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March 12th, 2010 - Berlin

The hotel suite was tightly guarded at all entrances by marines from Russia, Germany and Greece. Inside the room two men and two women were formulating a treacherous plan which if successful would make them all very rich. Themis Xenakis the Greek prime minister looked over at Elena Davilova the Russian deputy finance minister, her long shapely legs stretched out as she leaned back in her armchair and let out a long stream of smoke from her cheroot. Xenakis noticed that Dominik Vogel the German finance minister had his bird like eyes firmly fixed on Davilova’s legs.

‘Dominik,’ said an exasperated Brigitte Neumann, the German Chancellor. ‘Themis needs an answer. Once we have decided who will replace Antonopoulos when he goes, we can review the plan and then go back to our hotels.’

Vogel tore his eyes off Davilova and turned to Xenakis. ‘Weren’t you roommates with your justice minister in Boston?’ he asked.

‘I was,’ confirmed Xenakis.

‘Can we manipulate him into replacing Antonopoulos?’ asked Vogel.

‘How? Short of extortion I don’t see an answer. Anyway, he is a lawyer not an economist.’

‘It doesn’t matter that much Themis because he will be following orders from his advisors, us. He won’t be deciding any economic policy, he’ll be our puppet,’ countered Vogel. 

‘He still might not agree, I can’t force him, can I?’

‘Extortion would do it. Don’t you have anything on him?’

‘No,’ said Xenakis. ‘I mean could I blackmail him for indiscretions outside his marriage? Doesn’t seem tangible enough though.’ 

‘Do it,’ chimed in Davilova. ‘He has a reputation for cheating on his wife, doesn’t he? So, catch him in a compromising position and use it as a bargaining chip. We’ve only six months before the announcement.’

‘What if he doesn’t play ball and cheat on his wife?’ said Xenakis.

Davilova looked over at both Vogel and Neumann and raised her eyebrows in exasperation. ‘Well fix it. You can use John Dexter’s services for setting up blackmail traps as well as the odd assignation here and there,’ she finished, grinning at Xenakis.

Xenakis wanted this badly, the ‘this’ being a successful partnership between the people in the room. He was not at all comfortable with talk of killings and extortion. Had his greed for money and power led him down a path which he would later come to regret? Would he be able to stop events snowballing out of control? The other three felt comfortable with this kind of talk. He wasn’t surprised about Vogel and Neumann, because both their backgrounds were steeped in ruthlessness and callous brutality, however he was shocked by the apparent mercilessness of model-like Davilova. He’d hate to be on the wrong side of her. More astounding was that she seemed to be the leader of the ‘trinity’ and the Germans were subservient to her demands. He pondered on what secrets Russia might be holding over them like the poised axe of the executioner. 

‘Let’s recap on what we have decided.’ Davilova interrupted Themis’ thought process. ‘Themis will sign contracts on behalf of the Greek Government giving Germany and Russia the sole rights to forty percent each of the oil reserves in the northern and western Aegean with Greece retaining twenty percent. Germany and Russia will be given first option for exploration of the eastern Aegean. In addition the Greek Government will issue contracts to Germany and Russia for the rights to the gas reserves in the southern Aegean with the same percentage split as the oil reserves. In return, in addition to the percentages Greece has been allocated, we will write off Greece’s national debt to zero. Everyone agreed?’

Three heads nodded in unison. ‘What about the American gas pipeline crossing northern Greece?’ questioned Vogel.

‘Themis will use John Dexter’s black ops to destroy the American pipeline leaving our pipeline as the only gas supply through Greece into Europe.’ Said Davilova. 

‘In addition Dominik will arrange a consortium consisting of a German, Russian and Greek international bank to start selling Euros against major currencies including the American dollar, British pound and Japanese yen. This will be done on the eve of ‘Ochi’ day so hopefully the announcement at the Bilderberg meeting will increase the pressure on the Euro and the consortium will be able to buy back the cheap Euro realising huge profits.’

‘Right,’ said Vogel. ‘The announcement will be made the evening before the ‘Ochi’ day celebrations in Greece. Kalfas will lead the press conference at the Bilderberg meeting in Athens on the 27th October. He will detail the agreements that we will have put in place by then, monetary, political and territorial. Agree?’

‘Agreed,’ said Neumann.

‘Agreed,’ repeated Davilova. ‘It’s up to you now Themis. Don’t let us down.’

The four leaders left the room one at a time, each one escorted by their respective marine guards. Once back in her hotel room Elena Davilova dialled the Russian Presidents mobile phone.

‘Elena,’ answered Igor Putilov. ‘How was the meeting?’

‘Hello Igor, the meeting went as well as we could expect. Xenakis is the weak link as we thought. He has no stomach for violence or blackmail. He must be watched very carefully.’

‘Not unexpected in light of his background. Use JD to do all his dirty work. How about the other arrangements?’

‘They agreed to split the extraction of the reserves in the Aegean and we have forty percent of the northern and western edge plus other gas reserves just south of Crete. We will also have sole licence for a gas pipe running across northern Greece as well as first option on the resources under the eastern Aegean.’

‘Congratulations,’ enthused Putilov. ‘How much does Xenakis want in return?’

‘Debt clearance and some,’ replied Elena. ‘A lot less than the assets however. It’s a good deal.’

