she became more sullen as the day wore on. No empty vessel of devotion this day, Lucia Sorentano played the part of a pouting, clawing fury. Things escalated till finally, shortly before lunch, she stormed off the set after receiving a bamboo splinter by accident during filming. Demolishing her dressing room, she ordered a helicopter to fly in and carry her back to her villa in the Alps.
He had tried to follow after her in vain, beseeching her return. There was no one else on earth he had ever begged like that. Not the pope, not the president of the Italian Republic. Only Lucia. In some ways, Julie was her re-incarnation. Apparently no one else had seen the potential in the blonde American for Academy Award performances. Nor had they managed to probe deep enough to touch on her temper. He'd seen glimpses of that fiery spirit so far, and whether she knew it or not, she was the Maestro's match. She had said no to him once today and she would do so again. Eventually, she would learn her power and then she would fly the coop forever.
The Dasklovian, in turn, represented Giovanni himself, many years ago. Ambrosiano had never wrestled a bear or a tag team of angry Uzbeks, but he had hoisted crates nearly his own weight at the seaport of Livorno as a dockworker. So, too he had worked nearly every job on a movie set before getting his big directing break when he was barely twenty. It was an unprecedented opportunity at such a low age, but the man who'd mentored him and given him the job was himself a legend in his day and considered unquestionable in his decisions. Ambrosiano had never looked back, and he suspected this young wrestler was the same.
It was all in the eyes, a hunger, a restlessness. This Dasklovian would never be fully at home on this earth. He was a thinker, a dreamer, a stranger, the power of his mind so perfectly camouflaged behind so many muscles. It was this essential feeling of disenfranchisement, of utter disconnection, that was the hallmark of a great director. For the director must let go, setting sail on the imaginations of others, entirely free of all moorings, able to stake a tent anywhere, marking his place in the unknown. And hopefully leaving behind him a road map for others to follow.
At the moment, there was no map. He was flying blind. It would be the actors who would flesh out the contours, provide the landscape. And in order to accomplish this, they would have to learn to serve him. Emotionally.
And sexually.
"Frederica!” He called for his assistant from the door of the house. “We will have dinner tonight … the two actors and I. You will inform the cook. The finest wine is to be served."
Dark haired, olive-eyed Frederica asked if he had a preference as to the type. She had been with him since she was eighteen. He had found her working at a cafe in Rome and offered her a chance to star in a movie. It was her body he wanted and over the next ten months he uncoiled a magnificent seduction that kept her tending to him with baited breath. What he lacked in sheer virility these days he made up for in charm, as well as knowledge of female anatomy.
She had wept and pleaded for him not to end their liaison, but he had grown bored and besides she needed to find someone her own age to build a life. While she never had prove to be any good as an actress, he'd let her stay on as an assistant, a job she performed exquisitely.
"I leave the choice to you, my dear,” he said to the Mona Lisa beauty, now engaged to a struggling design student in Bologna. “Whatever you think would be best for purposes of seduction."
Her lips curled thoughtfully. Like any good Italian, she would pick something from her own region. “Chianti,” recommended the native of Pisa.
Giovanni took her hand for a kiss. It was not bragging to say that he could feel her melt at his touch. “An excellent choice, my love."
A dry, subtle red wine, reaped from the harvests of rolling Tuscany. Each sip fraught with joy and lust … and sweet, sweet torment.
An excellent choice, indeed, he thought. For what he had in mind.
To begin with he would find his two stars, eliciting from them their agreements to dine with him. It would be a command performance, their finest to date. And a celebration, to boot, an inauguration of the reincarnated film. The biggest and best of his career. So big that when he was done with it the masses would come to him, begging to have him redo sunsets and realign rainbows in accord with its design.
As for Julie and Grigori, they would beg for something more personal-namely the chance to serve him with their beauty all their days. The question was whether he would really and truly take them up on the offer.
The film, he decided. The film would give the answer.
* * * *
Grigori was sitting cross-legged beside his Julya. She was naked now, lying on her back on the green grass. Her gold spun hair was arrayed about her perfect oval face like a halo and her lips looked full and passion quenched. They had not yet left the natural maze of shrubbery, but were as yet employing its high walls as a barrier against any intrusions the world might offer to their intimacy.
At the moment they were attempting to get to know one another better through the learning of each other's languages. Never good at such studies, Grigori had decided to begin with an area close to his heart.
The parts of the female anatomy.
Thus would he touch one place after another, each time producing a soft, mewling response.
"Knee cap,” she sighed as he traced a line around the joint between upper and lower leg.
Grigori repeated back the strange new words, as he had been all along, then had her say the equivalent in his own mother tongue. This accomplished, he moved to a new body part. They had it down to a science, except that he was intentionally working his way ever closer to the more intimate parts. This could be regarded as teasing, but he excused it as being for educational purposes.
Moving to her torso, he settled his index finger on the lovely indentation that marked the scar of the lost umbilical cord. In his language, the belly of a woman was called literally a “love saucer” because in ancient times a man would pour wine over her as she lay on her back, then lick her smooth skin, and in particular the tiny droplets left in the tiny button as a symbol of his prosperity and health.
He attempted to explain all this, even using his own tongue to illustrate, but the move only succeeded in arousing her, making her want to interrupt this exercise in favor of another.
"No,” he chastised, delivering a light slap to her hip as she reached for his shaft.
The woman's pretty green eyes lit in response. He could almost see her nipples swelling. She enjoyed when he was firm with her. When he set limits and enforced them with mild correction. Grigori tried to imagine her with the leather lovers he had known. She would be a submissive, one of those who served on their knees, naked, taking the orders from the people with the whips.
Would she call a man master? His cock swelled at the idea. Julya was watching this, too, almost panting at the sight of him, nearly ready … again.
He decided to treat himself to a new body part.
She arched her back as he took hold of the tiny cherry on top of her fresh, white mound. “Nipple,” she exhaled, offering her English word. “Nip-ple."
"Neeppul.” Grigori manipulated the nub, enjoying the effect it had on the female. Women were simple in this way, though he supposed men were, too, when pressured in the right places.
She was saying something, a string of words, featuring one he already knew. Fuck. So the blonde wanted to be penetrated. She certainly wasn't capable of putting up much resistance against him, was she?
"No fuck,” he twisted the nipple to settle her down and refocus her on the lessons. “Seesisya,” he indicated the tiny nub she'd called a neepul.
Julia whimpered, saying as best she could the Dasklovian word. Grigori nodded, smiling. “Good,” he praised, enjoying himself enormously. For it was in itself an act of control and domination all itself to have her rename her own body, one piece at a time.
He turned her over, cupping her bottom signifigantly.
"B-buttocks,” she tensed.
"But-tocks.” He repeated. In Dasklovia, it was called the ulnaras. He smacked her, saying the word, and with it another. Veridostya. Punishment.
Julya hastened to say the words, quickly and correctly. She was adorable. Utterly adorable. Turning her back her over, he subjected her to a kiss, long and hard.
"Zasleyka,” he told her.
"Zasleyka,” she said obediently. “Kiss."
Grigori took the fullness of her breast in his hand. “Shalyeesh."
"Shalyeesh,” she cried out, craving the fullness of what her people called a fuck.
With devastating effect, he moved down the curves of her love saucer, the raking finger tips making her shiver and squirm. She was trying to hold herself still, using all her willpower.
"Dasrita-siya,” he proclaimed palming that most intimate part of her, known as the love cup. For just as the saucer holds wine by the dropful, the cup holds it by the oceanful. So went the words of the ancient Dasklovian poet.
"Pussy,” she moaned. “My … pussy. Fuck me, Grigori. Fuck my pussy."
Grigori laughed with joy; he had understood her, every last word of it. Yes, taslaya ouya, I hear you … I shall fuck you, my angel, I shall fuck you hard and long.
She licked her lips; she'd comprehended the word fuck at least. Guiding his cock, she helped him find his place between her widely splayed legs. She was wild with desire, drunk with need, but he saw on her face, too, a question, even in the midst of her heat.
Julya was squeezing the top of his shaft, repeating her word “What?” So the little minx wanted to know the word for a penis, did she? Very well, she would have it, along with another full dose of his potency.
"Vikthasha,” he sank himself to the hilt. “I fuck with my vikthasha."
"Oh, yes,” she agreed happily. “Julya … dasrita siya … vrastoya … vikthasha … Grigori."
The effort was astounding. The grammar was not correct, of course, nor was the pronunciation perfect, but there was no mistaking the intent in what she conveyed. She was wanting to yield herself, submitting her pussy to his cock.
More than obliging, he pulled her tight against him from underneath, a full body hug, his shaft holding her from within. Neither of them dared move at the moment, for the passions were too intense. They would come together, too quickly, neither prepared for the emotional landslides that could well follow. For while they might be strangers, these fucks of theirs were neither casual nor incidental, but highly elemental, cutting to the core of their being.
"Julya,” he whispered her name fiercely into her ear. “You are a dream … tell me how can you be real?” He continued in Dasklovian. “For if you are real, then I-"
Grigori felt the slashing pain across his ass. He rolled off Julya, instinctively raising his arms to protect not himself but her. “Master,” he exclaimed, seeing the angry eyed White Lion looming above them. “Have we displeased you?"
The Director scowled. Pointing to the woman with him, one of his assistants, he indicated that Grigori was to leave and follow her.
"I ask forgiveness,” Grigori knelt to kiss the whip. “Or else punishment … but let it fall only on me, not on Julya."
He gathered the woman into his arms, holding her close. Shaking his head negatively, he tried to indicate that she was not at fault, innocent in all ways. The Director said something to Julya in English, who astounded him again by saying in Dasklovian, “us, inside … eat."
Had she actually absorbed this much from their erotically inspired lessons? Amazing. He nodded indicating he understood. The Maestro wanted them to come inside and share a meal.
Laughing, even more eagerly than before, he rose to his feet and scooped her into his arms. “We will follow you, Master,” he said proudly, not caring who comprehended. “I and my brilliant, beautiful angel both."



Chapter Three


Julie was given a red cocktail dress to wear. It was cut in all the right places, low at the bosom and high on her thighs. She filled it out well, being blessed with the kind of body that could make almost anything look good off the rack. What wasn't off any rack was the ruby necklace, which she was pretty sure was a one of a kind original. The earrings, too. What a thrill for her. Giovanni Ambrosiano had been married to or dated the biggest stars over the years; there was no telling who might have worn these pieces before.
Frederica assured her that she looked lovely in them, though, honestly, Julie felt her face was not dazzling enough for such jewelry, and certainly not her hair, which tended toward the dishwater end of the blonde spectrum. She opted to wear it up, in an effort to look a bit more sophisticated. The shoes had very high heels, with wispy straps. No stockings were provided. They did, however, give her underwear. Silk, also red, feather light. She had felt wicked as sin pulling the material up over her freshly bathed body. She could still feel Grigori's hands on her body-the way he grabbed at her like her, the way he teased her so lightly, with a single finger here and there like he worshipped her, and everything in between.
Vrastoya and then some.
Talk about a crash course in Dasklovian. She'd surprised herself at how much she could grasp and reproduce his language. The thing was, she was so thirsty to know him, to be a part of his world. It was as if her spirit and her imagination were lusting for him as much as her body. No man had ever done such things to her. And all without a word of English. No, “ooh, baby, baby, give it to me,” to support his efforts, just the honest work of his mouth and lips and cock.
It was like a dream to have a man with such a wonderfully macho body who was also sensitive and aware of a woman's needs. Perhaps it was the culture he came from, so much older and more tragic than her own. In her experience, men with muscles were vain, self absorbed and expected women to treat them as gifts to the universe. But Grigori, even without knowing her, her language or her culture, had managed to break through, into the open spaces of her heart. He'd sparked her imagination, touched upon her desires. He was the true hero come to life, that man of timeless honor and strength who would fight for his woman and die for her.
Or was he just a natural actor, playing the part of the gladiator/slave/hero? Complicated stuff. And then there was the surrender business. The way he made her wet by smacking her behind and saying no. That was supposed to be a fantasy, never to see the light of day.
She should have expected this turmoil, though. This was what Ambrosiano did. He did not film scripts, he filmed life-as it could be, or as it was really was, perhaps, at levels no one saw. To work on a project of his was an ordeal. How many top actors, particularly American ones, had simply walked off his sets in tears? How many others had been driven off in fury?
Her own agent had told her she was taking a hell of a gamble. Ambrosiano had had his disasters. Who could forget Brasilia Prime, his Amazonian flop, in which his lead actress and ex-wife had abandoned him midway through? He'd abandoned most of his equipment, taken three cameramen and spent the next six months in the deep jungles, filming what turned out to be little more than a documentary about Amazon beetles and growth rate of his own beard.
Still there were films like Buona Notte Vita, Good Night Life, in which the very same Lucia Sorentano stole the hearts of millions as a brave countess trying to survive the German occupation of Rome during the Second World War.
"You look beautiful,” Frederica assured Julie as she continued to fret in front of the gilded full-length mirror in her bedroom.
Julie was tempted to say something less than charitable about how there ought to be a law against pretty, shapely twenty one year olds humoring over the hill thirty four year olds. “What I feel is foolish,” she said instead. “Ambrosiano will want conversation and I know nothing of any real substance. I'll end up fulfilling all the stereotypes. The ignorant American, the dumb blonde movie star. And I'm not really even all that big of a deal in Hollywood. Why he even picked me is a total mystery."
"It is because you remind him of her."
"I beg your pardon?"
Frederica smiled indulgently, looking a lot older than twenty-one. What was it with these Europeans, anyway. Maybe it was their exotic accents snowing Julie so much.
"You are like his Lucia. Inside, where it counts,” she touched her heart.
This was not a point to be argued with, anymore than it was to be understood. “So you are sure it will be just the three of us?” She changed the subject. “For dinner, I mean?"
She nodded. “You and Grigori and Giovanni."
"Giovanni. You call him by his first name,” she observed.
Frederica smiled her complex smile. “I am not a rival to you, Julie. He has already had me. Our relationship has run its course and now I merely serve him as an employee."
She turned redder than her dress. “I certainly didn't mean to suggest I had any prurient interests in the man."
"Every woman wants to fuck Giovanni,” she said. “It is nothing to be embarrassed for. I would give him my own body gladly every day for the rest of his life and count myself the richer for it."
"But, he's so … old."
The woman laughed lightly. “So is the wine you will drink tonight, but I don't think you will complain of its age."
Julie lowered her eyes. “Forgive me. I was being rude. He is your friend."
"You have not offended me,” she replied. “On the contrary, I have been with Ambrosiano long enough to fear ignorance and all her offspring more than the truth."
"I hope I will learn something from him, too,” said Julie sincerely.
"Wanting it is the first step to wisdom,” Frederica assured her. “Shall we go downstairs?"
Julie pasted a smile, meant to seem brave. Inside, however, she was feeling increasingly uncertain. She was about to put herself in a room with the charismatically handsome, mercurial director and the gorgeous, muscular Grigori-who had more sensitivity in his little finger than all the support-group-attending-yogurt-eating mama's boys in LA. Was she ready? Sure, why not? It had been a pretty dull and uneventful day so far.
Ha, ha.
And another thing, she followed Frederica down the stairs. Ambrosiano had talked about punishing her tonight. What the hell was that all about?
Frederica stopped in the hallway, gesturing inside an imposing doorway. On either side of it, two gleaming knights stood guard, their silver armor carefully and meticulously polished. From what she understood, the Director was paying nearly ten thousand Euros a day-roughly the same in dollars-to rent this seaside home originally built for a duke who ruled this portion of modern day Italy.
