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June 1991

Highly regarded as a CIA field operative for almost ten years, Patryk Wilkanowicz had been deeply involved in the war against the cartels of South and Central America. Then, for his own safety, after his cover identity – Alfredo Gonzalez - was burned with the Latino drug barons, he was reported killed, and transferred to the Russian Section, something he begrudged.

Moving his field of operations halfway across the world made him feel like a rookie, in spite of his seniority. He had no contacts, his relevant language skills were rusty, and his value in the field was thought to be limited. Therefore, he was initially forced to work predominantly as a home-based analyst. Many in his position would have taken that as a signal it was time to move on - there were plenty of opportunities in the private sector for someone with his expertise and skills - but Patryk was, by his own assessment, a stubborn bastard, and he felt he still had a lot to offer the agency he’d dreamed of joining since high school. It wasn’t in his nature to take patronizing treatment by peers and immediate superiors lying down. He continued to argue, even with his obvious lack of recent geographically-appropriate experience, that he could still be a useful asset. Eventually, the head of Russian Section agreed to use him as a low-level undercover field agent with responsibilities for gathering simple information. 

With Patryk’s faultless Spanish, he was a shoo-in to pose as a sales rep for a Spanish agricultural company. They posted him to Moscow, and his cover gave him good reasons to be in or near government buildings, where he could surreptitiously take photographs or make video recordings of people entering or leaving. In the early days, those menial tasks were the only ones allotted to him, but as the first year wore on, his superiors came to recognize that his work product was becoming more and more valuable. The thing was Patryk was rarely a guy who’d stick religiously to his brief, he was someone who would use his initiative. He wasn’t just a regular new kid on the block, he’d been an agent for a decade and knew how things worked, an agent who could join dots to reveal a picture long before analysts in Langley even got out of bed.

There came a day when he had an early 9.15 am appointment at the Spanish Embassy with an attaché to discuss importing olive oil to Russia from Ceuta, the Spanish Enclave on the North Coast of Africa. Not his first visit to the building, in fact just the latest of many. On this occasion, the purpose of his visit was purely what it appeared to be. Thus far, none had yielded any outstandingly useful information for anyone in Langley. Nonetheless, as he left the official’s office on that day, a small thing happened which would be pivotal to his career and have far-reaching consequences for the agency as a whole.

The brief meeting had gone well, and he came away congratulating himself for finally gaining approval for his attempts to establish a new trade route between the Spanish territory and Russia. It would be a small yet valuable contribution to the economy of the tiny autonomous city. Making his way out of the building, Patryk decided to make use of the men’s washroom. If he hadn’t, he might have entirely missed it - or worse, come face to face with someone he really wouldn’t have wanted to. However, timing is everything, and as he left the restroom, a man he hadn’t seen for more than two years, crossed the foyer in front of him. The man was someone he would never have expected to have seen in Russia, let alone in the Spanish Embassy, someone who knew his true identity.

Intrigued by what the man could be doing there, he held back, and watched. Following someone inside a building without being spotted is normally problematic, but on this occasion, it was simplified because the man climbed the stairs, turned left and entered the very same office suite he had himself left only a few minutes earlier.

The man’s name was Wilson Perry and he was a junior staffer at Blair House, 1651 Pennsylvania Avenue, Washington DC, the State Department HQ. His job title was Senior Technical Specialist (Transport), which Patryk translated as Carpool Manager. His job was to ensure provision of the correct transportation for senior officials and visiting dignitaries where and whenever required. The only reason for Patryk to have any awareness of Wilson at all, was because they’d been neighbors. Three years earlier, their houses had been across the street from each other, and occasionally they’d pass the time of day on those rare occasions when Patryk was in the country. Soon after his appointment, Wilson had boasted about his new employment being at the heart of government and Patryk had congratulated him and told him that his own job was as a travelling salesman in bitumen products.

Having established who his old neighbor had been to see in the embassy, Patryk left the building but instead of returning to his apartment as he’d planned, he waited in his car. He was already over the limited parking time, and it was important not to draw attention to himself by getting a fine, so he cursed when he saw a parking inspector enter the street. He had a pre-paid annual ticket, but it didn’t exempt him from time restrictions. 

He started the engine and pulled away from the curb, hoping that he’d be able to park nearby again then run back to watch Perry leave the building. He dumped that idea straightaway, because if he returned on foot, and his prey was in a car or a cab, as was most likely, he’d lose him immediately. His only other option was to drive around the block and hope he didn’t miss him.

On his third lap he found himself behind a cab that stopped outside the embassy, blocking the narrow one-way street. Moments later Wilson Perry emerged and furtively looked each way before stepping into the waiting vehicle.

From Patryk’s point of view, even with his years of experience, he couldn’t have timed it better. The cab moved away, and he followed behind, allowing two cars to get between them when they turned into the next road. When they crossed the Moskva River, he was expecting a long journey, but that idea was discarded when the cab pulled up outside the Hotel Ukraina, a five-star luxury hotel in the Radisson Group which would be expensive, even with exchange rates as they were. There was no way it was legitimately coming out of Uncle Sam’s pocket. Neither would a low-ranked public servant normally be able to afford it.