The line went quiet as Putilov digested the information. Elena waited knowing that Igor was calculating the numbers with the finance minister. Twenty minutes later she heard the phone at the other end of the line being picked up.

‘Okay, we’ll run with it for now. Once we have finished our surveys we will be in a better position to assess the monetary strategy. Enjoy your trip to the States Elena.’

Without waiting for a reply Putilov hung up. Elena stared at her phone for a few seconds. He could be so rude, she thought. Then with a shrug she signalled to her bodyguard to call a car to take them to the airport.
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October 23rd 2010 - Russian Beach – Poros Island Greece

The small boat glided out of the little bay as it tracked the silvery road laid down by the half-moon in the night sky. Kostas Triandafilos scanned the high cliffs dominating two sides of the bay and then looked back at the trees which served as a backdrop to the small sandy beach that during the summer teemed with beautiful young bodies sunning themselves in the hot sun. Now however in mid-October the beach was deserted during the day and at night the beach parties had long since finished for the season.

Behind the tree line Kostas could just make out the ruins of a large building which had once been the headquarters of the Russian fleet command in the Aegean Sea. In 1840 it was manned by over two hundred naval personnel but now lay empty, a half-hearted tourist attraction during the summer months. It has served me well over the years thought Kostas. He had hidden himself from the eyes of the world many times in the last few years. Now he hoped tonight would be the last time. The tiny engine of the boat gave a small sputter and then resumed its steady low beat as Kostas steered it towards a small island just five hundred metres off shore. His destination was Daskelos (Teachers) Island, a tiny island barely big enough to hold its small church, a few trees and two small jetties,’ one facing Poros island and one on the seaward side. 

Kostas was a full colonel in the Greek army and an ex-marine. At six-foot-tall with a full head of hair bleached blonde by the sun, he belied the fact he was pushing fifty-five years old. Dressed in an old pair of jeans, a grubby shirt that had seen better days, he looked like one of the local fisherman, which was exactly what he wanted. On his head was an old beaten up captain’s hat, on his feet wellington boots and he sported an old black knapsack on his back - no marine fatigues for him tonight. His knapsack contained a small pistol, a hunting knife and his cell phone which was set on vibrate. He didn’t want it ringing as sounds carried a long way on a still night like this.

As the island became clearer in the faint moonlight, Kostas could just make out the church which stood forlorn in the centre of the island. He steered towards the jetty on the seaward side of the island and breathed a sigh of relief when he saw another small fishing smack moored to the jetty. When he was twenty yards from the wooden landing stage he cut the engine and allowed the boat to drift slowly towards the jetty. After securing his boat, he took his pistol and knife from his knapsack. The knife went into a shin sheath on his left leg and the pistol was held lightly in his right hand. He didn’t really expect trouble but it wouldn’t do any harm to be vigilant he thought to himself. A faint light came from within the church which confirmed to Kostas she had kept their meeting. 

Two minutes later he was standing outside the church peering through the missing window pane. A woman and a man were inside the church. She was smoking and sitting on one of three chairs forming the first row which the congregation used during services. Nowadays the church was a popular summer venue for young couples to marry as they saw it as a romantic place, particularly as it was only accessible by boat. As the church was tiny with only forty chairs for a congregation, whenever a wedding took place most of the congregation listened to the service as it was piped from loudspeakers out to the moored taxi boats, usually hired for the occasion and which anchored close to the shore around the island.

Kostas pushed open the door and stealthily entered the church. ‘Kalispera,’ (good evening) he said as he pulled a chair from the first row and sat down facing the woman, ‘Did anyone see you Ariadne?’

The woman got up and went over to Kostas, kissing him once on each cheek before replying. ‘We were very careful Kostas. I don’t think anyone saw us. Don’t be so anxious.’

‘Things are coming to a head Ariadne,’ said Kostas. He looked over at the man sitting next to her. He was also dressed as a fisherman and the fact he was unshaven heightened this impression, giving him a swarthy appearance. He was Theodoros Halkias, also an ex-marine. He was code named ‘the Gardener’ and he was Ariadne’s bodyguard, Lighthouse’s main asset in Greece. 

‘Are you ready?’ questioned Ariadne. 

‘Yes I am,’ answered Kostas. ‘All my resources are in place and ready for the word from Lighthouse. The identified targets can be taken within two hours of the go ahead if it comes.’

‘It will come, don’t worry about that,’ said Ariadne. ‘Lighthouse is confident that you will be needed to douse the flames of Gladio. Are you sure the men you are using are loyal to you?’

‘They are and those that are not will be dealt with. I don’t expect any problems at all.’

Ariadne’s cell phone beeped from inside her clutch bag, interrupting their conversation. ‘I’ll take this outside,’ she said, as she walked towards the door. Once outside she spoke softly into the phone. ‘I’m with ‘Tinos’ and the ‘Gardener’ she referred to the code names of Kostas and Theodoros as she replied to the voice at the other end. ‘Are you positive?’ she asked. Just at that moment she heard a shot coming from within the church, ‘There’s trouble, I’ll call you back.’

Ariadne ran to the church doorway, pulling a Glock pistol from her bag as she went. At the doorway she stopped and peered through the gap between the door frame and door. She saw Kostas, pistol in hand, standing over Theodoros who was lying spread-eagled on his back with blood gushing from a neck wound and a hunting knife resting in an outstretched hand.

