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The Most Elusive Scent of All

(Tale in the Spirit about the Sicilian Mafia)

Book I

This tale is told by a “dimension”. An entity, a living consciousness, to which some psychic minds can tune into. It could be 100% exactly as it happened.

When appropriate, modern concepts are used to make the story simpler to follow. Example: using a term such a police officer instead of the equivalent at the time.

Chapter 1 - The First Mafia Priest

By the end of the 19th century one of the most influential groups in Europe and many parts of the world, was not any government, was not any church, it was a group of people known in Italy as the Mafia. Their secret of success on a worldwide scale was a discovery of a heightened state of awareness for most true Mafiosi, a version of Roman Catholic Life in the Spirit
. It was a surreal experience that left a person mesmerised. What they actually understood in modern perspective of the Science of Life
, was a dimensional space
 which in time attained self-awareness, becoming a consciousness of its own, a new life-form, a life-form with manyfold human intelligence. This tale is put together from this dimension - the very consciousness itself explains how it came to be and what it knows about itself.

And it began with the first Mafia Priest. A young Catholic priest assigned to a town in Sicily. It was the middle of the 18th Century and Father Franko set about his duties diligently. Sicily at the time was mostly peasants and farmers. Good farming land was scarce due to the rocky and hilly nature of the terrain of much of Sicily. Farmers had to look after their boundaries and hire armed men to patrol their properties. Other farmers that needed pasture or the fruit from an orchard, on land that belonged to another, found a way to corrupt such border guards. Those farmers especially good at this were called "Dons" and their services sought after. The most usual form of corruption was not money; it was the services of a prostitute. Not a typical prostitute, what would be called in the modern world a high-class prostitute. In many cases, it was not even a prostitute, but the eldest daughter of a "Don". In the era in which girls as young as twelve would be forced into marriage; in an era when an 18 year old might be walking with a 5 year old and wondering how to feed her young daughter - there was simply no shortage of young pretty recruits eager to join the ranks of Mafia prostitutes.

Border guards were young men and their natural male hormones high and overactive. It was not much of an effort for a beautiful young woman to win favours from such men. By chance, one of the Don's daughters had discovered that a certain mix of plants, herbs and flowers, in a subtle way, produced a perfume with a most elusive scent. That scent had an effect on men - a most potent effect.

In his humble church Father Franko was fitting candles into a table especially made for such. These were for the regular mass on Sunday. The day had been warm. The sun flooded the church through the open doors and the colourful glazed windows. He did not notice the young attractive Sicilian in a black dress walking toward him.

"I need to confess my sins, Father", was the first he heard.

Father Franko turned. The young woman's looks were magnificent. She stood in such a way that the strong sunlight pouring through the door overpowered Father Franko's eyes and it seemed he was seeing an apparition. There was something else, something ever so elusive, a scent, an elusive scent - a scent of a woman?

"This way, my child", Father Franko pointed to a small room that was not much more than a box. He entered one side, closed the door, sat down and parted a black curtain over a small opening covered with a black mesh. On the other side the young woman was kneeling.

"I am no longer a virgin, Father", the young woman said in a soft voice, "but I have no husband."

Though less than thirty years old, Father Franko had heard such confessions. Before his appointment to his native Sicily he had served in Rome and small outer towns.

"Are you pregnant?", the priest asked.

"Heaven forbid", the woman replied, "I would kill the child born."

Father Franko was horrified and alarmed. “It is a mortal sin to kill a newborn...are you not afraid of hell?"

"I am sorry", the woman rose, "I ought not have come". Quick as she could she was out of the confessional and Father Franko could hear her footsteps leaving the church.

He did not move and sat in silence in his dark confessional box. On his mind and in his heart a mystery. "What was that scent?", his head kept wondering. “Perfume? Natural female hormone? Petals of a rose in her hair? I would give all I have to understand what that elusive scent was.”

Father Franko was a man who experienced visions. In his days, days less confused by modern psychology, Father Franko was fond of sharing some of his mystical visions with families who invited him to dinner. Rumours spread about the young priest. Some said he was not of sound mind; others said he was a Saint.