He drove past, turned and parked up. Even if Perry was only visiting a guest or attending a meeting, his presence there was suspicious. Patryk knew that he should report his sightings to his controllers, and then do no more without authority, but instinct told him that waiting for a response from those up the line might cause him to miss something important. Walking back to the hotel, he approached the reception desk and using broken English with the Latino accent he’d perfected in his previous existence he asked, “I believe you have a package for me from Senor Perry. I believe he’s a guest here.” 

The clerk smiled and said, “Let me look, sir. What is your name?”

“Senor Alfredo Gonzalez.”

The clerk tapped at the computer terminal in front of her. “I’m sorry, sir, we don’t have any packages for you, nor a guest registered under the name Perry.”

“That’s strange, I was sure he said he was staying at the Radisson.”

“Is it possible he’s staying at the Olympiyskiy or Belorusskaya hotels? They’re both in the Radisson Group.”

He knew then that if Perry was staying there, he was using a different name. “That must be it. I’ll call him. May I use your bar while I’m here?”

“Yes of course, sir.”

There was no need for directions, the entrance to the huge lobby restaurant-bar was obvious. As he stood at the entrance, a greeter offered to find him a table, but he indicated he was searching for a friend. It didn’t take long to spot Perry seated at a small table with another man whose face was obstructed by a nearby column.

Taking a table by a window about twenty feet away, he sat so he was sideways on to the men he was observing. Making a video would have been far too obvious, and possibly not allowed in the exclusive building. So, making great play of taking still photos of the view from the window, but with the camera set to front-facing, he managed to get some good shots of both men over his shoulder.

“What can I get you, sir?” a waitress asked in English, before he could examine the pictures.

“Oh, yes thank you. I’ll have a white coffee, and two blinis with honey please.” He paid with cash, so he could leave whenever he was ready.

Once she’d gone, he took a closer look at his snaps. Zooming in on the face of the man at Perry’s table, he got his second surprise of the day. It was someone he knew almost as well as the members of his own family, even though they’d never met. The man was Juan Esteban, and the last time they’d crossed paths he’d been a senior tenientes, or lieutenant, in the Colombian drug cartel La Familia Rojo. Following the death of its leader, and the arrest of most of its lieutenants, the ultra-violent gang had been broken up, in a successful operation in which Patryk himself had been instrumental. Esteban had slipped the net.

In Patryk’s view any link between these two people had to be bad news in and of itself, but when you added in a Russian connection, it was potentially a major discovery that deserved an urgent and serious response.

While he waited for the waitress to return he sent a message to his Langley handler via an opaque circuitous chain of international servers:


Look who I spotted living the high life at the Hotel Ukraina this morning. Two good friends of ours. You remember John Stevens of the red company, and our very own transport manager at the country division. Looks like they’ve been doing business locally too.


He attached the photograph and sent it. It was 4 am in Washington, only the night agent would see it. He’d given it Level 3 priority, which meant that it wouldn’t be looked at for another four hours. There were five priority levels: 1. Urgent, immediate attention/action required. 2. High, attention/action required within 24 hours. 3. Medium, advice required. 4. Low, consider action. 5. Information only. Patryk knew that if he’d given it any higher priority, he’d be accused of overreaction. He suspected that might yet be the case. 

The waitress brought his order, and he took his time with it. They were talking Spanish, but as hard as he tried, he couldn’t hear much of what they were saying, but enough to know that the subject involved olive oil, cocaine, armaments, and, interestingly, Ceuta. Were they going to attempt to use the supply route that he’d just established, to transport contraband?

He ate the blinis, and drank half his coffee when, reflected in the window, he saw Perry stand up and offer his hand to Esteban, who waved it away. Leaving the rest of his drink, Patryk rose casually to follow, hoping to get Perry’s cab number, and once again luck was with him; he overheard Perry ask the driver to take him to the Olympiyskiy.

Driving to the hotel at his own pace, made it impossible for Perry to spot the tail, although Patryk doubted that he would have anyway. Leaving his car in the underground hotel car park, he took the elevator to the entrance lobby, and waited near the desk for a quiet moment. 

“I’m sorry to bother you,” he said to the clerk, “Was that Jonathon Woodgate I saw come in just now. I’m a huge soccer fan, and I was sure it was him. Used to play center-back for Real Madrid. I saw him score a fantastic goal against Barca - amazing.”

“I’m sorry, sir I can’t give you information about our guests.”

“Absolutely, I understand. I shouldn’t have asked. I didn’t want to speak to him, I just wanted to tell my wife that I’d seen him. She once had the biggest crush on him.”

“If it helps, sir, we have nobody of that name staying at the hotel at the moment.”

“That’s a shame, thank you. He’s probably staying under a different name.”

“Unlikely, sir, we’re obliged to register our guests under their passport names.”

“I understand. I know he sometimes used to travel under his birth name, Wilson Perry. He’s probably using that.”