‘What happened?’ shouted Ariadne.

‘He came at me with a knife,’ replied Kostas. ‘The crazy malaka!

‘That was Lighthouse on the phone. They were suspicious that Theodoros may compromise the operation. It looks as though their reservations were well founded. Fortunately, he didn’t know all the details but I may be in danger now; however, I imagine that you are still in the clear. We’d better get going. Get rid of the body and get back to Athens. If something happens to me Lighthouse will communicate with you direct.’

Ariadne kissed Kostas and left the church. An hour later the calm sea was once again broken by the passing of two small boats as they glided silently into the shallows of Russian Beach. 
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October 23rd 2010 - London

Sir Peter Bogart sat behind his antique mahogany desk, his laptop was open in front of him. He was playing computer Bridge and was good at it, proud that at the age of seventy-two he was as computer dexterous as his favourite grandson. There was a knock at the door and his secretary Janet popped her head around.

‘Sir, Gregory is coming up in ten minutes. He said it was about Gladio,’ she said. She secretly wondered how a man in his position could possibly enjoy computer games, although it was a thought that she never voiced, as you never knew what ears were listening in the building. It was rumoured that the building had more bugs in it than a world health organisation laboratory for dangerous diseases.

‘Send him straight in,’ said Sir Peter, ‘Oh and give him my morning coffee as he passes you, will you?

‘Yes sir,’ replied Janet.

Sir Peter watched her walk out and reflected on their brief fling twenty years earlier. He had headed MI6 in those days and he had taken her on several foreign trips before the inevitable happened and they had an affair lasting six months. He ended it when he was asked to set up Lighthouse, a Government agency that reported to the prime minister and the foreign secretary. Their brief was to conduct covert operations independent of any ally, especially America. He had been surprised when Janet had agreed to be his secretary at Lighthouse given her feelings towards him, but it had worked out fine. Janet never mentioned the affair and never treated him informally, retaining her prim and proper role for the past twenty years. 

Sir Peter’s career had been spectacular to say the least. Educated at Cambridge where he studied politics and foreign affairs, his professor soon realised that he had an uncanny knack for ‘best option analyses.’ This in layman’s terms means that he could analyse a situation and come up with the best option to move events in the favour of the interested party he represented. Two days before he graduated he was recruited by MI6 as an analyst. Recognising his leadership qualities, he moved up the ranks at unprecedented speed and by the time he was thirty-eight he was ‘C’s’ number two. C was the acronym given to the head of MI6 after the initials of the first head of MI6, Captain Mansfield Smith Cumming. Unlike the ‘M’ depicted in the James Bond books. After C died of cancer Peter was promoted to head of MI6 becoming ‘C’ at the age of fifty-two. Knighted soon afterwards, he had ten successful years before being asked to head up Lighthouse.

Lighthouse was involved in a very delicate operation in Greece. Great Britain like America had not been happy that Greece was leaning towards Russia with its future energy and financial plans. Greece was practically bankrupt and the weight of the Troika’s austerity measures was lowering the Greeks’ standard of living every day. This was motivating the people towards two extremes, the left wing Siriza party or the right-wing Nazi party - The Golden Dawn – and these extremes were causing social unrest. 

‘Good morning Sir Peter,’ greeted Gregory stepping into the office before striding across the room and placing a cup of coffee on Sir Peter’s desk. Sitting down he stretched his long legs out on the thick pile crossing them at the ankles and sipped his coffee. Gregory had been head hunted from M16 three years ago by Sir Peter, who made him his number two at Lighthouse. He was proud of his decision as over the last couple of years Gregory had proved himself a reliable field and case officer. Sir Peter had asked Gregory twice to go into the field and sort a problem out and both times Gregory had been successful. What’s more he didn’t flinch at eliminating those responsible for the problem, the details of which were never recorded in the official report, only verbally to Sir Peter, who did him the service of not recording their conversations as possible leverage in future years.

‘We have a problem in Greece,’ continued Gregory, ‘there was a mole in our team there.’

‘What do you mean by ‘was’,’ asked Sir Peter.

‘Tinos killed him,’ said Gregory, ‘it seems that ‘Gardener,’ the mole, had decided to take matters into his own hands and failed. According to Ariadne, if he had blown the whistle he had no need to try and kill Tinos as his superiors could have simply arrested him or made him disappear.’ 

‘Has it compromised the operation?’ asked Sir Peter. Gregory had been warned that Sir Peter could be ruthless but until now had not believed that his normally kindly eyes could look so cold and steely.

‘I don’t believe it has,’ replied Gregory, ‘per Ariadne ‘Tinos’ is ready and has his men in place. He is waiting for our signal to go ahead.’

‘Are the Americans in play yet?’

‘Yes, but they don’t know about our operation. They’ve brought Ariadne’s son Alex into the game by default, as he has just been made Greece’s economic minister. The asset they have been nurturing in Germany is standing by to mind Alex. They have no idea that Ariadne is working for both sides of the Atlantic. The trigger is still in place. The moment Alex goes public we will set the wheels in motion and Tinos will move his men into position.’

‘I don’t think the Americans will dislike the successful outcome of the operation at all. They might publicly condemn it, but in private they will be reassured that Greece is still in the fold. Although the referendum may alter things a little.’

