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Chapter 1

15th August 2013 – Kifissia Athens – 10:30
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The man entered Venetia walking purposefully past the rows of pastry display cabinets towards the back of the pastry shop where the area serving pastries, snacks and beverages was located. Anyone observing the man would have found it rather odd that he did not stop to look at the pastries, for Venetia had the reputation for baking the most delicious pastries in all of Athens. Established in 1875 in the rich northern suburb of Kifissia by two brothers, the shop and its excellent standing had withstood two world wars, a civil war, and a German invasion, in its one hundred and thirty seven years of existence.

The display cases were full of traditional Greek pastries, baklava, kadaifi, galaktoboureko and many more, plus ice creams and beautiful cake creations, which on a weekend day would be empty by the time Venetia ushered its last customer out. Today the fifteenth of August 2013, was one of the most celebrated of Greek festivals, the day of the Assumption of the Virgin Mary. 

‘There won’t be any pastries left by two o’clock’ thought one of the sales ladies as she watched throngs of people buying boxes of pastries as gifts to give to anyone, they knew who was named Mary or Maria or any combination of that name in typical Greek name day tradition. 

She noticed the man as he strode passed the displays, groups of people stepping aside as if realising he would not give way himself. She thought him rather handsome in a swarthy sort of way despite that he had several days of stubble on his face which was the modern style, as was his completely shaved head. The white suit he wore fit like a glove, and she noticed that he was well proportioned without an ounce of fat on him. The suit looked expensive, as did his brogues, his blue shirt, his yellow tie, and the briefcase he was carrying in his right hand. It was already thirty degrees centigrade outside at a few minutes before eleven in the morning but there was not a bead of sweat on the man’s face.

The sales lady pinned the man as a businessman, probably an entrepreneur. He had that entrepreneurial look about him, devil may care, confident and street smart. She watched him, her eyes boring into his back as he entered the seating area and disappeared from her sight.

The man headed for the far corner of the seating area and sat down at an empty table carefully placing his briefcase on the floor next to his chair. Before he had hardly settled into his seat a waiter was at his side.

‘Καλιμερα σας κυριε, τι μπορω να σας φερω,’ said the waiter with a slight bow of deference, asking the man what he would like. 

‘A double Greek coffee please,’ said the man in Greek. 

While the waiter was getting his coffee, the man looked around him. He noted that all the waiters looked as though they should be retired but they all looked smart in their traditional white jackets which were the trademark of Venetia. He smiled with satisfaction as he observed that all the tables, of which there were fifteen arranged in three rows of five, were made of oak, as were their plush chairs, dutifully covered in expensive fabric. The walls of the eating area were also clad in wood as were the wooden pillars of which there were five that he could see. In the centre of the wall facing him was a set of French windows which opened out onto a huge patio area filled with awfully expensive bamboo furniture and huge canvas sun canopies over every table. The French windows were closed to allow the air-conditioning to do its work. The man was surprised that so many of the outside tables were occupied considering it was now over thirty degrees centigrade. He was grateful that the air-conditioning was working efficiently as he didn’t relish the heat. 

The waiter approached with his coffee and set it down in front of him together with a gold clip which held the till receipt. 

‘Ευχαριστω,’ said the man, thanking the waiter and giving him the faintest of smiles as he inserted a five euro note into the clip. The waiter on seeing that the five euros covered the cost of the coffee and a nice tip smiled back and touched his brow before making his way to the cash desk.

The man sat drinking his coffee watching as both the indoor and outdoor tables began to fill up as lunchtime approached. ‘It’s time’, he thought to himself. He reached for his mobile and pressed a speed dial button. 

‘I’m ready,’ he said when the phone was answered.

‘We’ll pick you up outside in one minute,’ said a voice. The man disconnected the call, then picking up his briefcase without getting up he slid it onto the chair which had its back towards the open area of the room. Unless someone actually came over to the chair, they would never see it lying there. He looked around making sure none of the waiters were looking in his direction, then sliding out from his chair he walked quickly but calmly towards the entrance which he had entered Venetia twenty minutes earlier.

