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Seven months and three days since Tom Lucas had to step down as President and C.E.O. of Ecodine 

Systems, a renewable energy company with government contacts in 27 countries to supply large 

scale wind and solar power contracts.  

Ecocide had been his brainchild when he left Stanford University 1st in his year studying Energy 

Resource Engineering.  

After three years gaining experience in India, Northern Europe and Africa he secured an $18 million 

investment to set up a small wind turbine production company. The company went from strength to 

strength. Soon he was tendering and winning contracts for off shore wind farms from the North Sea 

and South China Seas. Ecodine then invested in Solar power researching and developing the most 

efficient Solar systems on the market. And building eco incinerators in deserts all over the world 

powered by solar energy arrays and incinerating hazardous materials underground at 3500°f with 

almost zero emissions. In the last five years the company grew at an incredible pace 

At 37 he should be proud of his achievements, He created his company from the ground up, to a top 

50 position on the Fortune 500, with over 8,000 employees and annual turnover of $8.5 billion 

increasing by 6.5%yearly. While the company was an outstanding success, the only thing that made 

him feel gratified  was The Ecodine Foundation, a charity he set-up to invest in Africa, $35million a 

year donation is pledged by Ecodine to helping independent farmers and co-operative’s set up solar 

power generators, water drilling and supply of plant equipment to help create sustainable food 

production.  

His only clause in not fighting the hostile takeover was that he would hold his seat as a non-

executive director of Ecodine and that he remains in position as CEO of the Foundation, it was his 

baby and the one thing he thought of as worthwhile legacy.  His CFO and foundation Vice President 

was Walter Gitting a trusted friend from his Stanford days who was with him on day one of Ecodine. 

Walter had advised Tom not to fight the takeover, that he would lose, and the company would take 

a big hit on Wall Street with a dirty boardroom battle and he would lose the Foundation. So a codicil 

was added to the title sale, that the Foundation is protected with $35million a year for investment, 

at the Foundation board's discretion with no interference by Ecocide. Before he signed, he made a 

promise to Jason Crowne that if he touches the Foundations investment he would return and fight 

him at the AGM.  

The share price of the company was at $67.00 a share when Crowne Solutions offered $83.00 a 

share, it made impossible it to fight although Tom held the largest single shareholding with 38% of 

the company, he knew it was time to let it go, he would remain a non-executive director of Ecodine. 



Tom Lucas was a very wealthy man, with villas in Beziers in the south of France, Rimini on the 

Adriatic sea and an old colonial style house in Soufriere St. Lucia each one with its own staff and cars 

and has a private Lear jet 60XR. 

Now sitting on the roof garden of his four story limestone house in Beacon Street, Boston, 

overlooking the Charles River, Tom made a decision, picks up his phone and speed dials Walter 

Gitting. 

"Hi Walt, can we meet when you finish this evening" he said. 

"Sure Tom, what's up" said Walter. 

"Just need an update I'm heading away for a few days" said Tom 

"O.k. I'll call over to you around seven, cheers" 

By the time Walter called over, Tom had set up the second floor office with detailed maps of Africa,  

all sixteen project files,  each one had a code name, manager and township in big letters on the front 

of the file and half a dozen beers standing in an ice bucket. The doorbell rang and Tom buzzed him 

in, went to the stairs and told Walter to come up to the office.  

"Thanks for coming over Walter" Tom said.  

"What's up boss, this looks like you’re getting ready to invade, I’ll open the beers, and you can tell 

me what's on your mind" said Walter. 

"I want to see where we are with the installations in Africa, we have sixteen files running, three 

water stations in Eritrea, one in Senegal and five in Sudan.  

The solar generators, two in Namibia, and five in Somalia. Are we on schedule with all of them? 

"Tom asked.  

"Yes, we’re good, we’re on course, with a few minor problems, mainly local militia trying to strong-

arm bribes from the site managers, but yea all good.  The scout team are assessing three more, I'll 

have files for you in a month.  

The biggest problem we have right now is Jason Crowne, he has a new Chief Financial Officer in 

Crowne Ecodine, started almost two months ago who likes making us work for our money, he's 

created a mountain of paperwork every month, I've had to bring on another accountant just to fill in 

forms, it slows us down if we have to wait for money when equipment is sitting on the docks, men 

on the ground and no funds" Walter told him.  

Tom was fuming, he paced the room, drinking his beer, stared out at the river for a few moments, 

turned and asked his friend 

“I knew that fucker couldn’t leave it alone do you remember the company we used three years ago 

on the Hillman case" 



"Yes, the embezzler from Florida who tried to get us to pay him a sweetener for the price of six 

megawatt turbine, build 20 he passes a state department cheque for 21 and we give him cash for his 

pension. Yea, Jack Cohen was the guy we used" Walter said.  

"Can you fax that to the plane  later, and I want copies of every new fund requisition and their 

response, I know Crowne is screwing with the Foundation and he’ll be sorry he did I'm going out of 

town for a while not sure when in back, when I do, I want to setup Foundation  Scholarships we'll 

talk about it when I get back, I’ll see you at the fundraiser in France in two weeks OK,  but you know 

where to get me, if you need me, don’t you Walt?. "Tom said.  

"Sure do as long as you tell me what car you will be driving" asked Walter.   

"The R8" replied Tom 

Walter knew that if he was diving the Audi R8 it meant he was going to Rimini  Italy, if it was the 

Eagle speedster it meant South of France and the Range Rover Evoque was in St. Lucia.  

"Why you going to Italy" asked Walter.  

Tom told him he just needed to get away for a while, and he wanted to see how the renovations to 

the villa were coming along in Rimini and spend a little time in Tuscany. 

Walter finished his beer and told Tom he would email if there is anything to report, said goodbye 

and left Beacon Street.  

Tom grabbed his bags, jumped in his waiting limo and headed for Logan airport. 

 

James Goodall was Tom's pilot and Jean Monroe the co-pilot both had worked for Tom for six years, 

as soon as he arrived on board, the plane was ready to taxi.  

They were wheels up at 9.45pm, the flight to Rimini should take eight hours and twenty minutes.. 

The first thing Tom wanted was a glass of Black Bushmills, from the drinks cabinet, the second thing 

was the number from the fax that Walter sent him for Jack  Cohen. 

He dialed Jack's cell, from the Satellite phone "Hello Jack, Tom Lucas here, sorry for ringing so late, 

have you time to talk" 

"Sure Mr Lucas, nice to hear from you again what can I do for you" he answered.  

"Are you familiar with a German company Papierspur, which creates shredded mapping software 

and machines" Tom asked.  

"Yes I know exactly who you’re talking about, I saw their setup at a convention in Los Angles I have 

already had talks with them, about the capabilities of the program, and I have to say it is very 

impressive" Jack said.  

" I have ordered some of their equipment should be ready any day now, here's what I need you to 

do" Tom went into detail of what he thought was happening and what he required from Jack, telling 



him to lease a large vacant unit by the docks,  employ whatever staff he requires,  he would contact 

Gerhardt Schmidt of Papierspur the German company and most importantly make contact with 

Michael Franklin of Confidential Waste Management, I’ve already spoken to Michael and he’s 

expecting your call. You deal with Franklin only. Everything is to be in your name or a dummy 

Corporation and all your findings are to be hand delivered by you to Walter Gitting at the 

Foundation, I'll wire you $500,000 to get started, let me know when you need more.  

By the time he finished the call he was above the clouds heading out over the Atlantic. 

 

 

1. 

Selina Petit walks to work from her tiny second floor apartment on the Via del Rossi in Siena, she has 

worked as a waitress or cameriera in a Tratoria in the Piazza del Campo for over a year now. She 

enjoys the work but sometimes her heart is not in it, having qualified eighteen months ago after four 

years of training from RADdance in Trento in northern Italy in Interpretive and Modern dance. 

Dancing is all she ever wanted to do since she was a child, her mother was a ballroom dancer in her 

youth and practised every day with Selina since she was a baby, so without any formal training by 

the age of seven she was entering and winning junior competitions in both Latin and Ballroom. As 

she got older it was modern interpretative dance that became her passion, something her mother 

still can't understand. 

In the last year Selina had auditioned in Rome, Florence, Venice and Milan driving to each audition in 

a twenty year old rusting yellow FIAT Bambino one of the smallest cars ever made and she loves it 

no matter how often it broke down, which is on almost every journey she takes.  

This morning, walking through the narrow cobbled streets, the smell of fresh baked bread fills the air 

and the market stalls have already set up their displays of the freshest produce Tuscany has to offer.  

"Buongirno, Selina, Buongirno Bella" were the calls from all the men on the stalls. They all thought 

she was a beautiful and with good reason. Selina was 5'3" and very slim with green eyes and her hair 

the colour of shiny red copper, today she's wearing a pink low V-neck  sleeveless cotton top and 

tight blue jeans and pink flat pumps, every man she passes can't help but turn his head and if they’re 

lucky she might just glance over her shoulder with a smile.  

It's the 25th of June, in two days’ time the city council will start laying the first of three layers of mud 

to create a track around the Piazza  for the Palio di Siena, a bareback horse race around the square 

by ten horses, each rider represents his area of the city and it takes place on the 2nd of July and 

again on August 16th.  

 

The Tratoria was owned by Marco Bellini and has been in his family for four generations. Marco 

managed the restaurant with his wife and two sons, he gave Selina the job as she had been in 

college with his niece. It was one of his better decisions, as turnover had increased from the day she 

walked in the door but he realised that as soon as she found a dancing role she would be gone. 



"Buongirno, Selina" said Marco.  

"Buongirno, Marco" she replied as she went behind the counter to get her apron and notepad.  

"Selina, I have a favour to ask of you, will you drive Roberto to Montrpulciano tomorrow, he has an 

interview in the morning, you can have the day off and, I will pay for your petrol.  He will stay there 

for a few days with his uncle, I can't go as we are too busy with the Palio next week. Please" he 

asked, with a pleading tone in his voice.  

“Sure, as long as he can get out and push every twenty kilometers. What time does he have to be 

there?" 

"For eleven thirty" said Marco.  

"O.K. tell him to be at my place at 8am" she told him and went about her opening chores, of writing 

today's specials on the blackboard, setting tables, and filling wine decanters. Once the Tratoria 

opened it was nonstop until closing time, her favourite time of the day,  when she could sit down 

with a glass of wine and count her tips from the day, before walking home to her little apartment on 

Via del Rossi.  

At 25 and living alone Selina never felt lonely, she phones her mum who lives just outside of Milan, 

twice a week, they talk for hours. She has lots of friends who she can call on for anything but hasn't 

had a boyfriend since she left Trento. 

 She thought he was the love of her life, Guillermo had been studying at the same dance college 

when they fell in love, they were playing lead roles in a contemporary dance version of Romeo and 

Juliet, they rehearsed every day, in and out of college, they became inseparable and after the 

opening night celebration party, they kissed and made love and within a week they had decided to 

move in together. They were madly in love for over two years and Selina thought they would be 

together for ever, until she came home and found him in bed with a first year student. She was 

devastated, she felt as if the ground beneath her feet had opened up and swallowed her whole, it 

broke her heart, she cried every night for weeks on end, until finally the pain subsided and she 

hasn't had a boyfriend since.  

She set her alarm for seven am to give her time to shower and have something to eat before 

Roberto arrives in the morning, she was looking forward to tomorrow, getting to make a trip to 

Montrpulciano, drop Marco's son off and head out to walk the Tuscan hills around Val d'Orcia. 

 

 

2. 

 

10.50am June 26th, it was fifteen minutes early, the Lear jet 60xr touched down in Federico Fellini 

airport in Rimini. 

Tom slept for most of the flight and was looking forward to spending time at the villa. 



He thanked James and Jean and told them he would give them a day's notice for his return or if they 

wanted to stay to check into the Intercontinental Hotel and enjoy Rimini. 

Stepping out of the jet, the heat hit him with surprise, 31C at eleven in the morning within minutes 

beads of sweat started to form on his forehead, and he hurried to the terminal to give himself time 

to acclimatize. 

Getting through passport control in the middle of summer is a drag no matter where you are, today 

it looks like half of Europe wants to go to see the Adriatic coast. It took almost an hour to get 

through and he was glad to see Paolo waiting with the car outside, he had intended to make his own 

way to the villa but Walter had rung through to Paolo the manager of Tom's villa with his arrival 

information.  

"Signore Lucas, good morning, welcome back, can I take your bag" said Paolo  

"Paolo, is good to see you, your O.K, just pop the trunk for me" replied Tom. 

The Audi's trunk was at the front under the hood, he dropped the bag in, got into the passenger seat 

and set off for the villa. On the way Paolo explained that they he was surprised to hear from Signore 

Gitting that you were coming here as there is still a lot of work to be done.  

Tom told him not to worry, that he was glad to be here, that he just needed a little peace and quiet. 