The clerk’s momentary change of expression told Patryk he’d been right. “I couldn’t say, sir.

He returned to his car and called the night desk at Langley, “I need someone to look at the guest list of the Radisson Blu Hotel Olympiyskiy and tell me what room Wilson Perry is using. Also, if he has anyone staying with him.”

“What, now?”

“Yes, now.”

“I thought your message said this was a Level 3 Priority.”

“It is for you lot in Langley, but for me this is a definite Level 2. Are you going to get the information for me or not?”

“I’ll ask someone in intelligence to do it. How soon do you need it?”

“Eleven hundred your time.”

“Do you need any hardware?”

“Not at the moment, I’m fully kitted out.”

Patryk returned to his apartment and adopted one of the disguises he used from time to time. It was nothing elaborate, just some pale theatrical cosmetic foundation to make him look older, a wig, and a change of clothes. Ignoring the online booking sites, he phoned the hotel direct, hoping they’d have a room free for the night. It wouldn’t be the end of the deal if they didn’t, but it would simplify things. As it happened, they did have two rooms free, an executive suite and a family room. He chose the family room because it was the cheapest, knowing that he’d still have to fight to be repaid in full. ‘Fuck it,’ he thought, convinced he was onto something significant. If needs be, he’d cover the cost himself.

He drove to Raikin Plaza, a large mall in the city, parked and caught a cab to the hotel, checking in using his new persona, Roger Parkinson, an aging Australian with greying ginger hair, an Akubra hat and a walking cane. When the desk clerk offered to provide help with his case, he accepted while he went for a drink in the bar.

After a cold beer and a sandwich, he returned to the lobby. He took a seat where he could watch people coming and going, whilst pretending to read a newspaper.

It was ten past five when the text message arrived. 


Your friend is in Room 406, and travelling alone.


By seven-forty Patryk had begun to suspect that Perry was in for the night but then his quarry appeared from the elevator lobby and headed for the door. That was the signal for him to go to his room, where he took off his jacket and took a glass of water. He lay down on the bed and poured the liquid all over his pants making sure to get plenty on the bed sheets, picked up the internal phone and called the desk to explain that he’d fallen asleep with a glass of water in his hand and spilled it over the bed linen. They told him they’d send a maid to change the sheets. He knew they’d think he’d pissed the bed but he didn’t care.

It was over an hour before two housemaids arrived. They knocked on the door and he let them in. They didn’t speak any English, so when he attempted to make an embarrassed explanation, they just smiled. On the pretext that he was waiting outside for them to finish, he stepped outside and found exactly what he’d been hoping for, a master key attached to the handle of their trolley on a spiral keychain. 

There were cameras in the corridors, so he needed to disguise his actions. He gripped the trolley’s handle as if he were unsteady on his feet and faced the wall, knowing that he wouldn’t have long to complete his task. He quickly inserted the card into a device he’d been hiding behind his back, to create a cloned copy, completing the task only moments before the maids re-emerged and signaled that he could go back inside.

Waiting long enough for the two domestics to leave the floor, Patryk left his room, and summoned an elevator. Descending only one floor, and maintaining his appearance as an elderly man, he made his way to room 406. Then, after checking there was no outward sign that Perry had employed a simple ruse to see if anyone had been in the room, he let himself in.

He didn’t credit Perry with any level of tradecraft, but he was taking no chances as he quickly searched the room and travel bags. He photographed everything of potential evidential value and replaced it all in exactly the position it had been in before. The speedy yet painstaking process only uncovered one piece of evidence to confirm his suspicions, but that one thing alone justified his actions. It was a printout of a statement from the Cay Heritage Bank Ltd, based in Belize. The account was in the name of Perry Wilson, and there had been a deposit of $20,000 two days earlier. He grinned at the pathetic attempt to disguise the account’s ownership by reversing his first and last names, photographed it and put it back it in the envelope with the Radisson Hotel Ukraina logo on the outside and replaced it.

After searching for a suitable position, he placed a tiny microphone on the underside of the table that held the coffee maker. An opened bottle of Macallan 15-Year-Old Single Malt Scotch and a used glass were already there. Reaching into his pocket he took out a small sachet of powder and emptied it into the bottle. Unless he had a rare allergy, the Rohypnol would be unlikely to cause harm, but coupled with the alcohol, it would put him to sleep for a few hours, enabling Patryk’s final chore later in the night.

After taking one last look around, he took his walking cane from where he’d left it and opened the door. As he heard the lock click behind him, he heard a quiet ding and the whisper of elevator doors sliding open. Wilson Perry and an extremely beautiful woman in her mid-twenties, wearing a cocktail dress and tall heels stepped into view ahead of him. He ignored them as they passed, and he doubted they even registered his existence. 

Back in his room, after dispensing with the wig, he opened an app on his phone and began listening to the chat he’d been recording between Perry and the woman, clearly a high-priced prostitute. He was congratulating her for bringing him luck at the roulette wheel, and in her heavily accented English she was asking him how much he’d won.