As he passed through the area where the pastries were on display the sales lady who had watched him when he had entered the premises noticed that he was not holding his briefcase. Instead of going into the area where the tables were, she decided to catch up with him and ask him if he had forgotten it. This probably saved her life as by the time she was near enough to call him she was outside in the street. She called out to him but either he didn’t hear her above the noise of the busy street, or he ignored her, crossed the street, and got into the waiting white convertible C-class Mercedes, which immediately accelerated away at speed expertly driven by a raven haired young woman.

The sales lady turned back towards the entrance to Venetia and stepped into the shop area. As she did events seemed to move in slow motion. The first thing she noticed was the warm air rushing engulfing her and tearing at her clothes almost forcing her backwards. Then she saw the wall of fire surging towards her consuming and atomizing everything in its path. She dived to her right hitting the ground just outside the open doors of the entrance and curled herself into a ball. Then she heard a demonic roar and felt an unbearable heat, as the wall of fire screamed out of the doors into the street. Without any material to devour, except for a passing cyclist and a car, leaving both severely burned, the wall of fire simply extinguished itself and stopped existing. 

The sales lady was severely burned, in unbearable pain but alive and later she was able to tell the authorities her account of the events including an accurate description of the man.

Later that same evening the news programmes updated their viewers on the casualties suffered; twenty-five people had died; another forty in hospital and of those eighteen were critical; Venetia itself was just a shell of a building, the fireball having consumed or melted everything in its path. They then broadcast a taped speech of Prime Minister Alex Kalfas, who had earlier visited the scene of the incident.

‘Fellow Greeks,’ began the Prime Minister. ‘Today we have witnessed a horrendous crime against the Greek people and against democracy. I know you will join me in sending our condolences to the families and loved ones of the victims of this tragedy. My promise to them and all Greeks is that we will find the people that committed this horrific deed and bring them to justice. God bless our great nation,’ finished Alex. The camera followed him as he spoke to the members of rescue teams, medical teams and forensic experts giving them his appreciation of their hard work.

In a living room in an apartment in a southern suburb of Athens the man now dressed in scruffy jeans instead of his white suit, was watching the newscast with a detached air. Smiling in satisfaction he looked down at the raven haired girl who had her head against his bare chest and murmured ‘A job well done darling.’  
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Chapter 2

16th August 2013 – Athens – 08:00
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In the Mega Maximo, the Greek Prime Ministers’ official residence and office, seven people sat round the oval mahogany table which was positioned in the middle of the conference room atop a plush thick-piled Turkish carpet. This fact invariably raised the eyebrows of those who knew of the long standing bitter relations between Greece and Turkey over the years. Around the walls of the conference room were portraits of previous Prime Ministers all seemingly staring down over the cabinet ministers who had participated in cabinet meetings in years gone by, perhaps daring them never to say anything against the national interest of their beloved country.

Alex Kalfas cast his eyes around the table attempting to catch the eye of each of the six cabinet ministers who were present. He found that catching everyone’s eye before the meeting started, focused them on the agenda at hand and allowed him to start the meeting before their minds started to wander. 

He had convened the National Security and Anti-terrorist Council in response to the incident in the pastry shop in Kifissia the previous day.

‘Good morning everyone,’ said Alex. A general murmur of greetings rippled round the table. ‘We have a big agenda today, not least the terrible events of yesterday, so we will start with that. Have we got any further with identifying the responsible party or parties?’ asked Alex of his Home Secretary Kaliope Vlachos.

Kaliope casually flicked her fringe away from her green eyes and glanced down at her notes.

‘The police have nothing yet unfortunately. We still don’t know whether this was a terrorist attack or some domestic extremist group with some sort of grudge. We have over one hundred officers scanning traffic- cam footage but nothing as yet.’

‘Isn’t there a traffic-cam on the street where the incident took place?’ asked Achilles Nikolaou, the finance minister, staring intently at Kaliope.

‘No,’ replied Kaliope. ‘Neither are there traffic cams at the crossroads at the top of the street.’ Kaliope let a rueful smile play on her lips as she turned towards the finance minister. ‘You realise of course it’s your cutbacks to our budget that you imposed at the last budget, otherwise we would have had traffic cams in the area.’ The nearest cams to the incident are almost two kilometres down the road and they could have turned anywhere off the main thoroughfares before being picked or even hidden the car,’ finished Kaliope suddenly realising her voice had gone up an octave. 