‘I presume current policy will change if the leave campaign wins a surprise majority,’ said Gregory.

‘Yes, and that could be a problem because the Government might then be happy to see the European Union break up. If so you would have to stop the coup at any cost. I don’t know how you’d do it but it would have to before the tanks started rolling. You realise that, don’t you?’ 

‘I know sir,’ Gregory said. ‘Is there anything else?’

‘No Gregory, just keep me in the loop will you. I want to know every detail, especially after you’ve given Tinos the green light.

‘Right, I’ll arrange for ops to provide you with a satellite phone so we can do face time.’

‘Why do I need that Gregory? Are you going into the field on this one?’ asked Sir Peter, with a look of puzzlement on his face. ‘Surely your unique skills are not required for this one.’

‘We can’t leave anyone alive that could point to any ‘Lighthouse’ involvement sir, so I have to be in the field and make sure that whatever the outcome, our assets don’t become liabilities,’ reasoned Gregory.

Sir Peter gazed at Gregory without saying anything for a good twenty seconds. He hated violence and needless deaths. However, he realized that Gregory was right. The Americans must never suspect Britain’s role in this operation. Unfortunately for their assets, who were risking their lives willingly for their beliefs, were going to lose their lives whatever the upshot of the operation. Rather reluctantly he said. ‘I agree with the strategy but tread with care; nothing can be traced back to us, absolutely nothing.’ With that he dismissed Gregory with a wave of his hand and resumed his game of Bridge.
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October 25th 2010 – Berlin 

Alex was as nervous as hell. Not only was it his first meeting with the German Finance Minister but it was his first official meeting in his new capacity as the Finance Minister of the Hellenic Republic. He was cold and shivering from his nervousness. Alex also had a problem with understanding complex economics, but it was more the thought of meeting with the stone faced, hook-nosed, former East German. Before the fall of the Berlin wall he had been a member of Stasi, the feared German secret police, and had suffered gunshot wounds which confined him to a wheelchair.

The limousine crawled slowly through the early morning commuter traffic towards the German department of finance. Alex decided to call Melina his wife and let her know his flight had been uneventful. He occasionally felt guilty that he was not the perfect husband to Melina. Although he was certain that he loved her and he knew that he was a lucky man to have married one of the most beautiful fashion models that Greece had produced, he could not help but wonder. He was a womaniser but was it his fault that women found him sexy? He wasn’t an ‘A’ typical sexy guy, he wasn’t tall, average at five foot ten, not slim, no six pack, in fact he was a little chunky with a glimmer of a rounded tummy. He had great hair though, dark and curly bordering on unruly. Alex always knew that his eyes were his best feature, a vulnerable dark brown. Women loved his seeming defencelessness and the way his eyes appeared to be on the verge of crying.

Alex had first realised that women were attracted to him in his late teenage years when he was still at private school in Georgetown Washington. He was staying overnight at a school friend’s house. His friend Josh had an absolutely drop dead gorgeous mother with legs to die for. At least that was Alex’s opinion and by all accounts half the neighbourhood too. That night Alex slept in his usual rooms when staying with Josh. It was fairly secluded from the rest of the house as it was set above their double garage. Comprising a small den, a shower room, separate closet and a double bedroom; Alex always felt comfortable there.

This particular night Alex had gone up to his room just after eleven. He showered then got into bed and watched several recorded episodes of the Big Bang Theory, his favourite TV show. He must have fallen asleep because he awoke with the realisation that somebody, to be more precise, a woman, a naked woman, was rubbing herself against his body. ‘What the hell......,’ he started to utter but a finger was put against his lips. It crossed his mind that it smelt faintly of lavender. He realised that the naked body belonged to Mrs Cowan, Josh's mother.

The finger left his lips and traced a line down his body until it found the base of his now erect penis. Alex drew in a breath then let it out slowly, waiting for her next move. It soon came as she slid down his body, without letting go of his erection, until her mouth was against his member. Alex went through a myriad of sensations that he had never experienced before. She played with him with her tongue, mouth and finger always sensing when he was about to lose control and squeezing him in such a way as to delay his ejaculation. After playing with him for half an hour she mounted him and pulled his hands onto her breasts as she leaned forward kissing him on his lips and penetrating his mouth with her tongue. She told him to keep still as she moved rhythmically back and forth. Alex was unable to control himself for long and let himself go, exploding into her waiting orifice with wave after wave of pulsating sensations. After it was over and he had slipped out, she cleaned him up, kissed him on the lips and whispered, ‘Stay over more often, won't you.’ Alex nodded in the dark and Mrs Cowan tiptoed out of his room giving him a glimpse of her long legs in the faint light from a nearby street lamp.

Alex stayed over many times that year and Mrs Cowan taught him how to make a woman have an orgasm and generally how to please her. He was a good pupil and he was talented enough to give her multiple orgasms in one session by the time the summer was over. During this time, they hardly said a word. She would come to his bed in the dead of night, show him what to do, have passionate sex and then leave the room. She never stayed the whole night. In losing his virginity Alex had become very aware that women found him attractive.

His thoughts were abruptly brought back to the present when the limousine slowed to a halt outside his destination.

