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  A Nice Greek Boy


  Lisa first became aware of Konstantin Fotopoulos when one of her aunts slyly informed her one day in May of 1985 that there was a handsome young man available and she wanted Lisa to meet him. Lisa Paspalakis was twenty-five and she had become quite an attractive young woman, a lithe, brown-eyed, brown-haired American with a Greek heritage that leaned into her life from every direction.


  “You’ll like him,” Aunt Poupa said. “His name is Kosta. He’s a nice Greek boy.”


  “Yeah, yeah, we’ll see,” Lisa said. She had heard this before. “Everybody with pants on looks like a nice Greek boy to you.”


  This was followed by a series of phone calls from Poupa. “So? When do you want to meet this boy?”


  By this time Lisa had met too many nice Greek boys. She was tired. After graduating cum laude from the University of South Florida in Tampa in 1982, she had worked for a year in Tampa at one of the big eight accounting firms, and now, at her father’s request, she was living in Daytona Beach, helping to run the family business, Joyland Amusement Center, while her brother, Dino, was at college. Lisa wasn’t looking for a man. All she really needed to relax after a long day at Joyland was a pack of cigarettes and a good novel. And on weekends she just wanted to hang out with her friends, most of whom lived in Tampa, on Florida’s west coast. Tampa, a three-hour drive across the state, was Lisa’s sanctuary. There she had privacy. Her Tampa friends were not plugged into that network of Greek relatives who seemed to know every time she coughed or went to the bathroom.


  On one of her Saturdays in Tampa, Lisa’s father, Steno, called. “Lisa, come home now,” he said. He sounded excited.


  Something must be wrong, Lisa thought. “Dad, what is it?”


  “That boy. Kosta. He’s going to be at your Aunt Poupa’s today.”


  “So?”


  “So, he’s a nice Greek boy. Come home now, so you can meet him.”


  “Dad, I’m not coming home from Tampa just so I can meet some guy.”


  “But he’s Greek,” her father said. “He goes to Embry-Riddle. The aeronautical school. Why waste time? Let’s get started.”


  “Started?”


  “Well you know what I mean, Lisa. Poupa says he’s a—”


  “I know. A nice Greek boy. Okay, I’ll meet him. But not now. Reschedule it. He’s not going anywhere.”


  Steno, worried that this nice Greek boy might get away before Lisa could snare him, reluctantly agreed.


  On the following Monday night, Lisa and her father went to Lenny’s Barbecue Pit on Atlantic Avenue in Daytona Beach, where Kosta worked as a waiter to help with school expenses. Kosta greeted them at their table, shaking Lisa’s hand somewhat shyly. He’s as embarrassed by all of this as I am, Lisa thought. Kosta was six foot two, with the straight-backed posture of an Army cadet. Dark-haired and handsome, he had a sweet face, with innocent Bambi eyes, and lush lashes that blinked often. When he shrugged his shoulders he looked like a teenager. He would probably have looked even younger, except for his trim dark mustache, which seemed to hide his feelings. He waited on Lisa and Steno graciously, made smiling eyes at Lisa, and was altogether as charming as a televised game show host. At one point he leaned over and, in his thick Greek accent, whispered in Lisa’s ear, “I’m the nice Greek boy. Are you the nice Greek girl I’ve heard so much about?” He made her laugh.


  Lisa, who once had vowed never to marry a man from Greece, had to admit that this man from Greece was good looking, as advertised, that he was smart and funny, and that she liked him, even if he was picked out by Aunt Poupa, who knew nothing of Lisa’s taste in men. His English was decent, and when he made a mistake in pronunciation, it was adorable.


  The morning after the meeting at Lenny’s, Poupa called Lisa at the office. “What did you think of Kosta?” she asked.


  “He was fine,” Lisa said. “What do you think he thought of me?”


  “Wait a minute,” Poupa said. “I’ll ask him.”


  “You’ll ask him?”


  “He’s right here,” Poupa said.


  “Oh, for goodness’ sake, Poupa. Then you might as well put him on the phone. We don’t need an interpreter.”