The moment Maria was out of the church she turned sharply. From the pocket of her long dress she took out a black veil and put it over her head. She walked down stone steps to a carriage waiting at the side of the church in the shadows. A luxurious carriage. She climbed in, sat down. The driver moved off. Maria was not an ordinary woman. She was the eldest daughter of a powerful Don but refused to accept that tradition that came about from who knows where. Now in her mid twenties, Maria was still chaste. Her father also had what in modern medicine would be called dementia. It was she who managed the business and it had become a most profitable business. The first Don and family that had left their farming life, but it was still used as a shield, and made their money from bribing boundary guards. On the rare occasion when the head of the border guards could not be corrupted, the Don's family arranged an accident. Like most in the town, she too had heard rumours about the handsome young priest and his mystical visions. Unlike most, she knew what these were. Maria was what in modern terms would be called a super psychic. When she first came across this priest during mass and accepted the Eucharist, the moment she swallowed a strong mental image of the devil formed in her head. She knew what that meant. The young Priest could be tempted and would not overpower the temptation.

A three-hour ride to her villa. Not far by modern standards, but in those days it would take three hours to cover the 30-kilometre distance. Many hills on the way, many narrow paths. Maria rested in the richly upholstered interior, her head leaning against the back. The moment they left, and the moment Maria closed her eyes, she saw in her mind's eye the priest in his confessional. She passed him a psychic thought, "think of me father, dream what you as a man would love to do to me. I know my beauty haunts you. And never forget my elusive scent."

As her eyes rested, she recalled, as she often did, a vivid childhood memory. She remembered arriving with her father at her uncle’s estate. Not a blood uncle, but she knew the man from young as such, and his wife as auntie. Maria was impeccably dressed with a flower in her hair. Her mother had even put on Maria a special scent - an elusive scent. Sitting quietly opposite her in the kitchen of the villa, a fifteen year old Tony, son of the uncle. Her father and uncle and auntie left for the gardens. Young Tony leant to Maria, "you know what this is about? They want us to marry." Maria was struck dumb. When her father returned and sat next to her, she leant against him then started to hit him with her fists yelling, "I am too young to be married, papa!" Her father pretended he did not know what she was talking about. They stayed for dinner. Maria and young Tony avoiding eyes.

On the way back Maria insisted her father promise that she will be able to decide when she marries. Her father embraced his eldest and perhaps his favourite daughter. "Si, si, as you will, this was your mother's idea. She plotted behind my back and only told me last night. What was I supposed to do? Who knows, I thought, maybe you will take to Tony."

Halfway into her journey a small village. The carriage stopped due to people on the road. Maria faded the distant memory and parted a curtain to look and listen. The authorities on invented and malicious charges had dragged in a senior Don. Now he was put on display in the Town Square. On a wooden platform the Don stood in a white garment. Around him two police officials asking questions loudly. Around the platform much of the village had gathered. The platform was a wooden structure where public hangings took place. A rope with a loop at the end dangled from a beam not far from the Don, making the man nervous, his eyes at times glancing at the rope.

"There is no such thing as the Mafia", Maria could hear the Don cry convincingly, "its superstitious nonsense!"

"Do you deny knowing Senior Vito, Senior Giovanni, Senior Peppa", the police sergeant read from a page and yelled to the crowd.

"The first two are my cousins", the Don protested, "and the last I met at a family function....a wedding I think, of his daughter...since when is that a crime? Sicilians are family people, we have big weddings, big birthdays for our children, big funerals. We love our salami, our wine, our cheese, and we like friends and strangers to join us at our table. What is all this about? "

"Move along", Maria tapped on the front of the carriage and slid open a wooden enclosure and told the driver.

It was dusk by the time Maria walked into her villa. The large white house was well protected by armed men - this residence of a most powerful Don and four lovely daughters. It was said the ever so many guards were more for the protection of his daughters from men of lust then from any true enemy. In fact, it was also said that it was more dangerous for a young man to come too close to a Don's daughter without proper respect, than to walk among a field of armed Mafiosi.