Perry boasted that he was a responsible gambler, who never bet more than he could afford and knew when to quit. He told her that he’d bought a thousand dollars’ worth of chips and come away when he was $8,000 ahead and in the company of the best-looking girl in the room. 

She responded by telling him that she was pleased to have helped, and asked if his wife would be happy with his success. He told her that he was divorced so spending the night with her would be an entirely guilt free way to use his last night in Russia. 

“How much is tonight going to set me back sweetheart?”

“Three thousand United States Dollars for one whole night,” she told him. “It’s good bargain, yes? I give you discount because you already give big tip.”

“You come with great references, so I think it’s a good deal. You want another drink baby?”

“Maybe very small one. I have two tonight already. You want little blue pill; help give Anya good time too?”

“Why not. Make it two.”

‘What a dumb bastard,’ Patryk thought, ‘Alcohol and Viagra? It’s like taking uppers and downers at the same time.’ He continued listening to their activities and couldn’t help laughing at Perry’s pathetic attempt at romancing the girl into doing what she’d already agreed to do in exchange for money.

An hour later, Anya had given up her attempts to raise an erection from him, and Patryk fully expected her to get dressed and go home. However, it seemed that Anya had either succumbed to the Rohypnol herself or was a hooker with a conscience who had decided to stay and fulfill her side of the bargain.

By twelve-thirty he decided it was time to complete what he’d set out to do. He refreshed the makeup, and re-donned the wig, before making his way back to Perry’s room and letting himself in as quietly as possible.

Once inside the room he put on a medical face mask. Thankfully, the pair had left one of the bedside lamps switched on so he could see straightaway that both were asleep. Perry was snoring and the naked Anya lay beside him. There was no way to tell how either might be affected by the drugs, but he gambled that the man was at the very least in a deep drug and alcohol induced sleep.

When he clamped a hand over the girl’s mouth, she became instantly awake, her eyes wide with fear. Patryk held his index finger against his mask indicating silence and when she nodded, he handed her two €200 notes and pointed to her clothes on the floor. She nodded again, took the money and hurried to the bathroom, picking up her clothes on the way. While she was in there, he found Perry’s wallet by the bed, removed all the notes and handed them to Anya as he let her out of the room. She grinned like the Cheshire cat and hurried away.

Patryk knew that even if she decided to report him, he’d be long gone before anyone came. Lifting his victim’s cellphone from beside the bed, he plugged in a flash drive and waited until the small light on the end had stopped flashing. After slipping the little device back in his pocket, he used a different flash drive and did the same thing with the unconscious man’s laptop. Then he returned to his room and listened out for anyone coming to Perry’s aid. There was nothing.

Making use of the room that he’d paid for, he slept well, undisturbed by any alerts from the bugs he’d planted in Perry’s room or phone. Worryingly he’d had no contacts from his controller in Langley either. He had no intention of spending another night in the outrageously expensive hotel, even if a room had been available, but thought he’d avail himself of the inclusive breakfast before he left. It was gone nine when he got the first alert on his phone that Perry was awake. 

He was making a call to someone speaking Spanish, Patryk assumed it was Esteban, but wouldn’t be certain until someone analyzed the call data.


Esteban: What the fuck do you want.

Perry: That bitch you put me onto last night has ripped me off.

Esteban: What the fuck do you want me to do about it?

Perry: She drugged me and cleaned me out.

Esteban: She take your cash, anything else.

Perry: No, I don’t think so.

Esteban: What she drug you with?

Perry: She said it was Viagra.

Esteban: Her drugs then?

Perry: Yes.

Esteban: (Laughing) You took somebody else’s drugs, and you wonder why you got ripped off. Jesus you’re a fucking dumb cunt. 

Perry: Tell me where to find her. I’ve missed my flight and I need to get my money back to get another ticket. 

Esteban: Listen to me you stupid asshole, that piece of ass is protected, if you went anywhere near her, you’d end up with your throat cut. Buy yourself another ticket.

Perry: When will I get my next payment?

Esteban: When you start producing something. 

Perry: But I’m out, can you give me enough to cover my flight?

Esteban: I gave you five grand when you arrived. You got yourself into this mess. If you can’t get yourself out of it you’ll be no use to me. Now fuck off and don’t call me again, I’ve given you the rules. You’ll be contacted when you’re back in the US.


After finishing his breakfast, Patryk caught a cab back to Raikin Plaza, paid the parking fee, drove home, showered and changed. Before returning to his day job, cold-calling potential users of Spanish agricultural products, and patrolling the areas around the Moscow government buildings, he listened to the calls that Perry had been making.

Patryk didn’t know how much cash there’d been in Perry’s wallet, but it was well over the alleged $8,000 winnings, and from the desperation in his voice, it was obvious that without that money he was in a fix.

He couldn’t tell how much time Perry had spent trawling the Internet for a cheap flight home, but he was now reduced to making phone calls, none so far been at a price he felt he could afford. He finally accepted a ticket with a cheap agent, but it wasn’t for eight days, and Patryk heard him tell the agent that he’d lose his job if he weren’t back in three days.