  Kosta came to the phone, and the two young people made a date to meet for dinner. Alone.


  They ate dinner later that week at Bennigan’s, a funky chain establishment, which gave the date the informality that Lisa wanted. Kosta, well mannered as a prince, held Lisa’s chair for her and ordered for her. He listened patiently while Lisa talked about her family, the arcade business, her college years in Tampa, and her brother, Dino. Dino, four years younger, was the light of Lisa’s life, and she was inclined to go on at length about what a great kid he was.


  Then Kosta told her about himself. He was twenty-five years old. He had grown up in Pefki, a suburb of Athens, he said. His grandparents, in the Greek town of Tripoli, raised potatoes. But his father had gotten away from potatoes and now worked for Olympic Airways. In fact, Kosta’s family, while not rich like Lisa’s, was well off, and they lived in a fine house. Kosta had gone to private school in Greece, but after his junior year had made up his mind to finish high school in the United States.


  “I’ve got four uncles in Chicago,” he explained, and he rattled off the names of the uncles and their wives and their children, not that Lisa could keep them straight. They were all named Poulos, a shortened form of Fotopoulos. The uncles, he said, had gone to Australia first, where they had all made money. Then they had all come to the United States and settled in Aurora, outside of Chicago.


  “They all own restaurants,” Kosta said. He smiled. “Every Greek in Chicago owns a restaurant.”


  “I know,” Lisa said. “Every Greek in Daytona owns a gift shop.”


  So, just before his senior year, Kosta had come to Chicago and moved in with his uncle Harry. While he went to Aurora high school and then to Lewis University, Kosta worked at his uncle’s pancake house. There he washed dishes, cooked, waited on tables. “I did everything,” he said proudly.


  Though his accent was thick and he sometimes stumbled on the odd English word, or filled in with Greek, Kosta was articulate, and he had a convincing way of telling even the most mundane story. His hands made shapes in the air as he described his hectic schedule for Lisa. He made it sound to her as if he had been getting up at four every morning, working long hours at the pancake house, then going to school, then returning to work until he closed up the pancake house for the night. Kosta certainly seemed like one industrious young man. Lisa was impressed. Steno, her father, had been a hard-working immigrant who had come to America with nothing and forged his own American dream. It was nice to see that a young Greek immigrant of her own generation could have ambition and the same reverence for hard work.


  Kosta’s real love, he told Lisa, was flying. His shy brown eyes sparkled as he described his lifelong love of airplanes. Flying fascinated him, so he had come to Daytona Beach to enroll at Embry-Riddle Aeronautical School, where he hoped to acquire a master’s degree in aeronautical science.


  “Of course, school and work take up most of my time, so I’m not looking for any serious relationship with a woman,” Kosta said.


  Lisa squirmed in her chair. She hadn’t asked him if he was looking for a serious relationship with a woman.


  “The truth is,” Kosta said, “I’ve just broken a girlfriend.”


  “Broken?” Lisa said, not understanding his strange turn of phrase.


  He explained in Greek.


  “Oh.” Lisa laughed. “You mean broken up. You’ve broken up with her.”


  “Yes. Donna,” he explained. He told her that Donna and a few other people lived in an old house where he rented a room over by Ridgewood Avenue, a rundown section of Daytona Beach. Even though they were “broken”—and now he said it, knowing it was funny—Donna would still live at the house.


  “In a separate bedroom, of course,” he said.


  “Of course,” Lisa said.


  Kosta talked for a while about Donna. Lisa told Kosta that she also was not looking for romance. So it was settled. Neither of them was looking for a long-term relationship.


  On that first date Lisa learned little about Kosta’s childhood, but one incident that Kosta related that night did stick in her mind. One day in Pefki, when Kosta was twelve, he went exploring in an empty field and found a hand grenade, perhaps a remnant of the German occupation of Greece. Instead of surrendering the grenade to the police or his parents, Kosta took it to his cellar, where he disarmed it.


