
TM



Moscow Embassy
The Angara Club
All Rights Reserved.
Copyright © 2020 Thomas J. Mitchell
v5.0

This is a work of fi ction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the 
products of the author’s imagination or used in a fi ctitious manner. 

The opinions expressed in this manuscript are solely the opinions of the author and do not represent the opin-
ions or thoughts of the publisher.  The author has represented and warranted full ownership and/or legal right to 
publish all the materials in this book.

This book may not be reproduced, transmitted, or stored in whole or in part by any means, including graphic, 
electronic, or mechanical without the express written consent of the publisher except in the case of brief quota-
tions embodied in critical articles and reviews.

Outskirts Press, Inc.
http://www.outskirtspress.com

Paperback ISBN: 978-1-9772-1493-5
Hardback ISBN: 978-1-9772-2095-0

Library of Congress Control Number: 2019909751

Cover Photo © 2020 Thomas J. Mitchell and www.gettyimages.com.  All rights reserved - used with permission.
Author Photo © 2020 JC Penney Portraits.  All rights reserved - used with permission.

Outskirts Press and the “OP” logo are trademarks belonging to Outskirts Press, Inc.

PRINTED IN THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA



Foreword

The United States first established diplomatic relations with the Russian 
Empire in 1780. Diplomatic relations were broken off in 1917 when the 
Bolsheviks seized power, and they were not re-established until 1933. The 
idea of having a US Embassy complex in Moscow began in 1934. Joseph 
Stalin promised the Americans land in Lenin Hills with views of the Moscow 
River. As terms and conditions were worked out, the US embassy person-
nel would use quarters near Red Square. The negotiations took nineteen 
years, and then the Russians finally granted an existing office building to the 
Americans for their use. The building was cramped, and it was far away from 
the Kremlin where the action was. 

In 1969, the Russians and Americans brokered a deal which was known as 
the “Agreement for the Exchange of Sites.” This meant the Americans would 
agree to a suitable embassy site for Russia in DC, and the Russians would 
do likewise for the Americans in Moscow. The USG accepted a 10-acre site 
which would also include the 1.8 acres on which sat Spaso House—the US 
Ambassador’s residence since 1933—and with it, an 85-year free lease. On 
December 4, 1972, the Conditions of Construction Agreement was bilaterally 
signed governing the construction of both the American and Soviet Embassies, 
with a requirement of simultaneous occupancy. After years of horse-trading be-
tween the two countries, the American embassy in Moscow celebrated the lay-
ing of the cornerstone of the New Office Building (NOB) in September 1979. 
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In August of 1985, work was suspended on the partially completed NOB 
due to a security compromise of such consequence that there was serious 
doubt the building, if completed, could be used for the purpose intended. 
The top floors of the NOB stayed empty for seven years while Congress 
decided its fate. In 1993 Congress appropriated $240 million for the de-
construction and rehabilitation of the building. In January 1995, Hellmuth, 
Obata & Kassebaum, P.C. (HOK) was contractually notified to proceed with 
the design. On May 2, 1996, a fixed-price award fee competitive contract 
was awarded to the American joint venture Zackary, Parsons, & Sundt (ZPS) 
for the partial deconstruction of the NOB, rehabilitation of remaining por-
tions of the building, the addition of four new floors plus a penthouse, and 
completion of all the electrical, mechanical, and security systems of the build-
ing. (From Wikipedia and US Embassy website.)

In the following pages is a story inspired by true events. This novel takes 
place during a real-life event, the construction of the US Embassy in Moscow 
between 1996-2000. Real places that existed in Moscow at the time are used, 
mostly historical facts; celebrities are mentioned along with musical selections 
with the composers or artists listed as well. It is a story of American construc-
tion workers that get recruited as assets by the Russian KGB to plant listening 
devices and engage in other espionage activities while the embassy building 
is under construction. It is also a story that involves our intelligence agencies 
working together with MI6 and to what lengths they will go to accomplish 
their directives. And lastly, it is a story of the men and women in the public 
and private sectors whose job it is building these embassies. These interesting, 
colorful nomads that go from one country to the next, building these beauti-
ful facilities for the US government. They work long hours and do what it 
takes to get these projects built within budget and on schedule. 



“Angara: A river in southeastern Siberia that 
flows northwest from Lake Baikal to become 

a tributary of the Yenisei River.”





Chapter One

Welcome to Moscow 

(November 1996)

JT Miller leaned back in his seat and looked out the window. Clouds were 
covering the wing, making a portion seem invisible. He let his mind 

wander to the new opportunity ahead. Previously, Miller had owned a small 
surveying and civil engineering consulting firm in Tucson, Arizona. After a 
year-long process of investigations and acceptability reviews, he received a 
Top-Secret security clearance and accepted a position as project engineer on 
the American Embassy NOB (New Office Building) in Moscow, Russia. The 
government contractor awarded the contract was a joint venture effort in-
volving three international construction/engineering firms: one out of Texas, 
another out of California, and the last out of Arizona. At peak, it would em-
ploy more than 300 cleared American workers, or CAW’s. The conglomerate 
was called TRIAD. The award date was July 1996 and the notice to proceed 
came in November 1996. 

In 1985, this same Moscow NOB had been 70% completed when it 
was discovered the building was compromised by Russian listening devices 
embedded inside of concrete precast panels used for floor and wall construc-
tion. These devices were made from material that was undetectable to ini-
tial security probes. Obviously, the security protocols set in place by the US 
government, at that time, were not effective against this particular security 
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threat. The Moscow NOB upper floors stayed vacant and unused for seven 
years while Congress reviewed these protocols and tried to figure out how to 
salvage and secure the compromised building for its intended use. In 1995, 
Congress appropriated funds and decided to demolish the building com-
pletely, from the roof down to the 5th level floor slabs. From the 5th level 
down, the only building elements that remained from the original building 
would be the concrete beams, columns, and floor slabs. Any listening devices 
left in this lower part of the building would be of no consequence because no 
secret or secure activities would take place there. The building would then be 
refurbished, and four new floors would be added.