Alex alighted from the limousine and entered the modern building on Friedrichstrasse. No bodyguards for him this trip as he was not well known to the general public and not a danger to anyone – not yet anyway. Slowly he climbed the stairs, avoiding the lifts and also getting some exercise, making his way to the third floor which held the offices of Dominik Vogel his counterpart in Germany. Alex’s mother who had lived through the German occupation of Greece had told him many stories about the occupation and the German officers and soldiers she had met. None of the stories painted a good picture of the German race. Unfortunately, they had left Alex with a strong dislike of them and consequently he always tried to steer clear of Germans in Greece. 

It made him nervous that he was meeting a man whom he would be working with. Could Alex cut through the bias and behave as if there had been no violent history between their people? They were after all quite bizarrely Greece’s main partners in Europe. 

Alex pressed the buzzer next to a plaque engraved ‘German Republic Ministry of Finance’ and smiled into the camera positioned above the door. The door was opened by a long legged tall blonde girl wearing a white blouse and a blue skirt barely brushing her knees and exposing her long shapely legs. On her pert left breast was a name tag informing Alex she was Gitta Lehrer. In German ‘Lehrer’ means teacher and Alex thought being taught anything by Gitta would be a delight.

‘Good morning Mr Kalfas, welcome to Berlin,’ she said, showing Alex a set of flawless white teeth. ‘My name is Gitta. Can I take your coat?’

Alex managed to drag his eyes away from her left breast and locked onto a set of beautifully expressive green eyes which remained cold and bore a look of disdain as she caught him staring too hard.

‘Good morning Gitta,’ Alex replied. ‘Yes, thank you very much,’ as he pulled off his coat and handed it to her. 

‘Come this way, Mr Vogel is expecting you.’ 

Alex did as she requested and kept his eyes on her impeccable rear as it sashayed its way towards the set of double glazed glass doors that led into Vogel’s office. She drew back the doors and stood to one side to let Alex pass. She had hardly left him enough room and his arm inadvertently brushed against her right breast.

‘Thank you Gitta.’ Alex smiled at her and although her teeth smiled back her eyes didn’t. 

‘Hello Kalfas, please come in.’  

Vogel was sitting in his wheelchair behind a huge red mahogany desk. As Alex entered the office Vogel wheeled towards Alex. He thrust out a hand and held Alex in a vice like grip, wanting to show that although he was in a wheelchair he was as strong as any other man.

‘Welcome to my ministry,’ He said. ‘Did you have a good journey? It must have been very rushed for you, short notice wasn’t it?’ 

‘Thank you and well...yes it was short notice but the flight was fine and although it’s a little cold at least the weather is good,’ Alex replied, trying not to stare too hard at Vogel’s nose, which was hooked like the beak of an eagle. In fact, his whole posture even in his wheelchair was one of a bird of prey. He was tall, slim and bird like with eyes that bore into you but did not give a clue as to what he was thinking. Even his name ‘Vogel’ translated to ‘bird’ in German.

‘Sit down over here.’ Vogel said indicating a leather chair opposite his. ‘Have you been briefed by your Prime Minister?’

‘I have,’ Alex replied. ‘I am fairly well versed on the forthcoming closeness of the partnership between our two countries at the expense of the International Monetary Fund and the European Central Bank, although I haven’t been told who will replace them, if anyone.’ Then he lied, ‘But I am confident that we can move forward without any problems.’ 

‘Never mind for now,’ expressed Vogel impatiently as he moved behind his desk and opened a file that had the word ‘Hellas’ stamped in a deep blue on its cover. He felt a little uneasy because he did not detect sincerity in Alex’s reply. Not that he cared that much because he was quite certain that Alex would be persuaded to do everything asked of him. As he began looking through some of the papers in the file, Alex took the opportunity to study Vogel’s desk. He had seen one exactly like this before. He had to know.

‘Your desk is very similar to a desk that Marcus Opel the former Chairman of the Swiss Bank had in his office. Is it from the same carpenter?’ Alex enquired.

‘You are very observant.’ Vogel replied. ‘In fact it is the same desk. He gave it to me as a gift on the day that Union Bank of Switzerland merged with Swiss Bank Corporation and he was forced to resign. Now will you excuse me for a few minutes while I catch up with some of these documents which the ECB has prepared for our meeting? Gitta, does Mr Kalfas want a coffee?’

Alex turned round in his chair and realised that Gitta had never left the office. She smiled at him and asked. ‘White or black?’ ‘Black with two sugars please,’ he replied. 

While he waited for his coffee and for Vogel to finish reviewing the documents Alex reflected on how he had arrived at this point in time.
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October 23rd 2010 - Athens

It was only two days earlier that Alex had been called into the office of the Prime Minister in the Mansion Maximou on Herodou Attikou Street in Athens.

‘Alex do come in and sit down. Would you like anything to drink?’ 

‘Do you mean a beverage or a real drink?’ Alex answered feeling slightly stupid.

‘You’ll need a real drink to lessen the shock of what I’ve got to say to you Alex,’ laughed Themis Xenakis. ‘What will it be?’ 

‘Well if you insist I’ll have a gin and tonic,’ he replied without much conviction. ‘Now tell me why I need a drink or should I wait until I’ve taken a few sips?’ 

Alex was feeling quite anxious now and he started combing his memory banks for something that he might have done which prompted this call to the Prime Minister’s office. He was even more anxious when Themis treated his question as rhetorical and buzzed out to his secretary to bring him his gin and tonic. 