  Lisa was aghast when she heard the story. “You could have been killed,” she said. But Kosta smiled proudly. “No problem,” he explained. “I know about explosives.” Kosta also mentioned owning one pistol, but Lisa took little interest. Guns had never been part of her family. In fact, she had never even held a real gun, and the only shooting she had ever done was against Shootin’ Sam, a coin-operated cowboy dummy at her father’s beachfront arcade.


  “I just keep the gun for protection,” Kosta explained that night at Bennigan’s.


  “Protection?”


  “You know, like if somebody jumps me or something.”


  Lisa laughed. “I don’t think anyone is going to jump you in Daytona Beach.”


  “You never know,” Kosta said. “Once in Chicago my girlfriend and I were parking. Lover’s lane. Four Mexican men approached us. One of the Mexicans said, ‘Hey, why don’t you come out of there.’ Ha, I pulled out my gun and pointed it at them and said, ‘Hey, why don’t you come in here.’ They left quickly. But if I hadn’t had the gun, who knows what might have happened to me, or my girlfriend.”


  Lisa had to agree that it made sense to have a gun on that particular night. Maybe Kosta was right; maybe it was a good idea for a person to carry a gun for protection.


  They talked for a while about people they had dated. Lisa had gone out with a lot of fellows, she said, but had never been involved in a serious romance. Kosta made it sound as if he had squired quite a number of desirable young ladies around Chicago. His most serious relationship had been with a girl named Karen, in Chicago. In fact, at one point he had moved out of his uncle’s house and into an apartment with Karen, and all hell had broken loose.


  “It’s a small community,” he explained, meaning the network of Greek-Americans, something Lisa understood very well. “And they were embarrassed because, you know, we weren’t married. My sister even flew in from Greece to try to talk me out of it.” Kosta laughed. “But I knew I was right.”


  I knew I was right. Lisa realized it was a phrase he had used a couple of times during dinner. In fact, now that she thought about it, Kosta was certain about everything he said. “I think” or “it is my opinion” were not phrases that he used. He left the impression that he could not be wrong about anything. She liked it. The man was sure of himself.


  Over dessert Kosta told Lisa that he liked to fly under bridges. She took that as hollow boasting, a little something to impress a lady. But he promised her he would take her flying.


  Though Kosta and Lisa told each other they were not looking for romance, they saw each other every day during the weeks that followed their dinner at Bennigan’s. Those weeks could quite nicely be compressed into one of those gauzily filtered “falling in love” sequences that fill the screen about halfway through most romantic movies. With symphonic music swelling in the distance we see Kosta and Lisa on a blanket at the beach. We see Kosta and Lisa strolling in the park. We see Kosta and Lisa holding hands at the movies. We see Kosta and Lisa, their heads almost touching, carrying on intimate conversations in romantic restaurants.


  Lisa was falling in love. Like many girls, she had always dreamed of the perfect husband. In her adolescent fantasies this man who would love her so stupendously was always an American like herself, and usually not a Greek-American. But in less dreamy moments she’d felt a subtle pressure on her, an unspoken message from dozens of resolutely Greek relatives, that said if you marry a man who is not Greek, the family will be unhappy. It was her father’s dream that Lisa would marry “a nice Greek boy.” So by the time she was old enough to wear a wedding dress, Lisa was ready to compromise. She would find a man who was wonderful, for her, but one who was Greek, for Dad and the family. Now, in the spring of 1985, it seemed that such a man had arrived in her life.


  Kosta was an incredibly attentive suitor. After a long telephone conversation with Lisa, Kosta would call back immediately to tell her that he missed her. He was affectionate as could be. He was a good-looking, hard-working, ambitious Greek American (that’s how she thought of him, though he was not yet a citizen) who was getting a good education. He was, in a word, perfect.


  As promised, Kosta took Lisa flying.


  “He took me to Daytona Beach airport, next to Embry-Riddle,” Lisa says. “He rented a little, single-engine Cherokee there, and he scared the hell out of me. He liked to do crazy things like fly real low to the ground or get up real high and shut off the engine.”