When they arrived, the villa looked perfect, as they came in the driveway, new roof on, garden 

landscaped, driveway paved. He complimented Paolo on a job well done, but, the shock came when 

he went inside the villa. There was no back wall as the extension had not been finished, the garden 

had a giant hole where the pool had yet to go in. There was plastic sheeting hanging from ceiling to 

the floor throughout the house, in a poor attempt to keep dust from travelling through the house. It 

was an absolute mess, it was still a building site.  

" Paolo can you explain why the work is not finished, why I'm standing in the middle of a building 

site when this was scheduled to be finished a month ago" Tom asked 

"I'm afraid Signore Lucas" said Paolo "we had to change contractors three months ago as the original 

builders wouldn't follow your plans and kept looking for more money. Neither the architect nor city 

council planners could get him to follow the plan, so the architect told him to go. It took some time 

to find a new contractor and he has promised to be finished and off the site in nine weeks’ time. I 

assumed Signore Mario the architect should have informed you off this development" 

"No Signore Mario did not contact me but I will speak to him about it later. Do you know Paolo,  I 

should be mad,  but is too beautiful a day to upset myself,  my bag is already in the car,  so I'm just 

going to leave now. But if the builders are still here in ten weeks’ time you will be looking for a new 

job,  Ciao Paolo" and he got into the Audi drove out the gates and was gone. 

 Tom drove to the town of Viserba an old fishing port about two kilometres from the villa to a little 

restaurant that is directly in front of the marina.  It is owned by two friends of his and whenever he's 

at the villa this is one of his favourite places to eat.  

Famous for seafood dishes as both owners Luigi and Luigi are on the pier every morning when the 

boats arrive back to port and pick only the finest fish and shellfish. They were cousins but you could 



easily mistake them for twins, they have had the restaurant for twenty one year's now and the walls 

are filled with photos of celebrities with a Luigi on each arm.  

As soon as Tom got to the entrance of Luigi's the aroma of seafood being cooked with garlic and 

wine emanated through the door closely followed by the  two Luigi's " Buongirno amico" they said in 

unison as they  each  planted a kiss on both cheeks.  They sat outside under the shade, the Luigi's 

called a server for three espressos and bread and asked for a large seafood platter to be brought to 

the table. 

Tom told them about the company takeover and about the villa and that he just wanted to say hello 

before he went to Montrpulciano he hadn't been there before and had always wanted to see it.  

The food arrived, it was a large plate filled with large prawns tossed in garlic,  Carpaccio of marinated 

salmon,  sea bass with tomato and basil, and a basket filled with fresh focaccia it was a small feast, 

the food was fabulous but it always is.  

The Luigi's were intrigued about Tom's trip to Montrpulciano and where he was going to stay, they 

told him about the best restaurants there but as for Hotel's they said you must go to a little place 

just a few kilometres from the town, their cousin works in the restaurant and it is one of the most 

relaxing hotels in all of Tuscany. They said they would ring Antonia and get her to reserve a room for 

Tom. He stayed until 2pm thanked the two Luigi's said his goodbyes and left to get his car.  

He sat in the car, pressed a button to put the soft top down, programmed in directions to Val 

d'Orcia, it told him the journey will take one hour and six minutes. Set his iPod to random play and 

all twelve B&O speakers came alive with brilliant clarity as Zuchero sang out Sensa una Donna, he hit 

the start button and the V10 engine let out a magnificent roar as he drove out of town under the 

direction of the lady's voice from the Audi's satnav. 

 

 

3. 

Selina and Roberto arrived at the hotel where Roberto’s interview was, just after 10a.m. so she 

parked the car and went for coffee with Roberto as she could see he was nervous and stayed with 

him until he went into the hotel.  She wished him good luck and went to a nearby shop for supplies 

for her walk in the hilly woods of Val d'Orcia, water, fruit, ciabatta and a little bottle of olive oil for 

the bread.  

Selina returned to her little Bambino checked the map to find her way onto the Via Del Colombelle, 

she found her route and was on her way northwest out of town, after a few kilometres she pulled up 

after a three road junction beside a small wood, changed into her boots, put her  backpack and wide 

brimmed hat on and set off into the woods.  

The woods were smaller than she thought and she was through the far side in no time at all.  Selina 

just kept walking, there was a hill dotted with cypress trees in front of her she wondered what the 

view would be like from the top, and that's where she went, it took an hour to climb the hill but it 

was more than worth it. She sat down and had a little picnic looking over the Tuscan landscape, 



beautiful rolling hills with shades of burnt umber, and a multitude of greens, olive and lemon groves 

everywhere.  A light breeze ran over the hills and it was heavenly. She reached in her backpack for 

sun cream, and applied it to her face and neck, she rubbed some into her arms and her legs, it was 

so beautiful she decided to take her blouse off, she had no bra as being 32a and very pert she only 

wore one when she was working, she covered every inch in a layer of sun cream and lay down to 

soak up the sun.  

For the first time in ages Selina dreamt of a man,  she imagined a tall,  dark haired man standing over 

her,  he's wearing dark pants and a short sleeved white shirt,  she can't see his face with the sun 

directly behind his head,  he removed his shirt she could see he was fit with rippling mussels 

catching glints of sunshine, he leaned down and picked up the olive oil tilted the bottle and let it 

drip,  drip, drip onto her breasts,  he kneeled down and lightly massaged the oil around her nipples  

they responded to his light touch,  her hands ran up his arms to pull him closer.  He leaned down, 

with the sun in her eyes she still couldn't make out his face, he kissed her lips, her eyes are open, 

and all she could make out was blue eyes, fabulous blue eyes, as their lips parted Selina woke up.  

She was hot and it wasn't just the sunshine, she put her blouse on, gathered her bits and skipped 

down the hill laughing to herself and her mystery man. 

She got back to her car changed her boots and packed her gear in the back, sat in the driver’s seat, 

turned the key in the ignition and the most horrendous noise came out of the engine, she thought it 

was going to blow up,  she turned the engine off, jumped out of the car and fell into the middle of 

the  road. 

 

 

4. 

 

Tom loved the Audi and it wasn't just that if could reach phenomenal speeds because speed never 

really interested him, it was the level of comfort and sophistication, the fine nappa leather, the 

cushy ride on even the roughest road, the sound of the engine as soon as he puts his foot on the 

accelerator and yet it was almost silent in town.  

The German lady's voice on the satellite navigation  system told him he was only one kilometre from 

his destination as he veered around a bend and slammed on the brakes,  the Audi skidded to a halt 

only inches from a girl on the ground in the middle of the  road.  

He rushed out of the car to the girl, slightly dazed, she looked up at the tall dark haired man as he 

stood above her in charcoal grey trousers and a white short sleeved shirt, she couldn’t see his face as 

the sun was behind his head.  He knelt down beside her,  to see what was wrong with  her and asked 

"Are you OK,  do you need a doctor, can you understand me", she looked straight at him and spoke 

in perfect English, all she could say was " Blue,  you've got blue eyes" and fainted. 

He picked her up, she was light as a feather, put her in the passenger seat, grabbed her bag from the 

backseat of the little car, got in the Audi and drove at full throttle to the Hotelito Lupaia, as he 



carried her in, he couldn't help but think to himself, how beautiful she was, she was coming around, 

he told her to relax as he called out for help, water.  The manager came to him, Tom told him to call 

a doctor. 

When the manager returned Tom explained that he had a room reserved and he would prefer if the 

doctor would see her in his room rather than in reception, the manager agreed and escorted him as 

he carried her to the blue suite. 

"I'm OK, I can walk" Selina said.  

"Can you wait and let the doctor decide that. What's your name” asked Tom.  

"Selina, you have really blue eyes, you’re American” she said with a big smile on her face.  

He placed her on the bed, said “Stay there, the doctor will be here in a minute, what’s with you and 

blue eyes" and walked out of the room.  

 

Tom signed in at reception and looked for another room, but the manager explained that the 

Hotelito is full.  The doctor arrived and checked Selina out and advised 24 hours rest, that what was 

wrong was a mixture of shock from the fall and probably too much sun. Tom met the doctor on the 

way out, thanked him and paid him. He took out his cell phone,  rang the Mattaeus in the Audi 

dealership in St Marino where he bought his car,  asked him to arrange a pickup of a Fiat Bambino by 

a local company,  fix whatever is wrong with it,  service, valet the works and he'll let him know 

where to deliver it. 

He ordered some coffee,  pistachio biscotti a crunchy Italian biscuit and torta caprese, a rich 

chocolate and almond cake,  to be sent to the room and walked outside  to the  terrace, sat down to 

figure out where he would go this evening as there were no more rooms here,  it's a pity he thought,  

this place is an absolute  gem, the  Luigi's had good taste, it was a two story converted stone 

farmhouse, the walls were covered with  bougainvillea  an ornamental vine in full bloom,  all the 

windows have wooden shutters, to the left was its own  olive grove and from where he was sitting 

he was looking out over Tuscan hills and could see the town of Montrpulciano, he promised himself 

that he would come back after the girl had gone.  So Tom decided that he would tell the girl that she 

has the room and he would find someplace else until she's better, and headed to the Suite Blu.  

He knocked on the door. 

"Avanti, come in" said the voice from inside. 

When Tom walked towards the bed he thought to himself the view is even better in here than 

outside, Selina was sitting on top of the duck egg blue four poster bed, cross-legged, devouring the 

chocolate cake. The bed was set diagonally in the corner of the room with windows on either side, in 

front of the bed, a two seater couch in the same light blue, there was a large limestone open 

fireplace with a hearth rug in front, laying on handmade Umbrian terracotta tiles, dark oak beams 

lined the ceiling with sheaf's of lavender hanging near the shuttered windows. In one corner was a 

deep blue simple writing desk with a captain’s chair beside another window with a breath-taking 

view.  



"You have to try this" Selina said excitedly, holding up a spoonful and almost bouncing on the bed.  

He held up his hand as if to say, I'm fine,  you go ahead.  

She carried on eating and talking at the same time.  

"Who are you   

How did I get here,  

Where’s my car,   

Oh my god my car blew up, did you do that, 

Was I in a real fancy car,  

When can I go I've got to be in Siena,   

Where is this place, 

You really have to try this Caprese" she  asked  all in one breath,  then laughed and said,  " this room 

is all blue and you have really blue eyes"   

He was about to reply when she tapped the bed with the palm of her hand, saying, 

"Sit down blue, that’s what in going to call you, Blue" 

"Come on sit down, Blue,  wow your tall,  I'm getting a crick in my neck,  sit down,  how tall are  you" 

she said. 

 

"Can I speak now" he asked 

She put her thumb and forefinger together and ran them across her lips, while nodding her head.  

"My name is Tom Lucas" he started to say and then paused, mesmerised by her startling green eyes. 

"I brought you here, I found you lying in the middle of the road about a kilometre from here,  

You were beside your car, the one that I didn't blow up, it has been taken away to be  fixed,   

When do you have to be in Siena, I will get you there 

This place is the Hotelito Lupaia in Val d'Orcia,  

And six foot three" Tom said. 

"Hi Tom, nice to meet you what's that in centimetres and who took my car" she said holding out her 

hand.  

Tom shook her hand, drank an espresso and said, " Now it’s your turn, why were you lying in the 

middle of the road, why Siena and in answer to your last question, a lot I think" 



“A lot of what" Selina asked.  

"Centimetres" Tom replied 

" Your funny,  please,  try Caprese" she said passing him a plate, " I wasn't lying in the middle of the 

road,  I fell as I rushed to get out of the car,  I thought it was  going to  blow up,  I turned it on, and I 

was sure somebody was trying to kill me" 

"No, I think it's more like your trying to commit suicide, driving a car like that" he said tasting the 

chocolate cake, “And Siena? This is really good" 

" I told you it was, I live in Siena, and I have to be in work in the morning" she said,  while rubbing a 

chocolate smudge off the side of his mouth with her fingers and then licking the chocolate from her 

fingers " 

Tom couldn’t help himself and laughed at what she just did, and Selina smiled, not knowing what he 

was laughing at. 

“What?” she said.  

"Nothing, it’s just you." he said.  “Now you will not be working  tomorrow,  the doctor prescribed 

twenty four hours rest,  so either you ring whoever you work for and tell them you had an accident 

or give me the number and I'll do it,  anyway you have no car and I won't drive you until you have 

had your proscription" 

"Now, I'm going to leave you here, I will be back later, you have two things to do, ring your boss tell 

him you had an accident and get some rest.  I'll see you later. I'll be back in a couple of hours, Go to 

sleep." 

"OK Blue, your bossy" Selina said, as Tom walked out the door. 

 

 

5. 

 

After Tom placed the "Non disturbare" sign on the door, had a look at the evening menu and wine 

list at reception then went to his car, and drove out the gates, towards Montepulciano as he got 

down the road he was glad to see Selina's car was no longer there, it had obviously been picked up 

by a towing garage.  

