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CHAPTER ONE
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Friday, 31st May 2019

Piraeus


This was the best time to visit the Greek Islands. The weather was warm, the ferries were not crowded and it was easy to pick up a good deal at a hotel anywhere.


The tourist season had not officially kicked in yet, it was in start up mode. Lots of young Greeks were heading to the Islands to take up summer jobs. Hotels were readying themselves for the influx and madness that came in July and August, conducting minor repairs and giving a fresh lick of paint everywhere. 


The end of May and early June was the favoured time for visitors that referred to themselves as genuine travellers, rather than tourists.


Jordan was a freelance photographer and loved the freedom that his chosen profession afforded him. He made a good living, picking up work in his home town of Canterbury, and from opportunist assignments in many of the Mediterranean locations that he visited during May through to October. This year, he had begun his travels in Greece in the last week of May.


He lay on the single bed in the budget accommodation on Praxitelous Street, located in a busy shopping district of Piraeus, the main seaport of Athens. He stared up at the ceiling and listened to the sound of a couple enjoying an early morning hump in the room above. 


A few minutes earlier he had been in a deep sleep having a strange dream. He could not get the dream out of his mind, it was so vivid, and it disturbed him. He closed his eyes and tried to get back to sleep, maybe he could conjure up part two of the dream? After a few seconds he sat up in bed, laughing at himself for his silly thought. 


He lay awake and returned to the imagery of the dream. The girl approached him and stared into his eyes. She slowly removed a scarf from around her neck and revealed a fresh scar. It was L-shaped and it cut across her windpipe. He asked her, ‘Who hurt you sweetheart?’ She did not reply, she just touched him on his cheek as she cried silently. That dream had kept repeating, over and over, like a needle sticking on a record player. 


The girl in his dream was the waitress he had seen five days ago in a small family owned restaurant on Koufonisia. He had been drawn to her through her natural beauty as he watched her working the tables. They had only exchanged a few words, but he was sure there was a connection between them, not a spark, just a feeling of familiarity.
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The coffee shops were cranking up for a busy day of service in Pasalimani. Its dual marinas offered the solo traveller a great people watching experience and the opportunity to enjoy the vibe of outdoor life, without feeling too alone.


As Jordan downed his Greek coffee and stared at the sludgy remnants in the bottom of the small cup, the image of the girl returned. The weird mind pop was getting to him. He had already checked out of the hotel and should have been enjoying the morning air and working out his plan to travel up to the Sporades Islands. But this dammed recurring image was messing with his mind. He gave into it and decided to travel south instead, Skopilos would have to wait for now. Thanks to the copulating couple in the room above, he would have time to catch one of the early ferry sailings and return to Koufonisia by mid afternoon. He left four Euros on top of his receipt, waved over to the waiter and shouted, ‘Efharisto.’ Then he pulled his backpack over his shoulder and headed down to the main ferry terminal. 
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Being in the port of Piraeus at 7am always gave him a buzz. Most of the ferries serving the Islands were still berthed and preparing to sail. Scores of yellow taxis were arriving and dropping off couples, families and folks just like himself. All of the arriving hordes shared the same eagerness to board the ships and make the journey to somewhere special, somewhere they connected with or somewhere new that they wanted to explore. 


He stepped onboard one of the large blue ships and made his way up through the decks to the external sitting area. This was a ferry journey he had done many times, but he never tired of it. He would pick the same spot to sit every time, the second deck level at the rear of the ship, and he would choose a table one row in from the stern of the ship, always with a view of the large Greek flag proudly hanging from its mast and flapping in the wind. From this position he could watch as the ferry sailed away from the mainland and slowly headed south, allowing the islands to present themselves one by one until he finally reached his destination.
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Koufonisia


The ferry was skilfully manoeuvred to line up with the small pier, churning up the dazzling clear turquoise waters as it came to rest. Within seconds of the ramp touching the pier, passengers and cars were spilling out onto the beautiful island of Koufonisia.


Jordan waited for the crowds to disperse before disembarking. He followed the road around to the small beach adjacent to the port and turned left to head up to the restaurant and the girl that had compelled him to return.


As he approached the steps leading up to the rooftop dining area, he felt a pang of nerves in his stomach. The dining area was deserted. He took a seat at a table overlooking the narrow main road that wound up through the Chora. He could hear someone in the kitchen area downstairs, but they must not have noticed him entering the restaurant. He waited a few more minutes and, just as he was about to seek assistance, he felt the presence of someone standing next to him. It was a waitress, but not the one in his dream.