Then he overheard Perry call his Boss at Blair House and admit that he hadn’t been attending his grandmother’s funeral in Atlanta, like he’d claimed when applying for leave, but had actually taken a break to Italy, and been robbed. The fictional robbers had taken not only his wallet with all his cash, but they’d maxed out his cards.

“You’re skating on thin ice Wilson. This isn’t the first time you’ve done this, and I don’t appreciate being lied to. I’ll give you a few more days, but if you’re not back at work by Monday, that’s it.”

“Thanks George, I’ll do everything I possibly can to get back there.”

Patryk smiled; this was music to his ears. He stopped listening and drove to a wheat exporter he’d been cultivating. His aim was to attempt to close a deal in providing 100 tonnes of wheat to European Union disaster relief efforts in the third world. The guy would be paid a small percentage above the market rate when the order was fulfilled. After fruitlessly activity-spotting around Moscow City Hall for an hour or two, his controller, Tony Bellusci, finally responded to his Level 3 alert with a text message. 


Thanks for the update, we’ll add it to his file, but we don’t believe the garage manager is worth using too many resources, don’t waste your time on it. Good work for spotting it though, and great news about the olive oil trade.’


Whatever response Patryk had been expecting, it certainly hadn’t been that one. Intuition immediately made him suspect that something wasn’t right. In accordance with protocol, everything he’d learnt and done since his first Level 3 alert had been reported in detail to his controller. But that response was worrying. He’d essentially told his supervisor that a State Department employee had flown himself to Moscow, consorted with a known high-level criminal and discussed the movement of arms. They now appeared to be saying it wasn’t worthy of further investigation. Nothing in the message indicated that the matter was already under investigation. ‘Fuck that,’ he thought, ‘there’s no way I’m leaving this alone.’

He abandoned any further surveillance for the day, found his car and drove home. After taking a shower and with a change of clothes he returned to the Hotel Olympiyskiy, parking his car two streets away. Setting up shop in the lobby, once again making out he was reading a paper, he waited. From listening to Perry’s phone calls, he knew that the man was deeply worried. Patryk had listened to the output from the microphone and overheard the man’s desperate self-admonishments for allowing himself to be taken for a ride.

It was two hours before his quarry appeared walking from the elevator lobby toward the restaurant. Patryk waited for Perry to take a seat and settle, before following him through and taking a table directly in front of him. When a waiter came to ask to take his order, it was clear that Perry was searching for something cheap on the menu. In the end he settled for soup. That was when Patryk spoke up.

“Wilson?”

Perry looked up. “Patryk? What are you doing here?”

“I was about to ask you the same thing. Why don’t you join me?”

“I don’t know whether I should...”

“Come on, my treat, I haven’t seen you for years.”

“Okay, if you’re sure.”

“Definitely.”

The waiter patiently stood by while they shared a few preliminary catch-up words, then took their orders.

“So, are you at the embassy here now?” Patryk asked. “That’s a big step up.”

“No, no, I’m on holiday. I kinda took advantage of a three-day break offer, which came through the door. How about you?”

“Me, I’m working. I changed jobs. I’m now in computer parts, RAM chips, hard drives, laptop batteries that kinda thing. Been doing okay too.”

Their food arrived and they continued their conversation.

“I heard about you and Ella-May splitting up and her taking the boy. That must have been tough.”

“Yeah. What about you? You ever thought about getting hitched?”

Since the last time they’d met, Patryk had in fact got married but he wasn’t about to tell Perry. “Got close a couple of times but came to my senses before it was too late. My lifestyle doesn’t lend itself to long-term relationships. I manage to get laid enough to keep my hand in if you know what I mean. Need to be careful about that in this part of the world though.”

Perry winced, “Listen Patryk, I was wondering if I could ask you for a favor.”

“I guess, what’s your problem?”

“I feel terrible asking, but I’m in a bit of a jam. I got ripped off. One of those girls you were just referring to.”

“No way. What she take you for, two hundred, three?”

“More than that, a lot more. She drugged me and took every penny I had.”

“Shit. Did she take your cards as well?”

“Cards? Oh yeah she took them, and somehow maxed them out before I even knew they were gone.”

“I can help you out, until you get home, what do you need, five hundred, a grand?”

“Thing is Patryk I missed my flight, and I’ve got to get home by Monday, or I’ll lose my job. The only flights available are over five grand.”

“Jesus Wilson, five grand, that’s a lot of money. It’s not that I don’t trust you and all that, but it ain’t as if we’re close buddies, is it?”

“I don’t know what else to do. I’m stuck here with no money and my visa runs out in a week.”

Patryk could see the desperation in his face now.

“Okay, okay. But if I lend you the money, you ain’t going to take it and blow it all in the casino are you?”

“No, no. I promise. I wouldn’t do that.”

“How about I book the flight for you on my card, then I can be sure that you don’t get ripped off again?”

“That would be fantastic, Patryk. Thank you. Thank you so much.”