He rang Walters’s cell phone and filled him in on what he has Jack doing for him, and let him know 

he was no longer at the Villa. He then sent Mattaeus in Audi a text telling him to forget his call and 

told him that he had a challenge for him he has thirty six hours to do something with the Bambino 

what he wanted he said was the title of an American tv show that he knew Mattaeus followed, he 

got a reply in seconds saying “Cool, you’re on” 



As he drove he couldn't get Selina out of his head and smiled to himself thinking of the soft feel of 

her fingers against his skin.  

Early evening in Montepulciano the streets were thinning out, tourists were going back to their 

hotels and locals on the way home, thankfully the places he was looking for were still open.  

First on the list was a boutique, as soon as he went inside the door of ‘Bellissimio’ a tall beautiful 

woman with long black hair introduced herself as Maria and asked in Italian if she could help.  Tom's 

Italian was limited and Maria interjected in flawless English "How may I help you sir" 

"I need to dress a young lady" he said. 

"Can you tell me what size is she and what is she like, if it's for an occasion" Maria asked. 

Tom raised the his hand palm face down up to his armpit and said, "She's about five foot two or 

three,  I don't know in centimetres, she is probably  about an American size 2, short copper hair and 

amazing green eyes, and about 32a"  

"Perfect” Maria said, "I bet my husband of eighteen years could not tell you my size, you must know 

her very well" 

"To be honest Maria I only met her an hour ago". He said.   

"Lucky girl" Maria said under her breath " O.K, let’s see what we have for your new friend" 

Maria went through the clothes rails with a level of precision that Tom never saw from any kind of 

sales assistant, as she slid hangers from right to left muttering "No, no, no, sì,  no, no sì" and as soon 

as a "sì" came off the rails she was gone to the other side of the store and pulled something else to 

match or contrast,  this went on for 10minutes  before she came back to Tom and laid them out on 

the counter.   

"Scarpe, shoes, I bet you even know the shoe size, please tell me I'm right" she said.  

"Actually Maria I do, thirty seven" he said remembering seeing the size as he picked up Selina's shoe 

on the road.  

"Sorprendente, Una su un milione, Amazing, one in a million”,  she said laughing as she walked to 

the back of the store to a wall of shoes. 

When Maria returned she assembled the three outfits, the first was a short gold backless, sleeveless 

dress with a deep vee neckline at the front, along with the dress was a black see through top that 

never meets at the front and looks like it's woven out of the lightest thread imaginable, the shoes 

were black with three inch gold heels.  

The next one was a light cotton leaf print dress, mid length sleeves,  it was white and the leaf prints 

were the colour of falling leaves and had every shade of copper possible and simple white flats 

instead of  shoes, a white satin and lace bra and matching high low panties. The last outfit was raw 

silk, it seemed like it would look as if the silk was wrapped tight around the upper body stopping at 

the boobs, while the lower half was seriously short at the front and fell to the floor at the back. This 



came with satin four inch heels and satin panties. Tom was stunned that this was an identical colour 

match to Selina's eyes.  

Maria asked "Do you like any of what I have chosen sir" 

"Certainly, they are all fabulous" Tom replied 

"Which one would you like" she asked. 

"I’ll take it all" he said. "Just remove all the tags" 

As Maria packed everything, and swiped his credit card through the machine, she said,”If you are in 

town with this young lady again,  please bring her in, I would love to meet her,  now please  leave as 

I must phone my friends and tell them about the mystery man in my shop, thank you and have a 

wonderful  evening”.  

After he packed the bags in the car, he went to another shop to get some clothes for himself.  He 

found an Armani and got enough to keep him going for a few days then nipped into a pharmacy and 

picked a selection of toiletries for Selina and put them into the Armani bag.  

Last he found a fine wine shop, owned by an English gentleman named Mike, who had an impressive 

selection available on display.  Tom explained that he could not see the wine he was looking for,   

"It’s a 07 Vin Santo di Montepulciano, “Occhio di Pernice” from Avignonesi" asked Tom.  

"Have you had this wine before" Mike asked rather curiously. 

"Yes actually, last year at Imola, and I haven't been able to find it at home". Said Tom.  

"Yes, indeed, it is from a very small producer, but this is your lucky day, come with me" said Mike  

He came from behind the counter, locked the front door walked to the back of the shop and down 

an old stone stairway to his cellar.  Hundreds of bottles lying on their sides covered in thick layers of 

chalky dust, it felt really cool down here, even though it was still twenty nine degrees outside.  

"This is where I keep my fine wines, what you want is in bin 33, now let's see, I have  eleven 375ml 

bottles, what do you need? " asked Mike.  

"Could I take six please, but I will also need a few white wines and could you recommend one of 

good quality" asked Tom. 

"While you won't find an Italian white to match the quality of the Avignonesi, I do have a particular 

favourite upstairs, shall we" he said gesturing towards the stone steps, after casing the wines.  

"You may call this a modest white but it's the best in all of Tuscany it’s a 2004 Strozzi Vernaccia Di 

San Gimignano, how many sir?” Mike asked. 

"Just three bottles will be fine, thank you." said Tom.  

Tom packed the wines in the Audi and returned to the Hotelito Lupaia brought his own clothes and 

the wines inside stopped at reception to speak to Signore Manzini the manager.  



"Signore Manzini, I need two things from you, first a table for two at nine pm and the second thing is 

I have with me some wine I want served with dinner, I realise you have your own wine list but I will 

happily pay any corkage fee you deem fair and to help you agree I have a bottle for you, will that be 

acceptable " said Tom. 

Signore Manzini was about to protest when he saw the Occhio di Pernice Avignonesi in Tom's hand, 

his eyes lit up on seeing this valuable wine and all he could say was "Certainly Sir" 

 

6. 

 

 

Tom knocked on the door of Suite Blu, there was no answer he knocked repeatedly for two minutes 

calling Selina's name, he was about to get the manager to open when he heard her answer, 

"Coming, Momento" 

She opened the door, and said "Hi Blue, sorry I was fast asleep" 

"How are you feeling, Selina" said Tom.  

"I'm good, where did you go” she asked.  

"Just nipped into town to pick up some clothes, can we sit down I need  to discuss something with 

you" Tom said as he sat on the couch,  Selina sat on top of the bed and leaned over the edge of the 

duck egg blue couch,  saying "Fire away, Blue" 

"Selina, the Hotelito has no more room's tonight, is it alright with you if I sleep on the couch" he said 

and added, “I promise to behave myself" 

"This is your room, you have been too good already, I bags the couch, is that it?” she said.  

"No that's not it, it’s my room, and it’s my couch.  Now I'm taking a shower, we’re going for dinner at 

nine." he said as he reached for his wash bag went to the bathroom. 

Tom finished in the shower and realised he forgot his clothes so he wrapped a towel around his 

waist and went into the bedroom for the bag saying  

"Sorry I forgot my clothes" he said as he grabbed the bag, and pulled out the bag from the pharmacy 

saying, “I got a few bits for you, I hope there ok" 

Selina sat there with her eyes and mouth wide open, she couldn't take her eyes off his body,  he 

looked like an athlete with a golden tan, the water still dripping off his chest,  all she could do was 

mutter "thanks" 

When he went back into the bathroom she started to giggle and rolled back on the bed and kicked 

her feet in the air, pulled a pillow over her face and gave a little screech.  



Tom stuck his head out the door saying "Are you ok" 

"Yea" she giggled. 

"Alright, I’ll be done in a minute.  

When he came out, his hair brushed back, still damp, wearing a crisp light blue shirt with azure blue 

stripes and jeans. As he walked through the room he said,   

"Bathroom's all yours, I’ll wait on the terrace, and I'll take a key and lock the door on the outside". 

"Thanks, I won't be too long" she said  

"Seriously, take your time, there’s no rush” Tom replied, went out the door and locked it.  

As Selina stepped into the bathroom, Tom was going to the car, he grabbed the three bags and 

brought them back to the room, listened at the door for the sound of the shower before he opened 

it as quietly as he could, laid each outfit out on the bed and quietly left the room as Selina sang in 

the shower.  

When Selina arrived down on the terrace forty five minutes later, Tom was leaning against the wall 

of the terrace with a glass of wine in his hand staring out at the amazing sunset as it sinks low on the 

horizon casting long golden shadows across the fields.  

He turns sensing a close presence, standing in front of him was Selina measurably taller in black and 

gold heels her thin legs seemed to go on forever as the gold silk dress finished at the very top of her 

thighs,  the dress flowed like liquid across her perfectly shaped body as it hung by two gold micro 

straps, the deep front vee draws Tom's gaze, her nipples just peeping through but being shielded by 

the black sheer crop top jacket,  he raised his eyes, now seeing her beautiful face,  the dimming 

sunlight creating yellow golden tints in her shimmering red hair,  as he looked in her tearful eyes he 

said,  

"I was just looking at what I thought was the most amazing sight I had ever seen, I was wrong, you 

look beautiful , would you like a glass of wine" he said as he passed her a glass of white. It was then 

he realised there were tears in her eyes, and said,  

"You've been crying, what's wrong” 

Selina leaned into Tom, and put a hand on his right cheek and placed her lips on his left, kissed him 

and said,  

"Thank you, I have never known anyone as kind as you, how can I ever repay what you have done for 

me today" and more tears came.  

"Simple" he said "I only want one thing, your last name, I don't even know who you are" and he 

picked up a napkin from the table and dried her eyes. 

Selina laughed and cried at the same time, looked up into Tom's eyes and said  

"Petit, Selina Petit" 



"Well, Selina Petit, my name is Tom Lucas, I am delighted to meet you" and held out his hand. 

Selina took his hand but instead of  shaking it,  pulled it bringing Tom closer,  leaned into him and 

kissed Tom firmly on the lips,  he was rarely taken by surprise but the feeling in him as he returned 

her kiss with his eyes open he could feel her heart beating against his chest. 

As their lips parted she said "No" 

“No, no what" he asked.  

"No, as far as I'm concerned, your just, Blue" she quipped as she sipped her wine.  

"Shall we, I think our table is ready" he said and gestured for Selina to walk ahead of him.  

But instead, she took hold of his arm and said, “I have at least a hundred questions I need answers to 

like how did you know the size of every bit of my body" 

"Let's say, I'm just good with figures" he said as they walked into the restaurant. 

 

 

 

7. 

 

As they walked into the restaurant, they were met by the restaurant manageress, Antonia the cousin 

of the Luigi’s who was directing them to a small round antique table in the corner of the room 

beside the huge stone fireplace, which had a large round trunk from a cypress tree as its mantle 

draped in red silk. Tom suggested that they dine on the terrace, Antonia led the way to a table at the 

front of the flagstone terrace.  The scent of Jasmine, Aquilegia and Roses filled the air. Each of the 

tables was lit by candles, in raffia covered Chianti bottles thickened with melted wax. 

They ordered from the menu and Tom asked for a white wine and two of the Avignonesi to be 

opened.  

Tom said" I have several questions of my own, so I suggest that we take turns" 

"Sounds good, where" Selina started to say as Tom interrupted. 

"No no no, it's my turn I already answered your first question" 

"That's not fair" she said.  

"Fair or not, Italian with red hair, French surname, perfect English explain" he asked.  

"My dad was French, his mother was Irish, learnt French and English in college your turn, where are 

you from" Selina said.  



"Boston, was?” 

"Was what" she said.  

"Your Dad” he replied  

"Oh, he died when I was a baby" she said 

"That must have been hard on your mother” he said. 

A waiter arrived with a basket of fresh breads and the wine, he was about to pour and Tom stopped 

him saying he would look after it.  

"Yes, it was rough for her, we lived in Colombiers, in France then, and mum couldn't find work so we 

moved home to her family in Milan" 

"Colombiers" he said questioningly  

"Have you ever been there" Selina asked 

"Yes, it’s a pretty little town, do you ever go back"   

The waiter arrived with four small dishes of antipasti, there were olive's, mini mozzarella balls, 

locally cured ham, ,marinated stuffed peppers and some hand rolled crisp grissini, as he walked 

away he brushed by a  planter bursting with Jasmine, releasing a waft of scent,  Selina's head tilted 

back and her nostrils flared with an intake of the infused air, her back arched and her nipples stood 

erect under the golden fabric.  

Tom couldn't help but just look and savour the moment, he leaned forward to touch her left hand, 

her eyes came back to his and he said,  

"I think you are probably the most beautiful woman I have ever met” 

"As I said, you’re very kind and no I haven't been back in almost ten year’s” she said, reaching for 

some peppers and mozzarella. 

"My turn" Selina said, “What do you do, other than kidnapping women" 

"I do a little support work in Africa" Tom answered. 

"What does that mean?”  

"I help create situations where people can help themselves and others" he said "now, my work 

sounds too boring, what do you do Selina”  

"I still haven't got a clue what you do, we're not finished with this, you will tell me what you do" she 

said.  

"Later, I will, now what do you do other than drive around in a death trap, looking for someone to 

kidnap you" Tom said.  



"Well, I have studied dance in Trento, and since I qualified I have been working in a restaurant in 

Siena ever since" said Selina.  

"Ballet, ballroom, modern?” he asked.  