§
Miller was forty years old and currently unmarried. He had been married 

by a Navajo Hat aalii or shaman in the mid-eighties, but that relationship had 
since soured, and sometimes he still felt the sting. He decided to focus on his 
career, save a pile of dough, and participate in more short-term romantic pur-
suits. Known as a knowledgeable and hardworking civil engineer who loved 
his job, the profession suited Miller to a tee; 70% of the time in the office or 
meetings, and the rest in the field. Miller had just finished a re-surveying and 
mapping project of a portion of the Gadsden Purchase in southern Arizona 
and New Mexico. The Gadsden Purchase, finalized in 1854, was the trans-
action in which the United States agreed to pay Mexico $10 million for a 
29,670 square mile portion of Mexico that later became part of Arizona and 
New Mexico. The Gadsden Purchase provided the land necessary for a south-
ern transcontinental railroad. Miller loved getting up early, having his coffee, 
slipping on his boots and going to work. He worked hard, and on occasion 
played hard. Now he decided to shuffle the deck and get into embassy con-
struction, and Moscow was the big kahuna of embassy projects.

Delta Airlines flight 1767 started its descent, headed for Moscow’s 
Sheremetyevo International Airport. Miller smiled at the Russian girl sitting 
across the aisle trying to catch his eye. He thought to himself, JT, I think you’re 
going to like this assignment.

Miller measured in at six feet tall and 165 pounds. He had a muscular 
build and brownish-blond hair with a few greys. He liked working out and 
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enjoyed staying fit. The plane landed, and JT retrieved his bags and went 
through customs. On the outside, he saw a man holding a cardboard sign 
with his name on it. He was met by Kurt Scanlen, TRIAD HR (Human 
Resource) manager, and was dropped off at the Belgrade Hotel near the Old 
Arbat district and about six blocks from the American Embassy. Kurt said 
he would be back at 7:00 to collect Miller and have dinner with the other 
members of the construction management team. Miller checked in and went 
to his room on the 16th floor. At 6:45, Miller took the elevator down to the 
hotel lobby to wait for his ride. Kurt showed up just before seven and the two 
got into the rented Land Cruiser and headed out.

“Where are we going to have dinner? I could eat a horse,” Miller 
interjected.

“We are trying a new place called the Angara Club. The rest of the team 
will meet us there. We are only a few blocks away.”

Miller asked,” What kind of place is it?” 
“It’s a nightclub and restaurant that serves pretty good food, so I am told. 

Very popular with the embassy staff.” 

§
The Angara Club was owned by two brothers from Siberia, Zakhar and 

Georgy. They worked in the Siberian gold fields in the Olekma-Vitim region 
of the Lena Valley in south central Siberia. Over the course of five years, every 
day the brothers were able to sneak out and hide small amounts of gold dust. 
They continued this until one day they had amassed a small fortune. When 
the time was right, just after nightfall, they crept out of the gold camp and 
travelled the old trade route down the Lena and Angara rivers, then over land 
to Moscow.

As Kurt and Miller walked into the club, they observed a lower lobby 
where you had to pass through two big Russian goons scanning the custom-
ers with metal detector wands. Once allowed to enter, the patrons would then 
walk upstairs to where the club and restaurant were located. As they entered 
the nightclub, the pair noticed a young Russian girl talking in the corner with 
an older Western man. The place was loaded with beautiful women. The two 
men were amazed. Never had they seen so many drop-dead gorgeous women 
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in one place before. There were short ones, tall ones, skinny ones, medium 
ones, blondes, brunettes, black-haired, etc. The place was unbelievable. Kurt 
motioned JT to a table down in front of the stage where three men were sitting 
with drinks. The stage was empty, but a band was to begin playing at 9 p.m. 

Kurt introduced everyone. “JT Miller, I would like you to meet the proj-
ect manager Harry Clark; Charlie Manes, the construction manager; and Bo 
Beecher, the Quality Control manager.” 

“Hello, gentlemen. Nice to be in Moscow,” Miller offered. 
“We are glad to have you here, Mr. Miller,” answered Harry. 
“Same here,” said Manes. 
“How y’all doin,” replied Bo. 
“Well, I see you guys brought out the first-string talent on the ladies front 

this evening. I appreciate it,” Miller said.
The men laughed and Harry answered, “Sorry, this is all we could do at 

the last minute. You ain’t seen nothing yet. Wait until 1 or 2 in the morning. 
That is when the real first string shows up. Hungry for love, and of course, 
your wallet.” 

They all laughed. Harry Clark was sixty-two years old, divorced, and was 
a building construction master. If you were paying the bills, Harry was the 
guy you wanted. This project would be Harry’s last hurrah after a 40+ year 
career. He was tough as nails and would not put up with any nonsense from 
his staff. He was fair and respected by both the US government and the joint 
venture partners. 

Charlie Manes was fifty years old and married to his high school sweet-
heart. He was equally tough and a pure construction professional. If he told 
you something, you could take it to the bank. 

Bo Beecher was forty-seven years old, ferret-faced, and divorced for the 
third time. A Texas boy, he was good at his job but had a different world view 
than most. He fancied himself a devout evangelical Christian and believed 
God worked in mysterious ways. He was also known to quote scripture on 
occasion when the mood struck him. 

And lastly there was Kurt Scanlen, the HR guy that everyone liked. He 
was sixty-three and nearing retirement. He expected this to be his last job. He 
and his wife Nadine had a retirement place picked out in North Carolina, and 
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she could hardly wait. Just two more years. Pleasant and funny, he got along 
with most—another consummate professional. 

Like most construction guys, they all liked to bend the elbow on a 
Saturday night, and this one was no different. The vodka flowed as they got 
to know each other. They ordered pork chops and ribs with baked potatoes 
and salad.

§
At another table, a middle-aged Russian man and younger Russian wom-

an were surreptitiously gazing at the table. They were interested in the new 
construction staff assigned to the embassy project. Perhaps one of them could 
be useful, the man thought. The man was 49-year-old Dimitry Karlov, or 
Major Karlov. The major had worked for the KGB’s Second Chief Directorate 
Security Unit for over twenty-five years. The Second Directorate’s main func-
tion was to compromise embassies and the foreigners who worked for them. 
As a small boy, Karlov had loved to pull the wings off flies to see them squirm. 
Now he loved to see people squirm. His attractive companion was 24-year-
old Irena Anarbekova, a schoolteacher who taught embassy employee kids 
Russian at the embassy school on Tuesdays and Fridays. She was very thank-
ful for the job, because many Russian people in Moscow were living on the 
streets or starving in their own homes. The ruble was collapsing, and there 
were no jobs. Sometimes on Saturday night Irena would make it down to 
the Angara Club in hopes of attracting a Western man. Was she successful? 
Sometimes yes, sometimes no. She longed to fall in love with a rich Western 
man and leave Russia forever. Unfortunately, many young women in Moscow 
had the same idea, and the competition could be stiff. Some psychologists 
refer to this as the “Cinderella Syndrome.” 