‘Alright Kaliope calm down,’ said Alex. He liked Kaliope despite the fact that she tended to raise her voice when she felt her abilities were threatened. She was intelligent, highly intelligent, being a member of Mensa rather proved it. Kaliope studied at Athens University where she achieved a doctorate in economics and at Princeton in New Jersey, on the back of her admittance to Mensa, where she achieved a doctorate in astrophysics. All done and dusted by the time she was thirty years old. Why she then chose a career in politics Alex could not fathom. Mind you, he was glad she had because at the age of thirty-six she had become the youngest cabinet member ever and now she was probably the best and most respected Home Secretary for a long time. Both the Chief of Police and the Director of Customs and Excise adored as well as respected her. In fact, everyone adored her, she was a typical Greek beauty, long dark hair, piercing green eyes set against an olive skin that did not seem to have a single blemish.

'Any increase in chatter on the internet?' said Leonidas Papadakis, the Industry and Business Minister, unknowingly interrupting Alex's train of thought. 

'Nothing obvious,’ replied Kaliope. ‘Of course, daily chatter is not static at one level all the time, it generally mirrors a wave-like pattern, however it’s the spikes that alert us that something may be brewing. We haven’t observed any spikes for some time now.’ Kaliope looked at each of her peers in turn as if daring them to question what she had said. Then her green eyes settled on Jasonas Makris, the Health Secretary.

‘What have forensics come up with Jasonas?’ she asked, giving him her sweetest smile. ‘Thorough investigation at the scene of the bombing could go a long way towards finding the guilty parties. Evidence must be collected in a professional manner. Are you satisfied that you have the resources to accomplish a positive result?’ continued Kaliope.

‘I have every confidence in my men,’ replied Jasonas. Then smiling at Achilles Nikolaou who was sitting directly opposite him, he said. ‘Thanks to Treasury funding, my teams have everything they need to conduct a professional operation. We have all the necessary safety gear, crime scene tools, technical equipment, evidence collecting equipment, and specialized equipment to support our endeavours,’ finished Jasonas, looking Kaliope straight in the eye as if to emphasise that he had all the necessary support from the Treasury, and she didn’t.

‘But do you have anything to report?’ pushed Alex feeling decidedly frustrated at the obvious infighting taking place before his eyes.

‘Yes,’ said Jasonas, switching his gaze in Alex’s direction. ‘The first responders did a fantastic job in treating the injured and securing the integrity of the scene. Then, the investigators did a walk through before assigning documentation, photographic and videotaping duties to the appropriate persons.’

‘Interviews?’ asked Alex.

‘Joint effort between Kaliope’s people and mine,’ replied Jasonas. ‘We are collecting the evidence at the moment and transporting it to a secure location where it is being processed.’

‘Anything I can work with?’ asked Kaliope.

‘We have had one significant breakthrough,’ replied Jasonas looking down at his notes. ‘We found a piece of the detonator early on in the evidence collection and our forensic scientists have identified its origin.’

‘Fantastic!’ exclaimed Alex.

‘Its origin seems to be eastern Europe.’

‘Can you point to a country?’ asked Kaliope.

‘The scientists believe it’s either Kosovo or North Macedonia.’

‘That doesn’t mean that the bomb was made in either one of those countries does it?’ asked Argi who was the Foreign Minister; another of Alex’s prodigies, and the first female foreign minister that Greece had ever appointed.

‘No,’ cut in Kaliope.

Jasonas glared at her. ‘Thank you, Kaliope,’ he said sarcastically. ‘No, it doesn’t Argi, but my scientists are confident that by morning they will have narrowed it down to one of those two countries.’

‘Are we suggesting that the bomber is either a Kosovan or a Macedonian?’ questioned Leonidas the Industry and Business Minister, of no-one in particular.

‘Not at all,’ said Jasonas. ‘Being made in that area has no bearing on who the bomber might be. Don’t forget we only identified the detonator as coming from those countries. It could be that the bomb was made here in Greece and the bomber used a detonator or even other components of the bomb from other countries.’