  Lisa, never a big fan of physical adventure, decided she would live longer if she did not fly with Kosta, and she gave it up. But not before acquiring a story to tell.


  “One time, it was hysterical, Kosta was flying along, telling me about how he’s got such a great sense of direction. He radios in to tell the air controllers he’s ready to come in for a landing, and they say, ‘Okay, where are you located?’ Kosta tells them, ‘I’m two point seven knots, or whatever, from the Daytona Beach airport.’ I asked him, ‘What does that mean?’ He says, ‘I’m landing at the Daytona Beach airport.’ He points down at the airport. I said, ‘Kosta, that’s not the Daytona Beach airport.’ He said, ‘Yes it is.’ I said, ‘No, it’s not, Kosta. I was born in Daytona, I’ve come into that airport a lot and that’s not it.’ Well, he insisted he was right. And then the air traffic controller comes on and says, ‘We don’t see you, you must be over the Ormond Beach airport.’ It was a riot. Kosta was over the wrong airport. Mr. Always Right was wrong. ‘See,’ I said, ‘I told you.’”


  Though Kosta was almost obsessive about being right, he did not get angry or blow his stack when proven wrong. In fact, Lisa noticed right from the beginning that Kosta showed very little emotion of any type. Since she was the type to cry easily, or scream and yell, she liked this in Kosta. He would always be the calm and stable one in an emergency, she thought.


  There was, however, one disturbing chapter in this storybook romance. By the time Memorial Day rolled around Lisa and Kosta had become a pretty serious item, and Donna, the ex-girlfriend, still had not moved out of Kosta’s house.


  Lisa, who still had not met Donna, was getting peeved. “I don’t like it one bit,” she told one of her cousins, “but what can I do?”


  Kosta explained that Donna was a poor girl from a poor family. “Have a heart,” he said when Lisa lobbied for Donna’s eviction. “I can’t just throw her out in the street.”


  Though Lisa didn’t care for the arrangement, she never doubted Kosta. If he said that he and Donna had separate bedrooms, then they had separate bedrooms.


  In July, Lisa and Kosta became engaged. Lisa’s mother, Mary Paspalakis, threw a party for her daughter and invited a hundred people. On the day of the party Kosta had lent his car to Donna, who also worked at Lenny’s Barbecue Pit, so Lisa had to drop Kosta off at the restaurant so he could pick up his keys. When Kosta came out of Lenny’s, his collar was smeared with lipstick.


  “What’s that?” Lisa said.


  “Oh,” Kosta said. He dabbed at the collar with a tissue, trying to make the pink stain go away. “Donna’s,” he said sheepishly.


  Lisa felt her body go rigid. Her temples began throbbing. “Donna’s?” she said.


  “Now calm down, it’s nothing,” Kosta said. “She just gave me a little kiss and said, ‘I hope you’ll be happy with your new wife.’”


  “I’m sure she’s thrilled that you’re marrying me,” Lisa said.


  It didn’t occur to Lisa that Kosta was lying or that he had encouraged the kiss. But she was sure that Donna was being a bitch, putting her mark on Kosta for all the world, or at least all the employees at Lenny’s, to see.


  “I can’t believe it,” Lisa said. “Here I am being Miss Nice Guy and she has the nerve to kiss you. Well, I’m not going to be nice anymore. I want her out of there.”


  A few weeks later Donna was gone.


  But not forgotten. In late July, shortly after Kosta and Lisa returned from Aurora, where they had visited with Kosta’s relatives, Lisa drove her burgundy Porsche to Kosta’s house one night. It was an old and shabby house on the other side of the Halifax River in a neighborhood of strip bars and all-night hamburger joints, where hookers and dopers sold their wares. It was the kind of area that was completely foreign to Lisa, who had always walked on the safe streets east of the Halifax. She looked forward to the day when Kosta would move out of this wretched place.


  “I’ve got something I got to tell you,” Kosta said. They stood alone in the poor yellow light of the kitchen, where the plumbing barely worked.


  “What is it?” she asked.


  Kosta stared down at his hands. “Donna’s pregnant.”