Major Karlov looked at Irena. He had recruited her very easily. She was 
hired for the embassy teaching position through a branch of the foreign min-
istry called the UPDK. The Americans were under the impression the UPDK 
was merely a state-run labor broker required to hire Soviets as embassy em-
ployees. Later it was learned the UPDK was run by the KGB. The KGB, 
through the UPDK, could staff the American embassy with Russian agents or 
informants. The informants could eventually be turned into Russian agents 
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if the circumstances warranted it. Karlov thought it was time to turn Irena 
into one of these agents. She would become what was known as a KGB swal-
low. A KGB swallow was the term for an agent who was an attractive young 
Russian woman who could be used to entrap a foreign embassy employee 
into a compromising position. This was a KGB specialty in recruiting new 
foreign assets. He simply told Irena if she did not play ball, he would place 
her and her family in the gulag for twenty years for the crime of treason, but 
not before a nice rubber-hose beating to say “bon voyage.”

In 1996 The Angara Club was located on the new Arbat in the location 

which as of  2019 is known as The Penthouse Club.

§
The next morning was Sunday, and Miller woke up in his room on the 

16th floor of the Belgrade Hotel. His head ached from the previous night’s 
merriment. He took two aspirin, got dressed, and headed out for a walk 
around town. He stopped at a McDonald’s on the old Arbat that had just 
opened a few months before. Even at 7 a.m. the lines were long. He ordered 
two egg McMuffins and a large coffee. He found an empty small table and 



 MOSCOW EMBASSY 7

sat down. On a rack next to him was a newspaper called the Moscow Times. 
It was written in English and slanted toward the Western way of thinking. 
Miller read the paper, finished his breakfast, and headed straight up the Arbat 
to the Kremlin. He had always wanted to see St. Basil’s, and now was his 
chance. He stopped in at the GUM, The State Department Store, used as 
a propaganda weapon during the Cold War to show the West how efficient 
the communist system was. This was the only mall in Russia at the time and 
served mostly the communist elites. The common Russian had to contend 
with small neighborhood grocery stores or kiosks to secure the few items they 
offered. As he continued to walk, he passed the Kremlin skating rink. He 
watched the skaters and listened to Tchaikovsky’s Swan Lake blasting from 
the outdoor speakers.

§
Major Karlov was on his second cup of coffee. He lit another Kent 

cigarette and inhaled deeply. He was going over the dossiers that had been 
compiled on the new American Embassy construction staff along with their 
visa requests. He was trying to decide which one he could target to advance 
his purposes and be easiest to recruit. The Russians were aware of a room 
deep in the embassy building’s bowels nicknamed the “Vault.” This was a 
Communications Program Unit or CPU. Inside it had thick metal alloy 
walls, floor, and ceiling. It also housed a secured air infiltration system. The 
room was used for meetings which were considered sensitive and was the only 
completely secure space on the embassy grounds. Top diplomats used this 
room, along with embassy employees and government contractors, for site 
security and CIA briefings. When the president or secretary of state visited, 
this is where they would meet with the ambassador to Russia. 

The CPU was to remain untouched during construction and would be 
incorporated into the new design. The only things that would be changed 
were the entrance door and frame. Karlov believed this entrance door could 
be compromised during construction with a listening device and a doomsday 
gas canister filled with 3-methylfentanyl. It was really an aerosol and not a gas 
but could be dispensed using a small CO2 cartridge built into the door next to 
the upper hinge. The gas or aerosol was powerful enough to imperceptibly kill 
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everyone in the room in a matter of seconds. The gas would be used only for a 
high-level strike on American leaders or defecting Soviets if circumstances war-
ranted it and the opportunity presented itself. Until then, they would receive 
top-secret information via the listening device. This information could prove 
priceless to the security of the Russian state and disastrous to the United States. 
The Russians could replicate the door and frame to look like the approved 
American-manufactured door and frame plus incorporate the added goodies in 
such a way they would not be detected even with the use of X-rays. The chal-
lenge would be to switch the approved American door with the tainted one un-
der the noses of the USG’s site security team and 24-hour camera surveillance. 
Karlov needed one or maybe two Americans working on the inside. 

§
Miller followed a trail that led away from the Kremlin and down to the 

Moscow River. There was a walkway on both sides of the river that followed 
the bank. Several other pedestrians were also making use of the walkway. 
It was a reasonably nice day compared to Moscow standards for that time 
of year, about 27 degrees and partly cloudy, with no wind or snow on the 
ground. Miller decided that a bit of a workout in the crisp air was just what 
he needed. He started a fast walk south along the walkway. 

§
Major Karlov looked at the dossiers prepared on the Americans. Kurt 

Scanlen, HR Manager, sixty-three years old. Too old and would not be al-
lowed in the secured work areas. “Nyet,” he muttered to himself. Next, he 
looked at Harry Clark, Project Manager, sixty-two years old. Too risky to 
compromise. Then Charlie Manes, Construction Manager, married and fifty 
years old. Perhaps, Karlov thought. Bo Beecher, QC Manager, forty-seven 
years old, divorced three times. Yes, possible, he thought. He picked up the last 
dossier. James Miller, Project Engineer, forty years old, unmarried and liked 
the women. “Yes, I think I can work with this one,” he said out loud, smiling.

§
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The night before, Irena left the Angara Club at 1 a.m. She walked 
around before going home thinking of what Major Karlov had proposed. 
He wanted her to make one of the Americans fall in love with her. She asked 
him which one. He said he would let her know. Irena worried about Major 
Karlov. If he wasn’t pleased, he would send her to the gulag. She thought 
about the Americans at the table in the club. Could she actually do it? Irena 
liked the younger one with his horseshoe moustache. He reminded her of 
a cowboy without the hat. She walked down Novy Arbot, turned right at 
Novinsky and left down a side street that bordered the south side of the 
American embassy compound. She passed the south gate, which was be-
ing used as the construction entrance for the new building. She continued 
walking, turning left down the alley to her apartment. The apartment was 
small, and she lived there with her mother and younger brother. She slipped 
in quietly and went to bed. 