No-one spoke for a few seconds while they digested this latest information. Everyone comprehended that the good news of where the detonator was manufactured was dampened by the realisation that the origin of the bomb and bomber was still not within their grasp.

‘If we can capture the bomber, we will be nearer the answers we need,’ said Alex breaking the silence. ‘Let’s....

Alex was interrupted by the sound of Kaliope’s mobile phone vibrating and dancing across the table. She grabbed it impatiently and put it to her ear at the same time standing up and moving over to a window. She listened spellbound for a minute seemingly hanging on every word, then she said. ‘Go ahead but I want him or her alive, I have not issued a ‘Crimson’ order for this operation. Do you understand?’ After a couple of seconds Kaliope spoke again. ‘Good luck, I’m on my way down to the command centre.’ 

She returned to her seat; her face flushed with excitement.

‘We’ve had a breakthrough,’ she said elatedly. ‘We’ve picked up the Mercedes on traffic cam and managed to follow its journey through Athens to the southern suburb of Kalithea, even though its registration plate changed three times.’

‘How did you know it was the same car?’ asked Alex quizzically.

‘We were lucky it was daylight. If it had been during the night, we would never had spotted the blemish on the windscreen in the top left hand corner to the left of the driver. Apparently, it looks like stone damage. We have two units of the elite EKAM counter terrorist squad heading for that area.’

‘Have you identified the apartment building where they are hiding yet?’ asked Leonidas.

‘The undercover unit we sent down there has pinpointed two buildings as possibilities where the parking bays under the buildings show a white Mercedes parked. As yet they haven’t identified either of them as the car we were tailing.’

Kaliope stood up eager to get to the command centre and follow the operation. ‘I have to go to the command centre to support my teams. Sorry for ducking out of the meeting sir,’ apologised Kaliope.

‘Of course,’ said Alex. ‘There is nothing more to say here today. Keep me informed Kaliope and that goes for you Jasonas too.’

Turning to Achilles he said. ‘I want to know how the stock exchange is doing too,’ and without waiting for an answer he left the room.

Ten minutes after the meeting had broken up a burner phone rang in a third floor apartment in the suburb adjacent to that of Kalithea.

‘Yes,’ answered a man who was known as ‘the fixer’. His real name was Alkis Eleftheradou, a married man with three young kids. Several months later when his neighbours and friends were asked what sort of person he was, they described him with words such as accommodating, amiable, easy-going, and obliging. 

‘Are you alone?’ asked a voice at the other end of the line. 

‘No, but I am alone in this room. No-one can hear me,’ replied Alkis. 

‘EKAM are about to find our friend. They have already traced his Mercedes so there is not a lot of time left,’ said the voice.

‘What do you want me to do?’ asked Alkis.

‘Go to ground zero and make sure he won’t talk if he is arrested. He mustn’t be taken alive, the girl too and get rid of the phone after this call.’

‘I’m on it,’ confirmed Alkis, then without waiting for a response he opened the battery department, took out the SIM card, bent it in two and dropped it into the toilet and flushed.

Two minutes later he wheeled his Harley Road King out from his parking bay below his apartment block, turned the key, gunned the engine, then headed towards ground zero.

Alkis glided through the backstreets in the direction of Kalithea thankful that he had chosen a Harley as his mode of transport. A Harley did not announce its presence, it was quiet and unobtrusive as it glided smoothly through the morning traffic. Its twin saddlebags filled with the tools of his trade. With those, Alkis said to himself half smiling, he could ‘fix’ anyone or anything. 
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Chapter 3

16th August 2013 – Athens – 10:30
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It didn’t matter how many times Kaliope entered the Command Centre her heart always seemed to speed up from the excitement and the adrenalin rush. Today was no different, perhaps her excitement was heightened even more by the potential capture of the bomber. 

The Command Centre was state of the art, with high tech tools which mirrored some of the more sophisticated command centres around the world. When Alex had brokered the deal two years earlier, with the Americans and the British, which gave them sole rights to the oil and gas under the Aegean Sea, he had insisted that part of the package would be a sophisticated control and command centre including the mandatory spy satellites, drones, and communication equipment. Kaliope knew that Greece could never have afforded such modern and sophisticated equipment and was grateful to Alex for having the vision to make such an agreement.