There were few disputes among the Dons. Such were not good business. The Dons resolved any grievance they had with one another, quietly and quickly. They had developed their own legal system in that for certain offences against a family, a fine was paid and the matter forgotten. For serious offences, the penalty could be brutal, even cutting off the hands of an offender and then a bullet put through his head. This had to be done in this exact order. The corpse left for the officials to find and the word to spread how such a man was found. The Don to whom such an offender belonged, was charged with making arrangements. Many codes did the Dons put together during those times, most of which remain to this day.

Maria passed the busy kitchen preparing the evening meal. She walked upstairs to her room, took off her veil and walked through the wide open door to the balcony. She sat on a long wooden seat admiring the Sunset. Much on her mind. The young priest was of much interest. Rumours had spread in Salermo that the beautiful young women with that - the most elusive scent of all - were whores. The border guards had become suspicious. It was a much harder trick to bribe them. Maria felt a priest was a perfect weapon against such malice. What better than a young woman introduced to a border guard, perhaps after church service, by a priest? What border guard would suspect any motive other than potential marriage? 

Maria had set her heart on corrupting Father Franko. It had to be done the "woman's way". Brute force or stand over tactics would not work with a man of the cloth. The priest would mention such to his superiors and they would whisk him away. Maria also felt she had an advantage. She was a virgin. A virtue she was prepared to sacrifice for her family. Not only would she do that, she would also make sure she would not fall pregnant - but the priest would be told she did fall pregnant. Out of shame, Maria would pretend to leave for another country for the next nine months. She would return with a baby in her hand, a baby that would be purchased from a poor peasant in Sicily who had a male child as their first offspring. In those times of immense poverty this was not a hard thing to arrange. It was well known that a rich man could pass the word that his wife wanted a baby, and in a matter of days young mothers would be on the doorstep with babies in their arms. Some such mothers so young they barely had the strength to hold their child. Maria had always felt much compassion for such children.

That night of a full moon, moonlight flooding into her room, a gentle breeze tossing about the white lacy thin curtains, a strong psychic connection took place. As she was fading into sleep Maria had a vision. She saw herself sitting next to the priest in a slim see-through nightie. The room seemed adjacent to the church. Then she was on top of him, and they were making love. Maria sat up and breathed heavily. Her psychic instinct knew, simply knew, the priest had the same experience.

From a young age Maria had psychic visions. Visions few knew about. Her father and mother had guessed this about Maria, but had not made an effort to pursue such. When Maria was young and in Salermo with her father, she saw in a vision her younger sister fall of a horse. "Quickly, papa", Maria grabbed her father's hand, "back home...something has happened." When she was older she saw in a vision her sick mother dying during the night. Maria sat with her mother most of the night until suddenly, and unexpectedly, she passed away. 

Yes, Maria knew how strongly a psychic vision could connect two souls!

The next morning she bathed and put on that elusive scent lavishly. A quick breakfast and she was out of the door, telling one of the Captains as such were starting to be known, to organise a carriage as quickly as possible to go to Salermo, while she refreshed herself.

"Seniora", the Captain pleaded, "you went yesterday, such a long journey, let me go instead." Although the title Seniora was for married women, out of respect Maria was also called this.

"Oh no", Maria laughed and brushed back her hair with her hand, "for what I have in mind, no one but I can do."

Close to three hours later she was stepping out of her carriage. The carriage parked against the wall of the church toward the back, out of sight of most of the town people. By its nature the carriage attracted attention. Solid, dark red leather upholstery inside, on its doors an impressive golden family crest of the Coletti family. The two shiny and fit black horses pulling the carriage attracted attention. A horse such as that when sold could fetch enough money to live for a year. The driver and bodyguard, Pedro, an ox of a man, attracted attention.

Maria walked to the front of the church and up seven stone steps and inside the sunbathed church. It was a practice to leave the wide heavy doors open during the day. Father Franko was at the altar at the front and polishing a cup he used for the Eucharist.

"Father, I must confess my sins, in private, not in that box, please", she said as she came to him.

Father Franko looked. She was more beautiful than the day before. Hoping to sense that elusive scent, he walked closer. "All right, senioritta, perhaps in my private room at the back of the church?"

"Thank you", Maria smiled.

She walked behind him and entered as he held the door open. She glanced about the room as he closed the door. Next to the bed was a small table and on it a jug of water. She noticed lemon pips on top.