  Lisa said nothing. She waited for the other shoe to drop. God, she hated this house.


  “She claims the baby is mine,” Kosta said.


  “Is it?”


  “No, of course not, Lisa. She’s due in February. That would be ten months after, you know, the last time.”


  “I see,” Lisa said.


  Lisa’s trust in Kosta was firm and she didn’t require much convincing. A few days later she told a friend, “The baby’s not Kosta’s. I talked to people at Lenny’s and they’ve seen her with this guy and that guy. So she gets pregnant, and who does she want the father to be? Kosta, of course. That’s the only way she can get him back.”


  As Lisa complained more and more about the dump Kosta was living in, Kosta hinted more and more that he would have to renew his lease in October unless other arrangements could be made. Finally, it was decided that Lisa and Kosta would go ahead with the big wedding, scheduled for January, but that they would actually marry before a justice of the peace in October, so that Kosta could move out of his rented house and into the Paspalakis mansion on the river.


  As the wedding date approached, Lisa heard doubts about Kosta from more and more of her Tampa friends. Lisa, they said, are you sure you really know this man? Lisa, they said, you’ve only known this man a few months, it’s not like you to do something this rash.


  This was true. It was very unlike Lisa to make a major move without first analyzing it to death. She was known to everybody as a detail lady. People often said to her, “Lisa, you look so carefully at the details that you might miss the big picture.” But in the matter of Kosta Fotopoulos, there were many details that Lisa didn’t know. What she did know was that Kosta loved her, that he told her he had never said that to any other woman, that the family was thrilled about Kosta, and that she loved him deeply. That was enough.


  Certainly Lisa had her doubts, but they emerged in indirect and playful ways. With each new commitment for the wedding she would ask Kosta if he was sure that he wanted to marry her.


  “Now I’m calling the photographer,” she would tease. “Are you still sure you want to get married?” Kosta would say yes.


  “Now my girlfriends are ordering their bridesmaids gowns. Are you sure you want to get married?”


  “Yes.”


  In October of 1985, Lisa Paspalakis and Kosta Fotopoulos were married in a small civil ceremony. The bona fide Greek wedding took place the following January 4 at St. Demetrios Greek Orthodox Church on Halifax Avenue in Daytona Beach with Father Nicholas “Nick” Manousakis celebrating the traditional ceremony.


  The reception at the Hilton Hotel was a magnificent and opulent affair. There were enough Greek guests to stage an invasion of Turkey. They ate filet mignon, they kissed the bride, they danced the Greek dances. By the time the dust settled, Augustine “Steno” Paspalakis, the beaming father of the bride, had spent about two hundred thousand of the quarters that had been dropped into video games at Joyland, and for him it was money well spent. The family loved Kosta and Kosta loved the family. In the videotapes of the wedding you can see Kosta, the attentive groom, glowing in the presence of his lovely bride, and as the camera pans from cousin to uncle to mother to brother, you can see that the family was thrilled by it all. The nice Greek boy had married the nice Greek girl.


  As the newlyweds danced to Greek music, Kosta held Lisa close. He felt strong and masculine against her. Yes, she had had her doubts, she thought, but now there was something reassuring about being married, about having a man to share her life with. Certainly she was an independent American female, a woman with a career. But it was also imprinted in her culture that it was good to have a man to protect you, to take care of you. And Lisa liked that idea of being protected. She would keep her career, but she would also cook supper for her husband. And by the time she and Kosta were ready to have babies, Dino would be back from college to help Dad with the business.


  Kosta kissed her softly on the cheek and pressed his mouth close to her ear. “You know,” he said somewhat devilishly, “You’re only sixty percent of the reason I married you.”


  “Oh,” Lisa said. “And what’s the other forty percent?”


  “Your family,” Kosta said.


  Lisa squeezed him close. “That’s nice,” she said. “I think.”


  2


  The “Most Good Boy” in the World


  What Lisa Fotopoulos didn’t know, and had no way of knowing, was that the man she had married was a psychopath, capable of bloody murder. Or, to put it in more currently acceptable language, Kosta Fotopoulos was a sociopath.