Themis and Alex went back years. They had both studied in Boston and shared a student rooming house. However, most of the Greek media had them both attending Harvard when in fact Alex had attended Harvard and Themis, Boston University. Themis was still slim and tall and quite distinguished, although up close the slight tic in his left eye rather spoilt the overall picture of the leader of a beleaguered people. The door opened and Rena the Prime Minister’s personal secretary brought in Alex’s drink, setting it down beside him on a small side table.

‘Thank you Rena,’ he said and his politeness was rewarded with a wide smile, as indeed he had hoped it would be. Alex watched her leave the office and as she shut the door he turned towards Themis who had sat opposite him in a large leather chair. A smile was playing around his lips; no doubt he had caught him staring at Rena’s shapely rear. He was right.

‘I see you’re admiring one of Rena’s many assets, probably her best. Doesn’t Melina get fed up with your wanderings? I’m sure she must suspect what you get up to when you’re away from home.’ 

‘You misjudge me Themis. I have never strayed from my marriage vows. Occasionally I might look at a beautiful woman but that is all.’ Alex lied. 

Themis roared with laughter and when he’d calmed down said, ‘You’re a consummate liar Alex. You have lied your way through life without regret or guilt and even when we were roommates in Boston you lied when I accused you of having sex with my girlfriend.’

‘I didn’t fuck her,’ Alex interrupted. ‘She gave me a blow job and I fondled her breasts. That was all there was to it,’ he finished lamely. 

‘You’re as bad as Clinton. However, that is exactly why I invited you to my office. I have a proposition for you which will enable you to use your prowess as a liar and will probably also satisfy your sexual appetite at the same time. But I must warn you it’s not going to be easy. It will mean hard work, a clear mind and a lot of energy.’

Alex stared at Themis not believing his ears. His major failings were suddenly becoming assets, tools of his trade. What was his trade to be? Was he being promoted to run the Greek secret service, was he to become the Greek equivalent of 007, licensed to lie and to cheat all in the name of the Greek Republic. 

‘Are you offering me a new post?’ Alex inquired.

‘Yes Alex, I am. Antonopoulos is handing in his resignation at four o’clock and you will be replacing him in my cabinet.’

‘But he is the Chancellor of the Exchequer Themis, and I know nothing about economics. My degree from Harvard was in law, you know that and it’s perfect for my job as Minister of Justice. Now you want to appoint me as your economics minister. Well I’m sure there are far more qualified ministers or indeed members of parliament than me who could do the job. You can’t be serious?’ he ended in almost a plea.

‘That’s just the point Alex. Yes, there are far better qualified people than you who are economists, but unlike you they don’t or won’t tell lies and they are not womanisers, you are the best qualified in those departments. This is your opportunity to completely pull the wool over the Greek people’s eyes and the rest of the world for that matter,’ Themis ended with a flourish and looked him in the eye.

Alex stared back, his thoughts racing, why would I have to lie, he thought? Something did not add up here. The PASOK (Panhellenic Socialist) party had only just won the election so why would Themis force Antonopoulos to resign so soon? Had he done something wrong? Was there something about the numbers PASOK had inherited from the New Democracy party that were causing a problem? 

‘Is there a bigger problem with the economic situation in the country than people realise?’ he questioned.

‘Yes Alex,’ grinned Themis, ‘Greece is not in good shape. Our biggest problem is that Greece has the beginnings of a debt mountain which we have to get rid of.’

Then he said something that caused Alex to shudder as if someone had walked over his grave.

‘With your help we are going to convince the world that Greece needs a lot more monetary help than it really does. We are going to fudge the numbers and call in the International Monetary Fund who of course will not trust our numbers and decline to help. We will then turn to Germany and Russia and with their help we will all become rich while Greece grows from strength to strength. Except.... well...apart from the collateral damage.’

Alex sat there speechless for a full minute.

‘I would be party to one of the biggest frauds Europe or even the world had ever seen,’ Alex blurted out. Then he had a sudden thought. ‘What if I decline now that you have told me the truth?’ Alex looked Themis straight in the eye. ‘Will I have one of those suicides that look like accidents?’

Themis stared at Alex and then suddenly burst out laughing. ‘No Alex I would not hurt you if you declined. Somehow I don’t think you will,’ continued Themis as he passed a buff folder over to Alex. ‘You have no choice Alex. Take a look at these.’ Inside were several photographs showing Alex in compromising positions with Zoe Lafazanis, the current deputy minister of finance. 

‘If these ever got into the public domain your career and marriage would be destroyed. As well as Zoe’s.’ 

Alex looked at Themis and for the first time noticed a hardness in his eyes. Yes, he thought Themis wasn’t making an idle threat.

‘No need for these to leave this room,’ said Alex. ‘I’ll do it.’

‘Good,’ agreed Themis. ‘I hope I never have to use those photographs. Why don’t you keep them as a reminder of your loyalty and your addiction?’