She sat down in her usual place at the apex of a huge thirty seater circular mahogany table and surveyed the room. The wall directly opposite her had six seventy-two inch video screens in two vertical banks of three. In between them a gigantic video screen, about a third of the size of a cinema screen, on which could be displayed a video feed from any one of its six satellite screens. 

To her left and her right were banks of computers attended by men and women whose fingers were dancing like whirling dervishes over their keyboards, as they manipulated the video feeds or controlled the satellites and drones at their disposal. Above the computer banks on the left were digital clocks showing the time in several key capitals of the world, while on the right hand wall was a huge interactive map of Greece.

At the table were the Chief of Police, Commander Takis Stomatou and his aides, and the head of the Counter Terrorist Squad Commander Thomas Davanellos and his team. Everyone at the table was watching the large screen which was showing an arial view of the area around an apartment block.

‘What are we looking at Takis?’ asked Kaliope, staring at the screen.

‘This is the apartment block where the target has his apartment.’

‘Have we identified which apartment he is in yet?’

‘We think he is in the penthouse but due to the bright sunlight we are having difficulty in seeing through the windows,’ said Thomas. ‘We are in the process of setting up directional listening devices in the building but it’s slow going because there are residents going in and out all the time, so we have to be extra careful.’

‘Are you certain he has not slipped the net?’ queried Kaliope.

‘Definitely,’ insisted Takis. ‘We would have picked him up. Besides if he had decided to leave the area, he would have taken his car but that’s still parked in a parking bay under the building.’

‘Who is in charge on the ground?’ asked Kaliope.

‘Colonel Yannis Spanos,’ replied Thomas. ‘One of our best men. As you can see on the main screen there is no sign of our vehicles near the building or any of the counter terrorism squad or police. There is no way the perpetrator will realise that the apartment block is surrounded. Spanos is one of our most experienced men for this sort of operation.’

‘Can I speak to him?’ asked Kaliope.

‘Yes, no problem. Manos! Patch the Home Secretary over to Spanos will you,’ shouted Thomas to a young man manning a computer on the opposite wall.

‘Go ahead,’ said the young man. ‘You’re online.’

On the large screen the picture of the overhead view of the apartment block was replaced with a full body video view of Colonel Spanos standing in the car park below the apartment block. Kaliope’s immediate thoughts were that he was an impressive man who even on a video screen radiated authoritative confidence. Kaliope liked him immediately, feeling that he would tell it as it was and not gloss over any detail. She also noted that he was tall, lean, with what seemed like a well-honed body. He was dressed in all black the trademark uniform of the counter terrorism unit but held his black helmet in one hand, leaving his bronzed face framed in the black balaclava, worn under the helmet to protect the head. 

‘Good morning ma’am,’ greeted Spanos staring straight at the camera.

Kaliope took a sharp intake of breath as his piercing blue eyes seemed to be looking directly at her, as if he were sitting just opposite her at the table. 

‘Good morning Colonel Spanos,’ replied Kaliope as she composed herself. ‘Would you mind briefing me on the current situation?’ she asked trying not to sound or look too friendly or let him know that she found him startingly attractive. 

‘Of course, ma’am,’ replied Spanos, his face breaking into a wide smile showing Kaliope an even set of teeth. ‘We have deployed several bug drones, which our friends from the American military have asked us to test, around the building, and are now extremely certain that the bomber is in the penthouse on the fifth floor with his partner, the woman who was his driver. 

‘Excuse my innocence,’ interrupted Kaliope. ‘But what are bug drones?’

‘They are miniature listening devices, using nano technology, which are smaller than my palm,’ said Spanos holding his hand up with his palm facing the camera. ‘They are silent and can hear conversations clearly behind several metres of brick wall or one metre of concrete. Much more efficient than using directional microphones. As you can see the Mercedes they used as their getaway car yesterday, is in the bay behind me and as a precaution we have disabled it. In half an hour at eleven we will raid the apartment and take him into custody.’