Selina was quite surprised and said, "Modern interpretive, you are the first man that has asked what 

type of dance, the normal reaction from men is, great a lap dancer" she said  

"So why are you not working in theatres" Tom asked.  

"Because the best parts are in Rome,  Florence and Milan and every dancer in Europe wants to 

dance here, so every audition I go to has hundreds of applicants, but at least I have Siena" she said. 

"Tell me about Siena, what's it like to live in, what you do on your days off, where" Selina put up her 

hands as Tom was in mid-sentence.  

"Hold on there, Blue, you sound like you're just getting warned up, so far I've told you about, me, my 

family, my profession and I know you’re from Boston and your either a spy or an arms dealer, you’ve 

got five minutes to tell me ten truths about yourself, starting now" she said as she sat back into the 

chair raising her glass to Tom.  

Tom said "O.K" paused and took a drink of wine, put the glass down, and continued  

“I was born in Boston  

Went to Stanford University  

My parents died in a car crash the day I did the entrance interview 

I'm not a spy, but I'm fairly sure every spy says that 

I run a little charity company  

I been to over forty countries 

I'm not married 

I don't have any kids  

I never make rash decisions  

And I think I'm falling in love with you  

That's ten". 

 

Selina sat speechless, holding her glass in mid-air, her face had a stunned look, the waiter came and 

replaced the antipasti with two plates of wild mushroom and boar ravioli and shaved white truffle, 

eventually she said, "You don't play fair" 



"You asked for ten truths and I gave you ten truths, what’s not fair about that, now try this red wine" 

he said as he poured the Avignonesi into a fresh glass.  

"My head is spinning with a hundred questions, but all I can think of is 32a,  you must do this a lot,  

how did you get all those outfits right and by the way the room is a mess I tried on everything it's all 

perfect, but 32a" Selina was starting to speed up her speech, Tom stopped her saying,  

"Stop, breathe, eat, the ravioli is wonderful" 

Selina leaned her head back, ran her hands through her hair and said 

"O.K let's eat, can you not say anything for five minutes, just eat" 

"Buon appetito" Tom replied and continued eating his ravioli. 

Selina looked at Tom, with a perplexed look on her face, cut one of the large filled pasta discs and 

put it in her mouth, took a sip from the glass, put the glass down, stared intently into his eyes, then  

continued eating, Tom could see her mind was racing and said,  

"What's the problem, I don't expect you to feel the same way, I didn't even know myself until about 

an hour ago" 

“I only met you four or five hours ago, I don't even have your phone number, I'm never going to see 

you after tonight, you will disappear in the morning and I will be left here wondering how I fell for a 

simple corny line" Selina said, and then added " Christ this wine is phenomenal, can we just eat and 

forget about this" 

Tom took a sip from the wine and said, " I understand how you might feel like that, but in the 

morning after breakfast we will pick up a basket from Signore Manzini that I have already ordered, 

drive into the countryside and have a picnic, when we come back have dinner and stay tomorrow 

night, the next day I will drive you to your apartment and I will wait until you come home from work 

then I will do the same the next day, how’s that for corny". 

“You’re slick, I’ll give you that, I bet you do this with all the girls you meet" Selina said. 

"I haven't had a relationship in eight years and that only lasted two months, the truth is, I've been 

kind of busy" he said 

"Eight years, Jesus, that's a long time, so after eight years, you decide that you want to start 

something with a girl that lives four thousand miles from your front door, who you met a few hours 

ago, that's clever" she said smiling  

"Why is that a problem" Tom asked 

"It won't be if you have your own plane, I suppose there is always Skype® but long term that won't 

do it for me, I'm not a needy person but if I'm with someone, I like to be able to see them in person 

occasionally. A picnic, I haven't been on a picnic in years, and I had one today, but you're right about 

one thing" she said  

"What's that" Tom asked 



"The ravioli is wonderful" she said reaching for a glass of wine  

“I don't do Skype® and you will see as much of me as you can handle" said Tom 

“Oh, I can handle quite a lot" she said as the waiter returned. He removed their plates and they 

ordered a Zabaione and a Tira misu. 

"So you're just going to set up camp in my little apartment that should be fun" she laughed  

"What's so funny" he said 

"This whole day, I wake up in the middle of the road, a stranger from my dreams standing over me,  

this place is paradise personified, my clothes, the food,  this wine" she said holding up  her glass,  

"what is this, I have had some wine over the years but this is phenom, phenom" 

“Phenomenal" Tom said, noticing Selina was beginning to slur. "Let's take a little walk" 

As they walked along the flagstone courtyard, it was almost dark now Selina wrapped both arms 

around Tom's right arm and leaned her head into him, and said, “I like you Blue"  

They walked slowly along the Cypress tree lined driveway without saying another word, the full 

moon and stars lit up the night and sounds from crickets and grasshoppers came with every step.  

Suddenly Selina was falling and Tom caught hold of her as she slipped, the heel of her right shoe had 

broken off.  

She started to cry when she picked up the heel, saying "I loved these shoes and their ruined" 

Tom picked her up in his arms, "I know someone who would love to meet you in the morning and 

we'll sort them out” 

Selina put her arms around his neck, tilted her head and kissed him on the lips, Tom stopped 

walking, they were ten feet from the front door, the kiss was tender and gentle, all the sounds 

around them seemed to stop, he held her even tighter to him, as she removed her lips she looked in 

his eyes and said, "Seriously 32a"  

Tom walked on, carrying her into the Hotelito, Signore Manzini asking if Miss Selina was O.K, Tom 

said "Yes it just a wardrobe malfunction" 

Selina perked up and looked at Tom, smiled and said "you're not telling me everything, that's a 

dancers phrase for when something goes wrong with a costume" 

"Neither are you" he said "Stranger from your dreams huh"  

 

8. 

 



Tom carried Selina to Suite Blu, carefully opened the door, and walked to the bed and lifted her 

head, she was asleep. He pulled the covers back and laid her on the bed, removed her shoes and the 

crop top jacket and pulled a sheet over her.  

He setup his laptop on the blue table in the corner by the window, opened his Gmail to check his 

messages. 

There were a couple that got his attention, the President of Stanford University wants him to give a 

talk in the College, he replied with a note, telling him that he was away at the moment but would 

contact him on his return. 

A heart-breaking letter from a Sudanese medical centre requesting aid, this he forwarded to Walters 

account. 

He composed a new message Michael Franklin of Confidential Waste Management, Michael had 

become a good friend of Tom's over the years and was a keen supporter of the work the foundation 

did, having seen first-hand the level of poverty and hopelessness in the areas the foundation works, 

when Tom suggested that he travelled with him on an inspection trip to the Eritrea. 

CWM provides services where all used company paper products are collected daily, all paper 

shredding machines are emptied at the end of business by CWM staff and taken by a secure truck to 

its own recycling plant, to be sorted, washed and remanufactured into raw paper. 

The amount of paper a company the size of Ecodine produces is staggering, and while most of it is 

harmless, there are a lot of sensitive documents that can affect all facets of a multinational business. 

When CWM came on the market for sale, Tom put an offer of 10% more than the asking price, with 

three conditions, that Michael Franklin remains CEO with an increased salary and that CWM 

approaches Ecodine with an application for their waste business and most importantly nobody 

knows that Tom Lucas owns the company.  

CWM secured Ecodine’s paper waste contract as part of that contract they installed locked 

shredders in every managerial level office in the company's manufacturing and headquarter 

buildings that could only be opened by and emptied by CWM staff each of them fully vetted by an 

independent security company.  

The email to Michael was just to check that Jack Cohen had made contact and that he was in 

position to facilitate him.  

He creates a new email to the Mattaeus of Audi in St. Marino, thanking him for arranging the pickup 

of Selina's car, that he would confirm the address for delivery tomorrow and that he would settle 

the account with him directly.  

With emails out of the way, he pulled up Google maps to look for an area close by that would be 

ideal for a picnic eventually he found the perfect place about a ten minute walk from a road just 

north of Montepulciano, with that done he closed the laptop, turned off his cell phone stripped to 

his boxers and went to the bathroom to brush his teeth. 



As he opened the door coming out of the bathroom Selina was standing there with one hand against 

the door jam, "Are you insane" she said. Not having a clue what she was referring to, just looked at 

her with a quizzical expression. 

"You put me to bed in this" she said pinching a piece of the gold dress, "why didn't you take it off 

me" 

"In case you would be offended" Tom said.  

Selina pulled the dress over her head and from a standing leap, had her arms wrapped around his 

neck and her legs tight around Tom's waist, she nestled her head on his shoulder. Tom put his arms 

around her lower back to hold her 

"I thought you were out cold, fast asleep" Tom said 

"Nope" she quipped  

"Ah!  So this was a test" he said 

"Yep" she answered  

"How did I do" Tom asked 

"I haven't decided yet" she said lifting her head to look in his eyes and added "It depends" 

"Depends on what" he asked 

"On what happens next" she said as she kissed him on the lips, then pulled away quickly looking into 

his blue eyes saying "And what took you so long on that dammed laptop, I hope you weren't looking 

at naughty websites because you thought I was asleep” 

As Tom walked in front of the fireplace, he switched off the room lights with Selina wrapped tight 

around him, knelt down on the hearth rug, placing her bum on the edge of the deep cushioned duck 

egg blue sofa, Selina unfurled her arms and fell back onto the cushions but kept her legs knotted 

around Tom’s waist, the full moon shone directly into the room casting a cool eerie light on their 

bodies. Tom leaned forward to kiss Selina and as their lips met again she could feel his cock growing 

in his boxers against her pussy, she writhed on the sofa to push hard against the throbbing, the kiss 

became stronger, wetter as she felt his tongue lashing against hers, as their mouth’s parted Tom 

lowered his head to kiss her nipples they were hard taut casting shadows on her breasts in the 

moonlight, his touch was soft she could feel his teeth slide along the tip of her nipple, her right hand 

rested on his head letting him know he could press harder as her left hand reached low to feel 

beneath her and grab his full hard balls, she wanted to get inside his shorts but didn’t want to 

release her leg grip. Tom sensed her excitement growing leaned forward and whispered in her ear  

“Easy Selina, we have all night”  

Her whole body wanted this man whom she only knew a matter of hours, she had never thought it 

possible to want somebody like this, it was like an ache in her stomach. 

“I want you inside me, I want you to make love to me” she pleaded 



“It’s not going to happen, well not tonight anyway, I don’t have any condom’s and if I go into you I 

know I will not be able to pull out, so just relax and let me see what you like” Tom said 

As he kissed her soft lips, he reached his hands around his back to untangle her legs and lifted her 

ankles kissing each one in turn and rested her feet on his shoulders, he could see a dark, moist patch 

on her gold thong, everything looked like a black and white movie in the moonlight. He pressed his 

mouth to the damp patch and as his tongue pushed into her through the thin fabric her back arched 

pushing her breasts in the air, he reached with both hands gently squeezing with perfect pressure 

while his tongue pushed deeper and deeper.  With a sharp pull he snapped her thong off with his 

teeth, Selina gave a little “Ahhh” of surprise, Tom just looked  for a moment admiring the wet 

perfect pussy before raising her legs high in the air and lowered himself  to lick the juices flowing 

freely from her onto  her ass, his tongue languishing on her tight perineum and then slowly rims the 

soft flesh on the outside of her lips, her arms now stretched out grasping cushions on either side of 

the couch, she rests her feet on his shoulder again to push herself into his face. Toms mouth 

encircled her clitoris, another moan, his tongue flicked and teased, his hands now under her bum, 

one cheek in each hand, he raised her off the sofa pulling her into him, his tongue running full 

lengths of her pussy her whole body moaned with the pleasure she was now feeling, she was 

gripping the cushions so tight her knuckles were white, as his tongue rested on her clit, it’s 

movements more deliberate, he looked up along her body twisted and floating in the air, he could 

feel she was ready, his lips tightened around his tongue and sucked, working with his flicking tongue.  

Her feet dug into his shoulders and her body went rigid as she muffled a scream with one of the 

cushions, before her body went limp in his hands, he lowered her gently removing his mouth he 

pulled her to him, she planted her lips on his and kissed long and hard before saying, 

“Ok Blue, you’ve got something I want, now get your ass on that bed” 

He lay on the bed, his legs spread and arms behind his head, she just stood there looking at his 

glistening body, his full hard cock resting on his stomach, she climbed onto his chest facing his feet 

with her ass just inches out of reach of his tongue and grabbed his balls she could feel how tight and 

full they were squeezing and releasing, his cock was throbbing and pulsing, waiting for her to take it, 

she lowered her head and  ran her tongue from his balls up along the shaft very slowly until she got 

to the tip already wet with precum and licked it dry before fisting his shaft in long twisting strokes, 

her mouth sank onto the crown of his cock sucking hard, her tongue racing in circles, her hands 

pulling and tugging, she lowered herself further and further then began a rhythm with her hands and 

mouth. 

