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Chapter 1




    I was certain that I would never fall in love again.




    Never again, after Patrick and after the scamming.




    Then I didn’t know what scammers were.




    I didn’t know what that meant. Even though in the United States they are aware of the meaning of scamming, they still fall into the trap. Some even commit suicide, because they can’t bear it.




    That evening when I found out that I had fallen into the trap, I remember lying in bed crying because I had also separated from my partner Alkis.




    While I was with Alkis I was in contact with the scammer, but I was desperate. It was the time that I had started to believe that I had lost lots of money. Alkis believed that I was talking to a boyfriend and for some reason I was acting like a lunatic.




    But I was in contact with Mr. Kofi, the other scammer.




    Desperately that night I went to sleep detached from everything that has taken place.




    I had a restless sleep full of nightmares.




    When I woke up that morning everything came back like a typhoon that sweeps everything on its way.




    I felt I was in an endless swirl.




    I buried my head under my pillow; I wanted to disappear from the face of the earth…




    I placed my body in an embryonic position, trying to hide somewhere… I sat still, numb with my eyes shut. I wish I could fall asleep forever.




    I had not realised where the time had gone when I received a text from Alkis.




    “Please tell me what is going on and I will forgive you,” he told me.




    I leapt out of bed and I quickly put my clothes on.




    I rushed out of the house and quickly got into my car.




    I didn’t realise how I reached Kifissia where Alkis lived. I drove like a robot.




    I saw Alkis from a distance getting closer. “Thank God and the Archangel,” I whispered to myself.




    I remember we went to a cafeteria to sit down. I explained to him how I had been a victim of scamming and had lost lots of money, but without mentioning about Patrick. He believed me without asking lots of details and I was thankful for that.




    Everything started with an email from Facebook.




    Someone had sent me a friend request. I couldn’t see the picture really well because it had been taken from a distance, showing someone standing in front of an aeroplane.




    I accepted the friend request, like I was doing with almost everyone. After two hours the man, who must have been an American, text me in messenger thanking me for accepting his friend request.




    He asked for my e-mail address because as he explained it would be much easier to communicate via e-mail and I gave it to him.




    Shortly, he sent me an e-mail.




    “My Dear,




    Hello, my name is Patrick and as I was navigating through your profile I stopped to admire it.




    You seem to be a very kind and beautiful lady.




    I am an interesting man.




    I would like, if you wish, for us to become very good friends.




    I will await your answer so I can explain the reasons for my decision to contact you.




    Sincerely,




    Patrick Hunte.”




    What surprised me, was the phrase




    “I will explain the reasons for my decision to contact you”.




    “The reasons, what reasons?” I wondered and I replied:




    “What reasons do you mean?”




    Then the man sent me pictures of himself and a message.




    I then saw the picture of a very handsome man who was wearing a military uniform of a colonel.




    He had also sent me his colonel military I.D.




    By looking at his I.D. I realized that his star sign was Scorpio, as he was born on the ninth of November and I was very fond of Scorpios, because I get on well with them.




    Now that I am thinking back, I believe that the picture did all the work.




    He replied:




    “My Dear,




    I am a colonel in the American army; I will send you more pictures of me.”




    In all of them he was wearing his military uniform.




    In one of them he was portrayed with his thumb forming the sign of victory.




    Later I became fond of this photo.




    I admired his well-built and slim body.




    He was tall with brown eyes and rich brown hair…




    “I am fifty-five years old and I am in Syria, to be more specific in Aleppo with others from the American army.




    My dear, recently in a mission my colleague and I, whilst we were involved with Jihadists we found on them, following an authorized search, a bag with eighteen million dollars. My share is nine million dollars.




    I have already given this money to be securely stored in a safe deposit inside a box without them knowing what it contains.




    My colleague, at his first opportunity, will sent it to his wife in the U.S.




    However, I have already been in Syria for the last three years, all the members of my family are dead and I don’t trust anyone well enough to receive it.




    My friends and colleagues here in Syria are my family.




    As I have mentioned in my former e-mail I noticed that you are a very kind-hearted lady.