  Dr. Jack Levin, a criminologist, professor of sociology at Northeastern University in Boston, and the co-author (with James Alan Fox) of Mass Murder: America’s Growing Menace, (Plenum, 1985) explains.


  “A sociopath is what we used to call a psychopath. ‘Psychopath’ has fallen out of use because it sounds like psychosis. Psychosis is an extreme mental illness, which can take the form of schizophrenia and include hallucinations, delusions and profound thought disorder. Psychopathy, or sociopathy, is quite different. Sociopathy is not a profound mental illness or disorder. It is a character or personality disorder. What we are talking about is the lack of a conscience. A sociopath is a person who just simply does not have the capacity to feel guilty and feels no remorse if he does the wrong thing. He might feel regret, he might wish he hadn’t done something if he gets caught, but he doesn’t feel any pangs of guilt. The sociopath can do the wrong in the world things with moral impunity. The lack of a conscience, of course, is a continuum. Some people have weaker consciences than others, but at some point we draw the line and say this conscience is so weak that it is virtually nonexistent. This is a sociopath.”


  Levin is quick to point out that the vast majority of sociopaths are not killers, or even criminals. They function in normal jobs, though they may be more successful in jobs where the lack of conscience is an asset. Sociopaths, generally, are not people who need to kill. They are simply people who are able to kill without remorse if killing becomes expedient.


  “Killing is not a big deal for the sociopath,” Levin says. “For him it could be like mutilating a puppet or a doll.”


  If you gathered Levin and all the rest of the world’s experts on sociopathy in a hotel ballroom and forced them to tell you what they know, you still would not have the definitive answer to the question: why was Kosta Fotopoulos a sociopath? In the matter of understanding sociopathy we are, says Levin, “still in the dark ages.”


  Kosta Fotopoulos’s childhood, according to his parents, Despina and Charalampos, was happy and normal. They say that only Kosta’s love of guns gave them any concern (an obsession which is considerably rarer in Greece than in the United States), but even that comment barely rises above the level of small complaint. Despina, who speaks little English, says, “My son is the most good boy in the world.”


  In turn, the members of the Paspalakis family have only praise for the Fotopouloses and say that the odor of evil was never present when the families gathered.


  “I loved Kosta’s family like my own,” Lisa says. “They are wonderful people. They were always very kind to me.”


  It would be comforting to think that the Paspalakises are foolishly naive and that the Fotopouloses are lying, that Despina and her husband protect some hideous secret, that Kosta endured some sort of haunted childhood, was tormented, abused, perhaps tortured in the cellar of his home in Pefki. Such a belief would suggest a way to prevent sociopaths: don’t abuse children. But the truth almost certainly is that the Fotopouloses, just as much as Lisa, were unaware that a heart of stone beat within their family. Kosta probably did have a normal childhood. Normal childhoods quite often produce sociopaths, just as loveless and violent ones can produce kind and compassionate people.


  Levin says:


  “It is a matter of controversy as to why some people are sociopaths. There is a growing body of evidence that sociopathy is a result of a profound disruption, especially during early childhood, so that the child fails to bond. That lack of bonding between parent and child may be at the root of sociopathy. That could explain why so many serial killers, all of whom are sociopaths, are adopted. Of course, most adopted people grow up to be normal, successful people. But the ones who are sociopaths might have been abused or abandoned. Whatever it is, the conjecture is that it starts early, probably in the first years.


  “On the other hand, many psychiatrists believe that some people are born without a conscience, that it is simply a matter of wiring. Biology. Nobody really knows for sure.”


  Levin notes that there are millions of sociopaths who do no harm, just as there are probably millions of sadists who satisfy their needs with voluntary partners in sadomasochistic sex. The truly frightening combination, as Levin sees it, is the sociopath who is also a sadist.


  “When a sociopath has a sadistic need he is able to exercise it with moral impunity,” Levin says. “He doesn’t have guilt to stop him.”