"Oh Father, I am so thirsty", she turned to him and smiled.

"Certainly", Father Franko stepped to the small table and poured a glass, turned, gave it to her. She began to sip, her eyes fixed on his, so strongly Father Franko turned. As he did Maria spilt the content on top of her dress.

"Oh no, Father", she dropped the glass which shattered on the hard floor, "my father, this dress is new, he will think I...I....no...oh no..its lemon....I need to wash it...you understand Father, you are Sicilian, this is a mater of life and death!"

The Father nodded not sure what to suggest. To his surprise the woman leant, pulled up her dress from the base and pulled it over herself. What was left was a flimsy see through brief nightie and semi-high heel shoes. Her legs long, slim, shiny. Her breasts divine in their shape and firmness. Marie turned to a basin on another table and dunked the top of the dress. The priest sat down on the edge of the bed, his gaze transfixed on the beauty of that female form. Not having had any sisters, and even if he had had, this was the first time he had seen a woman almost naked. Her legs were long and slender and ever so smooth. The contour of her hips in such sensual harmony with an ever so shapely female behind blending in perfect harmony with the slender curving sides of her ever so smooth back. The window in this room was to the right where Maria's stood. It was covered in a light day curtain. Light entered and curved around Maria's shapely form. Specks of dust mingled with the light, shimmered around her body. To the priest, what he was seeing was not an almost naked woman, but a vision of pristine elegance and beauty, a vision bathed in a mirth of light.

While seemingly hard at work washing the top of her long dress, Maria was carefully sensing the young priest. She knew, she simply knew, this was her best moment - perhaps her only chance for what she had in mind. She glanced and smiled at him, and could see his glazed eyes, his body trembling. She also noticed at the top of his trousers a movement that she knew might be the very signal.

She turned, hung the dress on a rope stretched across the top of the room, came and sat by him, used as soft and feminine tone as she could. "Last night I saw an angel...the angel said you were my husband and I am to come to you and do as you wanted. I can see in your eyes what you want to do. Do not resist", she leant and gave him a kiss then moved back, "lay down, it is too late for you and me."

Bewildered, confused, absolutely overwhelmed by her beauty and the pristine vision against the light of her elegant female body, but perhaps more so by that elusive scent, the priest moved his head back onto his pillows. His eyes were dilated, his heart beating at a very fast rate. Sensing the exact moment she wanted, she turned, undid his trousers quickly and pulled the top down and as quick as she could she was on top of him, and he inside of her.

"Oh", Maria let out, took a deep breath. It was a painful penetration. When the pain subsided she explained, "I lied yesterday, I am a virgin, the proof of this you will know....relax...my God is asking this of me, as your Jesus is allowing this to happen."

The experience so daunting, so incredible, the priest lay there as Maria did the work. Then the animal within the man took hold. He moved her to the side, his arms strong, and laid her down and was on top of her. Forgetting the pain now, she squirmed in delight as the love making continued - her squirming surprising the man inside the priest.

The moment it was over, and his seed inside, Maria got up and pulled off the black dress, pulled it over herself. She sat on the bed, covered the man's lower naked body with the sheet. "Listen, I must go. I will talk to you soon. Tell no one about this."

She was out of the door. Father Franko lay on his bed in a state of incomprehensible bewilderment. Maria walked quickly to her carriage and the carriage moved off. Inside the carriage she reached for a white cloth and did something her mother had taught her daughters to do if they ever had sex but did not want to fall pregnant.

When she finished and rested against the seat, she wondered. Was it too easy? She had set out with the will to succeed – no! – beyond will! - with an absolute determination to succeed! Now that she had, how did she feel? She enjoyed the experience, this she would not deny to herself. Was it the man? Was it overpowering the impossible and seducing a man of the cloth? Or was she ever so pleased with herself because of how clever she was about all this? She closed her eyes, her heart still palpitating and her cheeks flushed, and enjoyed the sunlight flooding in through the large open window of the carriage and warming her body, soothing her mind.

A sense of divine providence overcame her.

� A heightened state of awareness


� Available for purchase, refer http://home.pacific.net.au/~med5gl/ctsite.htm


� Entity, does not know spatial distance, pure and highly intelligent energy
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