The young lady smiled and used the Greek word for hello, ‘Yasas,’ and waited for him to place an order.


Jordan felt disappointed that it was not his waitress, ‘Could I have a beer please, a large Mythos.’ As she scribbled the order on her pad, he asked her, ‘Where is the other waitress that works here? The tall girl with the long dark hair?’


She looked for confirmation from him as she suggested, ‘Katerina?’


‘Yes, I think that’s her, she was working here about five days ago.’


‘Mmm, no one has seen her for a few days. I am her replacement until she returns.’


Slightly concerned Jordan asked. ‘Is she still on Koufonisia?’


‘We don’t think so. She has a flat above the bakery, we’ve called around there several times but there is no reply when we knock. Looks like her things are still in the room though.’ She shrugged her shoulders and continued. ‘Maybe she has gone back to Athens. It happens, summer girls often get homesick. We have left a couple of messages on her phone but she has not responded. Are you a friend of hers?’


‘Kind of.’ Jordan replied.	


As Jordan finished his beer and left the restaurant, he was beginning to feel a little foolish. He had travelled all the way back to the island and for what? A strange recurring dream? Now it was beginning to look like the girl had simply headed off to visit her family in Athens. 


The beer had stirred his appetite, it was time to eat. He hadn’t had anything since breakfast in Pasalimani. The smell of the gyros coming from a Tavern just down the hill was adding to his hunger. 


The young waitress smiled and greeted him, ‘Yasas,’ as she directed him to a table inside. He positioned himself so he could look out onto the street, he was still hopeful that the girl he now knew as Katerina may make an appearance. 


As the young lady placed his order in front of him, she looked up to the television and appeared to be interested in a news article. He watched with her. It showed a reporter on a beach, microphone in hand, pointing towards some trees in a secluded area.


Jordan had a basic understanding of Greek but could not keep up with the speed of the commentary and asked the waitress, ‘What’s happened, what is he saying?’


‘Oh, it’s terrible, they’ve found the body of a young girl on that beach, her throat has been slit.’


‘When? Where is the beach?’ he asked eagerly.


‘This morning, on Amorgos.’


The waitress walked away shaking her head and said something in Greek to the chef behind the counter. He looked back at her and said nothing as he turned his attention to the television screen. 


The reporter drew an L-shaped line on his throat and the chef called out. ‘Malaka.’


Jordan stood up and went over to talk with the chef. ‘Excuse me, what did the reporter just say there?’


The chef explained that the killer had cut the throat of the girl and the incision was L-shaped. Jordan was panicking now. The scar on his waitresses’ throat was identical to that which the reporter was describing. This was no coincidence. He paid the bill and stepped out into the warmth of the picture postcard Cycladic street.
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Jordan had been sitting on the beach close to the port for half an hour, trying to make sense of everything that had happened since he woke up in Piraeus this morning. This was one of the most tranquil places in the world that he knew, but right now his mind was in turmoil. The murdered girl could not be Katerina, he was trying hard to convince himself. The girl’s image had flashed up momentarily on the TV news, her face was blurred out, but she clearly had short blonde hair. What the hell was he doing here? Why him? Perhaps he should just put it down to a weird coincidence and carry on with his planned trip to Skopilos? But he knew himself better than that. He would not be able to let this go, he would have to carry on and find a reason to convince himself to drop it.
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Jordan approached the bakery and looked for the entrance to the flat above. He noticed a stairway down a tight side alleyway. As he turned up the alley, an old man sitting on a chair on the street greeted him. ‘Kalispera.’ He nodded respectfully to the old man and headed to the stairway leading to Katerina’s flat. He knocked, and as he waited for a response, he turned to look out at the view. The island that looked like a pregnant lady lying on her back, sat magnificently on the horizon, portraying its mystique to anyone that lived or visited this Island. 


The door to the apartment was surrounded by bougainvillea and it almost completely covered a small window to the left side of the door. He brushed the bright magenta flowers away in an effort to take a look inside the flat. As he did so, a key fell out of the bush and landed at his feet. He knocked again, then tried the key in the lock. Jordan pressed the door open slowly and called out, ‘Katerina, are you here?’ He gave it a few more seconds, then entered. The curtains were drawn but the afternoon sun was shining through and giving the small bedsit a warm feeling. He stepped into the bathroom, looking for any indication that she had been here recently. He felt her towels and they were bone dry, as was the bikini hanging from the shower head. He opened the small cabinet over the sink and it was full of her toiletries. Walking back into the living area, he looked under her bed and could see a large suitcase and a small backpack. Her wardrobe was full of clothes. There was nothing to suggest that she had packed a bag and took off for a few days.