Alex thought that was a little low but didn’t give Themis the satisfaction of seeing him embarrassed or ashamed in reaction to his comment. Admittedly women were his weakness, well actually much more than a weakness, more of an addiction, but he would never admit to that. He often berated himself for cheating on his wife. Any other man would not dream of even thinking about another woman. She was tall, taller than Alex in high heels, slim and wore her clothes very well, looking good in minis or long evening gowns. She had the most piercing green eyes Alex had ever seen and wore her auburn hair shoulder length. Her body was perfectly shaped except perhaps her breasts which were slightly smaller than most men liked but in a tight pair of jeans, high heels and a halter top she turned more heads than the passing of a Hollywood star. Melina was also a little subservient in the bedroom and did whatever Alex commanded. He knew he was an idiot for going astray time and time again but like cigarettes he wasn’t ready to give up his addiction just yet.

‘Have you heard of Gladio, Alex?’ said Themis interrupting Alex’s thoughts.

‘No I haven’t,’ replied Alex. ‘What is it?.’

‘Gladio is a code name taken from the Italian word - Gladius - a type of short Roman sword - for a clandestine NATO ‘stay-behind’ operation in Italy after the war. It was set up to continue anti-communist resistance in the event of a Warsaw Pact invasion. ‘Operation Gladio’ as it became known was used as an informal name for all stay-behind paramilitary organisations in Europe, whether CIA, MI6 or BND backed. When Greece joined NATO (in 1952, the country's Special Forces, the LOK (Lochoi Oreinōn Katadromōn, or ‘Mountain Raiders’) were merged into the European stay-behind network. This network stayed in place until just before Greece joined the Eurozone at the turn of the millennium.’ 

‘I’m sorry,’ interjected Alex. ‘Who or what is BND?’

‘It’s the German federal secret service.’

‘What happened in 2000?’

‘The CIA and MI6 closed down their ends and left Gladio to LOK and BND to run, probably thinking that a united Europe had nothing to fear from extreme left wing ideologies.’

Alex pondered Themis’s revelations. ‘So the military coup in 1967, the attempted assignation of Makarios in Cyprus and the November 17th self-styled terrorist group were all sponsored by Gladio?’

‘Spot on Alex! Of course not all the twenty-five assassinations conducted by the November 17th group were sponsored by the CIA. Once the CIA had left the building LOK and BND sanctioned targets associated with the American Embassy, including CIA operatives, in a clean-up operation.’

‘I have often thought it odd that the November 17 group targeted Americans, now I see why, they were leaving no loose ends.’

‘Exactly,’ agreed Themis. ‘Back to the business at hand. As both the Germans and Greece control Gladio we can now manipulate it to form a solid economic partnership with Germany and Russia.’

‘What’s the plan?’ enquired Alex.

‘You will meet with Vogel on the twenty-fifth and then attend the Bilderberg at the Astir Palace on the twenty-seventh. Vogel will explain everything. I’ll see you at five-thirty in the office of the President of the Greek Democracy, for the ceremony to swear you in to the office of Minister of Economics.’

‘I’ll be there,’ confirmed Alex. Although he did not feel very comfortable with any of it. But what could he do? He was backed into a corner with no escape. 

Themis looked surreptitiously at his watch. Time was getting on he thought to himself. I can’t give the team the go ahead while Alex is here. Alex is no fool and once he heard the news about Antonopoulos he would realise that I was involved. It was already 16.00 and Antonopoulos would be leaving his office in the parliament building fairly soon. He should get Alex out of here in the next few minutes.

‘Good, let’s talk again Alex. You should leave now before Antonopoulos gets here. I’ll see you later.’ With that Themis rose from his chair and proffered a hand to Alex and guided him towards the door. He opened it and beckoned Rena to escort Alex to his car.

Once he was sure that Alex had actually left the building he went back into his office, shut the door and walked swiftly to the phone on his desk. He dialled a number and on the third ring the phone was answered. Themis uttered one word ‘Sheepskin’ and put the phone down. That one word started a chain of events that would eventually rock the foundation of democracy in Europe. 
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Chapter 5


[image: ]




October 23rd 2010 – Athens, Greece

As Christos Antonopoulos left the parliament building through the doorway which led down onto the expansive rear garden of the building, he wondered why he had been summoned to the Prime Minister’s Office. Over the last few months he had become more and more disillusioned with the way that the Eurozone were demanding more and more from Greece. Germany in particular was bleeding Greece dry with their demands to buy German goods and services, which Greece didn’t need; nor could pay for, placing them in the position of having to borrow money from German banks to pay for them. 

He was convinced that if Germany could re-arm they would have re-occupied the country, even perhaps the rest of Europe. But because they had no army they were conducting an economic war of the most hurtful kind, both unfair to the poorest in the Greek population and destructive for the future economic strength of the country. However, what caused him more concern than anything was an email he had received from an anonymous Hotmail account, warning him to watch his back. 

Christos knew that there were certain elements in the Greek cabinet that had met with Elena Davilova in an attempt to persuade her to persuade Igor Putilov, the Russian premier, to support Greece’s application for a substantial loan to complete major urban and countryside infrastructure projects. This program had already been halted by the European Union because they had correctly suspected that the funds had been diverted into other areas of the economy which directly benefited ministers and other interested parties in the country. 

He had vowed to himself not to give in to peer pressure as he was certain that there was a hidden agenda which would not bode well for Greece. From now on he would be very careful and not commit himself in any way until he had formed strong alliances in Europe. That was the purpose for his upcoming visit to Brussels and his unofficial meeting with the director of the International Monetary Fund, Madame Christine DuPont. On the quiet he would meet with her and attempt to use her as an ally against a cabinet which, he suspected, was leaning more and more towards new Russian money to avoid more of the severe austerity program which was currently crippling Greece. 