Tom grabbed her hips to pull her ass close to him, his tongue outstretched, probed her ass, this 

made Selina work faster and harder, Tom pulled her even closer resting her dripping pussy on his 

mouth, his tongue slid deep inside her and matched her speed. She used her left hand squeezing and 

releasing his balls, in tune with the down stroke of her right, her sucking harder now, as Tom’s 

tongue lashes her pussy, he feels her pussy tighten again. She can feel his balls swell as they release 

their load, her stomach tightens, she tries to scream, he shoots into her throat, she cum’s again, she 

never believed it was really possible to have two, it was deliciously painful so close to the other one. 

Selina drank every last drop and still had his now softening cock in her mouth when Tom lifted her in 



the air and spun her around to lie on top facing him, he wrapped his legs and arms around her and 

rolled to the side, her head fell nestling on his chest, Selina had a smile on her face as she said 

“Eight years, wow”  

“Did I pass” he said 

She wriggled to turn and face him, still entwined and said “I’ll tell you after I’ve had you inside me” 

“Go asleep” Tom said, as he kissed her “we have busy day tomorrow, you’re going to need your 

sleep” 

 

 

 

9. 

 

Tom woke suddenly when a pillow landed in his face and the sound of Selina’s voice, 

“Wake up lover boy, I thought you said we have a busy day” 

She was walking across the room towel drying her hair, her slender body still dripping from the 

shower, he looked at her standing by the open window, the early sunlight seemed to make her 

whole body glow, and knew at that moment he would never let he go. 

On the way to the restaurant they passed reception saying “Good Morning”  

“Good Morning” Signore Manzini said “how are you feeling today Miss Selina 

“Wonderful and thank you for your help yesterday” said Selina as they made their way to the 

breakfast buffet, they filled plates with cold meats and fresh breads and found an empty table on 

the terrace, a cameriera brought them coffee. 

They chatted over breakfast about Selina’s work and hopes of landing a dancing role, Tom got her 

address and texted it to Mattaeus in St. Marino, explained to her that her death trap would be 

delivered to her apartment in Siena, she said she was paying for her own car and that was final. Tom 

just smiled and said it’s been taken care of already. 

When they finished breakfast they picked up the picnic basket and they carried it together, taking 

one handle each. As they walked to the car Tom admired the cotton print dress saying how it 

worked perfectly with her flame red hair. Selina loved the dress and knew she looked good. 

“Where are we going” Selina asked as they drove down the narrow dusty driveway. 

“I told you that there was someone who wants to meet you” said Tom 

“That’s not possible, I don’t know anybody here” she said 



“No, but they know about you” said Tom 

“This is just weird” she said, then started fiddling with knobs on the dashboard, all at once twelve 

speakers  at full volume blared out the mellow sounds of Oscar Peterson on piano, Tom lowered the 

volume from the steering wheel, Selina said, “That’s a sweet sound what is it” 

“That’s Oscar and Night Train” I usually prefer to listen to him in the evening, but if you like it we’ll 

leave it on. 

He parked the car in a side street in Montepulciano, walked up and down the narrow cobbled side 

streets, the town was beautiful and bustling with tourists, they stopped at a small café and had a 

Limón cello and biscotti then walked across the road and into Bellissimio. 

“Good Morning, Maria” Tom said as Maria came to meet them at the door. 

Selina was quite surprised as Maria approached her, took both of her hands and raised them wide 

and just looked at her, after a moment she released her and kissed her on both cheeks saying 

“Aveva ragione, sei bella” looked at Tom and in English said “You were right sir, she is beautiful” 

“Maria I would like you to meet, Selina” said Tom 

“That dress was made for you it’s, Perfecto” she said holding her thumb and middle finger to her lips 

and pressing out a kiss. 

“Thank you, they all are and I assume you arranged all the outfits, they are fabulous, thank you 

again” Selina said 

“Not me, thank your mystery man here” 

“Maria, I need your help again” Tom said as he walked away from Selina with his arm around Maria 

whispering in her ear. 

Maria dissappeared into the back of the shop and came back with a bag, Tom paid with his card and 

they said goodbye. 

As they left the shop, Selina noticed Maria picking up the phone and joked “I think she’s ringing the 

credit card company to check on you” 

“No” Tom said “I know exactly who she’s ringing” 

“Who then, smarty pants” 

“Maria will ring each of her friends, the same ones she rang yesterday, to tell them she met you” 

Tom made one stop at the pharmacy before going back to the car. 

Tom said “These are yours” handing Selina the bag. 

She looked in and laughed, there was a new pair of black shoes with gold heels, and as she counted 

the contents she asked, “Why do I need ten gold thongs” 



Tom looked into her green eyes saying“Because i intend to rip each one off you with my teeth  every 

time you wear that gold dress”  

They headed north east out of town until Tom found the area he was looking for, parked the car and 

grabbed the picnic basket from the trunk.  They walked through a meadow filled with red poppys 

and cornflowers while fields on either side were packed with bright yellow sunflowers tracing the 

sun’s position. As they cut a path through the flowering meadow the air was filled with an aroma 

that forced you to take time to breath deep. At the end of the field they ambled through a small 

wood and finished beside a stream only three meters wide.  

Tom set the basket down and opened it to take out the red and white chequered blanket and laid it 

out. He also removed the bottle of white wine and placed it in the edge of the stream and secured it 

with a small rock to keep cool for later. When he turned around, Selina sitting on the blanket, had 

already unbuttoned the top half of the cotton dress and had started to apply sun tan oil to her arms. 

“Stop are you trying to put me out of business that is my job” he said taking the bottle from her 

hands. 

He knelt behind her, she asked “Do you like it” 

“Like what” 

“The 32a silly” she said 

“Love it, now will you please remove it I don’t want to destroy it with oil, and there is nobody within 

five kilometres of us” 

The white satin and lace bra was on the grass before he finished the sentence. 

He started with her shoulders, she dropped her head revealing a pure white neckline, his hands filled 

with oil moved gently over her back and arms, he removed his shirt and gently pulled her back to 

rest on his chest, his hands stroked under her chin and then slid down her sternum to her belly as he 

massaged the oil in, her breathing became heavier, he reached for the bottle and poured two drips 

on each nipple then with the pads of his middle finger circled the areola until her nipples became 

hard which was almost immediate he pretended to pinch but with his fingers covered in oil they 

slipped off the tip each time Selina gave a little moan. He laid her flat and came down to her feet and 

began to oil each leg, taking his time on her calves and behind her knees, as his hands slid under her 

dress his hands massaged her thighs, he wanted to be careful not to get oil on the panties he knew 

she was wearing but he couldn’t resist and he kept going further but stopped as he felt he was at the 

softest area of her thigh, her hand came and met his from above the dress and guided him, only to 

realise she never put them on today. He smiled and Selina laughed as her pussy got drenched in sun 

oil. 

Tom knew that he was getting too aroused his dick was trying to burst out of his jeans, so he 

stripped down to his shorts and jumped in the stream,  he roared with the shock of how cold the 

water was. Selina sat up again, laughing as he tried to entice her in, telling her the water was really 

warm, she shouted back "you should never lie to your girlfriend". 

He climbed out of the stream and sat beside her asking 



"Are you" and paused "my girlfriend" 

"Well you don't think I sleep with every stranger that picks me up off the side of the road, do you" 

and leaned over and kissed him.  

Tom laid flat to let the sunshine rays dry him, Selina couldn't help but notice that the cold dip made 

his dick limp, she pulled his shorts off,  and reached into the basket found the bottle of olive oil and 

tilted the bottle so a trickle of oil ran along his limp dick, her hands took hold of his cock and balls, 

cupping them completely in her hands and without moving a muscle just watched it grow through 

her fingers,  when it finally broke free it was met by her waiting mouth, she held it just in front of her 

lips and blew a stream of air across the tip, before taking it in and sucking long and hard, her hands 

made  fists around his still growing shaft, and pumped full long strokes. Tom slid his hand along her 

crouched leg until he reached her warm wet pussy, her legs widened to make room for his huge 

hand, two fingers expertly glided full length, up her soft cunt she let out a soothing groan and 

lowered her hands to his balls squeezing in time with every thrust of his fingers.  

Selina began writhing on Tom's hand he just needed to hold it in place, her movement became 

stronger smacking down on his fist, she raised her head off the bulging crown of his cock and said “ I 

want it inside me,  now,  I need to feel you inside me" 

"I do too, believe me I want that more than anything, but not here Selina, I don't want our first time 

to be in the middle of a field" Tom pleaded.  

“You’re too good to be true, just keep those fingers nice and straight and I'm going to pop you like a 

bottle of champagne" she said as her tongue licked the tip of his cock and her hands yanked his 

shaft.  She was now jumping up and down off his hand, her pussy so hot and wet Tom manoeuvred 

his thumb to position it so each time her pussy slid down on his fingers her clitoris would smack his 

thumb. Selina had one hand tight on his oily balls and the other fisted hard around his shaft she was 

pumping him so fast it was almost a blur, Tom couldn't hold on any longer and Selina cried out, as 

Tom shot his load all over her face, she kept on writhing, Tom could feel her tighten, she stopped 

moving just froze and screamed, Tom curled his fingers slightly and pressed his thumb on her clitoris 

until her orgasm finished and she fell in a ball onto him. He held her silently for several minutes 

before reaching for a napkin from the basket, dampening it in the stream and cleaning Selina's face. 

As he did he said, “You're going to have to serve the picnic" 

"Why" she asked 

Tom replied "My fingers have cramp" 

Selina laughed and swiped him with the napkin. 

They sat beside the stream for the next four hours in the shade of a big old tree, enjoying the picnic, 

learning about each other’s life and needs, Selina rarely took a breath once she started talking about 

dancing, the things she wanted to do and the places she wanted to see. Tom was the only person 

she ever met that had such an incredible capacity to listen and seemed to understand why she 

needed to do everything she wanted to do. He never took his eyes off hers as she talked, 

questioning every reason, for wanting a particular dance role and every need to dance on a 

particular stage, noticing every little freckle on the bridge of her nose and amazed how perfect she 



looked without any makeup whatsoever. When she eventually ran out of steam, she asked Tom to 

tell her about Boston, he told her about his house on Beacon Street, outlined the kind of work the 

charity did and that almost a year ago he lost his job that he had done for eleven years. He felt guilty 

not telling her that he was worth in excess of fourteen billion dollars but knew he would tell her 

soon, he knew he had no reason not to tell her, just not yet. She asked about the places he had 

travelled to and what his favourite was, his answer was swift he said “that’s easy, it’s a little spot just 

outside Montepulciano, you walk across a field of beautiful red Poppies, go through a little wood 

until you come to a stream, and sit under an old mustard tree, there is nowhere like it in the whole 

world” 

 

 

 

10. 

Jack Cohen had taken delivery of an array of computers and imaging equipment from UPS overnight 

service, and before the crates had arrived he met Gerhardt Schmidt and his team from Papierspur. 

Gerhard’s team were here at the warehouse to setup, and install the equipment. Once the setup is 

commissioned, training will begin for the staff that Jack has put together. 

The warehouse Jack leased was 10,000 square foot, and the company was called Crowning Glory 

Incorporated. Over half of the unit was full to the ceiling with other crates delivered from Michael 

Franklin of CWM, each crate had thirty sacks individually labelled with date, building, floor and a 

name.  

The task ahead of Jack Cohen was enormously painstaking, but the Papierspur equipment would 

make it as easy as possible. 

Gerhardt guaranteed that he and his team would be finished and on a plane back to Munich in 

twenty four hours. 

Jack left the warehouse to meet with Walter Gitting in a coffee shop two blocks from the 

Foundations offices. 

“Two large black coffee’s to go please” Walter said to the girl behind the counter. 

“Hi Walter” Jack said 

“How you doing, Jack” said Walter “What’s new?” 

“Well we’re all setup, the guys will be trained up by tonight, What I need now, is to know what I’m 

looking for and if there is a way of speeding the process up by narrowing down our objective” said 

jack 

“Great news” said Walter,” I’ll let Tom know where we are, and see if we can work out a strategy, 

but for now let’s start at the beginning and work on filling those databanks, what you’re looking for 

is a needle in a haystack” 



“Just so you and Tom knows it’s the biggest dam haystack I’ve ever seen” said Jack “Ok, I’ll hear from 

you soon, yeah” 

“Sure, Jack we’ll work it out” Walter said as he paid for the coffee’s and passed one to Jack “See you 

soon” and took his coffee with him. 

Walter didn't have any doubts on the scale of the task facing Jack Cohen, but he knew that Tom 

would already have a plan. He had always admired the way Tom could think ten steps ahead of any 

competitor he was dealing with, and he would see Jason Crowne as just another competitor.  He 

sent a text message asking Tom to give him a call when he has time to talk.  

 

11.  

On the walk back to the car, Tom carried the basket and Selina danced her way through the poppies, 

he put the basket down and sat on it watching her, he wondered if she heard music in her head as 

she performed, that is what she was doing, performing, he could see elements of ballet, street, 

rumba and a lot he didn't recognize, he felt honoured and admired as she danced with incredible 

flexibility in circles around him, until she eventually collapsed in front of him.  