Jordan pulled up a chair by the dressing table next to her bed and noticed the open diary. Her last entry was three days ago. He flicked through the previous pages, she had been making entries daily, but nothing for the last three days. It seemed a bit old fashioned in this day and age for a young person to be keeping a paper diary, quite sweet though. What would it tell him?


He set about finding out what he could, using a translation app on his phone. He started with her last entry, it read, Pori beach was beautiful today, wonderful waters for swimming. Found a lovely secluded spot but I had a strange feeling that someone was watching me. Creepy! Plenty other beaches to explore.


He was concerned once again.
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Jordan looked at his watch, it was 10pm. He had spent the whole evening slowly deciphering the contents of the diary. 


Katerina had left Athens at the beginning of May 2019 and travelled directly to Koufonisia to take up a job as a waitress in a small family restaurant. She was loving the experience and had fallen in love with the Island. She worked split shifts and the working arrangement allowed her to visit the beach every day, usually around the mid-afternoon. 


Jordan learnt that Katerina had made friends with another girl that was also working the summer season. Maria worked in the travel agents on the main street in the upper part of the Chora. Maybe Maria could shine some light on where Katerina was? That would have to wait until tomorrow though. He was tired and thought about finding some accommodation for the evening, then decided that under the circumstances, it would probably be okay to crash where he was. He lay fully clothed on top of Katerina’s bed and drifted off into a deep sleep.


Saturday 1st June


He was woken at 7am by the sound of a scratching noise. He rubbed his eyes to clear the blur and focused on the sound coming from the bottom of the external door that led to the outside stairway.


A note was being pushed under the door. He jumped up and raced over to retrieve it, trying to be as quiet as he could. As he picked it up, he could hear the sound of someone going down the stairs. He looked at the note quickly and saw that it was signed by Maria. 


Without thinking, he opened the door and shouted to the girl descending the stairs, ‘Maria, please wait!’


Maria responded in English, ‘Who are you….. and where is Katerina?’


‘Please, come back up.’


Maria stared back at him, as if he was a stranger asking her to get into a car.


‘Sorry, I’m Jordan, I am looking for Katerina.’


The stare continued, ‘In her flat?’


‘Please, I need to talk to you. Let me explain.’


‘You come down here then.’


He descended the stairs and Maria backed off down the alleyway until she was level with the street. Jordan followed her out.


The old man on the chair was sitting in his usual place, he turned to them both and greeted them, ‘Kalimera.’


Maria responded, ‘Kalimera Dimitris.’


Jordan smiled at the old man and turned towards Maria. She was beautiful, slender, and probably in her mid twenties.


‘Go on then, explain.’


He was unsure where to start and just blurted out, ‘I am very concerned about Katerina.’


‘You are not making sense.’


‘Okay.’ He thought for a second and continued, ‘I met her briefly a few days ago in the restaurant.’ It was too early to declare the dream, he would look like an absolute nut case. He stalled and countered her with a question, ‘What did your note say?’


She ignored his ploy to evade her line of questioning, ‘If you don’t start making sense soon, I am going to call the police.’


He took his only option and lied, ‘She contacted me to let me know she was in danger.’


‘How, when?’


‘That’s less important right now. I truly believe she is in danger.’


Maria accepted his partial truth, ‘I am worried too. I haven’t seen her or had any contact with her for three days.’


‘Look, maybe this isn’t the best time and place to discuss this. Can I meet you later?’

‘Sure, call into the travel agents in the upper part of the Chora. It’s the only one, you can’t miss it.’






CHAPTER TWO
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The Albanian name, Mergim, translates as foreigner or stranger and it best described how Mergim Vokshi had been treated by his mother since he was born. For most of his 27 years he had struggled to understand why his mother behaved the way she did towards him. Showing love one day and resentment the next. He was five years older than his sister, Vlora, and had a very close relationship with her. She understood him better than anyone and was always there when he needed her.


The last contact Mergim had with his mother was six months ago. He had returned to Albania to visit her on her death bed. That is when she had explained her behaviour towards him. It tore him apart. She begged him not to share her story with his sister and he upheld her wish, until his mother passed away one month later.


Saturday 1st June. Afternoon.


Koufonisia


Maria was attending to some customers as Jordan entered her place of work. She looked across at him and gave him a cute smile to acknowledge his presence. 