‘You sound very certain,’ said Kaliope.

‘Yes, I am certain,’ replied Spanos. ‘Only something beyond our control will prevent us taking him into custody alive.’

‘I like your confidence, ’admitted Kaliope allowing herself a smile. ‘Good luck Colonel Spanos.’

‘Thank you, ma’am, we won’t let you down.’

The screen went blank, then returned with the overhead view of the apartment block and the immediate surrounding area.

‘Will you stay to watch the action,’ asked Thomas.

‘I think I will,’ confirmed Kaliope.

In the bomber’s apartment his burner phone rang. The bomber picked it up.

‘Yes,’ he said, putting it to his ear.

‘You’re surrounded by the counter terrorist squad,’ said a voice he recognised. Get to the roof. A helicopter will pick you up at ten fifty five in twenty minutes. Don’t show yourself too soon.’

‘What about the girl?’ asked the bomber.

‘Take her with you,’ said the voice. ‘Don’t forget to dump the chip in your phone before you board the helicopter. The pilot will have new phone for you.’

‘Thanks,’ said the bomber and closed the connection. He broke open the phone, retrieved the sim card, snapped it in two, then walked into the bathroom and flushed it down the toilet.

‘Get ready, we’re leaving. No bags!’ he instructed the girl.

At ten fifty, the bomber and the girl made their way to the internal staircase, in the hallway of the apartment, which led up to the roof. The bomber went first, unlocked the trap door, and pushed it on its hinges so it lay flat against the roof, and peered out over the rim.

Lying on the roof of an apartment block three hundred yards down the road Alkis spotted the trap door opening. He adjusted his position making himself more comfortable and looked through the scope of his Steyr SSG 69, one of the most accurate sniper rifles ever made. His cross-hairs centred on the bomber’s head as he lightly depressed the trigger. He waited for the bomber to ascend onto the roof hoping that the girl would follow him, and he could take them both out.

The bomber heard the sound of the helicopter before he actually saw it. He watched it as it approached, he could see that it was travelling on a parallel course to the apartment but reasoned that it would swing in at the last moment when it was too late for the counter terrorist squad to do anything about it. 

‘Stay where you are until the helicopter has landed,’ instructed the bomber. When he judged that the whirlybird was about five hundred metres away, the bomber ascended the final few steps and stepped out onto the roof. 

Back in the command centre Kaliope could see the satellite image showed the bomber stepping onto the roof.

‘What the hell,’ she exclaimed. ‘What’s he doing?’

‘There’s a helicopter heading towards that block of apartments. It looks like it’s his ticket out of there,’ said Thomas. ‘Spanos has ordered his men to break into the apartment but I don’t know if they will get there in time.’

Back on the roof the bomber watched the helicopter approach until suddenly as it drew level with the apartment block it veered off and started to climb away. Too late the bomber realised it was a trap. He turned, intending to run back to open trap door but before he had even taken half a step the back of his head exploded with the force of the sniper’s bullet, spraying brains and bone over the horrified head of the girl whose head was above the threshold of the trapdoor. She involuntarily flinched as the concoction of blood, brain and bone hit her full in the face. She lost her footing and started falling down the stairs. This saved her life because the bullet from Alkis’s second shot slammed into the side of the trapdoor opening instead of her head and ricocheted downwards penetrating the girl’s left thigh.

When the counter terrorist team entered the apartment, they found her in a ragged doll heap at the bottom of the stairs, alive but suffering a broken left arm, two broken legs and a gaping wound in her thigh.
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Chapter 4

16th August 2013 – Mega Maximo – Athens – 14:30
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The phone on Alex’s desk buzzed annoyingly. Oh no, thought Alex, how many times have I told Maria to change that infuriating ring tone. He pressed the intercom button.

‘Yes Maria,’ he said gruffly.

‘I have Kaliope waiting to see you.’

‘Send her in and Maria, please change the ring tone on my phone to something more relaxing. It is beginning to annoy me greatly.’

‘Yes, Prime Minister, I’ll do it this afternoon while you are out.’

‘Remind me where I’m going,’ said Alex. His brow furrowed as he tried to remember where he was supposed to be.