The drive back to the Hotelito was quiet, they were both tired from lying under the Tuscan sun all 

afternoon,  Oscar Peterson was at the piano playing,  'I got it bad and that ain't good' was the tune, 

Tom smiled,  thinking to himself it should be ' I got it bad and it's great' he looked over at Selina,  she 

had fallen asleep,  he turned the volume down,  took his phone out to take a picture of her sleeping,  

when he had the picture he noticed a message from Walter, he would have seen it earlier but 

sounds were off and he unlinked it from the Audi  he read the message and thought he would ring 

him later. 

"Signore Lucas, is Miss Selina ill again" Signore Manzini asked as Tom carried a sleeping Selina in 

from the car.  

“Everything is perfect, just tired" he said in a whisper and walked to Suite Blu. 

This time he carefully undressed her and covered her with a light Egyptian cotton sheet, went down 

to the restaurant to reserve the little corner table by the fireplace for seven thirty. He got a large 

Peroni beer from the bar and sat in the shade of the terrace and dialled Walter.  

“Hi Tom, what's the weather like in Rimini" asked Walter  

“Couldn’t tell you, but it's fantastic in Tuscany" he said with a big smile on his face. “You should see 

this place Walt it's pure heaven" 

“You sound different, I'm guessing you’re not travelling alone" said Walter.  

“Let’s just say, I have never had a twenty four hours as unexpected as I have just had" said Tom, 

“Why am I ringing you" 

“I needed to talk, Jack is setup and ready to roll, he’s got a team all trained up, we need to find a way 

to target what we're looking for, at the moment we have about one hundred and fifty thousand 



cubic feet of waste, from all eight facilities, Franklin has been stockpiling since you started talking to 

him three months ago. Jack has started but being realistic it will never get done on time and knowing 

you, you have a plan, please tell me you have a plan" asked Walter.  

"O.K," said Tom, “the stockpile is there to facilitate us, you are the person who can help Jack, the 

one thing we know about Jason Crowne is that he is a creature of habit and predictable, he loves to 

hear himself speak and he loves sending memo's. So check your logs for each requisition of funds, 

give the dates to Jack, he then go to the corresponding date and the day after on the crates. Now we 

need to look at Crowne, his PA, the CFO, his PA their secretaries and the tenth floor boardroom. I 

know what we need is there, we just have to be patient" 

Tom continued, "Also I want you to send invitations and first class tickets to the six original board 

members and partners to the fundraiser next week, and book them all into Chateau Les Carrcasses, 

look for suites with balconies or terraces they will need cars and drivers etc.  Use my card number 

for everything, any refusals ring me and I'll call them. Next see if Will Hollander can meet you for 

dinner or a drink, on his own, he’s got to be pissed off, he was my chief financial officer for five 

years, getting shafted by Crowne and moved sideways he could be a powerful ally and you can be 

sure he's keeping track of what's going on there, we got less than two months to catch this tight 

bastard and we need all the help we can get" 

"You need a secretary Tom" Walter said 

"No Walt, I got you" said Tom  

"Very funny Tom, you don't ask for much do you, alright I'll get it done, just tell me one thing, what's 

her name,  I have to meet the woman who can get you to call anywhere,  heaven, Kathy is not going 

to believe me" 

"I never said there was a woman" said Tom.  

"Oh there's a woman alright, you forget just how long I know you" replied Walter.  

"Walt get off the line my beers getting warm, I'll talk to you soon, see ya pal" 

"Bye Tom" 

Tom finished his beer, went back to the room and laid down on the bed intending just to admire the 

gorgeous redhead lying beside him, but he was asleep in minutes.  

 

12. 

He looked at his watch, 6.45p.m., he'd slept for just over an hour, he heard water running, she was 

in the shower, Tom got out of bed took his clothes off and sneaked into the bathroom.  

The bathroom was tiled in wall to wall Cerrara blue and white marble, along one wall there was an 

antique scalloped sink, and matching toilet and bidet, the rest of the bathroom was left as a wet 

room, with a single overhead ten inch circular waterfall shower head.  Selina was standing in the 

centre of it, her hands rinsing shampoo from her hair, soap bubbles gathering speed as they try to 



cling to her body. The sight of Selina's wet body had an instantaneous reaction on Tom's cock, her 

eyes were closed, he came at her from behind and put his arms around her, cupping her breasts and 

sliding them down her belly. 

"Hands off, Blue" her tone startled him, she went on, “Ten minutes ago I was sitting on you naked, I 

woke up and wanted you inside me, all you did was roll over, I fall off the bed and you snore, so 

you've got some punishment ahead of you before you get to lay a finger on me, hands off I said" 

Tom raised his hands in surrender, she turned around to face him wiping soap from her eyes told 

him to stand under the shower head raise his hands and hold it as though he was tied to it. Tom did 

as he was asked, smiling he lifted his arms and grabbed hold for the shower head,  Selina stood back 

and gazed at the sight that stood before her six foot three and dripping with pure sex, the only thing 

out of line was the huge erect cock, veins bulging along its  length that stood almost upright. She 

took two bars of wild orchid soap one in each hand,  standing beside him she made him spread his 

legs and placed her left hand on the crack of his tight hard ass, her right hand was just under his 

balls, she held her hands and soap in place without moving to let the hot water soften the little soap 

bars, then without warning her hands moved up and down alternately while one hand ran down his 

ass and lingering his anus,  the other travelled up from his balls the length of his cock and down 

again,  Tom couldn't believe how erotic this felt, but just wanted to take hold of Selina and fuck her 

right here in the shower, he lowered his hands to lift her head,  

"I told you, you don't get to lay a finger on me, No Touching” she stressed” now get your hands back 

up" Selina said.  

Tom replaced his hands up through the running water, and had to tell Selina to leave his dick alone 

for a bit, she ignored him and knelt in front of him, took his cock in her mouth and both hands 

lathered his chest and stomach her hands were relentless, her nails scratched his nipples so sharply 

he let out a roar, she did it on purpose to take his mind off cumming too soon. She pulled him out of 

her mouth as the soap bubbles were running down his body and into her face,  she moved with the 

agility of a cat,  slipping between his legs and sprang up wrapping her arms around his neck and at 

the same time her legs tied themselves around his torso, she peered over his shoulder to see his 

cock throbbing below and pushed the insteps of her feet together, around his cock to grab hold of it, 

Selina was biting his ear and her feet were pummelling his soapy cock, "Say my name" she 

whispered 

"Selina” he said 

"Louder" 

Tom felt as though his heart was coming through his chest, her grip on his neck was so tight he had 

to lift his head to have the water hitting his face to enable him to breath, her mouth had taken his 

whole ear and her tongue lashed in and out, she was riding him like a jockey making her feet bring 

him to the edge. 

"Selina" he roared 

She pulled her tongue out of his ear only for a moment to say "I said fucking louder" 



"S E L I N AAAAAAAA" he roared again and came shooting an opaque stream across the shower.  

With an acrobatic movement, Selina swung around his body and was now face to face still wrapped 

onto his body. She kissed him with every ounce of passion she had, then said next time I say I want 

you inside me and you ignore me you won't get off so lightly" 

"How the fuck did you just do that, it was awesome” he said 

He took his hands down and held her by the cheeks of her ass saying, "You’re going to pay for that” 

he said "and soon, now get dressed I'm dying to see the green dress on you" and she roared as he 

smacked her bum.  

 

13. 

 

Tom checked his email while he waited for Selina, there was nothing that needed his attention, he 

closed the laptop and turned around when she came out of the bathroom asking, 

“Tom can you fasten the last two clasps, please" 

He couldn't believe his eyes, she looked astoundingly beautiful, the dress was vibrant Chartreuse 

green raw silk, it was designed to look as though it was wrapped around her in long lengths with one 

inch folds from the waist up to her breasts,  the bottom half was a length of silk that touched the 

floor at her heels and sloped up as it came around the front meeting at the top of her thighs, set off 

with matching Chartreuse satin high heels,  Selina's hair had been straightened and  to give a tight 

slick wet look,  her lipstick and eye shadow were a deep fluorescent pink.  

"Well don't just stand there with your mouth open, get over here" she said.  

He closed the clasps kissed her neck and said “So I'm Tom now that you’re all sophisticated and 

sexy" 

“I’m always sexy, sophisticated I reserve for dinner“ she replied "Can we eat now, I'm starving" 

As they linked each other coming through the restaurant every head turned and every eye was 

trained on Selina, with each step she took, her dress parted and a silky smooth leg came through up 

to the top of her thighs, Antonia seated them at the small round fully draped table beside the 

fireplace in the corner of the room it had a two seater against the wall, she told Tom his white wine 

was chilled and the red was breathing. They ordered Arancinis to start and Prawn Linguine’ for their 

mains.  

"Why is everybody looking at us" Selina asked  

“There not looking at us,  there looking at you, and the why is simple, because like me they are 

looking at the most beautiful woman they have ever seen" Tom said,  looking into her eyes.  



“Tom " Selina said with a soft serious tone in her voice,  " it's been a magical couple of days, but 

tomorrow I go back to work in a little Tratoria in Siena to wait tables and I will probably never see 

you again, you will be off making some other girl's dreams come true, I understand I can't hold you 

here, I know that, you have to go back to Boston, I just want to say thank you,  you've been 

wonderful and I'll miss you" 

“The Arancini is fabulous, isn't it" he said 

“Yes, it is “she said, wondering why he made no comment on what she said.  

He continued eating and then drank some wine, "Fabulous" he said and paused,  “The way I see it, 

there's a couple of choices here,  I could drive around Italy and wait for another beautiful girl to 

throw herself in front of my car" 

Selina interrupted "I fell” 

Tom went on "Of course you did honey or, we could stay here, and when your fed up here we move 

on to the next little paradise" 

“That sounds lovely, but it's ridiculous you can't live like that" she said 

“It’s we not you and yes we can or, maybe we could do as I already said, I will come with you to 

Siena, I will move in with you and stay until you either throw me out or agree to come with me, to 

Boston or where ever you want to go, I'm not leaving you, tomorrow or ever" and leaned in to kiss 

her.  

There were tears starting to build in her eyes, "How can you afford to be away from your work, it's 

crazy that you would stay and move in with me, I want that, truly I do, yes, but my place is tiny and 

you will have to go eventually" 

" Everything I do,  I can do it on a laptop and a phone from anywhere,  I have a great team back at 

the office, the only thing that matters is that it's what you want, what I want is very simple,  You" 

Tom said.  

The cameriera replaced their plates with the linguine. Tom topped up the glasses with more white 

wine.  

" O.K,  now that's out of the way and if there's nothing else can we eat" he said as he forked some 

pasta and a huge prawn,  turned to Selina to place it in her mouth,  she opened wide and as the 

prawn went in, his right hand felt her smooth thigh he leaned towards her ear saying "payback time,  

sweetie no touching" his hand went straight to her pussy,  Selina's eyes grew wide,  she thought she 

would choke on the pasta,  Tom passed her wine to her telling her to drink.  She instantly lowered 

her hands to try and remove his, saying “Not here, everybody is staring, they can see you". 

"Your rules remember get your hands up on the table and no touching" he was smiling as he said 

this in a whisper into her ear and nipped it as he came away.  

His hand slipped inside the flimsy G-string and started stroking up and down slowly to reduce his 

arm movements, she was already so wet, he said “Sit on the edge and spread your legs wide" 



As she moved into position he thrust two fingers deep into her hot pussy,  she tried to stifle a scream 

and caught lingering glances from several diners, so she just gave polite smiles and continued eating, 

she knew she was blushing,  her face almost the same colour as her lipstick.  Tom held his two 

fingers in place and pressed his thumb on her clitoris and began creating a circular motion, her eyes 

pleaded for him to stop, her body craved for him to keep doing exactly what he was doing. 

Selina felt as though Tom could read all her thoughts, how could he know that this was one of her 

favourite fantasies, being brought to orgasm in front of an audience. He could feel her tightening, 

her tiny chest started to heave, she was there. Oh Christ she thought its really happening, 

everybody’s watching, I bet they can see my dripping pussy, let them look.  

“Mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm" she groaned, lowered her head and closed her 

eyes.Mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm her body seemed to spasm and then calmed, she looked at 

Tom "Blue, would you mind taking your fucking hand out of my pussy" 

"Say. Please" he said 

"Please” she paused "and thank you" 

“You’re welcome honey" he said as he removed his fingers and repositioned her damp G-string 

making her flinch by letting it snap into place, "now, how big is this apartment" 

“About fifty square metres, why" Selina replied 

“Wow, and where do you practise your dancing" he asked” 

“I just pull the furniture out of the way and do it there, I can work in a small space, I can't afford a 

studio" she replied 

"Oh I've seen how well you work in small spaces" he said and smiled at her.  

“So you’re really serious, about staying with me, honest" she said asking as a question.  

“Selina, I’ve never been more serious of anything in my life" he answered.  

