
LONDON, ENGLAND 

FRIDAY 

4:20 P.M. 

Russian agent Pavel Aleksandrovich checked into the London Cafe’ Royal hotel. He had arrived at 

Heathrow on a direct flight from Moscow earlier that evening and it had been a grueling trip. His plane 

had been delayed and there was considerable turbulence throughout the flight. He hopped into the 

shower to wash away the exhaustion and get a fresh start to his trip. 

     There was always a hint of  nervousness when dropping information to the other side, even if  it did not 

show on the exterior. Aleksandrovich had heard about the recent deaths in Moscow earlier in the week. 

He knew that they were not accidents as they had been reported by Russian Media. He had known both 

men and knew why they were targeted. Aleksandrovich had served under Tarasov as a sniper in the 

Russian Army. His former mentor’s death was a reminder to him of  the risks he had taken over the years.  

     Aleksandrovich went downstairs to the pricey 19th-century hotel’s Blue Bar to decompress. He 

dropped onto a cozy leather chair at a small table and ordered a Stolichnaya. Listening to the pianist play 

A Day in the Life in the far corner of  the room, he lit a Ziganov Black cigarette, sat back and noticed a 

petite Indian woman across the room. She was an elegant woman. Her emerald blue eyes and waves of  

thick black hair extended beyond her shoulders adding an exotic element to her beauty. He noticed she 

did not have a ring on her finger. When it came down to it he thought, did it matter?   

     As a double agent for MI6, Aleksandrovich visited London frequently. He always stayed at the London 

Cafe’ Royal. The hotel’s historical sophistication brought back memories of  the old days. Money was not 

an issue for him on his visits. He always managed to pass his information, catch up with his daughter, and 

find the comfort of  a new woman each visit. He puffed on his cigarette and went over his schedule for the 

next few days. Tomorrow he planned to make an appearance at the Russian embassy. MI6 saw this as his 

first priority to legitimatize his trip. Sunday his daughter Anna was expecting a visit. She lived with her 

mother, who would no longer speak to Aleksandrovich. On Monday, the only MI6 agent he trusted 

wanted to meet. The two had been introduced through the now famous Jesse McMullen. McMullen had 



convinced Aleksandrovich to turn years earlier in exchange for Anna and her mother's protection. MI6 

knew Aleksandrovich could provide information that was very time sensitive to the current mission and 

both sides knew it.  

    A seductive scent in the air distracted his thought. A strawberry red-haired, long-limbed woman 

approached. She was gorgeous. Her trench coach hugged her waist emphasizing her perfect hips as they 

swayed side to side. Her toned legs glided through each step peaking out of  the coat with each stride. Her 

blue eyes and wide smile were directed upon Aleksandrovich as she passed. He smiled back and broke eye 

contact to admire the rest of  her but he had more important things to tend to. This visit was different than 

the others. He had a bad feeling about the whole plan but would know whether it would work soon 

enough. 

    The waiter came with the vodka and a small bowl of  olives. “Your check, sir.”  

    He signed, added the tip and handed the pad back to the waiter. Aleksandrovich picked up the glass of  

vodka and took a tentative sip. The pleasant, silky taste of  the Stolichnaya ran down his throat and 

warmed his stomach. An aftertaste lingered that did not fit.  

    Suddenly his eyes widened in shock displaying a state of  panic through the room. Aleksandrovich bent 

over clutching his stomach. Rising back up his mouth foamed and his eyelids began to flicker as his eyes 

rolled back into his head. He choked clinging to consciousness. A crowd gathered around him, some to 

help, others only to observe with their phones pointed at the agony. Moments later it was over. 

Aleksandrovich sat hunched over lifeless in the chair. The hotel staff  and onlookers waited for emergency 

crews. Unnoticed through the panic, the long red-haired, blue-eyed beauty casually strolled out into the 

cold rain. With her trench-coat wrapped tight, she disappeared in the London streets.  