‘Chris Horsman,’ replied Maria. ‘At the usual place at five o’clock.’

‘Thank you, Maria, you can send Kaliope in now please.’

Alex rose from his chair when Kaliope entered his office. He knew that it could be daunting walking into it, even if you had visited before. It was exceptionally large, almost cavernous in shape. Its ceiling was slightly curved and gave the impression to the naked eye that the floor sloped down towards the massive floor-to-ceiling picture window that offered a view of the beautifully manicured gardens. It was bullet proof and access to the patio outside was through the French windows in the outer office where Maria worked.  

Alex sat not at a desk, for he was not one into too much formality, but at a large table which could easily seat twelve people. It was positioned in front of the huge window and the only recognition of his position was his chair which was bigger and far more comfortable than the other eleven chairs round the table. 

Kaliope walked across the luxurious thick piled carpet towards Alex who had already started to pull out a chair for her to sit.

Alex waited until she was comfortable before he asked her what had happened at the bomber’s apartment.

‘We’re still trying to piece it together,’ said Kaliope. ‘A forensic team is on the roof still sifting for any evidence.’

‘I think I know most of what happened,’ said Alex. 'Do we know who shot the bomber?'

‘Who told you the news?’ asked Kaliope, ignoring Alex's question.

‘Leonidas,’ replied Alex.

'Yes, I did see him there briefly, but I didn't get a chance to talk to him because he was talking on his cell phone and I was being briefed by Colonel Spanos,' said Kaliope. 'What was he doing there, did he say?'

'He was visiting the head office of one of our biggest export companies, Hellenic Aluminium. Well, if you didn't speak to him where did he get his information from?' questioned Alex. 

'I don't know,' said Kaliope. 'He probably spoke to one of the counter terrorist officers, although I'm not sure how they knew all the details.'

'Perhaps I haven't got all the details yet. Why don't you fill me in now?'

Kaliope told Alex that once the apartment had been breached and the bomber's girlfriend found, she had left the command centre and headed to the scene. It was there that Colonel Spanos had given her a briefing on what had happened. 

'I don't want to sound paranoid, but it sounds as though there is a leak somewhere,' commented Alex when Kaliope had finished. 'What is your take on it?'

Kaliope sat for a moment gathering her thoughts. She was momentarily distracted by a nagging thought in her head which she couldn't quite put her finger on. 

She pushed the thought away. 'Both Colonel Spanos and I believe that it’s more than just a leak. It was a precision operation well planned and perfectly executed. They had a helicopter, with Skai News markings on it that acted as a decoy to lure the bomber out onto the roof. Either it was stolen from Skai News, although they haven’t reported a missing helicopter yet, or it was hired and liveried to make it look like a Skai helicopter. Whoever they are, they might even actually own the helicopter. None of these options are cheap,’ Kaliope paused for a moment.

Secondly, they had a sniper on an apartment roof which was over three hundred metres away. The sniper took an amazing shot, and it would have been two incredible shots, if the bomber’s girlfriend hadn't slipped on the ladder, the instant she was covered in the bomber's brains. Snipers of that calibre are hard to find, and they don’t come cheap either. ‘

'Are you starting an investigation?' asked Alex.

'Yes, I'm setting up a team and putting Colonel Spanos in charge of it. He seems a good man and he is well respected by his peers and seniors,' replied Kaliope. She did not mention that part of the reason she was putting Spanos in charge was that she would see more of him. She was quite attracted to him.

'Good girl,' said Alex.

'Prime Minister!' admonished Kaliope, a half-smile playing on her lips. 'I'm not a snowflake, but that was a naughty sexist remark.'  

Alex feigned surprise that she had reacted that way to his remark. He knew that although she was an independent woman, who like many Greek women, and despite the fact that she, like the majority of Greek women had attended university obtaining a well-rounded education, culturally valued family above all else. Care homes were almost unheard of in Greece. Finding a household comprising grandparents, parents, and married children all under one roof was the norm rather than the exception. Kaliope’s Greek background would not allow her to fully join the western 'political correctness' movement, which was running rife in other parts of Europe and the USA. 

