Upon waking, Chernozem’s mind immediately leaps to the previous evening.
A family.  What would I do with a family?

Mechanically, she gets up and dresses for the day.

All of my commanders would have known I had a family… A living family.  Only Petrov sent me to them. What do I do with a family? And they wanted to know my name.  Mothers and fathers do that, don’t they? Name their children?  Bah.  What does one do with a family?

Pouring herself a cup of coffee, she continues ruminating.
Kohlstadt said I may wish to ponder changing gears now.  I have gotten soft.  Petrov did me no favor there; I have gotten easy assignments with no conflict of right and wrong, no threat of death, no danger. Too comfortable.  I knew Russia was using me.  Why do I feel abandoned now?  
She sighs and leans against the counter.

There was never any doubt as to what I was trained to do… nor that I am good at it and have been utilized effectively.  I do not think I have paid enough attention.  Sloppy. Bah.  Regardless of a recall, I am in the United States.  I do not have to return.  I should use my clearance while I still retain it; look up information on Kohlstadt and… my family.
With that thought she connects her laptop to the FSB database and pulls up files on Kohlstadt, Tatyana Stepanova, Yevgeniya Stepanova, and after a small bit of research Yevgeny Korsakov.  And after reading them, for the first time, she goes deeper into the system, where she does not have clearance, pulling her own files.

Those bastards.  Treacherous, slimy svolatch!  What right did they have to steal people from the lives they were meant to live?  I can not imagine Tatyana was pleased at such confinement.  And she must have known she was pregnant.  At least I did not know what I was missing.

Did Yevgeniya… Geny… have a teddy bear?

Chernozem dimly recalls a small plush creature being tucked against her cheek as she fell asleep.

Now there is something I have not thought of for twenty years.  Did my foster parents know they would only have me for three years? Or was I stolen from them as well?

What right? Svolatch!

Kohlstadt said I should reevaluate.  I did not realize how correct he was.  I should have done so when the USSR fell.  Too comfortable in a role I was trained for.  Complacent arrogant fool.

Shaking her head, she clears her thoughts.

Running.  I should go for a good run.  Set new goals for a new life.  I can not return to what I was.