  Unfortunately for Lisa Fotopoulos, the man she had fallen in love with and married was also a sadist.


  But none of that would come out for a while. For now, still basking in the glow of a wedding for which four thousand dollars had been spent on flowers alone, Lisa and Kosta were happy.


  Kosta Fotopoulos had married rich. Always a good dresser, he was now a better dresser. He liked to strut along the boardwalk in his fine new clothes. At Razzles nightclub on Seabreeze Boulevard, where he and his pretty new wife often went to dance and meet friends, he liked to flash the Rolex watch that his new father-in-law had given him. Kosta held dearly the image of himself as a big success and a savvy businessman, though it was baseless. Except that in many ways, marriage to Lisa helped lift Kosta closer to that image.


  Lisa, herself, became for Kosta a measure of his success and proof of his importance in the world. When someone would compliment his wife, tell her she was pretty or smart, Kosta would puff up like a proud papa. Later, recalling the kind comment in private with Lisa, Kosta would shower her with kisses. A compliment to Lisa was a compliment to him. One day a Daytona Beach city commissioner who had done committee work with Lisa on zoning issues told Kosta that Lisa Fotopoulos was one smart cookie. Kosta was so pleased with the compliment that he drove all the way home to crow about it to Lisa. It made him so proud of his wife that he couldn’t stop kissing her and hugging her. Lisa felt doubly blessed. Not only did she have a nice compliment, but she had a husband who appreciated her.


  Though Lisa realized even on her wedding day that she didn’t know her groom quite as well as a bride ought to, it was clear in the early months of the marriage that she had made a wise choice. Kosta was a perfect husband. He often arrived at the door of their three-bedroom rented town house in Ormond Beach with flowers in his hand. Kosta remembered the birthdays of all her family members. Steno and Dino and Mary all got presents. Kosta played gin rummy with her father, and video games with her brother.


  Kosta even developed a special relationship with Lisa’s mother. Mary Paspalakis is a quiet and trusting woman who grew up in Greece on the island of Symi. Devoted to home and family she is, says her priest, “an old-type Greek.” Mary, who minimized her education in English so that her American children would learn to speak two languages, is, says Father Nick, “perhaps a bit simplistic in her outlook and her perceptions of people. That is because she is such an honest person and the honest person tends to see honesty in other people.”


  Simplistic or not, Mary did not take immediately to Kosta.


  “At first I said to my husband, I don’t really like him,’” she says. “But Steno said he seems like a good boy, it’s a good family, and he will have his master’s degree. We can help him if we need to. He can marry our daughter and we will have a nice family.


  “I didn’t like him because I preferred someone who had a profession, an office. But after I met his family I started to love him like my own child. He always treated me very nice.”


  Kosta teased Mary Paspalakis with good humor, pretending not to recognize her voice on the phone, hiding surprises for her behind his back when he saw her. He was quick with a quip in two languages. He made her smile. And if Mary so much as hinted that she was low on milk or sugar, Kosta would be off like a shot to the 7-Eleven. “You want milk?” he would say, usually speaking to her in Greek. “You’ll have milk.”


  Mary, in turn, looked after Kosta. When she learned that Kosta loved tsoureky, a Greek bread, she learned how to make it so that she could put it on the table whenever her handsome new son-in-law came for dinner.


  If Mary had one secret wish for her daughter’s husband, it was that he would go to church. St. Demetrios had long been the center of the Paspalakises’ social, as well as spiritual, life. Steno had for years been a stalwart of the church. Lisa and Dino had been in all the youth groups. Lisa, an accomplished pianist, had been the church organist from the age of twelve to the age of sixteen. Of the approximately 500 Greek-American families in Daytona Beach, 485 had membership in the Greek Orthodox Church. The fact that Kosta was not a churchgoer felt wrong to Mary. Perhaps when they have children Kosta will go, she told herself.