“Well then we have a problem" Selina said 

"What could be a problem unless you already have a live in lover" he said 

“No, she joked "your car will be ridiculous in Siena, too flashy and too big. I don't even know where 

you can park it" 

“Problem solved, I’ll get rid of it and drive the little death trap you call a car" 

Selina laughed out loud, saying "That's going to be funny, to see you inside my little bambino, and 

don't call it a death trap it’s called 'Ramon',” 

Now he was laughing "I can't call it Ramon, I know, I’ll call it 'Ramona',” 

 



Thy finished their dinner, just had coffees.  Selina still didn't really believe that Tom was going to 

stay, she thought who does that, just change their way of life on a whim, could this really happen, 

could the man of her dreams with a body to die for, just walk into her life, he was going to get rid of 

that amazing car and drive Ramon, this can't be real and told herself listen to your head not your 

pussy and just enjoy tonight because he'll probably be gone after tomorrow. 

 

14. 

 

As they walked out of the restaurant every man's head looked and smiled at her, to the disapproving 

glares of their wives and girlfriends, they knew she thought and laughed, she whispered her 

thoughts into Toms ear, and he said " Jealous, their just jealous" he was carrying the last remaining 

half bottle of Avignonesi and two wine glasses in his right hand his left, had Selina by the waist.   

Inside Suite Blu they walked out to the balcony, the view from here was breath-taking, Tom poured 

two glasses of wine and handed one to Selina, they stood at the brick stone wall of the balcony, the 

view was like a picture postcard, sprawled in front of them, the Tuscan hills rolled undulating for 

miles in shades of gold and amber in the late evening sun, dotted with long shadows of tall thin 

cypress trees, the occasional centuries old farmhouse surrounded by small vineyards.  The huge 

sunset turned the sky from gold to red, broken only by a single contrail. The aroma of sweet jasmine 

wafted up from the terrace below, where diners were eating alfresco to the sound of Eros Ramazotti 

singing through the speakers. Tom set his glass down, and stood behind Selina with his arms folded 

around her waist, she leaned her head back into him and her arms folded on top of his, both knew 

that this was a moment they would cherish and remember forever. 

Tom lifted a hand to move her sleek hair to one side and kissed her neck, she turned around and 

their lips met with the lightest gossamer touch, he lifted Selina onto the wall, she held him tight to 

her and could feel him growing against her, her excitement increasing, her hands unbuttoned his 

shirt to feel him closer, the kiss grew stronger as her tongue fought for space with his, her fingers 

slipping inside the back of his jeans grabbing his cheeks and squeezing, before she knew what was 

happening he lifted her off the wall, her arms ran to his neck as he carried her inside still kissing,  he 

one handed undid the clasps on the back of her dress,  lowered her onto the powder blue four 

poster bed. He stood beside her let his shirt fall to the floor, flicked off his sandals and unbuttoned 

his jeans, as they fell to the floor Selina reached to feel the bulge in his shorts and Tom said “Tonight 

I’m using a condom as you clearly think I pick girls up off the side of the road every day of the week 

but when we get to Siena you will get me to your doctor, where I will be tested to prove to you I’m 

clean, ok” 

“We’ll go together” she said, pulling the dress off in one movement, “Now get in here” in that 

moment Selina realised he was telling the truth, he was going to stay, he wasn’t going to disappear. 

As he got on the bed he intended to kneel between her legs but Selina grabbed him and pulled him 

to lie on top of her, she kissed him passionately her legs tied around his waist, she was kissing him all 

over his face, not taking a breath.  



“Easy tiger” Tom said, wondering what had sent her into overdrive. 

“Sushh” she said, putting a finger to her lip’s, she lowered one leg and rolled him onto his back, she 

sat on top of him now, “where’s the condoms” 

He pointed to the bedside table drawer, he leaned over and pulled the drawer open and fished them 

out, Selina took one out and ripped it open and placed one in her mouth between her teeth and her 

lips, in one movement she placed her hands beside her knees and hopped backwards and was now 

positioned between his legs looking at his cock lying on his navel, she picked it up in her hands and 

expertly sank her mouth slowly down over the tip and all the way along his shaft, when she came up 

Tom was amazed, he was now wearing the condom. 

“I suppose the nun’s thought you that in school” he said smiling 

“Sort of” she said, remembering back to the time she first did it with a group of college girls 

practising on bananas. 

She repositioned herself, sitting astride him, Tom reached for her breasts, gently pinching her taut 

nipples, Selina took hold of his cock and placed it so she could slowly lower herself onto him. She 

took it about halfway and came off and on to enjoy the sensation of him sliding in and out, she could 

see the joy in Toms eyes, she leaned over him saying “go in all the way”, he raised his hips an 

pressed against her, he could feel it deep inside her and so tight, he held it there and they kissed, 

before she started to writhe and roll her ass as Tom met her rhythm and pumped in unison with her. 

He took her ass in both hands pulling her cheeks apart with each thrust, her mouth bit an earlobe 

that sent him wild, he raised her arm over his head to let him suck her nipples, his teeth caught the 

tip, she sighed and she bit harder on his ear. He rolled her over to lie her on her back, her legs 

wrapped around him again. He pushed himself up with his arms and Selina followed him stretching 

up to bite his nipples, he untied her legs, Selina fell back on the bed, he raised them in the air to rest 

on his shoulders, this gave a deeper stronger sensation with every long thrust, each time she pushed 

against him with her feet it raised her ass and tightened her soaking pussy. Tom groaned each time 

he sank into her, her face and body had an irresistible glow as glints of the setting sun bounced off 

the walls of the room, he took her feet down and slid an arm under her lower back pulling her up to 

him,  she now sat on top of him, arms around his neck, her lips locked on his, finger nails sliding 

down his back, her movements becoming faster and harder, he could feel her excitement, Tom 

didn't want to cum this soon, he lifted her tiny frame off him and put her back lying on the bed 

raised her legs again but this time he bent over her to sink his tongue into her pussy, he flicked 

across her clit careful not to linger, he pulled her lips apart,  his tongue licked slow, down her pussy 

to her ass, he rimmed the outside which she liked and she moaned and pulled his hair when his 

tongue made its way through the tight opening. He kissed her navel, her nipples her neck and as she 

looked in his eyes, she made a fist around his cock and held it just between the folds of her pussy, he 

let her slide it up and down over her wet swollen lips, before he rammed hard, her fist released, her 

eyes shut in glorious pain, she stretched her right arm as far as she could, just reaching and grabbing 

hold of his balls, squeezing and pulling with each hard thrust. Her legs lifted and rested her heels on 

the cheeks of his ass and pushed with each lunge he made. She felt she was ready, she knew he was 

too, his balls so hard they feel like they would explode, she whispered "harder and slower, I'm nearly 

there". He responded and hoped he could hold until she comes, her hand was sending him over the 

edge, then it happened, she started low at first and then the volume built, 



"mmm....mmmmm...aaaahhh.....aaaaaAAAAAHHHHH...ffffuuuuuuuccccccckkkkkkkkkkkkkk", by the 

second mmmmm Tom was with her, his heart pounding, his cock pumping, harder,  slower "keep 

squeezing " he groaned "fffffffuuuuuuuccccccccccccckkkkkkkkkkkkkkk". His whole body rigid as he 

released, pulsing with each spurt of ejaculant , Selina’s body relaxed but she hung on to Tom as he 

lowered himself to her, they held each other silent and motionless for several minutes until Tom 

kissed her and told her what he just realised. “Selina, I love you” 

Tom got out of bed went to the bathroom, Selina just laid there, stunned wondering did he mean it, 

could he mean it after two days, she shook her hands through her hair and moved to sit up as Tom 

came back into the bedroom . 

"How can you say that after two days, I mean, I like you I really do, a lot, but how can you be sure in 

two days, have you ever been in in love" Selina said, sitting in a crouch on the bed with the bed 

sheets pulled over her shoulders, she believed that he meant what he said but couldn't understand 

how you could be sure enough to say it after only two days. 

"Because it’s true and yes, I told you I lost my job some time ago, but I actually lost control of my 

company, it was something I put my heart and soul into it seven days a week. I never gave any 

relationship a chance, when I lost it I thought my world had collapsed. The truth is losing it was the 

best thing that could have happened, because if I hadn't lost it I would be in Boston right now. 

Instead I’m here, with the most beautiful, intelligent, exciting, unpredictable, flexible woman I have 

ever met. I have always been instinctive and decisive it's just my nature but I invariably never get the 

big decisions wrong and for me this is a huge decision. You made me very happy when you agreed 

for me to move in, right now I could never imagine not being with you, in two days you've made my 

heart pound, my knees weak, you've put a desire in me I never thought possible, I want to know 

everything about you and I have so much to tell you about myself. I can promise you that I will never 

fail you, hide anything from you, never let you down and you will never want for anything I will 

always have your needs as my needs. When I look at my future I can't see it as my future anymore, 

it's what our future could be. Now that I've told you how I feel, I want everybody to know. I don't see 

any reason why I can't know in two day's what it takes others two months or two years to find out, 

all I care about now is you and spending the rest of my life with you and doing everything I can to get 

you in front of the best dance producers there are, I have a way with dance producers I can be very 

convincing" 

"Wow" Selina gasped, there were tears building in her eyes, "I thought that you thought it was just 

great sex, I thought it was just me, I never felt like this for anyone before, yes I was in love with 

someone who broke my heart, but it was never like this, like us" the tears were flowing freely now 

and her voice came in staccato bursts, she threw the sheets off her shoulders and leaped into his 

arms, "I do too, I love you too, Blue" 

Tom kept hold of Selina as he sat into the bed, leaning back against the deep cushioned powder blue 

headboard, he pulled the sheet up around her, they never said another word that night until she fell 

asleep in his arms, he then moved her hair behind her ear, and whispered “I really do love you Selina 

and you have no idea how much” 

 



15. 

Tom woke around six thirty, the early morning sun was filling the room, the scent of lavender and 

roses was in the air from the terrace below, but what broke his sleep was the warm wet sensation of 

Selina’s mouth around his cock, she was oblivious to him being awake and watching her, all he could 

see was a head of matted fiery red hair bobbing slowly up and down. He didn’t move he couldn’t it 

was so tender and perfect, within two minutes he had cum in her mouth and when she had sucked 

him dry she parted her hair, looked up at him and said, “Good morning, I woke up and it was looking 

up at me, I couldn’t let it go to waste, now could I” 

“Now that’s what I call an alarm clock, Good morning to you too” he said,”Come on, get dressed you 

have to get to Siena to give some bad news to someone called Marco. 

 

 

16. 

After breakfast they took a walk around the grounds of the Hotelito Lupaia for the last time, packed 

their belongings and put them in the car. Tom met Signore Manzini to settle his account and handed 

an envelope to the manager, in it was a note telling him how much he enjoyed his hospitality and 

one thousand euro’s to be divided amongst him and his staff, Signore Manzini thanked him again for 

the Avignonesi wine and that he hoped to see him and Miss Selina again. 

They were on the road by eight thirty, Tom pressed a button and the roof folded into the rear of the 

car Selina was busy taking pictures of everything they passed until they had got beyond 

Montepulciano. She picked up his ipod to look at the music he had, she didn’t recognise most of the 

names, and asked “Who’s Art Pepper” 

“Press play and you’ll find out” Tom said 

Soft piano and alto saxophone came through the speakers, ‘You go straight to my head’ played out 

Tom just laughed out loud, saying “That’s what you do to me” 

“What” she asked 

“Read the title, it’s what you did this morning” he said 

She laughed aswell and slapped his shoulder. 

“What do I tell Marco when I get back, he’s going to want me to stay” she asked 

“I’m sure he will, just tell him your leaving to get a dancing career, he always knew you would 

someday” He said  

“Ok, now you tell me about what you said last night about dance producers and how you can be 

persuasive” she said twisting in the seat to almost face him. 



“I have a way of appealing to their hearts, all I can say is that I can get you auditions with the 

directors the rest is up to you” he said. 

"O.K,  and what happens if I land a role in a show in London or Paris or Berlin, and it's a three month 

duration or a show goes on tour, what do you do then" she asked 

"First I congratulate you, then we either find a hotel or apartment, simple, unless you need to be on 

your own when you’re working, but I much prefer to accompany you as your official masseuse, how 

does that sound to you" he said 

"Gee, your good Blue" Selina said, "my Mama used to say, if something sounds too good to be true it 

usually is, are you too good to be true"  

"I hope she also told you that you should never look a gift horse in the mouth" he said "just let me 

try to do what I do, if you’re happy, great, then I'm happy" 

As they drove Selina wanted to know more about the charity foundation and the kind of work it did 

and the countries it worked in, she was enthralled with his stories of working with farmers digging 

wells in the middle of deserts, providing power to communities that never saw a light bulb, he 

explained that it was so humbling to watch truly proud and generous people become empowered 

with tools to make a better life for their families. She wanted to know where the money came from 

to provide the services and manpower. 