Nor did he trust Themis because he was sure that he was behind the increasing Russian influence in Greece which was gaining a lot of momentum. In the last few weeks there has been unrest in several towns in western Thrace. That region had become very important to both America and Russia and also Germany, since huge deposits of oil had been discovered just offshore in the western Aegean. Western Thrace was also the region where the gas pipelines from Russian and American interests entered a terminal where the gas was then routed into the huge gas pipeline that traversed northern Greece before going under the Ionian Sea into Italy and on into Europe. 

The unrest seemed to emanate from the ethnic Muslim minorities who lived in the region. It was reported that the minority Turkish Muslims were behind the unrest, but Christos believed otherwise and had recently vented his scepticism in cabinet meetings, theorising that pro-Russian elements were trying to destabilize the region for their own agenda. All this rushed through Christos’s mind as he walked through the parliament building’s gardens.

Today Christos had his usual two bodyguards with him, but as they were very sure that he was in no danger on a walk he and many before him had made many times in the past, they walked a few metres behind him. The garden at the rear of the parliament building is split by a hundred metres of path bordered with rhododendron bushes, and the path runs down to the Harry Truman gate, which opens out onto Herodou Attikou Avenue, there guarded by the statue of Harry Truman. This tree lined avenue borders the length of the parliament building gardens and is blocked at both ends by metal barriers, guarded by presidential guards. 

Only official cars were allowed onto Herodou Attikou and the two shorter avenues which formed a ‘T’ with Herodou Attikou. All had guard houses preventing access by public traffic, except official and diplomatic cars belonging to the many embassies set back from the road in their capacious private gardens.

At one end of Herodou Attikou stood the Prime Minister’s residence, just two hundred yards from the Harry Truman gate. At the opposite end stood the Presidential Palace.

As Christos neared the Harry Truman gate he noticed that the barriers at the end of Likiou Avenue, which formed a ‘T’ with Herodou Attikou, had opened and a black Nissan Navara Black Star was being let through. If he had stopped and continued watching, he would have seen a figure run out of the guard house and leap into the car. The car began to pick up speed and the barriers remained open. He saw none of this as his view was obscured by the Harry Truman statue. It was only as he exited the gate and turned right and started walking towards the Prime Minister’s residence that he noticed that the Nissan had almost reached the corner. His guards must have sensed something was not quite right because they began to quickly close the gap between themselves and Christos, but as the Nissan turned right onto Herodou Attikou Avenue, its rear window, which had been hidden from view until then, was fully open with an ugly looking AK-47 protruding out that immediately started to spit a hail of lead towards Christos and his bodyguards.

One of the bodyguards managed to throw himself in front of Christos and took five lethal bullets in his chest. As the guard fell to the ground leaving Christos exposed to the gun fire, Christos threw himself to the pavement wincing in pain as a bullet passed through his neck at the instant the second bodyguard landed on top of him. With his breath knocked out of him and an excruciating pain in his neck Christos suddenly realised that he should attempt to get back into the parliament building gardens and try to escape. He noticed quietness had descended on the street as if someone had turned the sound off on the television, but the picture still played. The Nissan had stopped a few yards from where Christos lay and in the distance he could see the presidential guards streaming out of their barracks towards the Nissan. Christos tried to push the motionless bodyguard from on top of him but only managed to get his upper torso free of the dead weight. Suddenly a cacophony of sounds split the silence; the Nissan’s wheel’s screeching as the driver attempted to reverse at speed, and the shouts and gunfire coming from the presidential guards who were only fifty yards from the scene. The Nissans wheel’s gripped the road as the driver threw the steering wheel to the left and the car reversed up onto the pavement. Too late, Christos realised that the car was reversing towards him. With a superhuman effort he tried to free himself from the bodyguard. One leg came free and then the other but it was too late, 

The last thing Christos saw was the deep treads of the Nissans rear left wheel a split second before it passed over his head crushing the life out of him.
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Chapter 6
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October 23rd 2010 – Langley, Virginia

Laura Foot stared hard at her screen. For several days she had been watching Athens because there was intelligence about impending violent demonstrations against austerity in Syntagma Square in front of the Greek parliament building. She was head of operations for the Balkans region and had only been in the Balkans section of ‘Overlook’ for three days. She realised that something was going on. She needed confirmation, she needed more eyes. 

‘Jim,’ she shouted, to a large man who had a tuna and mayo sandwich in one hand and a coffee in the other, ‘I need another birds eye view of Athens. I’ve got GEO37 online; can you get another one that’s just passed over Greece?’ 

Jim was the sections geek, although he didn’t look anything like a typical geek at all. At least not to his colleagues. He was a large man, not overweight but muscular. Laura suspected he worked out in his spare time. He wore a round face with brown unruly hair continually falling into his eyes so he was continually swatting it away from his forehead. He rarely came into work in a suit even though he obviously owned a few as he quite often spoke about the dinner parties he had been invited to through his current girlfriend, the daughter of a Washington socialite. His favourite casual wear was old fashioned corduroys and long sleeved checked shirts. Jim certainly knew his technology, machines were his passion as was jazz, this he let slip one evening when he, Barry and Laura had an after work drink to celebrate his forty second birthday last month.
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