“Write down your passport and visa number on that napkin, along with your date of birth that sort of thing.”

Perry did as he asked.

“Wait there, I’ll need to get my card out of the safe to do it. I won’t be long.”

Patryk went to the elevator lobby and called the duty officer in Langley. It was Rupert Golightly, a guy he knew well. Rupert had been aware of the operation Patryk was running without full authority but saw the potential and didn’t object when Patryk asked him to arrange two flights. One for Perry, early the next day, and another one himself as soon as possible after that. It was a Saturday, and his controller wouldn’t be around to refuse permission.

“Also, I need a team to go into Perry’s place and give it the full treatment. Including electronics, we can sort out the warrants later.”

“Bellusci will shit a brick when he sees this.”

“Just tell him if I’m wrong, I’ll cover the costs myself.”

“He won’t see it for a couple of weeks. He’s on leave.”

“First I’ve heard of it, when did this happen?”

“Arranged it late yesterday. Said he’s got some personal problems.”

“Who’s standing in?”

“Bruce Psaki.”

“Thank God for that, someone with half a brain at last.”

“Not a fan of Bellusci then?”

“You could say that.”

“So, this flight, does it mean that you’re taking leave as well?”

“Call it my regular personal time, I haven’t taken any for a couple of months.”

“Gotcha.”

When he returned to the table, Perry looked up wearing an anxious expression.

“Okay Wilson, you’re on flight AC 5346 Air Canada, Sheremetyevo International to Dulles with a stopover at Toronto. Take off 08:20 tomorrow.”

“That’s fantastic Patryk, how did you manage that?”

“I called in a favor from an old buddy. Don’t miss it this time, I can’t do this again.”

“How much do I owe you?”

“It’s Business Class, so it was $3,600; best I could do. Have you got enough to settle your bill here?”

“I was going to skip.”

“If they see you leave with your case, you’ll be stopped before you board the flight. I’ll lend you another grand, will that be enough?”

“Sure. Thank you Patryk, you’ve been a real good friend.

“When are you going to be able to pay me back?”

“I’ve got some money offshore; I’ll be able to access it by Tuesday latest.”

“That’s great. Are you still in the same place?”

“That’s right.”

“I’ll see you Tuesday evening then.”

Patryk counted out ten hundred-dollar bills from his wallet.

He left his former neighbor with his groveling assertions of gratitude still echoing in his ears. What Perry didn’t know was that when he tried to access that offshore money, he’d find it frozen pending the outcome of a money laundering investigation.

Contrary to what many people believe, hiding illegal money in offshore accounts, isn’t quite as easy as it sounds. Many countries don’t want to openly disregard efforts to control the illicit traffic in arms and drugs. They still do it of course, just more discreetly than before, but if directly requested to intervene by foreign governments, they usually comply.

*****
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Patryk’s British Airways flight was a great deal less luxurious than Perry’s would have been, but his thirteen-hour direct flight to Baltimore/Washington International was five hours shorter. Even after stopping off at home for a shower, he’d be in the Langley headquarters talking to Psaki before Perry had even landed.

Bruce Psaki welcomed him back, in the way anybody would expect to be welcomed by any reasonably polite and competent manager, even though he’d had to come in from home late on a Saturday afternoon. But once the niceties were out of the way he was right down to business. “So, what’s this all about Patryk, I saw the message about the meet-up between Esteban and Perry, but you didn’t provide any details?”

“I typed a report while I was on the plane and forwarded it directly to you a few minutes ago. I didn’t provide details on purpose, because if I did, the duty officer would have pulled Bellusci out of bed. He’d only have done what he normally does, and told me I was worrying over nothing, and chewed me out for going beyond my remit. Then he’d have put it to bed before I had chance to follow up.”

“He wouldn’t do that to you, would he?”

“That’s exactly what he’s been doing since they stationed me in Moscow. Seems to think my main function is to sell olive oil.”

“I’m guessing from everything that you’ve put in motion that there’s quite a bit more to it than a suspicious meeting between a junior State Department employee and a drug trafficker.”

Patryk went ahead and described everything he’d seen, heard, and learnt.

“Jesus Patryk, this could be fucking huge. I’ve got to push this up the line. You won’t have any trouble getting authorization for all you’ve done. The warrants are all in place for Internet and phone taps, as well as mikes. The Feebies are going to take over on Monday. The team did a full search, but they haven’t got back with anything yet.”

“I’m not expecting that there’ll be much to find; I think we’ve been very lucky to get in on this right at the start. 

“No luck involved Patryk; this was you being a top agent.”

“Can you tell me more about Bellusci’s sudden need to take leave?” Patryk asked.

“The first I heard of it was when they called me and asked me to step over.”

“Did anyone know anything about it before he read my Level 3?”

“I don’t know. Are you suggesting, what I think you’re suggesting?”

“After the message I got from him telling me to leave it alone, yes that’s exactly what I’m suggesting.”

“I didn’t know there was a message that said that.”

“It was in a text - suspicious in itself.”