He waited patiently for the customers to leave and asked Maria, ‘Is this an okay time to talk?’


‘As good as any,’ she replied.


He’d had a couple of hours to think about the approach he would take with her. He already knew that Katerina was not responding on her phone, so he fibbed again. ‘Three days ago Katerina texted me and asked me to come back to the Island. I had some business to attend to in Athens and came down as soon as I could. In truth we barely knew each other, but in the short time we did, we connected quite strongly.’


‘Yes, she is quite naive,’ she replied. ‘No offense meant.’


‘None taken. When I arrived yesterday, I went straight to the restaurant to see her. That’s when I learnt that she was missing.’


‘How did you get into her flat?’


‘She told me where she kept a spare key.’


‘How strongly did you guys connect?’


‘Not as close as you are inferring. I have no idea why she told me about the key. All I can say is, she did. Do you have any idea where she could be, Maria?’


Maria shook her head, Jordan could see that she was tearing up. There is no way that he would mention the issue of the murdered girl on Amorgos. He did not want to imply any connection at this point.


‘It doesn’t look like she has left the Island, Maria, most of her belongings appear to be in her flat. Could she have taken a day trip to a nearby Island? Say, Amorgos?’ 


‘I doubt that very much. She wouldn’t have time. She works every day, it’s how it is in the summer season.’


Jordan was relieved, ‘Then let’s check out the possibility that she is still on Koufonisia. Should we start with the beaches?’


‘Yes, good idea. I don’t work Sundays, we can go tomorrow.’
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Sunday 2nd June. Morning


Athens


Mergim lifted the girl’s suitcase and backpack into the boot of his taxi, then opened the door for her. Sophia slid onto the back seat. She dipped her head so she could look up to the fourth floor flat, her mother was on the balcony waving and blowing kisses to her. She wound the window down and waved back. She would miss her mum tremendously, but she had to do this. She had looked forward to it for so long. Her mum had always said she could go once she was eighteen.


Mergim made eye contact with her in the rear view mirror, ‘Where to?’


‘Piraeus please, gate E6.’


‘Oh, lucky you, where are you heading?’


Sophia replied excitedly, ‘Antiparos. I am going to be working the season.’


Mergim smiled to himself. Another young beautiful girl heading for the islands, chasing her dreams. He turned on the digital camera that was set up to capture the image of his passenger.


‘Hotel or restaurant?’


Sophia looked into the mirror to reply to him, ‘Restaurant. I am so excited.’


‘Are you meeting with friends?’


‘No, I am hoping to make new friends when I get there.’


Once again, he smiled to himself, ‘Sounds wonderful.’


Mergim kept occasional eye contact with her and each time she would smile back politely and provide more personal details about her life and plans. After he dropped her at the port, he joined the queue of taxis waiting for pickups. He downloaded the images from the camera onto his phone and sent them.
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Koufonisia

Maria had arranged to meet Jordan on the pier at the port. They would use the small traditional boat taxi to travel to the isolated beaches. Of the eight beaches, Maria recommended that they visit the most remote three, Pori, Gala and Nero. If Katerina was stranded somewhere, they would be the most likely ones. They should be able to manage that comfortably in one day. She checked her phone, he was late. Then she spotted him running across Ammos Beach, the one adjacent to the port. He was carrying something in his right hand and had a bag strapped across his chest. She could not help having a giggle as he rounded onto the tarmac road and paced up to the pier.


‘I’m so sorry Maria,’ he panted. ‘I checked into a room along by the windmill. The lady wouldn’t let me leave without a Greek breakfast this morning.’


‘Philoxenia,’ she replied.


‘I didn’t get her name, but she is ever so kind.’


Maria burst out laughing, ‘Philoxenia is what we Greeks call the kindness we show to strangers.’


Jordan thought for a second, then joined in with the laughter. He’d heard that word many times, but associated it mainly with names used for hotels.


Maria wiped the tears from her cheeks and motioned towards the water taxi, ‘Shall we?’


The first beach was Pori. As they approached, Jordan surveyed the length of the beach with his long range camera lens, taking plenty of shots. ‘I don’t think we should get off here, Maria. Too many people and the landscape is very low lying. If Katerina was here, I am sure someone would have noticed.’


‘I agree, let’s stay on until Gala.’


As the boat chugged off, Jordan took in the beautiful colours of the surrounding waters. There was something about the light here that created so many variations in colour. He looked over to Maria, she was conversing with a man sitting next to her. Jordan felt the first pang of butterflies in his stomach, he recognised the feeling. It had not happened much in his life but it was definitely happening now. When should he come clean with her? He decided the sooner the better.