    If you have any reasons to deny my offer that would be the thirty per cent of the total amount, please do not mention this e-mail to anyone and delete it with all the details I have sent you.




    Sincerely




    Patrick Hunte.”




    My first reaction was to be disappointed for all lies that he had told me. Later on I brought into my mind the handsome colonel and I wanted to give him a second chance.




    I was under the impression that all scammers from the moment they target you they also cast a spell on you. I am not the only one who argues this, but also thousands of victims from all over the world.




    I am thinking of something that may be an exaggeration, that when they send you a message maybe they also send you a virus that makes you their tool.




    So I asked him the following question:




    “Are you telling me the truth?”




    What I was expecting him to reply? “No, I am lying.”




    He sent me a photo with the money and a deposit slip from a company.




    The truth is that he had told me not to mention anything to anyone about the box with the money.




    However later on I told the story to my friend Alexia.




    She believed it as well.




    I also discussed it with my sister who lives in France, and she also believed it.




    The lawyer who I contact later in Ghana to tell the story also believed it.




    Finally, I discussed it with a friend of mine with whom I regularly go to the beach, who is a psychologist and who also believed it.




    I believe that there are different kinds of people, but that’s the beauty of it.




    Some people look at it in one way and others in another way.




    But I decided to look at it my way because I liked the colonel’s photo and the way he wrote.




    Therefore to get his attention I sent him a message.




    “Dear Patrick,




    I received your e-mail with all the evidence and I am wondering why you chose me to bring the box with the money.




    Do I seem to be a trustworthy person?




    I was also meant to ask you if this money is legal.




    Do you think I will have a problem receiving it?




    I want you to assure me that I won’t have any problem.




    I also want to know how I am going to justify my share to the bank.




    Where did I find it?




    In anticipation of your reply.




    Pauline.”




    I also enjoyed the feeling of adventure that breathed into my life. It was something new to me.




    I was imagining myself managing all of this money as I wanted.




    The next day I went for a walk with my partner Alkis to the mountain.




    I felt a new fresh energy surrounding me.




    It was a marvellous feeling.




    In the afternoon Patrick send me a message:




    “My Dear Pauline,




    I read your email and I thank you very much for your help.




    As I have mentioned you will receive thirty per cent of the total amount.




    When the time comes to deposit the money in the bank, I as an American citizen and military man have the right to deposit the money without a check to be carried out.




    This money will come from me and so will justify it.




    My dear you don’t need to worry about the money you will receive.




    Albert Morris who is the attaché of the embassy, the identity of whom I attach, will bring you the money.




    Last night when I went to the warehouse to ask about the safe deposit box, I was told that it had been taken together with the other luggage to their air carrier in Ghana.




    The reason they did that was due to the continuous bombardments here in Aleppo, because they were trying to protect the belongings of the soldiers, their lives and their valuables.




    My dear Pauline you are the only one I can rely on.




    I am sending you the number of the air carrier that has received the box so that you can contact them and ask them to send you the formal deposit slip of my valuable luggage.




    My sweetie thank you very much for everything, you are my precious angel.




    Patrick.”




    So I called the manager of the company. His name was Kofi Amoah and lived in Ghana, Africa.




    He was polite and reassured me that a box was stored safely at his company under my name. Mr. Albert Morris who was a diplomat in Ghana would bring the box.




    He also sent me a picture of the diplomat as I had requested.




    It was his passport and it pictured a rather short, plump man and the passport mentioned that he was fifty-five years old.




    Of course my life carried on as usual, in the mornings to Parnitha with Alkis and in the evenings at home.




    As always I went with Alkis to Parnitha twenty-five k.m. away from Athens.




    My mind was racing to the box.




    I was thinking as I was walking, how I would go to the airport in my car and how I would wait to meet Dr. Morris in the arrivals, so that if something would go wrong, I would not to be seen with him.




    The plan was first to watch him and once I was absolutely sure, I would approach him and would get together into my car to drive away.




    I could give him a lift to a hotel near my house.