Julie's breath was taken away as she saw the dining room. It was truly fit for royalty. The table could easily have sat a hundred persons. It was made of dark, carved wood with enormous claw's feet. Tapestries hung from every wall, depicting various classical and medieval scenes. The ceiling was vaulted and trimmed in gold. Its concave surface was covered by a fresco, a scene of heaven, with five cherubs flying together to touch a single glowing red heart in the middle. From the center of the heart a chandelier depended, five layers high, dripping gems, like a pure fountain of diamonds. The walls, by contrast were painted in a sky blue. On each wall was a high door, next to which stood a servant in a long white coat and white gloves.
Grigori and the Director were already sitting at the table when she walked in. Giovanni was at the head, with Grigori seated to his left. To the right was an unoccupied place, presumably reserved for her. Both men stood at she walked in, pushing back their throne-like chairs in the process. Julie remained nervously at the edge of the large Persian rug, afraid to proceed further.
"You look stunning, my dear,” said Giovanni, who was wearing a white tuxedo, with black tie and pants. He had a red handkerchief in his pocket, typical of the man's unique fashion sense.
He was rather stunning himself with his white hair tied back in a ponytail, his body freshly scrubbed and scented with cologne. It was a mix of vanilla, jasmine and cinnamon that disarmed her instantly, breaking her fragile defenses. The next step would be dampness, spots of surrender on her silk panties.
"Thank you, Signor Ambrosiano,” she allowed him to kiss her hand.
The touch of his lips sent ripples down her spine. Could it really be true that the Great Maestro saw shades of Lucia in her? Surely she was not a tenth the actress, nor could she ever hope to duplicate the woman's sultry, dark beauty. Surely Frederica was just trying to make her feel less ill at ease around the man. Or she was covering for him, trying to obscure the clear evidence that the one-time perfect caster had completely lost his knack for finding talent?
Although clearly it wasn't true what Julie had said about him being maybe too old. Giovanni Ambrosiano's sexuality was as pronounced and evident as his obsidian eyes. Up till today, she'd not thought of him in such terms. Now, thanks to what Grigori had awoken in her, she couldn't help but see the Director as a man … a potentially naked man, with a lean, smooth body, hands to possess, a tongue, and between his legs a spear, long and made for piercing a woman's essence.
Julie felt a vague, though unjustifiable stab of guilt as Grigori came to escort her to her seat. Really, he had no claim on her-so why should it feel like she was betraying him by lusting after the Giovanni?
"Julya,” Grigori murmured, anxious to prove he, too had been paying attention to their language swap. “Is beau … ty … ful."
There went the panties. She was creaming, right on schedule. The man's compliment having put her over the edge, though really the sight of him alone would have done that.
Grigori was in a tuxedo as well. His was black, with a white shirt and shiny black shoes. The outfit emphasized dramatically the V of his shape. She really doubted a man anywhere could fill a suit better. Frankly, she'd be hard pressed not to feel let down any time she looked at one again on a lesser man. He'd left his hair loose; though he'd combed it out and washed it clean of the sea and the smells of the raw earth. His scent was that of sandalwood and incense, exotic, dreamy, but totally masculine. He'd shaved his face close and smooth, adding further definition to his high cheekbones. Julie licked her lips. A subtle little dart across the ruby red painted surface. She wanted to touch those cheekbones, feel his ruddy skin, and his full lips, too.
Giovanni's lips were thinner, but no less exciting. They were lips that had kissed the hottest mouths in show business, lips that knew how to give orders and how to burn through the arrogance of self-important people.
His skin, being lighter, would be smoother. But the man was much older. Would she feel his age somehow, his wisdom? Certainly the two men were nearly the same height and that would create interesting possibilities if she wished to touch them at the same time, especially the more intimate parts of them. Sighing, she imagined herself pleasuring the two cocks side by side.
Oh, god, was this wrong? Wanting to have both these men? With the notoriously womanizing Director it seemed to be a passing lust while with Grigori there could well be deeper feelings between them. Or could she be misjudging things, making assumptions about Giovanni? Was he not capable of true love himself and worthy of being loved in return? And how could she say with Grigori that she really knew anything about him except the size and performing ability of his cock. How much of her falling for the Dasklovian had to do with the hidden influence of the Director, anyway? Was the man still directing them now, in fact?
"You will sit beside me,” said Giovanni.
Grigori led her to her place beside the Director. She would have felt much more comfortable next to the huge Dasklovian, though obviously she had not been consulted as to the seating arrangements.
"I am pleased the dress accommodates your body so well,” Giovanni observed when all three were in place.
Julie felt a little pink come to her cheeks. For some reason the remark sounded sexual to her ears. Was he trying to telegraph his interest in her? Of course it was a little hard to pretend to any modesty after having been caught screwing her co-star.
"Do you suppose Grigori likes the way it looks on you?"
"I wouldn't want to hazard a guess,” she replied, taking a stiff brace of her full glass of red wine. Old but good, as Frederica had predicted. Though at this point she'd have gone for just about anything with alcohol in it.
"Should we have you find out?” The Director wondered aloud. “Perhaps you could crawl under the table and tell us how hard his dick is at this moment."
She nearly choked on the second sip. “Signor Ambrosiano, you may not speak to me that way. And I assure you, if Grigori understood what you were saying he would demand you apologize."
"Shall I translate it for him?"
Julie saw he was serious. “But you don't speak Dasklovian. You said so."
"I said that I do not direct in Dasklovian. I can, however, converse in it. I have simply chosen not to thus far."
For a moment she thought he was joking. “You mean you put Grigori and the rest of us through all this communication anguish for nothing?"
He waved his hand in the air dismissively. “Words. What are words? A decade from now, they will probably not even exist any longer. The medium is the message. Your North American McLuhan said that."
Julie was on her feet. “I think I've had about all of this high brow culture stuff for one life-time,” she decided. “If it's all right with you, Signor Ambrosiano, I am going back to the States to film some more detergent commercials."
The Director sipped his Chianti, unmoved. “I forbid you to go."
The sheer outrageousness of the statement froze her in place. “You … what?"
"I forbid you,” he repeated. “You have a contract. Until this film is completed, you will remain under my direction. Completely."
Julie knew this was a crock. “Or else what?” She called his bluff.
He signaled for the servants. “Or else you will be subject to additional punishment than you are already slotted for. And physical restraint, as well."
The men in the white tuxedos took up positions around her, marking the corners of an invisible box, three yards by three.
"You can't do this, Signor Ambrosiano.” In a last ditch effort, she appealed directly to the Dasklovian. “Grigori, help … Julya … in trouble."
Damn, she wished she could have said some of that in the man's own language.
"Grigori,” the Director addressed him. “Brasktyo ghrista tay, turn ul, metryiu-jost abak."
The handsome, square jawed wrestler with the poet's heart frowned slightly, looking back and forth between the director and Julie.
"I have instructed Grigori to go to you and do whatever is required to remove your panties and bend you over the table for a bare assed spanking. You should know that resistance on your part only increases the sentence."
Julie's pussy clenched. “He wouldn't dare."
Who was she kidding-that look in his eye said he'd do it in a heartbeat and enjoy the heck out of it. She knew in her mind she ought to run, at least making a show of resisting. The servants and Grigori himself needed to know in no uncertain terms that this was being done against her will. Only her feet would not move, her legs had no will, she was paralyzed, heart thundering in her chest, like a deer, caught in the crosshairs of a dozen mighty hunters’ guns.
"Ambrosiano, this is not part of your movie,” she pointed out. “You've no right to expect this of me. I am contracted to make a movie, nothing more."
"You are correct,” he conceded as one of the chefs brought out the antipasto, the first course in the traditional four-course Tuscan dinner. “I shall attend to the matter."
Snapping his fingers, he called out the name of Luigi, one of his retainers. He was a small man in a black suit with a red turtleneck with the apparent gift of being able to appear out of nowhere.
"Bring cameras,” the Maestro instructed. “Immediatamente."
Julie's stomach did a flip. So now he intended to film her being spanked. “Signor Ambrosiano-"
Her latest objections were silenced by Grigori as he swept her uncompromisingly into his arms. She wilted almost at once under the searing pressure of his kiss. This was no fair. She was outnumbered here-two to one … make that three to one, counting her own treacherous body. Grigori's hands moved freely down her back, exploring territory already quite familiar. When he reached her ass, she knew she was doomed. Her flesh burned under his touch. She was skittish, electrified, wanting to run from what was to follow, though at the same time her flesh was so very curious, wanting to know what a prolonged spanking would feel like, from a real man like this, and under the eyes of as powerful a masculine force as Giovanni Ambrosiano.
She was able to disguise nothing, nor could she hold anything in reserve. Her nipples tented under the thin bra and dress, rubbing against the material of his suit jacket. By way of reflex, her leg sidled against him, seeking out contact, instinctive and suggestive. Even her lips, full and puffy were saying something. There was nothing Julie Summers could deny this man, and through him, nothing that she could deny the Director.
Grigori broke contact first, and for Julie it was like losing the oxygen for her lungs. He said something to her and held out his hand. She knew this was about the underwear.
"We are waiting,” said Giovanni in a tone that flooded her pussy.
She melted with shame because now she would be turning them over wet. And fragrant, too. But she was not in a place to argue. Grigori had possession of her flesh and her affections while the Director had her desires, and with them her fears. More than anything, blonde, shapely Julie had worked in her career to be taken seriously as an actress. Nothing had plagued her more than to be thought of in terms of body parts or regarded as some kind of bimbo. At the same time, she had dark fantasies, of being sought after wholly and completely as an object of lust. By men who would take her and do with her as they chose.
Julie was close to panting. She was not the equal of these two men. They were going to take her panties from her and use her sexually. “I'll cooperate,” she tested the waters to see how resolved they were. “I'll do as you say. You needn't punish me."
"Yes,” he agreed. “You will do as we say. And at this moment that means stripping off the very lovely underwear I have loaned you from your very lovely behind and holding that dress up to your waist for inspection."
Julie glanced quickly at the servants. There was something very much worse-and therefore very much sexier about being talked to like this in front of them. It made her feel very helpless and very naughty, like a bad schoolgirl being sent to the principal's office.
She hoisted the dress, then reached for the waistband of the panties. Her pussy screamed out from the sudden exposure to the air as she lowered the garment over her hips and down her legs. They fluttered lightly past her calves and ankles and settled on the carpet. She stepped from them one foot at a time and bent to pick the garment from the floor. The vulnerable position reminded her of what they intended and as she straightened back up she found herself lightheaded, and not only from lack of oxygen.
Grigori's fingers lingered on hers as he took the panties from her. He was looking deep in her eyes, deep into her soul. Never had she felt so stripped, so delicately, beautifully feminine under a man's gaze.
Julie nearly feinted as he put them to his nose and breathed in deeply the scent of her womanhood. Of her vrastoya. For Grigori now, just for him, she lifted the dress, baring her pussy, the lips glistening wet, the very same liquid he'd just inhaled dripping in traces down her inner thighs.
But there was Giovanni here, too, and try as she might, his presence, her sexual charisma could not be ignored. To hear the voice of the white haired man, to have him talk to you with such commanding authority and sexual license was to want to be used by him as one, flagrantly, obscenely and without mercy.
"Over the table, Julie … show him you are ready to receive your just desserts,” coached the Director, his improvised film making turned suddenly X rated.
"Piovare,” she heard. “Potare. Preparare."
The words sounded again, in echo fashion. She stiffened, recognizing them at once. It was the cameramen back, their very invasive digital devices trained once again on her, catching her at her weakest and most sensual. Nothing rehearsed, no lines, just the very heart of her passion on display, for these chattering fools, who might as well have been voyeurs making home jerk off movies as far as she was concerned.
"If I do this,” she wanted to know. “Will it satisfy you? With regard to the punishment you spoke of earlier-and any further mayhem? You'll get that all out of your system?"
"You're not in any position to bargain,” Giovanni shook his head. “Obeying me now will get you through this ordeal more easily. I make no further promises."
Julie watched them put out the antipasto plates at each setting, including her own. Would she get to eat it or would she be otherwise occupied through the whole first course? It was a strange thing to think of food at a time like this, then again she'd never been in a position like this before either.
She slid her belly against the edge of the table. The white cloth was in direct contrast to the red dress. Pressing her palms down side by side, she laid her cheek to rest, her head facing away from the head of the table where Giovanni sat. Her breasts were squashed in this position and completely trapped. She could feel the heat in her nipples, radiating down her belly to her panty-less pussy.
Her pussy! She'd forgotten to expose it properly by holding up her dress. Not wanting any further punishment added to what she might already receive she hastened to pull up the hem of the cheeky little number. Oh, god … here it came, the cool, open-air on her swollen sex lips, the luscious crack visible for all these men to see. Julie had been told before by men that she had a lovely sex organ, full labia, sculpted, very pink, more than a little apparent when she put herself in position like this.
"Spread your legs,” Giovanni tore away the remaining scraps of her dignity.
Julie complied, fully revealing her sexual readiness.
"You will count the blows to ten,” he informed her.
A shiver passed down her spine. Ten seemed an especially large number, large indeed given her lack of experience. Really the one smack had seemed more than sufficient before with Grigori to make things happen sexually. She could scarcely imagine the effects of so many.
Grigori rubbed his hand on her to begin with and she moaned at once, shaking her tailbone in response. She felt humiliated because this made it seem like she was enjoying this kind of treatment, which of course she was not.
Was she?
Grigori removed the hand, creating a sudden void. Julie whimpered in need. She was answered with a heavy crack of his palm, dead center to her soft, round globes. Her pussy twitched in reply. She needed the man's cock. Hard and fast, right here in front of Giovanni and his minions. Let them all see what a lover the Dasklovian was. Let them see how he played her, bringing out her sweet, sexiness, making her scream like a whore and sigh like a kitten.
She was proud of him for this. And she was proud of how they were together, two, and of all the things they'd managed to learn of each other's bodies in just one afternoon's love making. He knew, for example, how sensitive her breasts were, and how important it was for a man to take the time to play with them. And she'd learned that it drove him wild when she rounded her tongue into a groove and ran it over the scars on his breast, the deep grooves from the angry bear.
She smiled, in spite of the pervasive stinging.
"You've not begun the count. We will start again,” declared the Maestro.
Oh, fuck. She'd just day dreamed her way into an extra spank.
"One,” she recited loud and clear as Grigori administered a fresh ass slap.
Grigori established himself a rhythm, delivering the next four in rapid succession. She rattled off the numbers, feeling herself drifting like it was someone else's ass, someone else feeling the hot burn, the sweet sting, each new impact pulling the cords inside her tighter, making her need penetration more and more. She wasn't above begging now, if it came to that.
At the halfway point Grigori stopped. The Director was telling him something. She braced herself for the worst.
"Julie, do you know what our Grigori did when he was attacked by that bear, the one that left its calling card? Come now, I know you are interested. You stare constantly at the wound."
"Yes…” she confessed her interest. “Tell me."
"He begged the authorities not to destroy the animal. Refusing medical treatment himself, he hugged the animal after the accident for over an hour, attempting to protect it."
Grigori's hand was back on her behind, caressing. She shook her head, not wanting to feel anymore tenderness for Grigori than she already did.
"It's true. Though I don't think you are surprised, are you?"
"Please,” she exclaimed. “Tell him not to…"
Too late-Grigori's finger had found its way to her pussy.
"I knew you would respond to him like this if I brought you together. One look,” Giovanni declared, “at you, at him … it was child's play."
Julie called out in Dasklovian for the man to take her.
"Not bad,” the Director said. “You are indeed a quick study."
Grigori spanked her instead. The pleasure and pain were melding now, one into the other.