“Do you want me to go ahead and freeze that Belizean bank account?” 

“Oh yes. I want Perry to really sweat if I’m going to turn him.”

“Don’t you want to leave that to the FBI?”

“Definitely not, and I want my money back.”

“You’ll get it back in your expenses claim.”

“Eventually, and only then after a fight.”

*****
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Tuesday evening at seven o’clock Patryk knocked on Perry’s door. There was no immediate answer, even though he knew that he was home, his car on the drive. He called his debtor’s cell phone and heard it ring and go to voice mail. ‘Hi Wilson, I know you’re in there, so are you going to continue hiding and leave me to call my pal to tow your car; or are you going to answer your fucking door?”

A couple of minutes later the door opened and the sheepish resident showed himself. “Oh, hi Patryk. Sorry; I was on the john.”

“Yeah, and I’m the King of Sweden. Are we going to have a problem with you giving me my money back?”

“No, no. I’m good for it, but there’s been some sort of issue with the bank. I just need to get that sorted out and you’ll be the first to get paid.”

“First? How many others do you owe money too?”

“I-I...”

“Let me come in, I need to know what’s going on.” They went inside. “Tell me how deep this shit you’re in goes.”

“It’s not that bad really, and it’s only temporary. Elli-May really took me to the cleaners with the divorce settlement and payments for the boy and I’ve been struggling a bit. I was just about keeping my head above water when I got pulled over by the cops for a broken taillight, and when they searched the car the cop said he smelt alcohol on my breath. He breathalyzed me and I was over the top, not by much but that doesn’t matter right? I’d only had a couple of beers, so I don’t understand how that happened.”

“Yeah okay, carry on.”

“I pleaded with him that if I got a DUI I’d lose my job and I asked if there was any way we could work it out. He went into one, accusing me of trying to bribe him. But after I told him that I was a public employee just like he was, he started paying attention and said he’d be taking a big risk to look the other way.”

“Yeah, and...?”

“I told them I could only put about three grand more on my card, and that was all I could lay my hands on. Long story short, they followed me to the ATM I withdrew the money and handed it over.”

So, when you decided to go off on your little holiday to Moscow, you were already pretty much tapped out?”

“I guess, but I’d already booked my flights.”

“That was pretty dumb, wasn’t it? So, tell me how you propose to give me my money, because this whole issue with the bank thing doesn’t inspire me with a whole lot of confidence.” Patryk was sure there’d be more to it than he’d said, but it didn’t matter; the hook was in.

“I don’t know what to tell you, the money’s there but they said the account’s been frozen.”

“So where is it?”

“The Cay Heritage Bank in Belize.”

“How much?”

“Twenty grand.”

“So where did it come from? And don’t tell me you won it on a horse.”

“I agreed to do a favor for someone.”

“And you don’t have any other way to pay me back at the moment?”

“I’m real sorry, Patryk. I’ll pay you back as soon as I can, I promise.”

“Listen, Wilson. I need that money. I’ve got expenses of my own. I’ve got a pal - he’s real clever with overseas banking and I know he’s sorted things out for other people. Do you want me to give him a call?”

“That’d be great.”

“I’ll call him now; I don’t know how soon he could get round to it. His name’s Roy Sears.”

“Okay.”

Patryk picked a number from his call list, “Roy, it’s Patryk Wilkanowicz. ... Yeah, I know, sorry about that. ... I was after a favor, and I heard what you did for Hugh Whitten, and I was wondering if you could help this old neighbor of mine. He’s got himself in a bit of a fix, and all his money is tied up in Belize. ... I know but being the sort of guy I am, I kinda helped him out, and now he can’t pay me back. It’s left me struggling a bit. ... Wilson Perry. ... Yeah he’s got a steady job. Just a minute, where are you working again, Wilson?”

Perry told him.

“Did you hear that Roy? ... The Cay Heritage Bank in Belize.”

Perry interrupted to say that the account was in the name of Perry Wilson.

“Do you think so? ... I’ll text you his address. ... What really? That’d be great, thanks pal.”

“Roy says that swapping your names like that may have rung some alarm bells. He’s going to make a few phone calls and he’ll get back to you. It may be later this evening or tomorrow. He’s going away himself at the weekend, so it will be two weeks if he can’t get to it before then.”

“Jesus Patryk, I don’t know how to thank you.”

“Yeah well, I’m still major league pissed off, and if I haven’t got that money by Friday I’ll get your car towed like I said. I don’t like calling in favors like that.”

Patryk left the guy practically wetting his pants and then went home to listen in to what happened next.

*****
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At Nine thirty Patryk listened in and heard knocking on Perry’s door.


Voice 1: Good evening, Mr. Perry?

Perry: Yes that’s right.

Voice 1: My name is Roy Sears. I’m an agent with the US Treasury Department. This is Special Agent Mason Jones of the FBI.


Sears was in fact Rupert Golightly and one of Rupert’s functions at Langley was to work closely with the FBI and help deal with domestic issues where there was a dual interest.


Perry: Oh God.