§
The next morning, Irena’s mother was up at 7:00, making coffee and 

breakfast. Her brother Alexei was stirring. When the buckwheat porridge was 
ready, Irena got up and joined them. Later they would walk together to St. 
Andrew’s Orthodox Church for Sunday service. After, they would walk to the 
Arbat McDonald’s and wait in line for a delicious cheeseburger or perhaps a 
Big Mac with French fries, then maybe some ice cream for dessert. They loved 
McDonald’s and the three of them looked forward to this time together all 
week. 

Irena’s mother’s name was Svetlana, or Sveta for short. She was forty-five 
years old. Irena’s father, Egor, had been killed ten years before in an explosion 
at the Smolenskya metro station. Egor was a low-level party official and had 
been travelling with other party officials. Four men were killed, and Egor 
was one of them. A party opposition group was blamed. Sveta and Irena 
were devastated. Alexei was only about four or five at the time, so he really 
didn’t understand what had happened. One day his father was there and the 
next he wasn’t. The apartment in which they lived had been given to Egor’s 
grandfather by the Communist party sometime in the 1920s, and the family 
had lived there ever since. The apartment could be taken away only by special 
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action by the Russian government. This type of action rarely occurred, but it 
still worried Sveta. 

§
As JT Miller walked along the river, he thought about the new job and 

the team members he had just met. He liked Kurt and Harry. Charlie was 
okay, but he had some reservations about a guy who would marry his high 
school sweetheart. He knew he would have problems with Bo. Miller did 
not get along well with religious types. He thought they all had a case of the 
“I am never wrong because I believe Jesus guides me” syndrome. Miller had 
worked with worse and for the most part felt lucky with the hand he was 
dealt. Miller’s thoughts then drifted to all the beautiful Russian girls at the 
Angara Club. If it were up to him, this was what heaven would be like. He 
thought about the girl sitting at the table near his with the older man--he 
thought perhaps it was her father. Occasionally he would catch her looking 
at him, and she would then smile and look down. He thought of making her 
acquaintance, but with his new boss at the table, he thought better of it. Don’t 
want to give him the wrong impression, he thought. The wind had picked up 
and Miller hurried back to the Belgrade Hotel. 

§
The next morning, Miller got up and went down to the lobby for coffee. 

His boss Harry had planned for Kurt to meet him at the south gate of the 
embassy. They would be escorted through Post 1 at 7:00 a.m. From there, he 
would be escorted by the SSM (Site Security Manager) for processing, secu-
rity briefing, and badging. Miller had two espressos and felt like he could run 
a marathon. Nothing like a caffeine buzz in the morning, he thought. Rather 
than wait for a driver, Miller had told Harry earlier he would walk to the em-
bassy in the morning. Miller left the lobby and made his way the few blocks 
to the embassy. 
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South entrance of NOB with CAC building and Russian militiamen guard booth in 

front. The contractor’s construction offices just left of CAC. Jan 1997

§
Kurt was waiting at the south gate. He was smoking a Marlboro and talk-

ing to one of the CAG’s (Cleared American Guards) on duty. He was wearing 
his parka with the hood zippered all the way up, exposing a small porthole in 
front of his face to see and breathe out of. He was also occasionally stamping 
his feet against the cold. As Miller walked up, he could see Kurt. 

“Morning, Kurt. A bit cool this morning,” Miller said. 
“You bet your ass it is. I hope you brought warm clothes,” Kurt replied. 
“You can bet I did. I brought the big guns and bigger guns. I would be 

warm as toast on Mars with the stuff I brought. I just haven’t dug it out of 
my suitcases yet. I could use one of those Russian fur hats, though. I always 
wanted one,” Miller said. 

“I know the perfect place to get one of those. The place is called 
Izmailovo,” Kurt offered. 

“Can you repeat that again?” Miller asked. 
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“Okay, listen. IZ-MOLL-AH-VA. Got it? It’s an open-air market. Over 
300 vendors, a hundred of which will probably be selling Russian fur hats. 
We can go some Sunday if you want.” 

“Sounds good, let’s do it,” Miller responded. 
They walked through the CAC (Command and Control) building and 

signed in. 
“This is as far as I go, JT. The SSM will be waiting for you on the other 

side of Post 1. Good luck. See you later,” Kurt said and walked off. 
A CAG escorted Miller the rest of the way to Post 1. Post 1 was the last 

line of defence for embassy access. Once you were past it you were in. It 
was always occupied by at least one marine guard. The guard took Miller’s 
passport and issued a temporary access badge. The barred door was buzzed 
open and Miller walked through. The SSM was waiting for him on the other 
side. She was holding some files and looked a bit frazzled. Her long grey hair 
looked like she forgot to brush it that morning. She had been working long 
hours getting people and suppliers cleared and processed for embassy com-
pound access. It appeared to be wearing her down a bit. Her name was Vera 
Collins; she was in her mid-fifties and a bit plump.

“Good morning. You must be Mr Miller,” she said. 
“Yes, I am. How are you this morning?” he answered. 
“I will be fine once I clear some of this work off my plate. We will stop 

by my office first to pick up some forms for you to fill out; then we will head 
to the vault for the briefings,” she said. 

“Sounds good,” he replied. They chatted as they walked. Vera was on a 
two-year assignment and had a year to go. She would be the one enforcing 
the new security protocols. Vera worked for a section of the state department 
called the FBO, or Foreign Building Operations. It was in the middle of a 
name change to OBO, or Overseas Building Operations. Miller surmised 
the state department decided the word “overseas” had a better neutral ring 
to it than “foreign.” He really didn’t see much of a difference. Miller told her 
he lived in Tucson, Arizona and that this was his first overseas assignment. 
They walked the back way to the Spode building where her office was. This 
building was separate from the NOB but connected by a concrete walkway 
or sidewalk. There was also a secret tunnel that connected the two buildings, 
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but access was reserved only to the government staff. The rest of the OBO 
team resided in the Spode building as well: the project director, construc-
tion manager, and an electrical, mechanical, and civil engineer. The team 
was employed in a quality assurance capacity along with settling any contract 
disputes that might arise with the contractor during construction. The USG 
wanted to make sure they were getting their money’s worth. 