"I have changed my mind,” Giovanni announced. “I have decided I am going to make a film after all, one unlike any that has ever been done, Julie. You have Grigori to thank that I going to try to enact a very old vision … the first I ever had, indeed, the only real one. Do you know the film Swept Away? It is one of the simplest, most profound ever completed. One man, one woman on an island. A blonde goddess, upper class, and a lower class seaman. Stranded on an island, by her carelessness. He takes command, finds his place as a male. In order to survive she must go to him, on his terms as a slave. They unlock primal passions. She cooks and cleans for him, she serves on her knees, she surrenders her body for his brute pleasures. Her sex entirely ruled by his cock. It works by the very accident of the thing, by their very anonymity. Of course it is all undone by their rescue. The spell is broken. They land ashore, their two worlds pull them apart. He seeks to get her back, but it cannot be. Wealth, you see, has the strongest bonds of all."
The Director called out to one of the servants. She could not follow the Italian. The meaning became clear enough, however, when the man returned with the devices, turning them over to Grigori.
"Ambrosiano, no…"
Grigori inserted the plug into her ass, splitting and filling and frustrating her.
"Damn it,” she exclaimed. “I'm not your love toy."
"But you will become such, my dear. As will Grigori.” The Director instructed the man to put the vibrator inside her clenching, spasming pussy.
Julie's nails dug into the tablecloth. Shamelessly, she fucked the edge of the table. Giovanni made a remark and she was smacked again on her throbbing red ass. What did the man mean-that they would both become love toys? Did he mean to dominate them both?
"No move,” said Grigori, employing two of the English words she'd taught him.
The vibrator hummed away, exercising its nasty little control over her impulses. Combined with the degrading butt plug, it made Julie feel very much like a love toy, an object for visual … and tactile amusement.
Yes, she needed this. To be used by these men, to be reduced, all the way down to a level of sheer lust.
"Let me please you,” she heard herself say. “I want to be good … I've learned … my lesson.” Julie grit her teeth against the orgasm. It was a clitoral one, those tiny, devious ones, wasp stings of pleasure, followed by waves, itching roiling, buzzing wings, persisting.
"Were you given permission to come, Julie?” The Director administered a corrective spank through the hand of the Dasklovian.
Julie groaned, thrust headlong into another orgasm. “No,” she moaned. “S-sorry."
Giovanni gave more instructions. Grigori adjusted the device…. oh god, he was turning up the speed. And now he was … leaving her. Returning to his seat.
"I hope you don't mind if we eat?” Giovanni asked. “We really don't want to keep the kitchen waiting too long."
"Bastard,” she managed to hiss. “Heartless bastard."
The Director raised his glass, oblivious. “A toast. Strovaya. To life and love."
"Strovaya,” repeated Grigori with robust conviction.
They commenced to eating, a slow, elaborate fair in the Italian style. Unlike an ordinary Italian meal, however, there was no conversation. The only sounds were the scraping of forks on the plate, the sucking of wine through lips of red and the whirring motor of the vibrator deep inside her tortured pussy. She couldn't help the orgasms, one after another, making her whimper and beg, nibbling at her own hand to stifle the outright screams. It felt like she'd leaked a river; she was so damned over-stimulated, puckered and pulsing with deep soul horniness. These little buzzing climaxes. She needed dick and she needed it now.
"Ambrosiano,” she called hoarsely, hardly recognizing the sound of her own voice.
"Signor Ambrosiano,” he corrected, reminding her of her status.
"Yes … signor.” As in sir, or even Master. “Sir, I want…” The words caught in her throat. Though not a vain, stereotypical movie blonde, she was not used to being in this position. Julie Marie Summers had never had to seek out sex in her life, much less beg it. If anything, she'd spent her time fighting off men who wanted it from her, ignoring everything else inside her, including what was between her ears.
"Want what, my dear?"
"I want to make love,” she spared herself the more graphic term.
"There is no room for love in this room,” pronounced the Director. “Nor in this film."
"In that case I want to fuck,” she braced herself, another climax on the way, soon to rob of her speech once more. “I want to fuck … both of you."
Oh, heavens, had she really said that out loud? Only once before had she been in on a threesome, her and another girl, in the bed of a sleazy producer hyped up on cocaine about a decade ago. It had left her cold, in more ways than one. But with these two men to share a bed with, how could she go wrong?
The new orgasm was like sharp tongues, whipping up and down her back. You naughty thing, they seemed to be chastising, nice females don't ask for such things.
"I see,” said Ambrosiano as the servants cleared the empty plates, as well as her full one. “That would be an interesting change … in your role. It would involve, I think, a fresh audition."
Julie was in no position to arguing, no matter what perversions the man might have in mind. “Anything…"
He ordered a servant to turn off the vibrator and remove it. The touch of the stranger's hand made her come one more time. Degrading, wild and more overpowering than all the others combined. A hundred suns exploding, moons shattering. Looking across the table, she reached for the Dasklovian, who was sitting like a statue, so very stoic, that perpetually half sad look upon his face as though he could never really touch her.
But his eyes, ah, his eyes danced with sympathy.
"Get up now, Julie.” Ambrosiano gave her no time to recover. “You will remove your dress and your bra, but leave the shoes."
Nothing spelled wanton woman to Julie more than this: a female wearing only high heels. A woman like this was dressed to fuck and for no other purpose on earth. She was snagging men, inviting them, their hands and cocks to come and possess saucy flesh, highlighted by flashing patent leather covering pretty feet.
She let the dress fall to the floor, like a petal. The carpet absorbed it in sweet silence. Reaching behind her back to reach the clasp of the bra she put her hands temporarily in a position of helplessness. She was so exposed this way. If the men should tie her thus, she would be unable to prevent them doing as they wished to her hyper sensitive, swollen breasts peaked by agonized nipples.
The red silk cups dropped away, her last protection gone, flimsy as it had been.
"Hands down,” the Director said as the bra joined the dress, both fire red.
Julie had been trying to cover herself, using her own palms. They were sweaty and warm as she placed them, for wont of a better place, on her hips. The sound of her heart was almost overpowering to her own ears. As were the catches in her breath. Did the men not hear this? How could they bear it, the sound and sight of this pinned, trepidatious womanhood, so still on the outside, but internally squirming with desires barely imagined much less tapped?
"You never married,” the Director said, holding true to his reputation for taking sudden stabs into his actors’ souls. “Why not?"
A dozen lies raced for primacy at her lips. It was the truth, however, that fell out first. “I have never met a man I could trust … with everything."
"That is because you have too much to give. You are not like other women. You do not know to hold back. You do not know to forget. You do not know to play the games, to wear the masks. This is why you will be great-from the moment I saw you I knew. You are incapable of acting."
"Thank you … I think."
"Touch your breasts, Julie. “Caress them, as you would wish a man to do."
She closed her eyes, grabbing both globes eagerly, greedily. They could be Grigori's hands, or Giovanni's, or maybe one of each.
"Grigori conquers bears,” he observed, “but he has more trouble with you. After tonight you will be a bit more open."
"Is this what it takes to get you off?” She demanded boldly. “Seeing people humiliate themselves? Is that the only way you can get it up?"
His face was expressionless. “Pinch your nipples,” he said, not giving her insult the dignity of a direct reply.
She was powerless to disobey. She needed this too much, needed them too much. “It hurts,” she whined almost immediately.
"Harder,” he said cruelly.
Julie made no effort to cheat. In seconds she had brought tears to her eyes. But she did not want it to stop either. She wanted more pressure, more attention, more punishment.
Groaning she fell to her knees. Still she did not let go.
"You have a high tolerance for pain,” he noted. “You may let go now."
She did so, openly panting. “Thank you,” she gasped.
"I want you to crawl to us, Julie. Under the table. You will tend to our cocks while we consume the second course."
Julie had never felt so weak in her life. This went beyond being treated as a prostitute. This was something a slave would do. “Signor, Ambrosiano-"
Her feeble objections were cut off before she could properly begin them. “You have a choice, Julie, you can service the two of us or you can attend to the needs of every other man in this house."
Julie bit her lower lip, a mini-spike of pleasure skewering her helpless sex. The Director was prepared to give her body to others; in fact he would do exactly that if she refused to perform. She thought of all those cocks lined up … her hot little mouth suctioned to organ after organ, each pulsing and throbbing, her head bobbing obediently, man after man grunting above her, grasping her head, feeding her his dick till at last he exploded, giving her hot mouthfuls, on and on till her stomach was overflowing with semen.
Was it an idle threat? Just part of his “movie"? It didn't matter now. She was too absorbed herself, too deeply into the submission implied. Giovanni Ambrosiano was right. She never had been a great actress. Just a person able to put her heart on her sleeve enough to fool some people some of the time. And not even the right ones at that.
"Do the servants have to watch?” She inquired.
"How else will they know how best to take advantage of you if they ever have the opportunity?"
There was an odd logic to this and every instinct in her head told her she best resist it unless she wanted to end up at this man's complete mercy, perhaps forever.
"What you are doing is wrong, you know that,” she declared, putting as much resolve in her voice as she could manage. “I have the law on my side."
The lines on the Director's face pulled tight. She could sense an impending mood shift, one of those emotional turnabouts the man was so famous for. “Perhaps you are right,” he said, his voice subtly cooled and detached. “I shall have my secretary bring you to the railway station at once. You are released from your contract."
She felt the world drop from underneath her. He had called her bluff. She did not want to be exploited, but the thought of leaving now, of abandoning this project, and Grigori was too much to bear. She had a stake in all this. She was irresistibly curious, too, filled with complex building desires that she knew instinctively could only be resolved here, in this situation.
Too, she could not endure this man's disapproval. Not in her current state, at least.
"I-I want to stay,” she summoned her courage.
The Director was silent.
"I want to stay,” she said more forcefully.
Still no answer as he sipped his wine.
Staving off panic, Julie sunk to her knees on the carpet and then down onto all fours. She did not want to go to any railway station. She did not want to be alone, ever again.
The new position, ass cheeks stretched taut, reminded her immediately of her spanking, and the stinging reminder left behind. And yet this seemed preferable in her mind right now-being punished over being ignored.
"Mmm,” sniffed the Director, quite consumed by the silver platters being brought for the next course. “Fish with spinach Florentine. An excellent choice."
Julie saw now how tenuous her position had become. She must prove herself doubly, drawing back the man's attention and praise. Her pulse raced-craving his eyes on her again, his voice, his commands. How had he done this-put her willingly down on the rug on all fours while at the same time pulling a metaphorical rug out from underneath her, turning her world upside down?
Julie's hands sparked with electricity as she moved over the expensive carpet. Her knees slid with excruciating slowness, her belly quivering uncontrollably. There was no hiding this way, not with her ass shaking and her breasts hanging down, aching to be manhandled. Meekly she moved and humbly, but also full of keen, feline hunger. She wanted one thing and she did not intend to be stopped. Not till she'd had her fill of both men.
The Director, however, had other ideas in mind. He had no intention of letting her off so easily. “Why are you still here?” He asked as she approached the table.
She stopped, his cold voice like a slap to her cheek. It was a wakeup call. As to how the man intended to humiliate her before allowing her to proceed.
"I would like a chance to do … as you instructed,” she chose her words carefully.
"And what is that?” He inquired coldly, still not giving her the courtesy of direct eye contact.
"To please you,” she lowered her head. “And Grigori."
He took a bite of his fish, steaming hot. “Yes?"
The bastard was going to make her spell it out. “I want to suck you,” she said, not loud enough for his liking.
"Kindly repeat yourself, for an old man,” he said, the moniker more than a little ironic in his case.
Julie decided to abase herself completely in one fell swoop. “I want to suck your cocks. Please, may I have a chance to suck you?"
"Very well,” Ambrosiano shrugged, as though the matter was one of complete indifference. “Though I warn you, I am not very much in the mood to be fawned over anymore.” He took a moment to unzip his trousers before resuming his meal.
Grigori did the same, his action drawing her full attention. Julie decided to crawl towards him first. His cock, his person, would be the touchstone, the one thing she could use to orient herself in this strange world. Everything was different down here. She felt so sensuous, so alive, so utterly female. Her body moved with what she hoped was a natural grace. She shivered to think how open and helpless she was in this position to be paddled, swatted or mounted at will.
The smells of the fish in the lemon and butter, mixed with the sauteed spinach wafted down to her nostrils. Julie was hungry. Her inability to eat her supper at the moment reinforced her sense of inequality with the men. As did their plainly visible, aroused sex organs now poking from between their legs. The tablecloth was short enough that she could see all the good parts, including the way Grigori's tanned balls were pushing out of the underwear below the base of his shaft. His testicles were full and tight, indicating yet another full load of semen waiting for release. She marveled at the man's stamina, at how he could be ready again so soon.
The Director's balls, by contrast hung low. His cock was not as thick as Grigori's, either, though it was equally long and had a lovely curve at the end. It had style, just like the man himself. He was hard, too.
Bypassing this new treat for the moment, she went directly to the Dasklovian. With an almost frightening familiarity she formed her lips to the required shape to take it deep. She closed her eyes, taking him deep. A single smooth motion to pull him to the back of her throat. Yes, oh, yes, this is what she needed. To be their little toy on the floor, a horny female pet, teasing and pleasing as they ate their dinner.
Soon different flavors came to her nose, spectacular and vibrant. The waiters must have been bringing the pasta, the sauce full of lovely spices, oregano, rosemary and basil. Such an odd mix combined with that of elemental man, heady and husky before her.
Grigori tasted good indeed, freshly scrubbed. She bobbed her head up and down, managing as much of him as she could. With training she might be able to take more. The notion gave her a tiny thrill as she slurped away. It was a greedy, self indulgent wish, even though she knew it would mean an even deeper level of subjugation.
"That is enough, Julie, you don't want him going off prematurely. We've a long night ahead of us,” said Giovanni. “You may come to me now."
Reluctantly, she popped Grigori from her mouth. He tensed himself and then released, though he made no sounds. Just as he had up to now, he was remaining passive, the Director's willing instrument.
It was Giovanni she must go to now. She turned her body to the head of the table in anticipation. Her heart beat more quickly. She'd never been with this man and she was anxious to please him in a way she had never felt before with any other. To disappoint him, to fail to be the woman he wanted was just not an idea she could bear.
Delicately, she kissed the tip of him, her fingertips brushing the toes of his shiny loafers. She wanted this man naked, very bad, wanted to see his body, to know what he could do and learn what she could do for him. For now, though, she had her place. The sex servant, performing her function, down on all fours for the pleasure of the master.
Julie slid her tongue underneath the shaft and then along the side, daring to rest her head on his thigh. She was purring.
"Later we will all three of us fuck,” said the Director casually.
She could only assume the words were addressed to her as they were spoken in English. Certainly her pussy took them that way, responding with nice little roiling waves of joy. Spasms of mystery, anticipated bliss.
I will be fucked by two men, she thought. At the same time. In Europe, in a house that once belonged to a prince. Put that in your corncob and smoke it, Iowa.
Julie wrapped her lips around the Maestro. With his narrower width she was able to apply more suction. She could not help but notice how he had been wearing no underwear. That made the act seem even raunchier. What really put her over the top, though, was when he began to talk about the act itself in front of her, asking a series of pointed, rhetorical questions.
"You're a decent cock sucker, Julie. Have you done this often to get jobs? Isn't that what they say about you Americans and your Hollywood? Did you expect that before I hired you?"
She had no hope to respond, save by savoring him all the more.


"Lucia was the finest fellatrix I ever knew. She had a way of sucking for every mood. For disdain, for remorse, passion, fury, love, even contempt and ridicule. Every argument between us ended this way, ultimately, though it might be weeks, months later. It was not submission, no, there was no true submission in her body, only a willful counterfeit. It is the same with you, as you shall eventually learn."
Julie bit down, just enough to be felt, just enough to change the pace of things.
The Maestro laughed. “The kitten has teeth. My point is proved.” Reaching under to stroke her head, he said, “Enough, your supper is getting cold."
A string of saliva ran from her plush lips to the tip of his engorged organ. From cocks to pasta, an orgy of words and sex and oregano. It felt like ancient Rome all over again.