    I would be very careful where to park and when I had found a safe parking space, I would have rapidly got out of the car to rush in with the valuable box in my hands.




    As in the movies I had planned everything in the smallest detail and most importantly I was part of it.


  




  

    
Chapter 2




    After walking for two hours in the mountain we sat on a rock to rest.




    An impressive tree that was standing tall above the rock sent its shadow widely in the daylight. We were speechless gazing at the colours of nature and smelt the scent of the wild flowers around us.




    The taste from the sweet oranges that my partner had brought freshen our throat and their juice burst joyfully in our mouths.




    A snake was fooled by the nice weather and slithered lazily enjoying the morning heat.




    “Is that a viper?” I questioned.




    “No, I don’t think so,” Alkis answered looking out to the open horizon.




    Alkis was five years older than me, but he looked younger.




    We had the same height and he was slim.




    He had a beard and dark eyes. He had his own style. We sat for a bit longer gazing at the three mountains around us gleaming from the morning sun, full of pines with the steep rocks that were standing tall, untouchable and glimmering.




    The coffee shop where we went to have a coffee after two hours of trekking, was in Varibobi, and we sat outside under the tents.




    I fixed my eyes towards the large town square and I dug myself comfortably into the armchair thinking.




    “I am going to buy Alkis a plot in Varibobi and help my family, I am going…”




    “What are you thinking my Pauline?” My partner asked me.




    “Nothing dear,” I replied and I looked across the coffee shop to the statue of Athena the Goddess, white and imposing, holding a spear in her right hand, having a background the blue of the sky and the green of the mountain.




    When I returned home Patrick had sent me another e-mail:




    “My dear Pauline,




    How is your health today? I hope well.




    I would like to let you know that gradually you have taken over my heart. I catch myself thinking of you more and more. If you feel the same, our love is going to shine and resemble a tree that is planted close to the sea and will never die.




    Sincerely Patrick.”




    As soon as I read the colonel’s enchanting words I immediately replied:




    “Dear Patrick,




    Thank you for your kind words although I haven’t met you I really like you, but I am in a relationship and I don’t want to ruin it. I will try to bring the box and keep the thirty per cent.




    Pauline.”




    I read it again after a considerable amount of time.




    I don’t know why I had written such a thing, since I had started to fall in love with him.




    Perhaps it was a desperate effort to avoid him. Deep down, I was hoping my words would not hold him away from me.




    So the next Patrick sent me a strange e-mail full of passion and feelings that said:




    “My beloved Pauline,




    My darling, don’t you ever say to me again that you don’t want us to be together. Don’t ever say that you are going to take the thirty per cent and that will be the end.




    All this money that belongs to me will be yours as well.




    I am thinking of you wherever I go, and whatever I do.




    I have been to many places. I have met lots of people but no one like you. I can understand this by looking at your pictures on Facebook and the two that you sent me.




    Honey I can’t sleep. I constantly think of you at night.




    At this moment I am thinking of you.




    Darling, please give me the chance to show you my feelings.




    Sweetie I am in love with you.




    Sincerely Patrick.”




    I felt I was special because an American military officer had noticed me.




    I went and looked at myself in the mirror.




    Although I was fifty-three years old I looked youngish. An oval face with a rosy complexion and two big brown eyes looking at me.




    I brought my face closer and looked at my hair. I had very thick brown hair that I usually tie in a small ponytail on top of my head.




    My nose was slightly bigger than the normal and my lips were rather small.




    I wouldn’t consider myself as beautiful, but I had a sweetness that balanced my common features.




    At this moment I noticed my eyes.




    They had a glow that lightened my face and added a grace to my whole appearance.




    I had suddenly become attractive.




    My life had suddenly become interesting. Later I sent an e-mail to Patrick saying:




    “Patrick,




    I have no words after your last e-mail, it really impressed me.




    I could never imagine that you felt like this about me.




    I am really fond of you, but I don’t know what to think and how to react, it’s all new to me!




    Strange feelings spring from your words.




    I am really flattered that such an attractive man feels this way about me.