Vera and JT arrived at her office, where she fiddled with the push-button 
combination lock at the door. They entered. “Please sit down and I will bring 
the forms you need to fill out,” Vera said. She then went to the file cabinet 
and selected some forms. She laid them down on the back side of her desk 
where Miller was sitting in a chair. She added, “Please fill out what you can 
now. I have a few things to take care of before we go to the vault. When we 
leave, take the forms with you, and I will answer any questions you might 
have in the secure area. You will then sign the forms and the originals get 
sent to DC. I keep a hard copy here, along with the electronic file that will be 
uploaded into a secure database.” 

While Vera checked emails, Miller filled out and read the forms. Most of 
the information was already filled in; he just had to fill in the blank spaces, 
read, and sign. When it appeared, he had completed the forms, Vera closed 
her computer and said, “If you are ready, Mr. Miller, we can walk downstairs.” 

They used the stairwell and walked two flights down then out to a long 
hallway. At the end of the hallway was a security checkpoint where two CAG’s 
were on duty. The CAG’s were part of Vera’s team. This checkpoint was called 
Post 2 and was the entrance to the CAA space where the vault and other secure 
rooms were located. CAA stood for Controlled Access Area. To enter this area, 
Miller had to surrender his temporary embassy green badge for a red CAA ac-
cess badge. His name was also entered in a log. Vera and JT walked through 
the metal detector into the CAA space. As they walked down the hallway, he 
noticed a big vault door about halfway down on the left side. As they got closer, 
Vera told him this was the place. A new security feature they were trying out 
was a retina scanner. The state department wanted feedback on how efficient-
ly this technology performed. Iris recognition would come along later. Vera 
swiped her badge and placed her eyes in the scanner’s visor. When she did, a 
green light flashed, and the door locks popped open. They entered the room.
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§
Major Karlov sat at his desk at a KGB annex office that was located on 

the fifth floor in a residential apartment building across the street from the 
south gate of the US embassy. At each embassy gate, the Russian government 
placed guards called militiamen in little guard booths out on the sidewalk. 
The Russians told the Americans the guards were for their protection. They 
were actually there to report the comings and goings at the gates. There was 
a direct phone line from the south gate Russian guard booth to this KGB 
office. This was no secret to the Americans, because you could physically see 
this line running from the guard booth to a power pole across the street to a 
fifth-floor apartment window. Old technology, but it worked fine for Karlov’s 
purposes. He was informed that Miller was in the embassy and knew he was 
probably getting processed and receiving his access badge. JT Miller and Bo 
Beecher were his first choices to compromise. One the project engineer and 
the other the QC manager—between the two of them, they would have ac-
cess to all the secured areas and the vault. No one would question their rea-
sons for being there.

In the past, Karlov would rather turn married men with a family. They 
were easier because they had more to lose, but Karlov had been involved in 
the successful recruiting of an unmarried marine security guard, Sgt. Clayton 
Lonetree, in 1985 by using a sexy KGB swallow named Violetta Seina, whom 
the marine guard fell in love with. Allegedly, after the marine was compro-
mised, the operation led to KGB agents’ free rein inside the building, planting 
bugs and taking photos when Lonetree was on duty. Later Lonetree would 
serve nine years in prison for the crime of espionage. Karlov thought he could 
use the same tactic on Miller and/or Beecher, but instead of using Russian 
agents to plant listening devices, the Americans would do this work them-
selves. Karlov smiled at the thought.

§
Irena sat at her kitchen table with her mother Sveta. Alexei was at school. 

At first Irena did not want to tell her mother about Major Karlov but decided 
it would be better if she did. She told her mother how Major Karlov had 
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recruited her at the Angara Club. She was sitting at the bar when the major 
introduced himself. He said he wanted to talk with her and invited her to 
his table for dinner and drinks. She accepted and listened to what he had to 
say. He told her he wanted to use her as a special agent and would be on the 
KGB payroll, starting at $500 US a week paid in rubles. She preferred US 
dollars, but he told her that was not possible. When the major detected her 
reluctance, he played hard ball. He told her if she refused, he would consider 
having her and her family sent to the gulag for the crime of treason where the 
minimum sentence for such a crime would be 20 years. 

“That is a lot of money. What does he want you to do as a special agent?” 
her mother asked.

“He wants me to get one of the American construction men to fall in love 
with me,” she answered.

Her mother was frightened for her. She was also frightened for herself 
and Alexei. She thought about taking her family to the Ukraine where her 
sister lived and running away. If she did that, they would find her eventually, 
and she probably would lose her apartment and be sent to the gulag. She 
knew if her daughter did not do what the major asked, their lives could get 
most difficult. She did not know a way out of the trap.

Her mother said, “Irena, you must do what the major asks. We can use 
the money. Just think of it as our patriotic duty for Mother Russia.” 

As her mother said the words, she herself was not convinced. But there 
was no other choice.

§
When Vera and JT were in the vault, she closed and locked the door. 

Automatically, the security system was activated, and the air filtration system 
began to hum. The interior of the vault or CPU looked like any other confer-
ence room--20’X40’ with a long conference table in the middle with about 
twenty chairs gathered around. Miller asked, “Vera, I assume they call this 
place the vault because it has a vault door? We can speak freely now, correct?” 

Vera answered, “Yes, we are now safe from prying ears. Well, the vault 
door is partly right. This room is actually a giant safe with a metal alloy com-
posite half an inch thick, welded together installed on the walls, floor, and 
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ceiling. Russian microwaves or radio signals cannot penetrate it.”
Miller asked a few questions about the forms, added something, finished 

reading, then signed them. The security briefing started a few minutes later. 
Vera explained the reason for the high security protocols. She told him that in 
1985 when the NOB was nearing completion, bugs or listening devises were 
found throughout the building. The building was sealed off and DC tried to 
come up with the best way to fix the problem going forward. This took seven 
years. The USG had egg on their face and had to clean it off.