Julie resumed her place at the table, nude, her skin covered in cool flame. The servers, appearing to take no notice, filled her wine glass and put out a fresh plate of steaming white fish, in a butter sauce, the cooked green spinach sandwiched deliciously between the flaky layers. As discretely as she could, she pressed together her thighs. The velvet of the chair tickled and the last thing she wanted to do was to be dripping on a genuine antique. There was simply no way to act normal like this, with erect nipples, a punished, tender ass and not a stitch of clothing on. What was she supposed to say … please pass the Parmesan cheese and while you're at it would you suck my tits like a maniac? Ooh, I just adore the angel hair pasta, and by the way can we please skip dessert and get right to doing the three-way nasty, pretty please?
"We will meet in my room at midnight,” the Maestro explained. “There will be no cameras."
Her stomach did a flip. She was not sure if this should make her feel better or worse. “Signor Ambrosiano,” she ventured. “You are sure that Grigori is all right with all this?"
"Let's find out, shall we?” The Director proceeded to explain the matter in Dasklovian. The former wrestler looked straight ahead, neither at her nor at the Italian.
"Vrastoya,” he said simply, indicating his capitulation as soon as Ambrosiano had finished laying out the matter.
And that was that. Not a word more was spoken with regard to the matter for the rest of dinner. They spoke of various subjects instead, with the Italian serving as translator. Julie paid keen attention, and she was sure Grigori was, too. She picked up a number of new words, and some simple phrasings that she hoped might prove of use in communicating with him in the future. She also learned some more about the man personally.
He had grown up very poor in a coal-mining region. His father and brothers had worked in a mine with the worst safety record in the whole of the old Soviet Union. Several cousins had died in those dank, black depths, not only from tunnel collapses and explosions, but from black lung as well. His father and uncles were spared, though, ironically, his own mother contracted the breathing disease from cleaning the men's clothes each day. The woman, a dark haired beauty with skin of porcelain, had succumbed when Grigori was only five.
Two years after that his seventeen year old sister had been killed by a jealous boyfriend, who then killed himself. His father turned more and more for answers to the bottom of a vodka bottle, leaving Stefans, his elder brother, to raise him. Grigori was a strong, stoic boy, who gained much mettle defending his motherless family against the much bigger schoolyard bullies. By the time he was sixteen he would defeat even most of the hard muscled miners, including his own father.
The old man eventually threw his son out in a drunken rage and Grigori joined the army of the newly formed Republic of Dasklovia, which was born shortly after the fall of Soviet Russia. A civil war was brewing at the time, and apparently he saw much in the military that he would speak of to no man. After this had come the circus, and now the movies.
Julie in turn related her far more mundane existence, as the youngest of three sisters on a three-generation farm deep in the Iowa Corn Belt. As was typical in families such as hers, she was given a disproportionate amount of beauty, which made her quite popular with the boys and quite hated by the girls, her sisters included.
Her mother, never noted for her warmth or her tact, flat out pronounced that with a body like hers, Julie was going to be hard pressed not to end up a whore.
"Men will only ever want one thing from you, and once they have it, you can bet they won't be looking to make an honest woman out of you,” she would preach while clipping sheets to the wash line or stirring endless pots of gravy.
As far as the family was concerned, that prophecy had been fulfilled the day Julie announced she was going to California to pursue her acting. In their minds, tinsel town was Sodom with traffic lights and tanning booths. The only solace she got was from her father who took her quietly aside a short time before her departure.
"Is this what you want?” Asked the balding, overall clad farmer who never spoke more than five words at a time unless it was down at the diner, sitting on the men's side, over seven am coffee chatting about the crops, the weather or last night's ball game.
"With all my heart,” she replied, with just as much economy of words.
"Okay,” he hugged her. And that was that. Julie's mother was not allowed to say another word about the matter.
Julie nearly forgot she was naked telling this story. The Dasklovian had been watching her so intently, hanging upon her every word, she felt as if he were wrapping her in some kind of cloak. Never had she felt that a man wanted to know her more, or that she in turn had wanted to know him. It was as if every detail was coming alive in the re-telling of their journeys, as if everything were meant somehow to lead them to each other.
And yet there was this third party who had brought them together. This Italian. This eager man of passion and culture, switching back and forth in his emotion and language, bridging the gap and melding them, making them one, spiritually, as it were, in the same way a sexual union did for their bodies.
By the time Julie was aware of looking down at her plate again, they were past dinner and onto dessert, sipping strong, Italian coffee from tiny cups and nibbling on heavenly soft pieces of tira misu. The hours of the night were growing short.
"Eleven thirty,” he clapped his hands. “Time to go our separate ways. We meet again in thirty minutes."
Ambrosiano rose to his feet and they both followed suit, Julie feeling rather as if they'd been dismissed by a ship's captain.
"Thirty minutes,” he repeated. “Don't be late."
She looked at Grigori. Pursing his lips he blew her a kiss, making her blush head to toe. She wanted to run and jump on him right now or fall at his feet to be ravished. But the Director had given his orders. She must wait. A half hour more and then she would know sex as she had never dreamed it in her life.
And so it was down to this. The longest night of Julie's life now reduced to the longest thirty minutes.



Chapter Four


Ambrosiano's room was lit by moonlight, the silver rays cutting a swath from the balcony to the large, soft looking bed. Curtains, sheer white, hung from the immensely tall windows. At the moment, they were caught in the light sea breeze, the salty air billowing them like horny ghosts, animated over the scene they were about to witness. Julie entered the room as she had been prepared by Frederica, in a long, sheer white nightgown. The gold of her thatch was visible and the pink of her still taut nipples. She felt more like a virgin sacrifice entering this palatial room than either an actress or a casual lover.
The gray white marble was cool under her bare feet. She thought of laying on it, rolling over the hard unforgiving surface, offering up her body and being fucked there by one of the men or both.
This was the old prince's room, gilded in silver, with a rounded dome, silvery stars and night clouds, a crescent moon at each of four equal points along the circumference. It still echoed the power, the magic of ages gone by. There was no artificial light and as the tall, double doors were closed behind her she was quite curious. And more than a little anxious, seeing neither man about.
Was she the first one here?
"Hello?” She turned about, surveying the priceless space, fit for a museum of the age of Michelangelo. So much to capture the eye. Paintings on the wall, sculptures and a few very naughty things, too, obviously added by Ambrosiano. Her knees went weak as she saw the set of stocks, about waist high. There was a kind of rack, too, near the bed. It was upright at the moment, though it looked as thought it could be lowered to a horizontal position. Along top and bottom there were spaced leather cuffs, covered in fur. Chains also hung here and there, which gave her the impression that a prisoner could be secured on this device in any number of ways. Most intriguing of all was an open chest, filled with various devices, including whips, chains and a large leather mask.
Should she run? Fall on her knees and beg mercy? Her speculations were cut short by a hand over her eyes. Another seized her waist. The hands were Grigori's but the voice was the Director's.
"Why have you come here?"
"Because you told me,” she went for the easy answer.
"Not good enough. Arouse the female,” said the Director, clearly displeased with the response.
Grigori pushed his hand between her thighs, the silk of her gown between them. Oh, god, she thought, he'd understood the words in English. The man was learning … a little too well.
"Grigori,” she pushed her ass against his naked torso, finding his cock with her taut cheeks. “Oh, yes, that's it."
"Why have you come here?” the Director repeated as the Dasklovian brought her to the brink of orgasm, his finger barely grazing his clit.
"For lovemaking … sex … I need fucking bad.” There was no more room for pride now, just total, desperate seeking. After Grigori's hardness, his body and uncompromising masculinity. And Giovanni's too.
The Director said something in Dasklovian. Something to do with binding, and she realized she was coming to know his language pretty damned well, too. Instantly and effortlessly the man pulled her small wrists behind her back. Her heart thrummed rapidly. Were they going to put her in bondage? Put her on the bed and strap her down for sexual usage? If so they would have a happily screaming, more than willing woman on their hands.
Grigori took her instead to the rack. She had thought he might strip her, but she was allowed to keep the gown, flimsy as it was. Putting her in place very gently, he had her lean back against the latticed metal. Shivers went up and down her spine. It was cold against her thinly covered skin. Julie was on the verge of real fear. His eyes were intent on hers, however, communicating volumes. She melted at the sensitivity, the empathy. He wanted to make sure she was all right.
Yes, she smiled weakly in reply. And no.
It was a mix. Too many unknowns, thrilling and exciting. One by one he took her wrists and stretched them straight out from her body. The leather cuffs were snug and firm, unlike the soft fur lining, which made for an odd, titillating contrast.
Grigori ran his hand up the length of each bare arm, transfixed by its shape, its feminine lines. There was nothing about her he did not seem to relish. On one hand she was a sex object here, but it was a little bit like being a work of art, too.
And there were no cameras. She had to keep reminding herself of this. Tonight would be her chance to see the Director in his natural element, whatever that might be.
Now he was clawing very lightly at her belly, running his hands down to her thighs. He bypassed her burning crotch, kneeling so he could continue down her legs. It was her ankles he was after.
"Vrastoya,” he looked up at her, moist eyed, and under the circumstances she knew the handsome, chiseled Dasklovian could mean only one thing. Julie was to open her legs for him, spreading her feet for binding.
He took her left ankle, so softly in his hand, caressing it with total tenderness. It scarcely felt like confinement at all, and yet as he fitted the fur covered cuff in place, securing the tiny buckle, there was no mistaking she was a prisoner. He did the same with the second ankle, still maintaining his kneeling, and devoted position. One might almost think him the slave, were it not for the fact that she were the one losing her complete liberty of movement and not Grigori.
"So … finally we are ready to begin.” Ambrosiano stepped from the shadows. He was naked, his body lean and marvelous. He had not an ounce of fat on him and his arms sported modest biceps. He was clearly a man who had worked for a living, and had maintained himself following his success. His torso was long. He had a smooth, flat belly that begged to be kissed. His waist was very firm, like a young man of twenty. There was a certain roughness to his skin, a sign of his age, though it was showing itself neither as sags nor pockets. He reminded Julie of a sailor, whose skin had been blown by the wind for many years. He was not overly sun tanned, though, at least not compared to the Dasklovian. Perhaps it was his white hair or the dark eyes that lent to his skin a pale, luminescent quality.
If ever there was a man fit for playing in the moonlight, it was him. He was like some ancient warlock or satyr, hungry to drink from the fountain of sexual youth.
She had seen pictures of Giovanni from years ago, with his hair short and his trademark berets, sunglasses and turtlenecks. He had surrendered nothing over time. A woman could lose herself in a deeply brooding chin like that and many had. The most famous picture had him sitting in a director's chair, his fingers on his chin, lounging, a peculiar smile on his face, the meaning of which was open to so much interpretation as to be itself a legend.
Tonight, there was no mistaking what was on the man's mind, though. Giovanni wanted satisfaction for that cock he was stroking to hardness. That and the satisfaction of making his actors do just what he pleased.
"Where would you start this particular scene, Julie?” The Director asked. “I'm curious."
She clenched her fists. There was no breaking these bonds, no escaping whatever was going to happen next, to her or to Grigori. “I would call in a stunt double,” she quipped, never one to resist putting in a joke when she could.
Giovanni signaled to Grigori who handed him a short whip from the toy box. It looked like a riding crop, except that there was a thick piece of leather at the end. The butterflies in her stomach did instant double back flips. Perfect tens in the anatomical Olympics.
"I wouldn't dream of depriving you of all the fun, my dear. This is a flogger, if you've never heard of one. It's most often employed on the buttocks, though it has its use on other parts of the body as well."
Shivers went up and down her spine as she contemplated just what body parts he might have in mind. “I don't suppose I can talk you into filming a documentary instead?” She wanted to know. “Something on the migratory habits of sea birds, maybe?"
He wielded the flogger through the air, testing its mettle. “No, thank you, I'll stick to what I've got."
"I was afraid you'd say that."
The whip snapped on her half exposed breasts. The sting was immediate, followed by a biting hot glow. It was half pain, half pleasure. The most agonizing and arousing part was not being able to protect herself, just knowing he could do it again and again, anywhere he liked.
On her belly. Her thighs. Even her pussy.
"You will watch as I possess Grigori,” Giovanni informed her, tapping one nipple after another. “Than you will please us both, restoring our erections with your mouth and hands. You will do so knowing you will be had, by both of us at once."
She moaned, arching her back. The words, coming to her helpless ears sounded so deeply perverted, almost like a whip unto themselves. This combined with the sensations of what he was doing with the flogger was turning her into a hot, blonde, panting bitch, the very stereotype she and all her other serious minded sisters fought against.
Humiliated, unable to help herself, Julie thrust out her chest, craving another strike, harder, faster. “That feels so fucking…"
She didn't have a word for the sensations he was giving her. Instead she offered a deep groan as the flogger claimed her tits once more. It was a maddening device, not powerful enough to break skin or cause serious wounding, but strong enough to put a woman into another world, a wicked, forbidden one.
"There will be no camera to hide behind,” said Ambrosiano, snapping at her belly through the silk. “Your performance will be with your body alone."
"Yes,” she hissed, the flogger whistling in the air, kissing her body, like a demonic lover. “Oh, god, yes."
If she could she would tear off the negligee, giving him her bare skin to work over. She wanted to feel more. She wanted to be whipped till she was red skinned then made to crawl to the men, servicing their cocks, making them hard, as ordered so she could accept the consequences, surrendering to them both, in whatever orifices they wanted her.
"This next part will be torment,” Giovanni promised. “You will be kept aroused and not satisfied. You will writhe and whimper, but you will be allowed to do nothing but watch. This is your incentive. It will insure your eagerness later on."
"I want to be good,” Julie promised as he rubbed the flogger gently over her cheek.
This submissive talk was making her hot. Just as hot as what he was doing to her body.
"Open,” he commanded, reversing the flogger so that the handle was facing her.
Julie took the end of the pseudo phallus into her mouth through lips already half opened. It tasted of leather, oiled and exotic. Shamelessly, she yielded to it, letting the man know what she would do if given a chance on his cock. He pushed it deep, making her suck long and hard.
"Look at me, Julie."
She could hardly stand to. The way he looked at her, the way she saw herself in his eyes made her want to come so, so badly. He was not touching her pussy and yet something so much deeper was happening. He was having her, taking her somewhere very, very intimate.
"You are going to be the best sex I have ever had in my life,” he told her.
She flushed from the whorish praise.
"You are one of the fiercest fires, and therefore channeled, you will be an exquisite blaze.” He took the handle from her mouth and thrust it between her legs, pushing the silk between her lips. “Come,” he ordered, casually but uncompromisingly.
Julie pushed against the object, masturbating herself, desperate, hungry, half out of her mind, nipples burning, her body indeed like a crackling, incendiary blaze.
"Faster. You have to the count of ten."
She squirmed so as to make contact with her clit directly, the motions sending fierce shivers up and down her spine. It was so degrading, being treated like this, and yet she had never been wetter in her life or more fulfilled. The man was owning her, totally and completely dominating her spirit even as he unleashed it.
"Three,” he said, holding the handle still and making her do all the work.
Julie clenched her teeth.
"Four. Five.” Giovanni turned his head to Grigori, snapping out a command in Dasklovian she could not follow.
The man obeyed instantly going immediately onto the bed on all fours, his head down. Julie felt it on the horizon, the point of no return, the crest of the mountain she must peak to reach her goal … his goal. The sight of the Dasklovian this way, about to surrender himself was just the added boost she needed. Giovanni did not have to go past seven. Right through the nightgown, she gave it up for him, the stain on the front of it spreading rapidly as she yielded up her fragrant liquid essence.
Soon Grigori would give it up, too. And she would watch.