    I think that I have started to fall in love with you.




    Pauline.”




    The next day he replied:




    “My dear Pauline,




    Sweetie I really like the way you communicate with me. My love, I am the happiest person on earth, because you slowly respond to my feelings about you.




    From the first moment I felt that you are special when I looked at your beautiful picture on Facebook.




    My love, I promise that you will never regret when the time comes to be together.




    I will take care of you like a morning rose.




    Your smiling face fills me with joy. If the smiles were mountains I would climb to the highest one just to make you smile.




    My Pauline how can I make you understand what you mean to me?




    You are my treasure and the heart of a man lies where his treasure is.




    Darling, take care of yourself for me.




    Sincerely Patrick.”




    I lived in a dream.




    I have never thought of such a love in my wildest dreams.




    I was living in my own wonderful world.




    But when I went to my doctor to prescribe me medication for my bipolar disorder, I was disappointed.




    I entered Ms. Dimitra’s office in the Social Security Institute of Glyfada.




    It was a small room with a vast window to the side.




    The doctor was a pleasant lady of thirtyfive years. As soon as she saw me I got the impression that she liked me.




    I found her to be very pleasant.




    I sat on the chair in front of her desk and when she asked me how I was feeling I answered enigmatically.




    “I am very well.”




    “This means?” She asked me.




    “Something wonderful has happened,” I replied and I smiled again.




    “Please tell me,” she replied with a genuine interest.




    After I had told her the facts, her comments were disappointing.




    She told me that what had happened was too good to be true and I wondered silently.




    “Why can’t good things happen?”




    I left disappointed with a bag full of new medicines.




    Of course, she was not my doctor but just the person who prescribed my medicines.




    I hadn’t seen my doctor for a long time.




    I didn’t want him to disappoint me with objections.




    However, I visited him one year after the beginning of the scamming and I told him everything that had taken place.




    My doctor was a Professor of Psychiatry. He wasaround fifty-five years of age.




    He had the confidence of a person who is knowledgeable, and his presence inspires respect and humbleness.




    After I finished my narration, he looked at me behind his spectacles without the slightest surprise and he told me.




    “Well you were in love, wanting money and you were about to get married,” as though it was the most natural thing in the world.




    And he added “you were in a stage of mania, part of your bipolar disorder.”




    I remembered the day that the box with the money would be delivered to the airport. It was Sunday and I had to find something to do until the time, so in the morning I went to the beach.




    I was driving nervously and anxiously.




    I stepped down the stairs that led to the beach.




    The sea was a bit wavy, so I had to take my shoes off to avoid getting splattered by the waves.




    I dipped my feet into the cold water carrying my bag with my towel, my sea gloves and my sandals.




    I walked on the golden sand and stopped a bit further next to a brown beach towel. It belonged to Antony, a former pilot who had already dived into the sea.




    I spread my bath towel a little bit further out and as I sat down I looked at my mobile.




    It was ten o clock! I had plenty of time until five o clock I thought. It was at that time that the box would finally arrive.




    I started to dig the sand hastily with my bare hands. Then I looked into my bag and I lit a cigarette, I had started to smoke again after seven whole years.




    This story could change the monotony of my life I thought, but it was a difficult adventure that needed careful handling.




    As soon as I was ready to get into the sea, my mobile rang. It was Kofi.




    “Hello, Madam. How are you?”




    “I am fine Mr. Kofi. This afternoon I am going to the airport,” I replied” “and I am feeling very nervous.”




    “That’s why I called you” he said. “Last night when Doctor Morris was ready to embark, security stopped him with the box and asked for taxes of nine thousand two hundred euros. I tried all night myself and Mr. Morris to explain that we don’t have that kind of money, but they insisted that the taxes had to be paid so that the box could be released.”




    “But Mr. Kofi,” I replied with disappointment, “I don’t have this kind of money, please take the box back to your company and send it elsewhere.”




    “Madame you must find this money.”




    “But I told you I don’t have it. What do you expect me to do, steal?”




    “Madame since the company was established no one has ever lost anything, I don’t want you to be the first.