The boat pulled up to the drop off point for Gala Beach and he and Maria were the only ones that disembarked. They stepped off the boat and onto a shingle beach. There was a path leading up to a rocky ridge.


‘The view from the top is amazing,’ said Maria.


‘Then let’s go.’


About five minutes into their ascent Jordan stopped, ‘Maria, there is something I have to tell you. I have not been absolutely truthful with you.’


Maria looked around, they were alone, apart from a couple swimming in a natural pool below. She felt scared but tried not to show it, ‘Carry on then.’


‘Katerina did not text me.’


Now she was scared.


‘She came to me in a dream.’


‘Oh, for fucks sake. I have managed to strand myself with a raving nut case.’


‘No, please, hear me out. She had a slash across her throat. It was frightening.’


‘Really, I can imagine how scary it was for you,’ she replied sarcastically, trying to mask her own fear. 


‘I know it sounds crazy but I felt compelled to return to Koufonisia. The dream was so vivid. And now a girl has turned up on Amorgos with the same scar.’


Maria’s hand was now beginning to shake. Had this guy lured her here on the pretence to look for Katerina, or was he responsible for her friend’s disappearance?


Jordan saw the fear in her eyes, ‘Oh no, I know what you are thinking. You think I…..’ He stepped towards her and she held up her hand. He placed his palms up towards her and stepped back, ‘Please Maria. I would rather not be here. I am probably as scared as you. Nothing like this has ever happened to me before.’


‘Why didn’t you go to the Police?’


‘And tell them what? If your reaction is anything to go by, I would be in an asylum by now.’


She laughed, ‘And I wouldn’t be standing on a rock in the middle of nowhere, crapping myself.’


‘Look, if I was the bad guy, why did I call you back from Katerina’s flat? Surely I would have just let you go?’


He did have a point. Maria asked him, ‘What happened to the girl on Amorgos? I haven’t heard about that.’


‘I saw it on the news on Friday, but haven’t heard anything about it since. Perhaps they have decided to keep it low profile. It’s coming up to the major tourist season. That kind of thing can have a bad effect on tourism.’ He realised he had not answered her question and continued. ‘The girl was murdered, they found her on a secluded beach with her throat cut.’


‘Now I understand why you want to check out these beaches. You think the same thing may have happened to Katerina.’


Jordan nodded, ‘Yes. I freaked out when I saw the news article. Believe me, this whole thing is weird. I am telling you the honest truth, Maria. I feel like a complete nut job just telling you about the dream.’


Maria smiled at him, ‘I will reserve judgement on your sanity for the time being. What’s next? What do you want to do now?’


‘Let’s check out this place considering the two possibilities of an accident or maybe something more sinister.’


Maria smiled and pointed a finger at Jordan, ‘By the way, don’t ever lie to me again, Malaka!’


Maria and Jordan reached the top of the trail and arrived at the viewing point overlooking Gala Beach. The view was breath-taking from the edge of the rocky ridge, looking down to a cave that arched around and enclosed a beach.


‘It’s easy to imagine that someone could get hurt climbing down there,’ said Maria.


‘The thing is, there is so much visibility here and with the amount of tourists visiting, it would be hard to believe anyone could lay injured and not get noticed.’


Maria agreed with a nod and added, ‘Plus, it’s not a place you could easily abduct anyone. Bearing in mind that Katerina would have only visited the beach in broad daylight.’


‘I think we can check this off our list then. Where is the next beach?’ asked Jordan.


‘Nero. It’s on Kato Koufonisia. I think you will find it’s much the same as this. No one lives over there. Lots of visitors and nowhere to hide, well, not that I know of anyway.’


‘How about we discount that for now then?’


‘Okay with me.’ Maria looked at Jordan for guidance.


‘We can walk back to the Chora from here. It will give us some time to think about our next move.’


They carefully navigated the gravel path down from the viewing point.


‘I wondered what you were carrying in your hand when you were racing across Ammos beach this morning,’ said Maria.


Jordan raised the tripod and looked at it, ‘Oh, this thing. I need it for the distance shots.’


‘That’s a beautiful camera you have.’


‘Yes, I take photos for a living. And you Maria, what do you do when you are not working the summer season?’


‘Believe it or not, I have a degree in history. Not that it has led to a good job though. Times are hard in Greece and opportunities are few and far between.’