Her orgasm was layered, Technicolor slices, one upon the other, juicy, delicious, mouth-melting. Her limbs pulled at her bonds. She was prisoner, slave of the Director's whims, but freed to soar to the height of his butterfly world to come and come and come. She screamed out this truth and moaned it and whimpered too. In the end, though, it was moonlight she returned to. In the bedroom of a long dead prince, two naked, beautiful men with her for a night of delights. Teasing tortures, and after that, she hoped, climaxes beyond her wildest dreams.
Giovanni had her lick clean the whip handle. “Now,” he told her, “it is Grigori's turn."
Julie licked her parched lips, watching him move to the bed like a panther. The Dasklovian was breathing heavily as Giovanni went to him. The Maestro teased him, dragging the black leather tassels over his back and ass. A tap to his cheek and he lifted his head. Julie bit her lip. It was Grigori's turn to suck. Giovanni made him take it deeper than her, expecting immediate deep throating. The big man's eyes slid closed in lust. He was more than ready to take inside his mouth this leather that must surely smell and taste of Julie herself.
"He is a magnificent animal, is he not?” Giovanni asked her. “You would gladly collar and own him for yourself, I have no doubt."
Julie felt a fresh tide between her legs at the raunchy idea. It was true, she did want him, totally and completely, all for herself.
Reaching around, Giovanni smacked Grigori's ass. Grigori jolted, redoubling his sucking efforts. Julie could see how swollen the Dasklovian's cock was, full and reddish purple and swaying very slightly as it moved. His testicles were full again, too, more so now than ever. Such a pity, she thought, to let such manhood go to waste. If she had her way she'd be underneath him, quietly licking the vein on the underside, delicately taking each of his balls in her mouth one at a time till he cried out in sweet pleasure. But she wasn't in charge, was she?
Giovanni was, and there was no telling what a man like him could have in mind for the night ahead. At the present he was leaning over whispering things in Grigori's ears, spanking him hard at the same time. Grigori gurgled, the whip in his mouth, his body writhing. He was turned on, that was for sure.
"I told him he will take me in his ass. He will be fucked at my leisure like a … what is the term in English?"
"Like a bitch,” she whispered hotly. “You are going to make him your bitch."
"Yes,” he nodded, “that is it."
Giovanni repeated the new word to the Dasklovian, chuckling slightly. Grigori drew a deep breath, making Julie shiver with need. Oh, how she wanted to be touching him now, feeling his skin, his pulse, cooling and soothing and inflaming and a million other contradictory things.
Giovanni took the whip out now, wiping it dry on the man's thick mane of hair, glorious and blacker than any midnight. Grigori arched his neck, mouth open, his body clearly yearning for some new stimulation, abuse even to end the sudden emptiness.
The man did not have to wait long. The time had come for an honest to goodness ass whipping at the hands of the Maestro. He teased him first, rubbing the tip of it over his muscular behind and flanks, making him hold perfectly still as he grazed the edges of his puckered asshole. Two times Grigori was told to spread his legs wider. The erection between them looked ready to explode any second. Julie was sure the semen would erupt with the speed of a machine gun.
Giovanni was much harder on him with the flogger than on Julie. This was due, she was sure, to his strength and sex and also to the fact that the hind area was much less sensitive than was the torso. At any rate, the man's skin began to redden after just a few well-placed blows. Grigori's fine ass continued to twitch, even as Ambrosiano reared back his arm for each delivery.
Grigori was digging into the bed covers with his fingers, a sign of his self-imposed helpless. His nipples rock hard, too and his face was contorted into a most complex expression of pain and lust, his handsome features held in place by discipline the likes of which she could hardly imagine.
Unlike herself, this man could fight back. And yet he was taking it, aroused to torturous ends, his pelvis rocking automatically with the mounting assault. Clearly he wanted it, like she herself did, but he had to be straining, too, with every fiber of his being against the need to push things along to the sex.
To watch him it was as if the cock was already imbedded, his glut muscles clenching and unclenching, his thighs were rock hard with tension.
Giovanni himself was poetry in motion, his chest rising and falling manfully with the exertion, his own muscles tightened to sinewed cords designed to take the breath of any blushing maiden. He was the very epitome of raw, economical manhood, the very essence of sculpted statue beauty, meant to take at a touch the ripe softness of womanhood.
For variety, Giovanni whipped the man's back, spreading the flogger across every inch of him. The Dasklovian's ass had already turned to scarlet. Julie wished she could kiss it and give comfort. Was he feeling what she was-this sense of total abandonment and sexual frustration? She could not reach her own pussy, could not get herself off and neither could he-not as long as he chose to remain like this, a virtual slave to the Maestro.
"Let us see if he is ready to beg,” announced Giovanni. He put his hand on Grigori's back, his other holding the leather stranded flogger, rubbing it up under his belly as he asked the question in Dasklovian.
Grigori replied in a long string of words, vrastoya prominent among them. Ambrosiano showed no mercy, flicking the leather strands across the man's cock. Julie could see Grigori was fighting the urge to move or to react in some way.
"He must be broken,” explained Giovanni. “Stripped of all willpower. He will take his penetration as a slave takes on his master."
Julie held her breath. The great Maestro was coming back over to her. “We need something for lubrication,” he smiled cagily. “Do you have any suggestions?"
She knew immediately what he had in mind. “Signor, please don't…"
He ripped the gown open from the neck, just as Grigori had with the other one earlier. “I will,” he defied, making handfuls of her exposed, captive breasts. “Because I can. Are you sufficiently wet, my lovely wench, or do you need more of a whipping?"
Julie hated that he could do this to her. “I don't want to feel this,” she said foolishly.
"Yes you do. More than anything.” He bent and bit her nipple. “Admit it."
She moaned out loud, so terribly confused as to good and bed, pleasure and pain. All she knew was that she was not ready to quit yet, all her protests aside. “Yes,” she cried, the word stretched into a snake train of sound.
"Bene,” he murmured. “Bella ragazza."
Julie came against his fingers, a tiny little ripple of a climax as he took away a finger's worth of her pungent sex fluid. He had called her beautiful and for once in her life she was believing it.
Her fresh come was delivered straight to Grigori's ass. Giovanni parted the still red cheeks, smearing it at the entrance to his narrow, puckered channel. Twice he went back to Julie for more, each time inducing fresh spasms in the woman.
On the third trip, he used her cream to lather up his own shaft. Julie licked her lips, longingly. In vain she pulled at the cuffs still holding her wrists and ankles. This was indeed the torture he'd promised it would be. And more.
"Such a patient little thing,” he touched his fingers to her lips teasingly. “Waiting your turn so well."
She sucked at them, cleaning her own juices away.
"Enough,” he denied her. “Now you will watch again."
Grigori was still breathing quite heavily. Giovanni climbed behind him on the bed. Grigori's ass was still deliciously pink. He'd been subjected to corporal punishment and now he would be invaded, taken to a place of intimacy she had only ever witnessed between a man and a woman.
The Maestro worked slowly, teasing the man's asshole a while before attempting insertion. Grigori was a rock of endurance, though the motions of his spine gave some indication of what he might be enduring.
"He is going to take it all the way,” predicted Giovanni, lining up his pointed cock with its intended target.
Pressing one hand to the ass of the more muscular man, Giovanni made the initial connection. “Grigori, vrastoya,” he declared, making clear his intent to conquer.
Grigori made the attempt to relax his anal muscles. The shaft was moving in under great pressure, the white haired Director's face locked in determination. Julie drew a tiny, ghost-like breath as the curved penis began to disappear into Giovanni's hole. He pulled back a little and then moved forward, trying to build up momentum. With each forward push he made it a little deeper. His face softened in pleasure, even as Grigori's showed the mixed feelings of fullness and invasion.
He was being had, used in the ass. Fucked by another man.
Grigori made a grunting sound and pushed up. Giovanni grabbed the man's waist with his hands, steadying himself for the counter thrust. The cock was more than half gone. Would he make it all the way? Giovanni wanted it and Grigori, too. They were two male animals, sweat beading on their skin, their hair like wild manes of black and white, sleek muscles reflected in the moonlight. The vampire and the werewolf, she thought.
True to form, Giovanni bore down, biting into the neck of the stronger Dasklovian man. Grigori cried out, but not in pain. The pace was furious, the unleashed power awe-inspiring. Giovanni wanted total possession, and he was claiming it, his hand on the other's cock, milking it. Would they come together? It was going to be soon, very soon. The sinews on both men's necks looked ready to pop. Their nipples were fully swollen, their balls ready to explode. No more words, they were reduced to a language of grunts.
"Oh, yes,” cried Julie. “It's so good. So fucking hot."
Giovanni reared back. Was this the moment? No, he was withdrawing. But why? He couldn't stop now!
Smacking Grigori's ass hard, he issued an order. The big man rolled onto his back, toppling heavily. Spreading his massive thighs, he exposed himself. His arms were over his head, wide apart. She thought Giovanni intended simply to suck him off, but as she watched him move his limbs, spider-like, she saw it was mutual pleasure he had in mind. Each man's head was over the other man's cock. They were going to fellate each other.
Grigori opened wide. Julie felt a delicious tugging at her pussy as he consumed the coating of her own juices from off of Giovanni's shaft. An entirely different feeling came over her as she watched Giovanni take Grigori's cock. She was a bit jealous, but also wickedly excited. To see those world famous lips, doing something so forbidden.
Damn, he was a good cocksucker, too. He was working the shaft deep, lubricating it well, providing all the suction to make Grigori arch his back and clench his fists. They were fused so well, nearly the same height, the coronas of their hair covering each other's crotches completely, their healthy, greedy bodies wanting so much more.
They were deep throating each other, gurgling, swallowing each other like only men could do. It was enough to make Julie think maybe men were better for each other. And yet she needed in this scene, so bad. They might reduce her to a whimpering puddle, but she'd take it, whatever they gave.
Never had she seen a woman enjoying cock sucking like these two. A pair of lions, they started rolling, twice switching positions. Giovanni was briefly beneath and then back on top again. Their hands were grappling for any flesh they could find. Ass cheeks to hold and squeeze. And balls to glom onto, pulling the testicles closer to slap against their cheeks.
At last, when the pressure could build no more, they wrapped their arms hard and tight about one another. From lions, they converted to hissing, electric snakes, convulsing, perfect muscles rippling, bare flesh undulating. Their spines arching, calves flexing, biceps curled. Inseparable, primal, lust driven to the marrow.
Grigori began to spasm first. He was coming ahead of Giovanni, though the older man was not far behind. He, too, was showing the telltale signs, buttocks raging, body contorting. They sucked at one another's sexes, drinking down the warm, thick fountains of life. Actively they worked on swallowing one another's loads, continuing to lick at each other as their erections subsided. Julie felt the pinging in her stomach as she realized that all too soon those cocks would be hers to reawaken. And then, once she had done so, these wild beast men would be turning their predatory energy in her direction.
It was Grigori who unfastened her. As he undid the belts on her wrists, he offered her a deep soul kiss. She craned her neck, letting her eyes slide shut. The man's tongue was salty sweet, the taste of Giovanni's sex still coating it. Julie released a small moan as he pushed deeper, simulating the action of his cock in her mouth.
She was so completely ready it was not funny.
Grigori returned to his knees to free her ankles. On his way down he offered soft kisses to the places where the flogger had struck. She clutched at his head, threading her fingers through his long curly hair. He paused to kiss her belly once and the delta of her sex as well. As he removed each ankle strap, he caressed the ankle and instep, sending shivers down her spine. Taking hold of her hands, he helped her step away from the rack. As she tried to stand on her own she found she was too weak to hold herself up. Too many sensations, too much stimulation.
Grigori willingly swept her up in his arms as he had before. Only this time it was so much closer and more intimate because she knew him, as a woman knows a man, and she had feelings for him. This was not just a man in the generic sense, this was an individual with a history so different from her own and yet with whom she found herself identifying with intensely. A man whom if she were to never see again in her life would leave her with an indescribable emptiness.
It was not logical and it had no precedent in her life, but it was real. Snuggling her head against his shoulder, she felt a sense of safety, a knowledge that she was at home, and that nothing would hurt her here. She clung to his neck, her thin, feminine arms around that great cord of muscles. She did not want him to put her down at first. Suddenly Giovanni seemed like an intruder.
But she couldn't deny the Maestro's place in this. He had brought them together, and in an odd way he was fueling things now. Serving as a catalyst between them, an erotic fluid for them to mix in. Julie's small body barely impacted the well-used bed. She swooned at the smells around her, the sheets soaked with male sweat, the sheer tinge of testosterone.
Giovanni whispered something and Grigori lay beside her, going to work once more on her lips. She was so soft and pliant, ready to give her all. Every little crevice of lip connected now. Their mouths fit, it was true. And so did his hands on her breasts, molding them perfectly.
"You are quite irresistible,” said Giovanni, and the next thing she knew, she felt the Director's lips on her labia. She drew a sudden breath, stabbingly sweet. The man wasn't doing oral so much as kissing her pussy. No one had ever quite done that before. Making love to the lips themselves, touching them gently as butterfly wings to a cloud, yet transferring to them a powerful life energy.
She could not help but erupt in reply. This was more than a little unexpected. She was supposed to be servicing them and here they were worshipping her body like she was Cleopatra.
Not that she minded.
Giovanni's tongue pierced her opening. The motion was so delicate it was almost like the air itself, or the entering of the ghostly moonlight into the room. But there was nothing invisible about what he was doing to her clit. Isolating it, he treated it to swirling sweetness that made her kiss Grigori all the harder. It was like the two men were one; a super lover capable of possessing her with a double mouth.
And that meant a double cock, too. Breaking free, she begged for the chance to do what Giovanni had said she must. “Please, let me make you hard. Use my mouth … let me suck…” The words were a whore's rasp, a concubine's confession, the utterances of a female reduced to her elemental needs. She wasn't playing the good girl anymore. She was the painted lady now. And craving more of it.
Giovanni turned her to her side, indicating his control over her with a pair of smacks to her glowing ass, still sporting the color of her earlier spanking. “You suck when told to, not before."
"Yes, sir,” she replied, rubbing together her super heated thighs.
"Grigori…” He had instructions for the man, involving lifting Julie up to her knees at the far end of the bed.
She felt like a rag doll being put in place. What did Giovanni have in mind, now? She could only wait and see, an audience, for the moment at least, to the man's unfolding, entirely unfilmed epic.
She licked her lips as they lay down, side by side. The pair was holding hands, looking so very delicious, two men, long haired, intense, free spirited, six foot tall and then some, one in his early twenties, the other in his early fifties, each a presence, an irresistible, magnetic draw.
My stars, she thought, seeing how those hands clasped one another, this is something intense here. Could it be love? She doubted they'd admitted anything of the sort to each other, but from her perspective, at least, there was something more than just lust. Call it a gut instinct-or maybe the result of her ability to read Grigori.
Her heart sank as she thought how her handsome Dasklovian was likely to reject her in the end for the dashing Director. They'd make a lovely couple and she would be left in the cold.
"I think you know what comes next, Julie,” said Giovanni.
Yes, she did. She must please these cocks, side by side, somehow trying to be more than a third wheel between them. Julie fought back the tears, amazed she was taking this so hard. She needed to get back to the lust, to the idea of sexual service. She was living the fantasy of being a little whore, being used, and when they were done, they would all go separate ways. Once she'd finished filming this blockbuster of a movie, that is. Assuming the man could pull some rabbit out of a hat and turn it into one.
"Did you like our little scene, Julie?” Giovanni wanted to know.
Planting herself between their legs, she said. “You are both … amazing men."
Giovanni snorted. “Amazing are we? You seemed more than amazed to me, unless I misjudged that smell in the air the whole time."
She hung her head, hiding the blush. He was referring to her arousal. There would have been no mistaking the quickness of her breathing either.