  Lisa, whose own church attendance had dropped off dramatically with her marriage and with the demands of a seven-day-a-week business, was thrilled about the way Kosta was fitting in with her family. Kosta was fun to have around. He made jokes with everybody; he was a very funny guy. And, unlike many husbands she could name, Kosta was not embarrassed to show affection in public. On the beach in front of the boardwalk he kissed Lisa. At parties he held her hand. Several of the aunts and female cousins told Lisa they envied her for having such an attentive and affectionate mate. “Has he got a brother?” the single ones joked. But Kosta had no brother, only one sister.


  Lisa and Kosta, like most newly married couples, talked baby talk, cooing in each other’s ears in bed at night where they sketched out plans for their careers, the big house they would someday build, and the children they would bring into the world. They engaged in mock arguments about who loved who first. They snuggled, they gabbed about their friends, and they made love.


  Though the first year of marriage was occasionally punctuated with spats over silly issues, such as who was entitled to which side of the closet, Lisa and Kosta got along fine. Kosta liked to tease, but he could take teasing, too. Lisa, for example, often teased Kosta about his mispronunciation of certain English words. And he would tease her about how emotional she got over small things. The air conditioner would break down and Lisa would be frantically searching through the Yellow Pages for repairmen while Kosta would pour himself a lemonade, put his feet up, and say, “Just calm down and think that it is cool.” In fact, once, to make a point about the mind’s power to screen out discomfort, he took a lighted cigarette from Lisa, put it on his forearm, and left it there to show her that he could ignore the pain.


  “It’s not the end of the world,” Kosta would say, when things went wrong. “It will get taken care of. Remain calm at all times.” He would smile and she would see how silly she was being. Kosta never got emotional about small problems and she loved that about him. And she knew that he loved her. He hated the fact that she smoked, and though she didn’t care for the nagging, she appreciated his concern. She couldn’t give up cigarettes, but she wanted his approval, and for a while she smoked only in secret.


  And they teased each other about cheating.


  “Now you better not be cheating on me,” Lisa would say. “Because if I find out you’re cheating on me, I’ll leave you.” For Lisa this was not completely funny. Her fear of being rejected for another woman was real and even pretty waitresses flirting with Kosta could cause her pain. Cheating sexually was about the worst thing Lisa could imagine a husband doing. Still, she smiled when she said these things, and Kosta smiled back.


  “You won’t leave me,” he would joke.


  “No? Why not? Because you’re so adorable?”


  “Because I’ll get my gun and shoot you,” Kosta would say, his Bambi eyes shining. He liked to say such things with a straight face.


  “You won’t shoot me,” Lisa would say, shaking a finger at him. “I’ll be gone too fast for you.”


  They would laugh over this, and hug, and sometimes fall into bed and make love.


  If there was anything that made the marriage bed less comfortable during those early months it was the fact that Kosta was unhappy about having a woman support him.


  “It’s not right for a man to depend on a woman,” he told Lisa. “I want to provide for you. I want to make something of myself.”


  Lisa found this admirable. He wants to take care of his family, she thought. Though she had always seen herself as a career woman, and she knew that the family business could certainly include Kosta, she also knew that it was important to her husband that he have something of his own.


  In June of 1986, when Kosta graduated from Embry-Riddle with a master’s degree in aeronautical science, he wanted to go to work for Olympic Airways, his father’s employer, in Greece. Lisa had been to Greece many times and thought it was a great place to visit. But she wanted no part of living there. And Kosta, for all his Greek chauvinism, was comfortable in America, too. So Greece was scratched. Kosta began sending resumes around to General Electric, Pratt & Whitney, and other big aviation companies. There were a few nibbles, but none from cities to which the couple wished to move. Besides, Lisa didn’t really want to leave Daytona Beach. Steno needed her to help run the business.


  In time, Kosta just stopped applying for work in aviation. It was


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  
OEBPS/Images/CoverDesign.jpg
THE GARY PROVOST TRUE CRIME COLLECTION

THE TRUE STORY OF THE TRUSTING BRIDE WHO DISCOVERED
HER HUSBAND WAS A COLDBLOODED KILLER

-

AUTHOR OF

!

|

s
L "'"“
-






OEBPS/Images/image0.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image1.jpg