Roy: We’d better come in. I think you have one or two questions to answer.

Perry: Do I need a lawyer?

Jones: We don’t know yet. Possibly not, if you can give us the right answers to our questions.

Perry: What do you want to know?

Jones: About an hour ago I had a phone call from Agent Sears here and he alerted me to something that may impinge on some investigations of ours. I insisted that we clear it up straightaway. Hence the reason for my presence here tonight.

Perry: I thought that Roy was just going to advise me how to free up some money that has been frozen in an offshore account.

Roy: And that’s all I was going to do Wilson, until I saw where the money came from.

Perry: Wh-what do you mean? 

Jones: That money originated from a Columbian drug cartel. I want to know what it is that you had to do for them that they were willing to pay $20,000 for.

Perry: I didn’t know... I think I need a lawyer.

Jones: We could do it that way, it might lead to charges under the Espionage Act. But there might be another way to deal with the problem.

Perry: What do you mean?

Roy: You could start by explaining what the purpose of your recent visit to the Spanish Embassy in Moscow was.

Perry: How do you know about that?

Roy: How we know is of less importance than your ability to answer the question.

Perry: I was doing a favor for a friend.

Roy: Explain.

Perry: He asked me to tie up the final arrangements for his shipment of olive oil from Ceuta to St Petersburg, and the export of some timber to the United States.

Roy: Why you?

Perry: He said that he wanted me to prove that I was capable of the other jobs he might have for me.

Roy: Would you be interested to know that those shipments include a ton of marijuana into Russia and two tons of small arms into America?

Perry: I don’t believe you.

Jones: Mr. Perry, you’ve been lured into a trap to turn you into becoming an asset of the Russian secret service, the FSB. 

Perry: Oh God!

Roy: All is not yet lost. What we’d like to suggest is that you comply with their demands, keep us informed and pass on any information that we would like them to know.

Perry: Be a sort of double agent you mean?

Jones: There we are Roy; I knew he couldn’t be quite as dumb as you said.

Perry: You-you haven’t got any evidence.

Jones: You mean other than records of you trying to access the money. Or a photograph of you having lunch with a notorious drug dealer. Or a recording of you calling him and requesting help with money and asking when you’re going to get the next lot. That’s sort of evidence do you mean.

Perry: What have I got to do?

Jones: First of all, Roy here is going to arrange an extension of the credit limits on your cards. That way you can repay the money you owe your friend. If you’re going to be working for us we don’t want you being hassled by creditors do we? Then we’re all going to take a little ride to Pennsylvania Avenue.

Perry: FBI Headquarters. I thought you said we could sort it out.

Jones: And we’ll do just that, but there are a few formalities to complete first. Roy will you get your pal’s bank details so Wilson can fulfil his obligations?


Patryk listened as Roy, AKA Rupert Golightly, talked Perry through transferring $5,000 into his account, before taking him out of the door. He knew it was wrong taking the money back from Perry, when he’d be claiming it on expenses, but he was always getting ripped off by accounts department, and a little bit of payback was well overdue.

At 7:15 am the following morning his phone buzzed with an incoming message, it read, ‘Meeting with DDO 09:00’

“Fuck,” he thought, as he dragged himself out of bed, ‘Have I fucked up an ongoing investigation? That shithead Bellusci would love it if that were the case.’

He showered, dressed and grabbed two slices of toast for breakfast, before jumping in the car. With the heavy early morning traffic, the drive to Langley from his home in Falls Church was painfully slow, and, when the security arrangements were thrown in, the ten-mile journey took over an hour. In the end he reached the DDO’s outer office with five minutes to spare. 

“Go straight in,” the PA told him.

He knocked and heard the deep resonant voice of the incumbent CIA Deputy Director of Operations say, “Enter.”

“Patryk, come in and take a seat.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“I’ve been speaking to Rupert Golightly, and he’s brought me up to speed about the shenanigans with this Wilson Perry guy from the State Department.”

“Yeah, I’m sorry if I went a bit over my pay grade on that, sir, but it looked like it was too important to let it slide.”

“And we’re glad you did. Another twenty-four hours and we’d have missed it.”

“Glad to help, sir,” he said, hoping his breath of relief went unnoticed.

“Tell me Patryk, do you like the Russian section?”

“I won’t pretend that I wanted the move, but I appreciate why it had to happen.”

“You didn’t answer my question.”

“It has its moments, but an undercover job as an agricultural rep isn’t my favorite role.”

“Yeah. That wouldn’t have been my choice for you. What about the section overall?”

“I kinda like it. My PhD was in Russian studies; I never quite understood how I ended up in South America.”

“Look Patryk, I think you’re wasted doing what you’re doing and I’m thinking of moving you again.”

“Jesus, sir. Where to this time?”

“I was thinking here in Langley, as SSO.”

“What of the Russian Section!? That’s either the hottest ticket in town or a poisoned chalice. What about Tony Bellusci?”

“I think we all know he won’t be coming back, don’t we? It looks like he’s on the run.”

“What about Rupert?”
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