"I was hot,” she confessed. “I wanted to be with you both.” Wantonly she let her long, silky hair flow over both men's organs, titillating and teasing. She wanted them to want her as badly as she wanted them.
Grigori moaned in reply and Giovanni muttered, “Si, bene, bene."
One after another she kissed their darling heads. Both cocks were languid, spent. She had her work cut out for her. Bending her head down, she licked each, full wet, playful slobbers. She followed this up with kisses to their balls. Now she touched them, lightly stroking their testicles. What magic there was in making a man excited. What sexier thing could a woman do, knowing that erection was going to fill her and pummel her and ultimately get her off?
"You are both so fucking fantastic.” She dabbed her tongue at their muscular thighs, expanding her area of worship. “I never thought I could feel comfortable like this. I admit it. I admit I love this. Even if it is wrong."
"How can it be wrong when it feels like this?” Giovanni wanted to know.
It was Grigori who got his erection back first. This was largely a function of age, though Julie wondered if maybe it had something to do with his feelings for her, too-all that passion transforming itself into testosterone. She wanted to take him deep, but the man had something else in mind. Sitting up, he grabbed her by the waist and scooted her around so that crotch was over his face.
He held her fast, pushing his tongue aggressively into her wet hole. She responded by devouring his sex in turn. Enjoying the fruit of her hard work, she slurped him to the back of her throat. Meanwhile, he was making the walls of her pussy clench greedily, craving even deeper invasion. Her clit welcomed him as an old friend, allowing him to loft her into the stratosphere. She wanted them to come together and fast.
Giovanni did not want to be excluded, however. Moving behind her, he slipped a finger up inside Julie's asshole. “You'll serve me here,” he told her. “You'll give me all I want or you'll face the whip again."
She moaned in reply. His anal touch was making her pussy spasm, which was challenging Grigori's tongue, in turn to press even more urgently. Their bodies were dripping perspiration now, the liquid instantly cooled by the breeze. It was slippery, silvery moon fucking, under white midnight light. Surrounded in silk, soaked in sex, body parts stinging from the whip, hearts stinging with shame.
"I will fuck you like a dog, Julie. You will howl and whimper. It's what you want. What you dream of. And no cameras to lend legitimacy. This is lust, pure and simple."
She squirmed as he worked the finger deeper, exposing her, splaying her, splitting her open as if on some pagan alter. All new, a virgin offering, the perfect sacrifice to the men's pleasure and to her own. She could do nothing but offer herself in kind, undulating her hips, seeking the maximum amount of contact. But it was the men who controlled everything, the amount of pressure she would feel, the parts of them that would touch her. Damned infernal teasing is what it was. Fingers and tongues. She needed their manhoods, iron-hard, silk covering velvet.
Julie could hold back no more. “Both of you,” she gasped, releasing Grigori. “I need both of you."
She scrambled over both men, creating a brief pile of sweating limbs. What she wanted was herself at the base of the pyramid, on all fours, open and ready for complete possession.
"Fuck me,” she begged. “In my mouth and ass … at once."
Grigori took the front. Straddling her face with his thighs, he put his cock back where it had been. She took it happily, allowing him to find all the space and pleasure he needed in the warm pocket of her mouth. His hands intertwined in her hair, exercising a loose but very real control. This made her pussy all the hotter and wetter.
Giovanni had her back end. Flicking a finger over her clit, he worked her to fever pitch, getting her to the place of accepting whatever he would do to her. He wanted her to take the ass fucking as willingly as a vaginal one, and maybe even more. She replied by wiggling her tail, pushing back each time she exhaled. She was breathing cock, breathing Grigori and she wanted to be as tightly pressed from behind.
Ambrosiano scooped at her juices, moving them from her pussy to the narrower chnnnel. Her puckered asshole tingled in response. Her every nerve ending was on high alert. If not for Grigori's cock functioning as a gag, she would have screamed out her sheer sensuous joy as he slipped the head of his long dick between her ass cheeks. No more waiting-it had finally come. She was going to lose her anal virginity.
Giovanni moved into her with steady finesse, like he had with Grigori. She was smaller, though, which meant he could not push as far as fast. His hands pressed at her back, his skin warm and demanding, wanting her compliance, her opening and intimacy. She could not think beyond the act, though, the sheer implications of being doubly stuffed with dick. Like a porn star or stripper, not a real actress.
Giovanni managed to get in half way. “You are incredible,” he reached for her pussy. “You have the spirit of two, three women. And the stamina."
Her back arched, a conduit between the men. He was massaging her clit. Oh, god, she needed to end this, to finish all three of them off. The pressure was just building and building. Giovanni gave a loud grunt, cleaving her. Grigori pulled at the roots of her hair. She swallowed more cock in response, offered up more ass. Faster and faster, the two men fucking each other through her.
They were coming … yes, they were blasting her full of their fresh loads, the sperm warm in her ass and mouth. It felt like rivers of the stuff, filling her belly and her back end. Giovanni gave her a reliease to go along with it, allowing her to rush with the river, bursting and cascading, bubbling, over the edge of a waterfall, the waters roaring and steaming plunging into a moist hot valley below, a virgin jungle of green, teeming with life, dew on the leaves, lizards and snakes rustling below.
At last all three collapsed together in a heap. They were too weary to rise. It was Julie who ended up in the middle position as the three of them spooned. Grigori had the rear position, cradling her with his body. Ambrosiano was in front, his soft breathing serving as a metronome for each of their hearts. They were in synch, their physical selves blending symbiotically. Could the same be said of their spirits? Time would tell, thought Julie as they drifted off to sleep, the sounds of the sea lulling away their conscious minds.
In the morning, when they awoke, that's when they would know what had stuck and what had not.



Chapter Five


Ambrosiano swam the currents, his lithe muscles fighting for every inch. The motorboat he'd abandoned was drifting away behind him, heading back to shore without him. Were the craft a sentient creature, he would call it wise for doing so, though rather short on loyalty. It was true that he would be wanting no return passage from it, yet a witness of some sort might have been nice.
The Maestro was off to die. Death by drowning, induced by exhaustion. Death by salt water sucked into the lungs. Death by the flipping of the switch, the brain turning off its sense receivers and interpreters. A blank television screen. Death by the closing of the heart valves, too, this was another way to look at the matter. Some might say it was a function of depression or madness, but Ambrosiano had simply reached the point of no longer wishing to see, interpret or direct a single thing in life. Given that he had no other purpose or meaning in his life except to direct, this left only one option.
Why this sudden ennui? This utter intolerance to being? It was not as if something had fundamentally changed, after all. Things had been much the same for as long as he could remember. Perhaps they had always been this way. True, Sofia's death had been a demarcation, a cold knife dug into the meat of his world, but even this should have been translatable for the lens of the camera. All things were art, the greater the suffering, the more the art.
Was it the events of last night, then? He contemplated this, wrapping his brain round the idea as his arms and legs continued their steady paddling, his body a solid board, rigid as a hard shaft. Certainly the sight of them both, his beautiful young stars, limbs intertwined at break of day had had an effect. Such deep affection did he feel, such appreciation for and connection with the two of them. It was as if he had always known them, the way their bodies smelled, the way they moved, the touch of their youthful skin.
Yes, this was it. They had taught him the meaning of loneliness. To be lonely is to want for an object of desire and pleasure and until now he had never felt this pure longing. To wish for Sofia in her absenses over the years-and there had been so many, physical and spiritual alike-was a yearning of a different kind. With her it was dread fascination, the titillation you feel approaching an object of beautiful torture. A spider or snake you know from a nightmare but which you cannot bear to overlook.
In the end, Sofia was a drug, designed never to satisfy, but only to frustrate. In all fairness to the woman, it was herself she frustrated most of all. She was not a sadist in any sense of the word. If anything she was a masochist, forever wanting to cut her bare feet on the sharp rocks of life, forever wanting Giovanni to pick her up, to bleed with her, fight with her, and above all love her, in the only way she knew how.
Hard and fast and nasty. Like animals locked in mortal combat, teeth bared, claws extended and razor sharp. More than once she had laid nearly fatal slashes to his soul with those claws. But with the two young actors, it was entirely different. They were so obviously in love, whether they saw it themselves. They lived for one another already, yearning to be each other's strength and shining vision. It would take time, but they'd find it out for themselves.
The way he and Sofia might have if they'd not been both of them so proud and stubborn. Years and years they had let pass, and in the end it was too late. She had died alone just as he would in just a few minutes.
He was slowing dramatically. Soon he would be able to advance no further. He would be reduced to treading water and then, slowly, he would sink, coughing out the first few mouthfuls of water, until he could no longer expel it. Then the sea would rush in and fill his lungs and life would be a burden no more.
All the best he wished the naked young lovers, whom he'd left in their sweet sleep, dreaming of their future, of a home, by the seaside, perhaps, and children. Awaking some time after ten this morning, they would be hungry for one another again, and they would make a baby. Grigori's baby. Giovanni had been careful on this score, making sure not to spill himself in Julie's womb, lest their be any resulting doubts as to paternity.
To his knowledge, he had never fathered a child, and he did not intend to start now. Especially when he would not be there to see him or her grow. Should he have bestowed a final kiss? Left them a note at least? But how could he explain what he did not understand himself. Feeling like a character in one of his movies, he began to sputter. The taste of salt in his mouth as he slipped momentarily below the surface did not amount to some Valhallan victory, but rather a terrible mistake.
It was a bitter taste: regret. A humbling one. A new phase of this loneliness. For the first time in his life, he wished he were somewhere else. With Julie and Grigori, being made love to, kissed and massaged, given the full benefit of their devoted tongues and their young, eager fingers. Such bodies they had. No effects yet from gravity in the case of Grigori and only minimal ones in Julie's case. He would bask in the glow of their enthusiasm, in the unwritten possibilities moist in their eyes. He would devote himself to each in turn, pleasing their sexes. He would never end, he would clutch to them forever, if only there could be another chance.
The boat was too far away. He would never make it back to shore. And there was no one in sight to rescue him. The Great Ambrosiano laughed, never failing to miss the irony in a given situation. When asked once what was the secret to his directing powers, in fact, he had given that very answer
If you can see the irony inherent in any given situation between two people, the particular form of the cosmic joke called life which they are given to perpetuate, they you will know to direct the scene.
The irony here was in bringing together two perfect people and not living to see the fruits of his work. Starting what might have been the best film of his life and leaving it to someone else to finish.
There was irony, too, that once upon a time he had been the strongest swimmer on the docks when he was Grigori's age, and here he was about to drown himself. Perhaps the greatest irony, though, was proving his critics right. After all these years; he was finally floundering, as they'd said he would, in over his head, vision gone, no sense of the real and the fantastic … no sense, ultimately of life and death.
I do not want to die.
This single affirmation, pulsing through his veins was the clearest thing he had ever felt or known. Or was it very thing he had always known-the very force that had kept him going all along? The young man struggling to succeed, taking any work, any work at all.
He thought of Marie now, the young woman he had known in Livorno. With her jet-black hair and deep blue eyes and her pretty dresses, red and green and yellow. She would sneak down to the dock each day to watch him work. She was supposed to be at piano lessons. When he would take his break, she would be there behind the crates and they would kiss. She had a rag that she would use to wipe the sweat from his shirtless chest, her small hands arousing him with her delicate touch.
They did not ever speak a word, not once over the three months she came to him. He only learned her name one day by following her back to her aunt's house. She did not even speak Italian. It was Summer time and she was visiting from her home outside Paris. All this he learned from a neighbor. It was with her, perhaps, that he had first developed his fascination for love transcending language, for lust that needs no shared vocabulary to ignite.
Those fifteen minutes each day with her, for that one Summer, were in many ways the most precious times of his life. One could almost say he was lonely to lose her, but he had never had the sense of possession where she was concerned. He could no more miss a butterfly when it flitted away, as much as he'd enjoyed its splendid visit settled upon his finger.
Marie was like a butterfly in many ways. So many colors. Each dress bringning out something different in her eyes. She breathed the same air, but was not of it. She did not walk, she floated. Marie had a grace, all her own. Her kisses reflected this above all. Like any young man he did not appreciate what he had. There was no way to know then that these were ethereal kisses, fragile as Venetian glass, rare as diamonds.
Each one unique to a moment, reflecting a new understanding, a new passion. It was as if she could think about and mold each one and put something into it all its own. Like an artist with a canvas. The thing he never did was touch her in response. Only to put his hands on her waist, nothing more. His cock was hard always, and it was all he could do to make it through the rest of the day without masturbating after seeing her.
But it would never have been right to do anything about it with her. She came on her own, she rose to tiptoes on her own, she planted kisses on her own. This, too, had been an unspoken agreement between them, almost from the very moment he laid eyes on her in a small grocery near the waterfront. Their eyes had met, she had followed discretely and learned his place of employment. From then on, she came, once each day, an hour or two before his break.
Often she would bring him a little something to eat. Something her aunt had cooked or perhaps she herself. A bit of meat and gravy, some stewed fish, a spiced omelette. He would chew hungrily, trying in vain to savor. He wished to give no offense by plowing it down. She would never do anything but smile, though. It seemed there was nothing about him she was not capable of appreciating, at least not for that short amount of time each day.
He certainly appreciated her. The way she smelled, her slim body, long legs and above all her face, perfectly ovaled like a teardrop. He burned to make love to her. She would have been the first, too.
It wasn't as if nothing at all had happened between them, though. On their last day, the routine was broken. At the time he did not know he would never lay eyes on her again. As she wiped his chest and hands with the moist, white towel she always carried in her basket, he noted there was no food this time, only a small jug of wine, wrapped in wicker. He longed to ask her, but he hadn't the words, and besides, he could not get past the feel of the towel, on his hard stomach, dabbing at his nipples and lightly swabbing his neck.
She set the basket on a crate behind her, the one he'd placed their for her use. There were invariably hundreds of these at a time, stacked a dozen high, forming a series of walls, like a wooden maze about them. It was hardly the perfect protection from discovery, but it did afford a little chance for them to create a world just for two.
Giovanni would arrange them as best he could each time to make their secret place. She would laugh and clap her hands as he flexed his muscles for her and built her a new home every day. He would even provide her furniture, chairs and a makeshift table for the food basket.
More than anything their play was a state of mind. The perfect mix of her beautiful, delicate spirit-enough to make any man weep-and his own uncompromising vision. A vision that could turn crates into a mansion, and which would one day turn raw cinematic elements into some of the greatest stories ever told on the big screen.
He looked for the answer to the wine mystery in her kiss. It began with the usual proffering of lips. The kiss had lingered, though and instead of breaking off as she was wont to do after a few minutes, she began this time to nibble, sucking at his lower lip, making tiny dabs with her tongue. His hands clenched to fists. The strong cords of his muscles tightened with young desire. He was nearly overcome with the need to have her.
She stepped back and he feared it was over for the day. But there was something new in her smile that told him not to lose hope. Marie took the wine bottle and popped the cork. Her eyes never leaving his. Deep as the sea, and chalk blue as the sky. She flipped back her hair, the gesture inflaming him. Putting the bottle to her lips she drank, deep and full. Not a lady's sip, but the swallow of a whore. When she was done, she licked her lips and passed him the bottle.
He did likewise, wanting the burn of the sharp red wine in his belly. Under the beating sun, undiluted, it would go quickly to his head, but he didn't care. The woman already had him intoxicated. Giovanni handed the bottle back and by this time her strange smile had turned to a demonic glow.
"Hey, what's this?” He cried as she tipped the bottle, pouring the contents over his chest.
Marie tossed it, empty onto the ground. Her hands were behind her, unzipping the light blue dress. A moment later she pulled it over her head. He drew a sharp breath at the sight of her, stark naked. Her nipples were peaked, the loveliest shade of pink. She was clean-shaven between her legs. He could see her lips, the same shade of pink. His cock throbbed in his pants. He wanted to throw her over the crate, grab her ankles and spread her wide so he could sink himself to the hilt. He wanted to bury his face in that small, exquisite bosom. He wanted their bellies suctioned together. He wanted to fuck and fuck till they were both out of their minds. He wanted her screaming, loud enough for the whole dock to hear. He wanted her coming, harder than any woman had ever come in the history of lovemaking.