She told him about marine guard Sergeant Clayton Lonetree. She told 
him about a CAW (cleared American worker) from Alabama who was staying 
at the Belgrade Hotel. This gentleman was a farm boy and the Russians found 
out he had an affection for farm animals, particularly sheep. One Saturday 
night he went out drinking and when he got back to his room, he was quite 
drunk. He opened his door and inside were two sheep, one male and one 
female. They were dressed in pink and blue panties with garter belt stockings, 
wearing lipstick and eye rouge. To his detriment, the CAW decided to get 
frisky and the Russians videotaped the encounter. When the Russians threat-
ened to use this video against him, the CAW reported the incident to the 
SSM. The CAW was terminated from the project and was on a plane heading 
back to the States within 24 hours. Vera loved telling this story. She loved 
seeing the reaction it got. Miller wished she wouldn’t go into such detail. She 
went on and on in hopes that the recipient, when the briefing was completed 
and they went out onto the street, would think everybody they saw was a 
Russian operative. 

“Mr. Miller let me reiterate. Every contact you have, or any member of 
your team has with a Russian national must be reported within 24 hours of 
the contact. I am not talking about casual contact such as a bus driver, bar-
tender, or clerk. We are talking about any Russian that seems to take a par-
ticular interest in you, who wants to exchange cell phone numbers or wants 
you to visit their home. Any sexual contacts must be reported.” 

As Vera said this sentence, she was staring into Miller’s eyes. Miller 
thought she wanted to see his reaction, or she wanted the words emphasized, 
or she was coming on to him. He thought about this and dismissed it. He was 
like most men, who thought most women were coming on to them.
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“Mr. Miller, besides what we have discussed, please review the security 
protocols in the project specifications. Do you have any questions?” she asked. 

“No, Vera. I think you covered everything very well. And I assure you 
if I find any sheep in my hotel room, you will be the first one I contact,” he 
smiled as he replied. 

She continued, “Just remember, Mr. Miller, I am available 24/7 if you 
have any questions or run into any problems out on the street.” 

“Thank you. I will keep that in mind,” he responded. 
“Okay, I think we’re finished here. Let’s go get your embassy access badge 

and you can get to work,” she said ending the briefing. They walked out of 
the vault room and down the hall.

South face of NOB. Trash shoot installed at each floor to remove 

demolition construction debris.  Jan 1997

§
Harry Clark, the TRIAD project manager, was walking through the 

building checking on the work progress. The interior demolition was going 
well. Presently just ten CAW’s with jackhammers were working. Another ten 
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were working in another area on the housing units for management and the 
workers. More workers were expected in the coming weeks. They had started 
on the northwest end of the building. Harry still needed to use space in the 
building for a few months, for temporary construction offices until the per-
manent ones were built. These rooms were being framed and partitioned in 
the southeast portion of the building that wasn’t scheduled for demolition 
for another three months. These rooms would be complete the following 
morning, and the staff could move in. As Harry continued his walk, he was 
forming an attack plan on how to finish the work as efficiently as possible. He 
paused to look at a concrete column that was scheduled for demolition. As he 
was doing so, Miller walked up.

“Morning, Harry. I just got finished with Vera’s briefing. What would 
you like me to do to help?” he asked. 

Harry looked at him. “Done so fast? When Vera had me in there, I swear 
it was like three hours. She just went on and on.” 

“Did she tell you the sheep story?” Miller asked, laughing. 
“Hell, yes, she did. I thought I was gonna wet my britches trying to keep 

a straight face when she mentioned the panties. That woman is something 
else,” Harry answered, smiling. 

There was silence for a moment, and then the two looked at each other 
and cracked up. They laughed hard for a minute or two until they couldn’t 
breathe.

“I’m getting too old to laugh like this,” Harry interjected, and changing 
the subject, he added, “JT, follow me. I want to show you something.” 

Harry led him up to the 6th floor that would eventually be demolished. 
Inside several rooms, Miller noticed small red X’s all over the walls, ceiling, 
and floor. There seemed to be hundreds of them. “What are the X’s for, 
Harry?” Miller asked. 

“They are Russian bug locations. The Russians gave the US ambassador a 
partially completed map showing their locations. The CIA has been here for 
years, mapping the locations and trying to find them. They could never be 
sure if they got them all, so that is why we are tearing everything down to the 
5th level slab and building up from there,” Harry answered. 

Miller walked around the room and other rooms looking at the red X’s. 
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At one location, a portion of a bug assembly was visible. Miller tried to pull 
it out and then thought better of it. 

Harry strolled up. “JT, there is really not much to do until our temporary 
offices are ready tomorrow. They may still be finishing hooking up comput-
ers or phones, but we can move in and have a place to roost. I will need you 
to start doing the daily construction reports in the morning. I don’t want to 
get behind on those. In the meantime, take the rest of the day off. I gave the 
other guys the day off as well. I will be here with Kurt, and that is more than 
enough supervision for what we’ve got going on today. I would suggest going 
to a grocery store and picking up anything you may need. Snacks, toothpaste, 
that type of thing. Starting tomorrow, you won’t have time to do much of 
anything. The stores aren’t well stocked, but they have a few items.”

Miller nodded and left out of the south gate. He headed toward the 
Arbat, where he thought he saw a grocery store.

§
It was Monday, Irena’s day to clean the apartment, wash the clothes, 

and go to the market. Sveta, Irena’s mother, worked at a cigarette kiosk on 
Mondays and hardly anyone used the building’s washing machine on that 
day, so Irena chose this time do her chores. The machine was in the base-
ment, and Irena had already done two loads. She did not like going down 
to the basement. She always heard strange noises down there. She was afraid 
the noises were mice, or worse, rats, or even worse, raccoons. She grabbed 
the clean clothes quickly, climbed the stairs back to the apartment and hung 
them on a clothesline in the bathroom. She got dressed and put on her coat. 
She was headed to the Seventh Continent market right on the corner of Stary 
Arbot and Smolenskya Ulitsa, about a fifteen-minute walk from her apart-
ment. She needed eggs, beets, buckwheat groats, and milk. She was hoping 
they were not out of eggs, which was common.