    Moreover, I can’t take the box back to my company because it is securely stored under your name at the airport; thereby first the taxes have to be paid.”




    “Okay I will speak to Patrick,” “I answered and I thought that maybe it’s better this way. The box would be legal.




    When I return home, I felt more peaceful and straight away I sent a message to Patrick explaining to him what had happened and about the amount I had to pay.




    Shortly after he replied:




    “My dear Pauline,




    How is your health today? I hope well.




    My darling I am really sorry for this difficulty with the taxes.




    This box is everything I have accomplished until today and I don’t want to lose it. I don’t want to lose you either. I feel very lucky to have met you. My darling I am counting the hours to be with you.




    Thank you for the picture you sent me.




    You are very beautiful and cute.




    Apart from being beautiful, you are the best woman in the world.




    Please sent this money and when you receive the box you are going to open it with the code three hunred and six, and you are going to take back the amount you gave. You can also take as much as you like. This money is not only mine but yours as well.




    I have complete faith in you – my life is in your hands.




    You are the realization of my true happiness.




    I kiss you with love.




    Sincerely Patrick.”


  




  

    
Chapter 3




    This is how I sent the money and I became one of the many victims of scammers.




    There was one serious issue. I couldn’t find anybody who was willing to help me, because of the capital controls that existed back then.




    Except for my friend Alexia, I didn’t have anybody else to help me.




    I decided to call my sister in France to ask for help.




    The mobile rang four times in Paris where she lived. And when she finally answered I asked her.




    “Hello Gina, how are you?”




    “I am well sister, what about you?”




    “I want to tell you something, but you must promise that you will keep it a secret.”




    “Okay, what is it?”




    “I met a military man on Facebook who together with a colleague, found in the battlefield against the Jihads, a box with eighteen million dollars.”




    “Wow!” my sister replied.




    “He wants me to help him to take his share of nine million.”




    My sister suddenly became serious.




    “You better not pick it up.”




    A new disappointment for me.




    “Why?” I asked frustrated.




    “This is war money and is illegal!” she told me.




    “Okay Gina I won’t bring the money.” l replied, and dark clouds covered my heart.




    I was very angry with Patrick and I decided to stop the communication. So I wrote to him:




    “Patrick,




    I called my sister in France and I told her about the box and if she could help me. She advised me not to pick up the box with the money because it contains illegal war money.




    You didn’t think of my safety!




    I don’t want you to ever send me an e-mail again.




    Pauline.”




    The next day during trekking I felt very strange.




    Deep down I was hoping Patrick would reply.




    But I wasn’t sure.




    While I was walking ahead for the first time, I noticed two beautiful deer.




    One male and one female.




    They turned their big almond eyes towards me as if they were giving me a secret message of hope and they rushed away.




    “Does this mean that Patrick will reply?” I wondered and the hope flared up inside me.




    When I got home, I saw a message from my colonel.




    My heart leapt with exhilaration and I read it quickly.




    He wrote:




    “My dear Pauline,




    My love, how is your health? I hope well.




    My love, as soon as I read your email I started crying like a child.




    My Pauline why you don’t trust me?




    Why are you telling me that you don’t want me to be in touch with you?




    How is it possible not to care about your safety?




    As I told you when I was little, I lost my parents in an accident, but I never stop thanking God who helped me do the job I love the most.




    I have been betrayed in my life from a person who I considered to be mine.




    When I met you I believed in happiness again.




    Your sister must have felt jealous of you because you would be richer than her.




    Please don’t let her.




    The money in the box is not illegal.




    As I told you Dr. Morris is going to bring it, he is a United Nations representative.




    It will be delivered wherever you want, and we are going to deposit the money together once I come to Greece.




    My dear trust me I could never harm you. I am a good man, don’t desert me.




    I love you and the love I have for you becomes stronger every day.




    My love I want you to know that you are the most precious thing that I have, I am going to wait for your reply so my soul can ease again.




    Sincerely Patrick.”




    And below a second message




    “My love,




    I am sitting here in the camp and I am not in the mood for anything.