He wanted her owned, possessed, completely unable to ever bear another man's touch … or child again. In short, he wanted everything, no compromise. What he got was a different sort of bliss, though every bit as fulfilling. Had he been wrong in thinking her the sweet virgin she was or had he merely brought this out in her himself?
Marie began with another kiss to his lips. A naked kiss, one that promised satisfaction. She was going to ease his ache today, finally, personally. She tasted of wine and lust and when he moved to put his hands in their familiar place on her hips, she moved them instead to her ass.
Her cheeks were full and firm. He squeezed them at her urging. She squirmed in response, opening her lips against his. She wanted and received the presence of his tongue inside her mouth. Her hot hard nipples burned his wine soaked chest. He pulled her closer, gripping each cheek till her pelvis was so tight to him he could feel the outline of her sex. She was gyrating now, using her arms and legs, like they were actually fucking. He wanted to put her down, to take his clothes off, but she wanted to continue directing.
Taking his hand, not breaking the kiss, she showed him how she wanted to be spanked. He obliged with a sweet, timid thwack. Marie broke away, flush, panting, and frustrated. Turning herself about, she leaned forward, pushing her palms down on the crate. She was exposing her ass and cunt both.
Was it an invitation to fuck? Alas, he knew it was not. She wanted more of the punishment, more marks to match the red handprint. Several times she smacked him with the flat of his hand. Each time he saw more of the liquid, glistening at the crack of her shaved pussy. She made some slight moaning sounds, but these seemed to be as much in frustration as pleasure.
Looking over her shoulder, her hair damp with perspiration, she said a word in Italian. He did make it out at first, so amazed was he at the attempt. She said it twice more, pointing, and finally he understood. She was talking about his belt. It took him a moment to grasp the meaning, His face darkened as soon as he did.
"Per favore?” She begged, again using his language.
Incredible. His shy beauty wanted the sting of his belt on her ass. She wanted to be whipped like a slave. Giovanni opened his pants and took out his cock instead. Soaking in the sight of his lovely victim, naked, legs spread, bent over for him he began to stroke himself. He had intended simply to masturbate, but as he tightly clutched his member, the urge overcame him as it had her. The urge to cross the lines of propriety and normalcy.
Marie got her whipping. Five times, hard, he lashed at her pretty, soft ass, blazing red across her cheeks, kissing her with pain. She danced on her bare feet, though her palms never left the crate. Her discipline, her surrender was perfect. When the fifth and final mark had been imposed he seized her by the hair and pulled her to him. She knew at once what he wanted. One more kiss, searing and hot as a brand and down she went, all the way to her knees on the concrete.
Of her own volition, she put her hands behind her back, completing this picture of perfect subservience. For a few minutes he let her lick and kiss, getting used to the counters of his shaft. She swathed it thoroughly with her tongue, honoring every inch, top and bottom. She was not afraid to turn her head, to move her body to maximize his pleasure. Biting with her lips, she went up and down the vein on the underside, pausing to lap at his balls like he was some kind of god.
Finally he took her, twining his hands in her hair and driving himself deep. She did not gag. It was how she'd wanted it, not soft and beautiful but hard and commanding. She'd wanted, needed even, to be put in her place. To be treated like a slave, compelled to give pleasure, marked for the master's whim. No blow job had ever compared. Marie took him whole, and when it came time to explode himself, she never balked. She drank him down whole, taking his semen obediently down her throat.
His cock still fresh on her lips, she bent to kiss his feet. Marie pressed her lips to each shoe in turn and then rose to her feet. He wanted another kiss on the lips, but she refused him. Her face expressionless, she wiped off with the towel and put her dress back on. He could little but stand there, helpless, watching.
She did not bother with the basket or the bottle. She simply walked away, taking one final look at him and then turning her back. Forever. The next day, of course, she did not show and the next after that. His worst fears began to crystallize inside him. Finally, on the fourth day after work, he went to the neighbor of the aunt.
The woman told him Marie had gone back home to France for the start of school. Giovanni went from there to a bar, where he drank far too much for his own good. After that he lost his virginity to a yellow haired prostitute whose name he did not even remember.
Was it his imagination or was he seeing yellow now, the glimmer of a woman's golden hair? And beside her a man full of muscles with jet black hair? They hadn't come to rescue him, had they? That wasn't possible. No one rescued Giovanni Ambrosiano. No one ever caught him in trouble, in over his head.
"Leave me,” he gurgled, fighting with his remaining strength the hands that had come to clutch him. This was too much, to be made to rely on these young people, to be caught out as an old fool not even of capable of drowning himself properly. But they were too strong to fight. And they were right, too. Not that he wouldn't lash out at them soon as he had his lungs clear again.
Julie and Grigori hauled him into the boat, not the same one he'd come out in, but a similar one, small, efficient with an outboard motor. They laid his limp body down on the floor of the boat. One of them had his ear to his chest-they must have been checking to see if he was breathing.
"Get the hell off me,” he managed to say, proving he was very much alive.
"You're okay,” cried Julie, stating the obvious and employing far too much emotion in the process.
"Compared to what?” He wanted to know. They helped him to sit up and immediately he told them off. “You should not have interfered. I will not ever speak to you again. This is unforgivable. When we get back to shore, you will both pack your things and leave my sight."
He repeated the words in Dasklovian for Grigori. At once the big man looked to Julie, his face distraught. She took him in her arms. They returned in silence to the small dock built onto the beach. Giovanni refused their helping hands, choosing to walk under his own power to the bedroom.
To Frederica, who was waiting for him, understandably concerned, he said only, “We leave today. Pack everything. And make arrangements to purchase this house from the rental company. I want it destroyed, stone by stone."
Frederica knew better than to question him in such a mood. “Yes,” she whispered. “Maestro."
* * * *
Grigori had never known such defeat. Nor had he ever despised himself so much. What had possessed him to try and save the Great Director? How dare a man such as him, with no vision, no keenness of mind interfere with the processes of nature? Ambrosiano had understood, and he had known it was his time to die. Grigori should never have allowed Julie to drag him out on the boat to go after him. The Teacher's life was ruined now, he was a ghost, a shell of a man, denied the glory of self chosen death, forced to live without honor or glory.
He looked down at his hands, decrying the misery they had wrought in such a short lifetime. Julie was beside him in the boat, tied to the dock, but he might as well have been a million miles away. She was trying to touch, trying to console, but he could not bear human contact, least of all from one to whom his heart was so open.
These hands of his were a curse. He had touched his mother in childhood pleading for her life, he had prayed to God for her and she had died. He had clenched these same fists in anger and fear to protect himself against his father. He had loved Katyana with them, caressing her breasts and pussy, making her hum to the love of his cock. And then he had taken these hands into the army to kill. This won him praises, but he had not slept at night. The faces of those brought down by his trigger finger haunted him, and even now on occasion he saw them. In the honesty of the arena, against the bears, this was the only place his hands had felt at home.
Perhaps that was the answer. He must leave the world of humans. Back to the circus he must go, to perform. Passing himself as a mute, collecting a pittance and communicating only through the animals.
"No,” he told Julie with finality, pushing away her naked, tempting body. He was on his feet and without another word, he dove into the salt water. Her screams as his backdrop, he began to swim, as Ambrosiano had. Grigori had no idea what land might await him this way or if he had the strength to carry himself that far. It mattered not, though, for if he were to die out here, in the Maestro's place, he would at least be able to repay in part the debt he owed the man.
So, too, with his death, would end the jinx, the lingering pain he brought to everyone who had ever loved him. Julie might be sad or mad now but one day she would understand. One day, even, she would thank him. And always, forever, she would have her memories.
It was on Katyana that his mind settled. Pushing his muscles into the task he thought of her soft, abandoned sweetness, the way her skin had smelled of Summer flowers even in the bitterest of winter time. He thought of how kisses danced upon her ruby lips, always and only for him. He thought of her quick mind, her delightful wit and how he could never hope to keep up with her. In or out of the bedroom.
She was a wildcat for such a seemingly shy, bookish young woman. Every chance she had, she would sneak him to one love nest or another. Her favorite place was the barn of her uncle. Grigori would lie down for her on the hay, the stalks prickling his back side, enticing him deliciously to the pleasure awaiting his front side. She would practically drool over him, his erect shaft pointing straight to the vaulted ceiling.
Slowly she would remove her clothes, stripping item by item till her china white skin was fully under his purview. She would dip her fingers between her fine legs and show him how wet she was. He would tremble as she tasted herself, her angelic features lustful as any devil. Her favorite way to have him was just as he was, on his back. Grigori would brace himself as she leaped onto him, burying his cock deep inside her thirsty aperture. Her moans would come at once. Digging her nails into her chest she would move up and down a few times, slow and deliberate. This was to please her clit, to satisfy its boundless needs. After this she would ride him in earnest. Grigori would buck from underneath, sometimes holding her waist to keep her from flying off.
Their bodies would fuse perfectly. They never spoke and as the scents of the barn filled their nostrils, the hay and the dirt and the leather of the tack, they would move inevitably to a nostril flaring, completely mutual orgasm. It was very much like with Julie, except with the American woman there was a new feeling, a sense of depth, the potential for new connections he'd never dreamed of.
It might have been his age, or something in her. Either way it was a page they would never turn. Just as Ambrosiano would abandon his movie, he would abandon this potential channel of his life. Forcing thoughts of her from his mind, he pressed on. Thinking only of the Great Director himself.
Two things struck him. Number one, he wished he, too could direct films one day, and number two, he had a hard on, thinking of Giovanni's lean body, his hard uncompromising face. He'd thought the attraction to the man was a short lived thing, something that came from the energy of the movie. But now he caught himself wondering about deeper things. Like why he wanted to be in the man's embrace again and to kiss him and show him devotion and feel the touch of his hands all over his body, and the mark of his mind deep in his soul.
What did that mean? he wondered. Where would it lead if they were together again?
Suddenly Grigori's mind had changed. Now he really hoped he did find land, any land at all so that he could get to the bottom of this new and potentially very intriguing mystery. The mystery of Grigori and Giovanni. And the electric currents between them. Not to mention a pair of very stiff cocks.
Julie had cried her last tear. For this or any other man. It was time to become a nun. Sitting on her suitcase, she tried in vain to squash it into submission. Finally she abandoned the whole thing, grabbed her purse and headed for the door. Frederica offered her a driver, but she steadfastly refused.
Looking the innocent young man up and down she said, “I'm sorry, Frederica, he has a cock, which means I would rather walk the whole way to the train station bare foot over hot coals than be in the same car with him."
Frederica inclined her head, shooing him off. “I will take you myself,” she concluded. “Where is your luggage?"
Julie explained the situation with the suitcase, not very coherently, she was afraid.
"I'll take care of it,” she soothed. “Let's just get you to the car."
Julie was sobbing by the time Frederica got her seated in the passenger seat of the Fiat. “He … he swam off … Grigori did … and Giovanni … he said…"
"Take a deep breath, sweetie.” Frederica offered her a tissue. “And start from the beginning."
The trunk opened and closed as the would be chauffer put her bag in. Following the young Italian woman's advice, she tried her best to relate all that had happened up to now with regard to the strange triangle of her and Grigori and Giovanni. Naturally she kept the more graphic parts to herself.
"Well, the Maestro is bisexual,” Frederica pointed out.
Julie thought of the man, thrusting in and out of Grigori's ass with such aplomb, that look of sheer ecstasy on his face. “I gathered that, yes."
"But he has never truly been able to love another man. It is one of the great frustrations of his life, though he will not admit it to himself."
This surprised her. “But all the emphasis is always placed on his affairs with women. Hasn't he spent most of his energy over the years on Sofia? Winning her time and again?"
"That's just the trouble,” she turned from the dirt road onto a two lane black top lined with grape vineyards. “He was looking for something she could never give. He thought he saw it in that tortured, warring part of her soul, but what he really needs is the balance of the sexes. Someone with enough testosterone to meet him head on."
Julie watched the workers in the fields, meticulously picking the succulent green fruit. They were old women mostly, kerchiefs on their heads, stooped low in the hot sun. Watching them, she was having this crazy notion of the three of them, she Grigori and Giovanni hammering out some sort of relationship. Each meeting the needs of the other two, pairing off and coming together in any number of ways. It seemed absurb. Two men, one woman. Three different birth decades, three languages and cultures. Still, who could argue with how good they'd been in bed together last night? It was the best sex she'd had in her life. Far from being chaotic or impersonal, having three of them had made it feel all the more intimate. And kinky, too. She could watch to her heart's content, and she could join in, too. She could surrender to her every desire, pleasing two cocks for the price of one, or simply lay back and allow herself to be pampered by the men. She felt incredibly special this way, and important. She could sense she was balancing them, making it possible for them to connect. She was so very glad of this. More than anything, she wanted both men happy. And if she could be a part of that, all the better.
It struck her then, as they approached the ancient terra cotta walls of the town, what if she loved them both? Was such a thing possible? Was it allowable in the moral scheme of things? Certainly not in Iowa. Then again she wasn't about to return to Iowa.
Or to Hollywood, either.
This last decision, made at this very moment surprised her. She hadn't realized she was through with all of that, the glitter, and the hype, the phoniness, bowing and scraping and back stabbing. As much as she loved her dreams, she wasn't going to whither away and die in pursuit of them. Yes, it was time to give up the ghost, she thought. Time to start somewhere fresh.
"Frederica,” she asked. “If you were going to America, where would you go?"
"New York,” she said without hesitation. “I would go to New York."
"Yes,” Julie agreed. “That's a splendid idea. I will go there, too."
"Careful,” Frederica teased. “There are lots of cocks there, from what they tell me."
"And lots of pricks, too,” she agreed, playing off the American slang. “But don't worry, I intend to keep my nose clean."
The question was, what would she do about her heart? It needed not only cleaning, but mending. Hope, she decided. That was what she needed. Just as her grandmother used to tell her. Take your deepest wish, tuck it in a box and forget it … and when it is totally forgotten and only then can it come true.
And so she would have to learn to forget Grigori and Giovanni both. In other that one day, against all odds, all reason, she might have them again. Both of them. Forever.



Chapter Six


"I would like the lights down,” said Grigori in English, his accent thicker as yet than he would prefer. “So the actors will not see us."
"Certainly, sir,” bowed his assistant director, thrilled to be working with the man dubbed by Play Review magazine as the most brilliant up and coming playwright and director in decades.
"Thank you,” Grigori took his seat in the middle of the theater, dead center. It was audition time for the New York staging of his play “Seasons of Lust.” Backers were lining up around the block to invest and every actor and would be actor in town was trying out for a part. Everyone was saying the play would steal the thunder next season on Broadway just as it had earlier in London and Moscow.
And to think this new genius had come from nowhere. Just a year ago he'd been an unemployed bear wrestler, fresh off a disastrous attempt at acting with the Great Maestro Giovanni. Swimming away from all he knew, he had found his way stranded at sea. A fishing boat had rescued him and he'd found his way eventually to Greece. It was there, while walking to the ancient Acropolis that he had been struck by the muse. Less supernaturally minded folks might say it was sun poisoning, but when he'd awoken after passing out on the ground, the cold water splashing his cheeks and eyes, he was not the same man. A fire now burned within, a churning energy that could only be relieved by writing. For three days and nights he sat in a dingy Athens motel room, scribbling feverishly in notebook after notebook. It all came alive to him-people, places, scenes, characters born out of that raw fire.