‘You can be such a chauvinist sometimes,’ said Kaliope laughing. It wasn’t the first time that their banter had centred around politically correct issues.

‘Have we learned anything about the girl or indeed the bomber yet?’ asked Alex.

‘Yes, two North Macedonian passports were found in their respective bags. Before she was operated on, the girl confirmed she and the bomber had come from there.’

‘Now that is interesting. But I can’t see that the bombing had anything to do with North Macedonia’s claim on the Macedonian region of Greece. Can you?’

‘I would have thought that if they were planning a bombing campaign they would concentrate on the cities and towns in the Macedonian province of northern Greece,’ said Kaliope. ‘Mind you it could have been retaliation for us vetoing the name North Macedonia at the United Nations last month.’

‘True,’ said Alex thoughtfully. ‘By the way, the Health Minister confirmed that his forensics team have determined that the Semtex used for the bomb was manufactured in Czech Republic.’

‘I’ll have my people look at the travel movements of the bomber during the last couple of months. There was something else I wanted to talk to you about other than the bombing.’

‘Fire away,’ said Alex.

‘I was thinking that for operational expediency the terrorist forensic teams should report directly to me rather than Jasonas. I don’t see that the Health Ministry should be responsible for that side of forensics. He can keep the crime forensic teams if he likes,’ finished Kaliope.

‘Actually, I was thinking of taking all forensic activity away from the Health Ministry and giving it lock, stock and barrel to you. I believe it sits better at the Home Office. Most other countries have forensics with their Home Office anyway. Why the hell the previous Prime Minister took it from the Home Office into Health I have no idea.’

‘Oh, you mean Xenakis,’ said Kaliope. ‘Didn’t he kill himself after he was disgraced, during that Gladio incident three years ago?’

‘Yes, he did,’ answered Alex as memories flooded into his head filled with images of Gitta. He pushed them away. ‘So, Kaliope are you ready to take the forensic teams under your wing?’

‘More than ready,’ confirmed Kaliope, afraid that Alex would see the glow of pride in her face as she felt herself flush. With forensics she now had five major departments reporting to her, forensics, police, anti-terrorism, fire, and homeland security.

‘Good, I’ll talk to Jasonas and then you and he can arrange the handover to your jurisdiction. If there is nothing else, I need to get ready for my meeting with Chris Horsman.’

‘Thank you, Prime Minister, have a good evening.’ 

Alex’s mind turned to his upcoming meeting with Chris Horsman as Kaliope closed the door gently behind her. He enjoyed Chris’s company now, but it hadn’t always been that way. After Alex had been invested as Prime Minister in October two thousand and ten, he had been advised by the Americans to meet with Chris at least once a month. He had appreciated being kept in the loop although he had also harboured a little resentment that Chris would have known what Gitta was up to but always insisted he was not in contact because Gitta had taken a sabbatical away from the CIA. Gradually however he got to appreciate more and more the top secret information that Chris was able to share with him and he stopped bringing up Gitta in conversation so regularly.

Alex pressed his intercom button and asked Maria to get his driver to bring his unofficial car round to the side entrance. As with all his meetings with Chris there were no bodyguards and he always drove himself.
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​Chapter 5

16th August 2013 – Voula Athens – 16:30
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Alex had the air conditioning full on as he drove southwards from the centre of Athens towards the coastal suburb of Voula. It was almost five o’clock and the temperature was still in the mid-thirties centigrade, so he was thankful the traffic was light keeping the carbon emissions low. 

He was a fast driver usually but today he drove at a measured speed giving him time enough to think through his earlier meeting with Kaliope and the curious text he had received from Chris Horsman just before he had left his office. It had read -think aluminium- which was easier said than done as the only two things he knew about aluminium was, one, that it was used on aircraft fuselages because it was lighter and stronger than steel at the same density being one third lighter. And two, Hellenic Aluminium was one of the success stories of Greek industry. The bauxite mines from which aluminium is extracted and refined were all situated in Macedonia, the northernmost county of the Greek mainland, stretching from Salonika to the border with North Macedonia, one of the countries born out of the splitting up of the former Yugoslavian Republic. 
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