‘So I understand.’


Jordan turned the conversation to the missing girl, ‘And Katerina, what about her?’


‘As far as I know she has not trained in anything specific. I know how excited she was about working in the restaurant. She is quite a simple, straight forward girl from a village on the outskirts of Athens.’


Jordan thought for a moment and asked, ‘Was she on social media?’


Maria laughed, ‘I was just starting to get her there.’


‘Does she have an account on Facebook?’


‘Yes, I set one up for her.’


They had reached the halfway point and Jordan suggested that they take a rest and check out Katerina’s Facebook page. Maria accessed it through her phone. There was no recent activity, but she had uploaded a few pictures. Maria opened them up and they viewed them together. Two with Maria, two selfies and one with another girl.


‘Who is that girl with her?’ Asked Jordan.


‘I have no idea.’ Maria hesitated and said, ‘No, wait a minute. I recognise that girl. She’s been into the office buying ferry tickets on a couple of occasions.’


‘How does Katerina know her?’


‘That I don’t know.’


Jordan asked Maria if he could take a closer look. He took the phone and zoomed in on the image. ‘This was taken on a ferry. Must have been when Katerina travelled here to start her job.’


They checked out Katerina’s friend listings and Maria was the only one she had.


‘I told you, she is a novice with all of this stuff. Looks like she has mastered how to upload pictures though,’ said Maria.


‘Could be one of those casual meetings you have from time to time. She was probably on a high about her new adventure and got chatting with someone and decided to take a pic.’


‘When was that girl last in the office?’


‘A couple of days ago, maybe three. It’s been busy lately.’


Jordan looked at Maria, ‘So around about the time that Katerina went missing?’
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Athens


Mergim had finished his shift and was taking his usual Sunday afternoon stroll in the heavily touristic Plaka district of Athens. He loved the anonymity of living in a busy city. Nobody knew him, but he knew people and their little ways. They would reveal so much about themselves and so quickly. Sophia had. She just gushed it all out. He knew her age, where she lived, who she lived with, where she was going and how to find her.


He took a seat in a tavern so he could watch people going about their business. As he drank his raki, he would think about his next trip to the islands. So many to choose from. He planned on spending plenty time down there this summer. There was much to attend to. 
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Vlora’s perspective on many things had changed after Mergim had revealed their mothers dark secret. It triggered many memories from her past and she would frequently go back in her mind to revisit the night that her father left home and deserted his family.


There had been a terrible row between him and her mother. She was only six at the time, but she had clear recall of his volatility and temper. Although he never exhibited any of that directly at her, it was her older brother that seemed to take the brunt of it. 


She replayed her memories again. It was late, Mergim was sleeping and she had woken up thirsty and went to get some water. She stopped in the passage way as she heard the shouting. Her father was screaming at her mother, “How could you keep this from me. I knew the situation when we met, but you lied to me. All of these years you have been living a lie.” Vlora recalled that her mother just wept throughout his barrage of blame. He went on. “And that boy, I treated him as my own son. I tell you now, after what you have told me. That boy is evil. You will see, he is evil.” 

That was all that Vlora remembered of that night, her father’s words had scared her and she scurried back to her room and pulled the pillow over her ears so she could hear no more.



CHAPTER THREE



[image: images]



Amorgos


Heinous crime in the Cyclades Islands is practically unheard of. So when the body of Emilia Kostas turned up on a beach in Amorgos, it shocked the local community tremendously.


Two Police Detectives from Athens had arrived on the Island shortly after Emilia’s body had been discovered, they were to lead the investigation. They had been briefed to keep the murder as low profile as they could. The TV newscast was regretful, it should never have happened. The only reason it did was down to the fact that a news crew was present to cover a festival taking place, the murder story was a totally opportunistic one.


Tracing Emilia’s last movements was proving a lot easier than detecting what had happened at the crime scene. Word of her misfortune had travelled fast around the local community in Katapola and her employer came forward immediately. The teenager had only been on Amorgos for ten days and was in the first week of her job as a hotel receptionist. She had finished her shift and told her boss that she was heading out for sundowner drinks.


The hunt for clues at the site of the murder was not going well. Emilia was found under a tree at the extreme end of a sandy cove, close to the waters edge. There were no obvious signs of how she was approached and nothing to suggest that she had put up a fight. Emilia had not been sexually assaulted and the only sign of injury was the incision on her throat. Toxicology reports confirmed that she had been drinking heavily and had possibly mixed sleeping pills with alcohol. 
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