With each page he felt a little more peace, though he could feel it building again if he slowed down for any reason. The first two books were filled with incongruity, bits and pieces that did not fall together. But the third had clear voices, three parts. A female, two males, speaking and addressing the timeless questions of love, and of course the meaning of sex. He knew at once it could be revolutionary, calling into question the age old idea that a relationship must be between two persons only. He also knew that its time had come. Controversial it would be, but not ignored.
His trouble was that he had written his masterpiece in a language spoken only by around ten million people in a world population of several billion. There was simply no way a play in Daskalovian could be produced for a larger audience. At the same time, Grigori knew he could never allow anyone else to translate it for him. Hence his immersal studies in the language.
After six months, he was able to make a translation, to his satisfaction, in English. He was able to speak well enough to represent it. To his surprise, there were producers in England who took immediate interest, largely because of his role on Ambrosiano's last film. He had to put up with some unwanted celebrity from this, but finally, as the initial hoopla faded, Grigori was able to get the right people to listen.
His one and only request was for his name to be changed. This was to keep either Giovanni or Julie from knowing what he was up to. The name he chose was Dmitri Vrastor, the surname being the Dasklovian word for a conqueror or overcomer.
Indeed, what had he not overcome to reach this point? To be able to sit in a fine hall like this and choose actors for his own production. Really, it had seemed as if he had it all, coming to New York like this. But then he had a look at the list of names. The female ones.
Julie had signed up to audition for his play.
He felt an instant tightening in his groin. Did she know who he was? It was doubtful. He allowed no pictures. The name would have meant nothing to her. As far as she was concerned, it was just another audition. He could have her stricken, but that hardly seemed fair. Besides he was curious. What would she look like a year later? He was surprised she'd be here in New York and not in Los Angeles. Had something changed in her life?
Of course he could never give her the part. That would be a conflict of interest. But he could listen to her, view her with his face hidden, just for old time's sake. This was the point he was at when his assistant called out her name. He smiled thinking how he used to call her “Julya” because he could not say Julie. He smiled over many other things, too. Like how she had touched him and brightened his life. And how hollow things were now, even with all his success.
Maybe seeing her was not going to be such a good idea at all.
Merciful heaven, she was more beautiful than ever. She'd cut her hair short, bringing out the youth of her face. She was wearing jeans and a t shirt, looking totally comfortable. And sexy, too. That ass under the faded denim-how could he forget the feel of it? And the weight of her breasts in his hands. The shirt might disguise them, hiding them somewhat, but he knew their reality, how they responded to touch, to kisses and caresses. He longed to have them now, to have her.
Fists clenched, he squirmed in the seat. Let it be done, he thought, let this audition be through so he could reject her and move on. There was only one problem. As the small blonde opened her mouth speaking the words that he had written, it became immediately apparent that she was perfect for the part. No-that was an understatement. In truth, the part of Summer Lust had been written precisely and exactly for her. And if he did not choose her it would be a crime, against the play and against whatever audiences were destined to see it.
"Enough,” he called out.
"What is it, sir?” The assistant wanted to know. “Do you wish to move immediately on to the next auditioner?"
"No, I wish to go to my office and not be disturbed. For the rest of the afternoon."
"What about the actors?"
"Send them all home,” he pronounced. “I have a headache."
* * * *
Julie was sure she knew the voice from somewhere. But where would she have met the man? She wished now she'd done her homework, as to who he was and where he came from. Truth be told, she'd done so many of these auditions lately in between her double shifts waitressing at the Golden Triangle Deli that she wasn't really sure which end was up much less what the difference was between “Seasons of Lust” the play and Four Seasons, the hotel.
Admittedly, this was the easiest script she'd ever read in her life. One read through had been enough to memorize it. She was even confident enough to change one or two of the stage directions, adding little things she thought the character would do as she was talking. In some ways it was a little spooky-curious, at least. In the same way it was curious that the director was dismissing himself instead of her. Okay, she'd blown it. He didn't like her improves, whatever, there were a dozen more waiting in the wings to take their best shots, all of whom were at least as well qualified as her.
Yes, there was something fishy here. Something oddly familiar. In the voice, as in the script. But there was nothing she could link it to in her memory. That is until the assistant director responded to his boss injunction to shut down the audtions for the day.
"Yes, sir, Mr. Vrastor,” said the skinny, effeminate man. “Can we bring you some aspirin? Some cold compresses?"
Vrastor. Now that was a connection she could not ignore. Did this director have anything to do with Grigori? Their voices were similar, she'd thought of that earlier only to dismiss it. The man spoke almost no English, after all, and he was hardly in the market to be producing a hit play.
On the off chance, she called out his name. He made no reply as he stormed from the theater. He was large, though, as large as her bear wrestler and the hair was right, too.
"Grigori,” she cried, her sneakers bounding down the wooden stairs. There was no way to catch up with him. His booted feet and denim-clad legs were managing one step to her two. He did have to stop to close his office door behind him, however, and that's where she had him.
"Please, Grigori. I only want to talk."
Actually, she wanted more than that. The man looked lean and delicious, his cock nicely filling the Levis, his chest smoothly covered in a turtleneck. It had been so long for her-since the last time with him and Giovanni, actually.
"There is not anything to talk of,” he replied, though he let her in before closing the door.
She stood there, moist eyed. “Your English is so good, Grigori."
His frown deepened. “It is passable, that is all."
Julie licked her lips. How did she break ice like this? It was fate, them coming back together. She couldn't let the opportunity slip by. “I missed you,” she whispered.
Grigori was silent.
She moved to touch his cheek. He held her wrist in mid air. “I do not want this, Julie."
Julie felt a tugging at her heart. “You can say my name now.” It was a bittersweet thing; she was proud of him and yet there had been something so special about being his Julya.
He looked at the hand he help captive. “You are not married?"
"No,” she breathed. “There is no one…” She was going to say ‘no one else,’ but she stopped short.
Grigori nodded. “Your hair, it is good like this."
"You like it? I was afraid … well, I thought maybe the short hair wouldn't be pleasing.” Julie flushed red at the sound of her own babbling. She'd had no idea she'd see the man today or ever. How could she be standing here like a schoolgirl in the company of her first crush?
He released her wrist. “Your performance,” he said. “It was excellent … very pleasing."
She lowered her eyes. “Thank you, Grigori."
A moment later her hands were at the bottom of her t-shirt … oh, god, what was she doing?
"And these?” She asked softly, pulling the garment over her head to reveal her bra-clad breasts. “Are they pleasing also?"
Grigori's features tightened. She noticed some action in the groin area, too. “This is not a road to go down, Julie. It would be different now. I am different."
Her heart was beating like a rabbit's. Reaching behind her back, she unhooked the pink lace bra. “Different how?” She pulled it forward over her shoulders.
"When you knew me before, there was guilt inside me, a frozen wasteland. I burn now. There is no telling what that would do to a woman. I have not dared try, Julie, not since I was with you."
Her heart melted. “You … you saved yourself?"
"I saw no opportunities,” he corrected as the bra fell to the floor.
Julie stood bare breasted before the man, her mouth parched, her nipples twinged with heat. “Vrastoya,” she said.
He smiled wryly. “Vrastoya, for the vrastor."
She took a step closer, holding up her aching tits with both hands. “No other man has seen or touched these, Grigori. They were held in safe keeping for you."
"It will be different,” he warned once more. “I may not let you go so easily."
Boldly, she took his hands now and put them on her, gripping tight. “And maybe I do not want to be let go of."
He narrowed his hold to her nipples, applying just enough sweet pressure to make her exclaim, half a wince, half a moan. “Vrastroya."
The man did not relent, not till she was on her knees. “Grigori,” she sighed, burying her cheek against his clothed erection. “Please fuck my mouth."
"No,” he denied her. “I want you on the desk. You will take off all your clothes and lie on your back."
"Yes, Grigori.” She tore eagerly at the opening to her jeans. She was going to be fucked. The long dry spell was over and best of all it was one of the two men she cared about most in the world taking her. Her panties were sopping wet as she slid them down. Her fingers trembled as she rushed to get naked and put herself into position. Without even touching her, this man could drive her out of her mind. Far from fading, the fires of last year only burnt hotter now.
The desk was made of metal and it was cold on her flushed skin. She felt dirty and wicked crawling onto it, especially the way she was dripping between her legs. She spread her thighs wide as she glued her ass solidly to the surface. Planting both feet flat, she gave him an unencumbered view of her pussy.
"I am yours, Grigori,” her arms flopped over her head. “Use me, reject me, that will never change."
He pulled off the turtleneck, revealing the statuesque torso. “I dream of you,” he confessed. “Every night, in detail. That character I wrote. She is you, you know."
"I know,” she replied. “And Spring Lust is you. That leaves Winter Lust. The second male part. Should I take a guess?"
Grigori pulled off his boots and undid his buckle. “I used to call him the White Lion,” he explained. “In my language, that was how I referred to Giovanni."
"White,” she approved. “For winter and wisdom. The aging, majestic king of beasts. It fits."
She drew a sharp breath as he unzipped his pants. He wore no underwear. His cock, if anything was larger than she remembered, and thicker.
"Oh, god,” she cried, lifting her hips without shame. “I need it so bad. Fuck me, Grigori, please, I beg you."
"Do you surrender to me, wholly? To my power and to my wisdom?” He was masturbating, the slow rhythmic motion putting her into a lustful trance.
"But I'm ten years older,” she protested mildly.
"I will have you no other way … Julya."
The sound of her mispronounced name burned through her like flames through dried brush. “I surrender, Grigori. It is what I want. If you wish, I shall call you Master."
"My first name will do, though there is another to whom you owe a slave's allegiance."
"Giovanni,” she sighed as Grigori pulled her by the hips to the edge of the desk.
"Giovanni,” he repeated, his cock finding her hole with ease.
The pair of them was fused in a single heartbeat, the man's shaft fully immersed and bathed in her sweet, yearning cavity. There was no denying the fit, the keen remembering. So this is what she had worked so hard to put out of her mind. At least half of it, anyway. The other half was the mercurial Maestro, Giovanni, whose direction and wisdom and passion she craved so very much.
"Julya,” he cried out, his cock swelling in preparation for relief.
She clenched him tightly, her own muscles spasming in readiness. They came together, calling each other's names, clinging tightly to one another for dear life. Her legs were locked tight behind his buttocks and her hands were clasping his back, fingers splayed over the corded muscles. His sharp, stabbing breaths pressed his chest against her swollen nipples, sending tidal currents to the center of her sex. His semen spurted, on and on, till she felt like there was nothing inside her but him. What a privilege to be a woman at such a moment, feeling the full power of a man inside her, the full measure of his lust.
Or could it be more? Certainly they were sexually compatible, and probably always would be, but was the rest of it there, too-the magical affection and sweet glow of companionship that would burn well into old age.
"Grigori, I have to know,” she sighed. “Do you love me? Tell me the truth, or I swear I will die."
Lifting her off the desk, Grigori continued to hold her, her weight nothing to him. She let him kiss her, deep and solid. Soon she felt him rising against her all over again. The air filled with her scent in response. He nibbled at her neck and then at her earlobe.
So this was her answer, she thought. He wanted more sex and that was all. But then he spoke to her, the most amazing words of all.
"Julya?” He asked, in a tight hot whisper. “Marry me?"
"Yes,” she replied without hesitation, scarcely believing her good luck. “A thousand times, yes."
The two of them were approaching with clasped hands. There was no mistaking they were a couple. Giovanni tried feeling happy but for them, but nothing came into his heart save a kind of bitter gall. Who were these two actors of his to find a peace without him and then to come and rub his nose in it?
He dabbed the paintbrush in the pallet, mixing a bit of sky blue. His sudden bitterness had caught him off guard. These last months at the seaside, doing his humble paintings had cleared him of so much of his old animosity and restlessness. What was it about seeing Grigori and Julie, in love, that made him so furious?
Giovanni did not bother to get up from his seat. He was a foot into the surf, pants rolled up, sitting in his chair before his easel attempting to recreate yet another ocean landscape. It was therapy and up to now he'd been satisfied with it. Except with these two coming, in their matching khaki shorts and white shirts it was a little hard to think of his life here, alone in this cottage as little more than a pitiful, cowardly exile.
He pretended to paint as they waded through the water. They were a dozen feet away when he picked up the canvas and flung it as far into the ocean as he could manage. He tossed the easel next and finally the chair. Breathing heavily, he glared at the horizon.
"Well I consider this an improvement,” said Julie. “At least now you're trying to drown inanimate objects and not yourself."
The Maestro scowled. The remark was funny, though he was not in the mood to laugh. “As a painter,” he confessed, turning to face the couple he himself had created. “I leave much to be desired."
"As a discus thrower, too,” she noted as the canvas floated back, bumping her in the knee.
"Giovanni,” said Grigori, leaving the comedy to Julie. “You are wasting yourself here. The world needs you."
Giovanni noted the matching gold rings on their fingers. In no uncertain terms, he told them what the world could do with itself.
"Why don't you do it to us instead?” Julie grinned.
Grigori nudged her, prompting her to lower herself with him to one knee. Holding out a plush black ring box, he said, “Giovanni Ambrosiano, will you marry us?"
Believe it or not, the Maestro had heard stranger proposals in his life. “I am tired,” he shook his head. “Flattered, but tired. Find blood that runs as fast as your own."
"We don't want other blood,” said Julie. “We want yours."
Now it was her prompting Grigori so they could both remove their shirts. Their chests were as smooth and flawless and gender appropriate as he'd remembered-the man's sharp and muscular, the woman's healthy and curved.
"You are both crazy,” he shook his head.
"Probably,” Julie concurred.
Grigori dunked his head to kiss the man's feet. “Maestro,” he resurfaced. “Claim us, possess us and mold us. We need you. You are half of our whole."
Julie was working on Giovanni's trousers, exposing him.
"I am a terrible bore to live with,” he said. “I am argumentative and I hate to share the blankets."
"Then we'll stay where it's too warm to need them,” Julie reasoned, exposing his cock.
Giovanni sighed, putting his hands on her shoulders. “No one has touched me since we parted ways,” he confessed. “There has been no one else."
"For us either.” Grigori said, wading behind Giovanni to help pull down his pants. “Our hearts found no home but with each other … but we need you, too."
He let them pull off his pants. It was difficult to ignore this sort of persuasion, the beautiful Daskalovian kissing his ass cheeks and the equally beautiful American kissing his genitals. His cock responded happily, eager to feel those familiar lips.
"I've missed you both,” he confessed. “Terribly."
It was a hard thing to say, terrifying even. To admit such feelings was to make himself vulnerable. And to a triad-how much more fragile was that than a conventional one-on-one relationship? Still, there was more here than just the sex. These two reopened the veins to his youth. It was no accident, it seemed, that he had chosen them for his film. It had indeed reflected personal desire.
Julie's mouth wrapped round him while Grigori's tongue probed teasingly from behind. He wanted them both, every part of them at once. He wanted to roll with them in the ocean, to lock arms and legs, to lick and nibble and be washed away again and again in the salt water. The rising tide taking them and their desire, filling and emptying again and again.
Magically, the rest of their clothes disappeared. Their bodies made their impressions in the sand and they interlocked themselves, hands feverish and mouths. Youth and age, Italian, Daskalovian and English moans, one woman, two men, living out an ancient story, but still unique to them.
Giovanni was greedy this time, wanting the come of both his partners in his mouth. He swallowed from each, enjoying their boisterous orgasms. Following this, he laid on his back so they could love him, kissing and caressing till he exploded deep into Julie's pussy as she rode him on into the afternoon.
Finally, when all were satisfied, they laid together, no words, just a huddling, sure and absolute. The Maestro did not seek to fight back the tears but let them mingle with the salt water. He was happy. Vulnerable, open, and happy. All three together, for the first time in his life.
Three feelings, three lovers, three wishes.
Happily ever after.
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