§
As Miller walked to the grocery store, he laughed thinking about Harry 

and the exchange they had just had about Vera. He felt lucky to be working 
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with him. Harry was a good guy. It was approximately 11 a.m. when Miller 
thought he would stop at McDonald’s before going to the store, which was 
next door. He thought a Big Mac and cheeseburger with fries would hit the 
spot. As he was passing the grocery store, he saw a familiar figure walking into 
the store. He knew he had seen her before but wasn’t sure where. He kept 
walking toward McDonald’s then suddenly stopped. He remembered. It was 
the girl he had seen at the Angara Club with the older Russian gentleman. 
He walked back to the grocery store and went in. He saw her fingering some 
beets and walked closer to her, all the while thinking of something to say. He 
knew three phrases in Russian: no, yes, and good morning. He chose the last. 

“Dobre utra,” he said. 
She looked up, startled, and then looked more startled when she recog-

nized him. “Dobre utra,” she replied and then added, “I speak English.”
Miller smiled and said, “Good thing, because the only other Russian I 

know is da and nyet.” She laughed and he continued. “I believe I saw you at 
the Angara Club the other night.” 

She pretended not to recognize him and then with a show of faint recol-
lection she replied, “Oh yes, I remember you now. You were at a table with 
some other men.”

“Yes, some guys I work with. I just got to Moscow that day and they were 
showing me some of the sights. I guess you were one of them.” 

She smiled and asked, “Did you like the Angara Club?”
“Yes, very much,” he said, then asked, “How about you? Do you go there 

much?”
“I go there occasionally, usually on Saturday night,” she answered.
“Who was that man you were with?” he asked. 
This caught her off guard. She thought and then answered, “I just met 

you and I don’t even know your name, and you’re acting jealous already?” She 
laughed and then added, “That was my uncle.” 

Miller smiled and replied, “Good thing, because I did not want to have 
to challenge him to a duel.” They both laughed. “My name is JT Miller; what 
is yours?”

“I am Irena Anarbekova,” she answered.
“An-ar what?” he asked, confused. 
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“It is very simple, Americanski. An-ar-bek-ova. What is wrong with you? 
Are you simple?” she laughed. 

“Sometimes,” Miller responded. He liked it when she called him 
Americanski and the way she pretended to be giving him a hard time. He 
waited for her while she paid for her items. They were out of eggs, so she 
would have to come at another time. As they walked out of the door, he asked 
if she wanted to go to McDonald’s with him for some coffee or something. 
She said okay, but not for long because she had an appointment. She did not 
tell him the appointment consisted of ironing the clothes she had recently 
washed. 

They walked up to the counter and JT grabbed the English menu. The 
girl came over and he pointed to the photos of a Big Mac, cheeseburger, fries, 
and a coffee. Irena ordered a cheeseburger, hot fudge sundae, and coffee. 
Miller paid, and they chose a corner booth. They took off their coats and sat 
down. Irena was wearing a knitted sweater with a colourful Caucus moun-
tains display. The snow-capped peaks design on the sweater gave a particular 
erotic emphasis to Irena’s figure. She really was a classic Russian beauty. Tall, 
5’-11,” about 135 to 140 pounds with long, wavy blonde hair. She wore it 
naturally like a ’60s hippie chick, and Miller thought she had a rear end to 
die for. 

Over lunch they talked about Moscow, about JT’s job at the embassy and 
Irena’s English classes there. She was Russian, but her family originally came 
from the Ukraine. Miller told her that his old country roots were Slovenian 
and Austrian on his mother’s side and English/Scottish on his dad’s. 

“So, you are part Slavic. Ukrainians are Slavic. See, we are related,” she 
laughed.

Miller loved the way she laughed. Her whole face seemed to light up 
when she did. When lunch was finished, she apologized and said she really 
needed to get going. She said, “You can walk me home if you would like.” 
When she saw Miller was looking a little too pleased with himself, she added, 
“I need somebody to carry my groceries.” She laughed. They walked together, 
speaking only occasionally. They were both lost in their own thoughts. When 
they were outside her apartment building, she took the groceries from him 
and thanked him. He asked if he could call her sometime.
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“I guess that would be okay, Slav; just don’t get drunk and lonely and call 
me at 3 in the morning someday,” she replied, warning him with a smile. She 
ripped off a small piece of brown paper from her grocery bag, wrote down her 
digits, and gave them to Miller. They stood there for a few moments; then she 
quickly gave him a peck on the lips and hurried off to her apartment. Miller 
looked a bit startled. He wasn’t expecting a kiss. As she disappeared into her 
building, Miller slowly turned and walked away.

Arbat McDonalds as of 2017.

§
Major Karlov was at the annex office eating a roast beef sandwich at 

his desk. He ate lunch at his desk most days, except when he had a meet-
ing at the Kremlin. On those days he would eat at one of the restaurants 
inside the GUM. As he took a big bite of the sandwich, the phone rang. He 
waited until he was through chewing at about the fourth ring and answered, 
“Major Karlov.” It was Irena, and she told the major of her contact with the 
American. “Good work, Irena. Keep him on the hook. Let me know how 
the relationship progresses. Do not move too fast or he may get suspicious. 
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Do not move too slow or you may lose him.” Irena said she understood and 
would keep him informed.

§
Miller floated back to his hotel. He was feeling good. When he wasn’t 

thinking about Irena, he was congratulating himself about what a man he 
was. When he walked into the Belgrade he went over to the bar and ordered 
a gin and tonic. He then went to the counter where they sold cigarettes and 
cigars and picked up a five-pack of Cohibas, then went back to retrieve 
his drink. The Cuban cigars had been reasonably priced, and he thought 
it made sense since Russia was Cuba’s number one trading partner. Miller 
liked a good cigar and smoked them often. He lit a Cohiba and drank 
his drink. Then the reality hit him. How in the hell can I contemplate a 
relationship when I will be working six-day weeks, twelve hours a day? I need 
a Saturday night/Sunday girl, not a relationship. I am here to work, make 
some dough, and not get distracted. As he thought this, a kind of relief went 
through him. A relief and contentment, but short of the excitement Irena 
could provide.