    I didn’t join my group today.




    But I am sitting in my bed waiting to hear from you.




    Pauline you are the best thing that ever happened to me.




    I love you from the depths of my heart.




    I am scared that you don’t love me.




    If you loved me, you could have never asked me to split up.




    I can’t bear the thought of losing you.




    I can’t bear the thought of losing the box.




    My love I am waiting for you to message so I can get up and carry on with my duties.




    I love you and I will love you forever.




    Sincerely Patrick.”




    All of my resistance fell apart, not that I had a lot and therefore the scamming was carried on against me.




    The next day my partner and I went for a walk to Piraeus.




    “I want us to walk a lot today,” I told him when we met.




    I needed to blow off some steam.




    “Don’t worry,” he replied “we are going to follow a wonderful route by the sea.”




    We walked along Hadjikyriakou. The shops were open and it was very crowded. People were running around holding small bags and others were rushing to work. Our steps took us to the sea. I looked across to the cargo ships waiting in line to unload.




    
I felt a euphoria overwhelming me. I smiled pleasantly and took a selfie by the sea. I looked at it, it was very nice. My hair fluttered through my ponytail.





    My eyes smiled with satisfaction and the blue T-shirt I was wearing matched the colour of the sea.




    I decided that I would send this photo to Patrick.




    We continued our walk along the beach and after walking for two hours we sat in a cafe on the Piraeus sidewalk to have a coffee.




    As I sipped my hot fragrant coffee, I thought my life had been a wonderful gift with Patrick and the box with the money.




    I closed my eyes and smiled contentedly.




    My partner had gone to get two sugars for our coffee.




    I blinked and saw that the city of Piraeus had acquired a ruby-red colour from the blazing sun and the few clouds in the sky looked like purple dashes in a golden-red sky.




    The next day Patrick sent me a new e-mail:




    “My dear Pauline,




    How are you today? I hope great.




    My love, I can’t rest, I think of you all the time.




    I am thinking over and over the day I will arrive at the Greek airport.




    Honey try to understand me, when I meet you, I’ll bring you a big bouquet of flowers and I will hug you and kiss you for five minutes, so the whole world will know how much I love you.




    Here I am facing death whenever we are on a mission. As I said earlier, in one of those missions my colleague and I stumbled upon the box with the money.




    Since then my life has changed, I started hoping again and this box, besides the money, it also brought the best think in the world. It brought you, my Pauline.




    You are everything to me. I wake up with a smile, because I see you in my dreams.




    You bring so much joy to my life.




    I promise you that I will always support you.




    I promise you that I will be completely honest with you.




    I promise that when you look at me, I will always know how you feel.




    But, above all I promise I’ll love you forever.




    I will keep that promise forever, because only God knows how much I need you and how much I love you.




    My love, take care of yourself for me.




    Sincerely Patrick.”




    Perhaps if I had read these words in a quatrain poem, they would have seemed too much to me, but these words were mine, they were only meant for me. I was the poem.




    I went out to the balcony and smoked a cigarette, and with the cigarette’s smoke I waved at happiness even though it was far away. I was trying to imagine Patrick’s life in the camp.




    With my imagination, I travelled to the camp where he was. It was big with separate buildings dispersed all over the place.




    The dormitories were in the centre and the dining room next to them.




    I looked again at the photo he had sent me.




    Four soldiers were walking through the camp, and in a building in the background the American flag was flapping.




    All four of them were tall and handsome, wearing their military uniforms.




    I recognized Patrick. He was the fourth on the far left.




    His pretty angular head was bowed and the uniform fitted perfectly to his slim body.




    This man had begun to conquer my thoughts and heart for good.


  




  

    
Chapter 4




    It was July already. My partner Alkis suggested that we go to Nafplio for two days. I accepted, because I needed to relax. Besides, Patrick had told me that he would be away for a week on a mission.




    It’s been three months since the beginning of April when I received his first email.




    We left for Nafplio on Monday morning.




    Alkis was in a very good mood. He was driving in the middle lane.
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