"The company I used to work for donates or used to donate a big chunk of the funds and I hold 

fundraisers with large companies I used to deal with and you are going to the next one next week in 

France" he told her.  

"What" she exclaimed, "where, who's going to be there, do I have to do anything, what do I wear, 

sounds very stuffy and boring, seriously what do I wear"  

"Easy, slow down, it's not far from your old home place, it's in Beziers, some friends of mine will be 

there and business acquaintances, you wear whatever you like, it's not as boring as it sounds, there's 

nice food, some music, we get to dance" he said "but you will have to listen to a couple of speeches" 

"I'm going to be stuck on my own while you're off with all these business people, I won't know 

whom to talk to or what to say" she said, already sounding apprehensive. 

"I can guarantee you won't be on your own for a second because every woman there who knows me 

will want to know everything about you and every man there will try to chat you up" he joked 

“And that's supposed to make me feel better, you need to work on your technique" she said, "turn 

left here" 

Traffic was heavy getting into Siena as the local council had lorries and earth moving equipment 

coming and going to the square dumping tons of dirt to lay a track for the famous horse race in a 

couple of days. Thankfully Selina knew her way around all the side streets and the one way systems,  

when they came up the Via Del Rossi a garage tow wagon was lowering a Fiat Bambino at the front 

of her apartment building.  



Selina was dumbfounded and gasped put her hand over her mouth, looked at the car and looked at 

Tom and then back to the car. She got out of the Audi and walked around the little yellow Fiat, she 

checked the number plate, that's right she thought but it can't be. The work the garage had done 

was staggering, new alloy wheels, and a new metallic yellow paint shimmered all over. She looked 

inside and there were red leather bucket seats where her old torn seats used to be, a roll top 

sunroof, vintage wooden steering wheel, new audio system. While she was checking everything out 

Tom was unloading his car and talking to the tow truck men without any luck. 

"Selina, help please" he called.  

She came over, and jumped onto him forcing him to catch her and hold her as she kissed him all over 

saying, "Thank you, thank you, thank you" 

"I don't know what your thanking me for, you said you wanted to pay for it" he said and smiled, "Can 

you tell these guys that there taking my car with them now and taking it to St. Marino, Audi" 

She rattled it out in Italian, they answered and she turned to Tom saying "They know, they were 

telling you this and asking if the car was empty and they want you to sign the docket, can I go back 

to Ramon now please" 

"Ciao Bella" he said and let go of her.  She got the keys from the men and noticed a fob, she asked 

what it was for, they told her the car now has an electronic locking system, she laughed and pointed 

it at the car and pressed the button, when all the lights flashed she laughed again.  

Selina turned the key and heard a sound she never heard from her car before, it rumbled with a low 

purr and when she touched the accelerator there was a gentle roar,she turned it off got out and 

opened the rear engine cover, it was a brand new turbo charged 875c.c. engine in place of her old 

rickety 500 that used to be there. She knew little about cars but she knew enough to know this 

would have cost a small fortune.  

"I love it, I love it, I love you Tom" she said as he came over and put his arms around her.  

"I take that you like the additions" he asked 

“I don’t like it I love it, can we go for a drive" she asked 

"No, I want to see the apartment and then we" he paused "you have to talk to Marco, now lock it 

and let's go" 

 

 

 

17 

The building was a terraced four storey red brick building, the apartment was all of the second floor, 

she unlocked the huge old oak door into the living area, ten foot high ceilings with ornate plaster 

covings, the oak floor had a dark stained matt varnish that Selina had done the day after she moved 



in to practise her dancing, a stereo with a stack of CD’s sat on the floor in one corner of the room, an 

old couch against one wall covered with a sheet to hide the torn seat and table with two chairs 

beside a small cast iron fireplace that had been retrofitted with gas to heat the room on cold winter 

nights, there was one big window in the room that gave access to a tiny balcony that had one chair 

and a stool she used as a table, a planter hung off the railing with oregano and cilantro bursting from 

it. The kitchen was tiny but Selina rarely used it, as she eats in Marco’s almost every day. The 

bathroom was a surprise to Tom, it had been recently renovated with ultra-modern fittings and a 

shower big enough for two. Selina ran in to the bedroom ahead of Tom to try and pickup and hide 

clothes that were scattered all over the floor, he came in behind her and just laughed, 

 “So this is what you’re really like, maybe I should change my mind and stay at The Exelsior down the 

street” he said 

She threw a pillow at him “Not fair, I didn’t know you were coming, did I” she said really 

embarrassed.  

Tom put his arms around her, “I’m kidding, it’s perfect, you’re perfect I wouldn’t care if your stuff 

was in a pile up to the ceiling, the apartment is Bellissimio” and kissed her, “Now get your ass in gear 

and let’s see this little restaurant” 

Selina changed into a Mazzy Star tee shirt, ripped jeans and sandals and they walked out the door 

towards the Piazza del Campo, as they passed through the market with arms around each other’s 

waist’s the stall holders called out “Bella, il vostro spezzando il cuore, chi è l'uomo” she laughed and 

answered in Italian, Tom asked “What was that all about”  

“Let’s just say that if I were you I wouldn’t walk down here alone, they said i was breaking their 

hearts, I think they want to kill you” She said and couldn’t stop laughing. 

When they got to the Piazza, Tom was amazed it was huge, no cars were allowed around it until 

after the horserace on Sunday, the square was packed full of people, nobody seemed to mind the 

muck and dust that was created by the track except the shop and restaurant owners, each one had 

somebody permantly sweeping the dirt from their premises. 

When they got to Marco’s, Sophia his wife threw her arms around Selina kissing her and asking if she 

was alright, she said she was fine now and asked for Marco, Sophia called him out and Selina 

introduced Tom and they sat down. Marco called for coffee’s. 

As the coffee arrived Selina started to explain that was finishing work in the Trattoria and she 

thanked them for the last eighteen month’s and that she enjoyed her time there. That she was going 

to search for a dancing role somewhere, it’s just something she has to do. Sophia and Marco started 

to speak at once something they did all the time, pleading for her to stay a while longer. Tom  

became disinterested with the Italian conversation and looked out at the magnificent fourteenth  

century Tower of Mangia that dominated the Piazza and wondered what it used to be, he could see 

a little chaple entrance at the base and thought, the tower is so tall that you must be able to see it 

from any part of Siena. The other curious sight he thought was why the Piazza is it shaped like a 

scallop shell with nine equal sections, whatever it was it is seriously impressive. When he turned 

back around, Sophia and Marco were crying and Selina was about to start, 



“What did you say to them, there in bits, whats going on” he asked 

“They didn’t want me to go, I told them why but that I would help out  on Sunday for the Palio, is 

that ok” She said 

“Whatever you want, if ther going to be that busy, I’ll come and help with you, I did a bit of bussing 

in college” he said 

“This is going to be fun to watch you getting your ass kicked on Sunday” Selina laughed and 

explained to Sophia that Tom was going to help on Sunday. Sophia leaned across the table and 

kissed him. “Grazie,grazie Tom” 

 

17. 

They left the restaurant and Selina gave Tom a walking tour of Siena, they walked for hours, looked 

at churches, the museum, she had a story for almost every building, there were pieces of art built 

into a number of houses they passed, the streets were packed with tourists, some in groups with 

guides, Tom told her she would make a lousy guide, she punched him on the arm saying  

"You ungrateful foreigner, why" 

"Well they would hear you fine but they won't see anything because you'll be in front of them and 

they will all be looking at your ass" Tom said.  

"Even the women" she asked,  

"Especially the women, their the worst, the ones that didn't want to take a bite out of it, will be 

thinking,  look at her who does she think she is in those tight jeans wiggling her ass in my face" he 

laughed.  

As they ambled along narrow cobbled lanes, he asked her if she had a favourite restaurant where 

she likes to eat that they could go there tonight. She said her favourite was a place around the 

corner from the apartment where she would get a giant pizza and take it home and listen to music, 

eating the pizza on the balcony.  

"O.K, that’s what we're doing tonight" he said.  

They stopped in a wine shop and Selina wanted to pick a bottle for tonight, she rummaged through 

all 45 of the Chianti's of Tuscany that the shop stocked and eventually she found the wine she was 

looking for ‘La Boncie’ 2011and said "I think you'll like it,  you’re not the only one who knows a good 

wine Blue" 

He tried to take it from her to pay for it but she wouldn't let it go and she paid at the counter, Tom 

went back and got two more, saying if you think it's that good, one will never be enough.  

"Can we go for a drive, please, for two reasons" she said smiling at him.  

"What are the two reasons" he said 



"Well, one is I'm dying to see what it's like" 

"And two" he asked 

"Two, I just want to see if you actually fit into the car" she could hardly get the words out she was 

laughing so much.  

"In that case, no" he said 

Still laughing Selina said "It'll be OK, I'll open the roof you can stick your head out" 

He tried to smack her bum but she saw it coming and jumped out of the way.  

They got back to the apartment and set the wines on the worktop in the kitchen, Selina went back 

downstairs saying she would be back in a minute. She was back in ten with two large take out 

coffees a box of 

Cannoli Siciliani pastry shells and a tub of Cannoli cream with Riccotta and Pistachos. 

"I've got something for you" she said in a teasing voice as she unlocked the door.  

Tom was asleep on the couch, he had intended to sit and check his emails but was so tired from four 

hours of walking in over thirty degrees of heat he crashed out as soon as he sat down. Selina pulled 

his shoes off and laid a quilt over him. She put the Cannoli cream in the fridge and the shells in an 

airtight box, had her coffee on the balcony before deciding it was a good time to tidy the bedroom.   

She lay down on the bed, not to sleep but to unravel her thoughts of the last few days, how could 

she have fallen in love so quickly with the man in the other room, she made a list in her mind of 

good and bad points about Tom. On the good side, tall, handsome, clever, great body, awesome 

lover, she thought he must have a little money driving the car that he had and paying for her car, 

generous, great listener and he really loves her. She tried to think of what she can put on the bad 

side, she racked her memory to think what he had done that she didn't like or what could he have 

done before she met him. All of a sudden her eyes and mouth shot open, she covered her mouth 

with her hand,  "No, please no" she thought and got up and walked over to him, she stood over him, 

telling herself "No, don't do this Selina" she knelt down beside him,  thinking to herself,  please tell 

me I'm wrong,  please tell me I'm wrong.  

"Tom, Tom I have to ask you something wake up Tom" she said as she held his hand, "Tom " 

"O.K, O.K I'm awake" 

"Tom I have to ask you something and I need an honest answer no matter how hard it is" Selina said. 

"You sound so serious, is that coffee I can smell" he said sitting up. 

She passed the coffee and said "Will you give me an honest answer to what I'm going to ask you" 

Tom could sense that Selina was really worried about what, he hadn't a clue, "Something is 

bothering you, the only way is to ask, so shoot" and he leant forward and kissed her head then took 

a sip of cold coffee.  



"I was lying on the bed thinking of all the things I like about you, there’s a lot, then I tried to think of 

what I don't like" slowing down as she got to the end of the sentence. 

"Yes" Tom said even slower.  

"You work for some charity and you lost your job, I'm going to say this fast and can't believe I'm 

saying it, you drive very expensive car, buy really expensive gifts, are you on the run from the police 

for stealing money from the charity" as she said it she lowered her head to the floor, she could not 

bear to see the look of shame on his face for her and for asking that question. She shook her head 

"No don't answer, I don't want to know, I'm sorry, I'm sorry" and burrows her head in his lap as Tom 

tried to lift her head.  

"Selina, lift your head" he said raising her up, he had to hold her head in place as he spoke. "I will, 

honestly answer this question, if you promise to answer my question, after O.K” 

"O.K” she said very sheepishly, still afraid of the answer that she knew was coming.  

"No, I'm not on the run from the police, no I have never stolen so much as one cent, and if you like 

we can go to a church,  there are plenty of them here and I will swear on a bible,  ok" he said.  

"O.K, I believe you but" she said as Tom cut her off putting a finger to her mouth.  

"No buts, you have to answer my question, please get up off your knees" he said. She sat on the 

couch and he held her hands, he bent his head to look in her eyes as she was still looking at the 

floor.  

"Please look at me, Selina" she raised her head and Tom said "That's better. Selina, this question is 

coming from my heart, it's the only thing that matters to me right now, will you marry me and make 

me the happiest man alive" 

He had slipped onto one knee as he said the words, Selina not sure if she heard him right, Tom could 

see it in her face and asked again "Selina, will you marry me" tears started to fall uncontrollably from 

her eyes, she couldn't speak, all she could get out was "B b but", "No buts, Selina no matter what 

you answer, I can assure you every question running around your pretty head will get answered 

tonight" he said to her "I'm waiting,  if you need time, that's fine, just say something, please" 

"Yes" she said so low and then screamed "YES, YES, YES" and threw her arms around him, kissing 

him,  her tears running down his cheeks now, "I'm sorry for asking that question" he stopped her 

from saying another word.  

"Selina, it's time for you to order that famous pizza, I have a lot to tell you" it's going to be a long 

night" 