§
After Irena got off the phone with Karlov, she ironed the clothes and put 

them away. She sat on the sofa. She was thinking about this American. Who 
was he really? She loved his blue eyes. She thought that when he laughed, 
his eyes appeared to twinkle. She liked the way he did not get upset when 
she gave him a hard time. He was different from Russian men. She got up 
and on the way to her room she dusted her mother’s matryoshka dolls that 
rested on a living room shelf. They were a gift to her mother from her father 
one Christmas. She continued to her room and from a drawer, she retrieved 
a bent pack of Marlboros with about five smokes left. The pack had been 
there for over a month. She picked out one of the smokes and walked back 
to the sofa. She lit her Marlboro and inhaled. She let her thoughts wash over 
her. Then in an instant she knew it was not in her best interests to have those 
kinds of thoughts for the American. He was a mark, a pawn, someone to be 
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used for the greater good of Mother Russia, not to mention to keep her and 
her family out of the gulag.

§
Bo Beecher, TRIADS Quality Control manager, was heading up to the 

19th floor of the Belgrade Hotel. When he first got to Moscow about a month 
previously, he met a German guy at the hotel bar. This guy told him about 
this Russian masseuse that gave a great one-hour deep tissue massage for $50. 
After, if the client wanted—to relieve any additional stress, you understand—
she would perform the act of fellatio for an extra hundred bucks. She accept-
ed only American dollars. This would be Bo’s second massage since he had 
been at the hotel. He didn’t feel he had the excess stress built up on the first 
visit to take advantage of her offer. He thought that he might let the Russian 
touch his golden staff today, though. 

He got off at the 19th floor, turned left from the elevator, and walked 
down to suite 1907. He knocked on the door. A few moments later there was 
a fumbling of a lock and the door opened.

“Hello, Mr. Bo. Please come in.” Natasha was a knockout. She was 
maybe twenty-two years old, about 6’3”, and maybe 150 to 155 pounds. 
Her face was erotically beautiful, like a Hungarian Magyar woman. She 
had long, thick, dark hair tied in a ponytail to keep it out of the way as 
she worked. She wore a blue Japanese kimono and the room smelled like 
jasmine and musk. The massage table was set up with clean sheets, waiting 
for the next victim.

“Mr. Bo, please take off your clothes and hang them in the closet. I will 
be back with warm coconut oil for your massage,” Natasha instructed. 

When she left, Bo shed the clothes and lay down on the table with the 
top sheet over his privates. When Natasha came back, she adjusted the sheet 
and told him to lie on his stomach. When he did, she draped the sheet over 
his rear. Natasha dripped some of the warm coconut oil on Bo’s back and 
began to rub it in.

§
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The first gin and tonic Miller had tasted so good he had two more. He 
was getting a pretty good buzz and was watching the barmaid behind the bar. 
She was from Odessa, Ukraine and had been in Moscow for a year working at 
the bar. She had long very blonde hair, almost white-looking. Her name was 
Snezhinka (Shne-zin-ka) which meant “snowflake” in Russian. She was in her 
mid-twenties, Miller thought, but sometimes it was hard to tell. In Moscow, 
the hotel bartenders usually worked a 24-hour shift, took 24 or 48 hours off, 
then did it again. Miller ordered another drink and Snezhinka, in Miller’s 
mind, just kept getting more and more attractive.

§
Natasha was an expert at using her elbow and thumbs to get deep into 

the hard muscle tissue. At first it had been uncomfortable for the American, 
but now she was almost through and he felt like a well-relaxed noodle. All 
of his muscles were kneaded to perfection, except one. As she finished, she 
wiped away any excess oil from his body. “Time is up, Mr. Bo. My next ap-
pointment is not for another hour. Is there anything else you desire?” she 
asked with a smile. 

Bo asked, “What do you propose, Natasha?” 
“I can take my hand and stroke your penis for $50 or use my mouth for 

$100,” she answered in a business-like tone.
Beecher thought it over and feeling he was a little short of cash, decided 

on the hand job. Beecher was getting bled dry by two of his three ex-wives. 
Even though he was making a six-figure income, he couldn’t save a dime. He 
was hoping this project he could do better. Natasha led him to a chair and 
laid a towel on the seat. She sat him down and took another towel and laid 
it on his thigh. She took warm coconut oil and rubbed it over his manhood. 
She added some to her hand as well and began stroking him gently until he 
was hard. Just before his release, Natasha picked up the towel from his thigh 
and expertly caught the passion fluid. Bo slowly got up from the chair and 
went to the closet to retrieve his clothes. He thanked and paid Natasha. 

She guided him to the door, and before Bo walked out into the hallway 
Natasha said, “Welcome to Moscow, Mr. Bo,” and smiled. Beecher nodded, 
then took the elevator down to his room.
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§
As Miller sat at the bar giving Snezhinka his undivided attention, Kurt 

and Nadine walked into the lobby from outside. All the American staff stayed 
at the Belgrade on the 16th floor. They would be there until their housing 
units were completed on the embassy grounds. They had just been out to 
dinner and were going back to their room. They greeted Miller, and Kurt 
introduced his wife Nadine. As they said good night and headed to their 
room, a dark, heavyset gentleman walked up to the register and waited for 
Snezhinka. She saw he was there to pay his bill, but she took her time to make 
him wait. When she finally sauntered to the register, the man said something. 
Snezhinka was on him like a cat on a mouse. She laid into him, shouting in 
Russian relentlessly. Miller couldn’t understand it. 

When the man finally paid and hurried out of the bar, Miller asked 
Snezhinka, “What was that all about?”

“I do not like that man,” she replied. 
“That’s obvious, but why?” he asked.
Looking defiant, she said, “He is Italian.”
“What are you talking about, Snezhinka? Don’t you like Italians?” he 

asked. 
With her nostrils flaring, she replied, “I do not like Italians, Negroes, 

Latins, Arabic people, Jews, or Chinese.”
Miller was dumbfounded. Suddenly Snezhinka was looking a lot less appeal-

ing to him. On that note, Miller paid his bill and went up to his room to bed.

§
Natasha gathered up the oil-stained sheets from the massage table and 

threw them into the hamper. She got fresh linen from the cabinet. As she 
started putting the clean sheets on the table, she started laughing to herself. 
She was thinking of some of the things this Bo man was saying during their 
encounter. Things like “Stroke my golden staff, you dirty whore,” and “You 
are doing God’s work by pleasuring my cock.” 

She chuckled again. She wondered just how far he would be willing to go. 
“Maybe we shall see,” she said, thinking out loud.


