Smersh: Well, I think... I need another drink, da?

Crimson Freedom stretches and tests the fit of the new armor.

Siberian Spring looks around

Crimson Freedom: Do you want me to take this back off, then?

Siberian Spring: Privyet

Crimson Freedom: Hi!

Smersh: Tatyana.

Crimson Freedom is...actually wearing armor designed by Smersh, not what you can see now.

Siberian Spring: I was just dropping off some items I found today.

Smersh: It is at your option, da?  It is your armor now.

Smersh: Tatyana, this is... Crimson Freedom.

Siberian Spring: Very elegant

Siberian Spring: Good evening

Crimson Freedom: I'll change back.  I want to make some cosmetic changes to it.

Smersh: We found Tatyana last night.

Smersh nods.

Crimson Freedom: Found her?

Smersh: Da.

Siberian Spring: I was lost... 

Siberian Spring is unsure how much to say

Crimson Freedom: Hey.  *pokes Smersh*  Undo the back clasp again so I can get out of this thing?

Smersh: Oh, da.

Siberian Spring: I shall leave you to your fittings, da?

Smersh unclips the back.

Crimson Freedom: Oh, we're done.

Smersh: Nyet, is no need.

Crimson Freedom pulls the chest plate off.  She's wearing a black bodysuit beneath.

Teacup Tempest peeks over the wall.

Siberian Spring: Did you hear something?

Crimson Freedom quickly removes the rest and pulls her normal costume back on.

Smersh: I think so...

Teacup Tempest flits up and perches on the wall.

Siberian Spring: Well...

Siberian Spring: hello

Siberian Spring glances at the others in question

Teacup Tempest waves!

Crimson Freedom: ...aw, shoot.

Smersh: We found Tatyana while trying to trace the source of my... communication.

Crimson Freedom pulls her goggles back on quickly.

Crimson Freedom: ...I SUCK at this 'secret identity' thing.

Siberian Spring: Yevgeny?  Is this one of....

Smersh: Er...

Siberian Spring: your daughters?

Crimson Freedom: ...

Smersh rubs his head.

Crimson Freedom: REALLY suck at it.

Siberian Spring: She has your eyes

Smersh: Ah, Cayt... Tatyana was once engaged to me.  Back when I was about your age...

Siberian Spring takes a deep breath

Teacup Tempest hums the Wedding March.

Crimson Freedom: ...I'm going to assume there was time travel involved.

Siberian Spring: Rather.

Crimson Freedom: Or suspended animation or clones or SOMETHING.

Siberian Spring: You do not think I just look young for my age of 51?

Siberian Spring pretends to be hurt

Smersh does look his age... of 51...

Crimson Freedom: Well...actually, since I'll look seventeen for about three hundred years...

Crimson Freedom: Sure, you can be 51.

Siberian Spring: You were correct though.  I was transported, apparently 23 years.

Siberian Spring: I've only lived 28

Crimson Freedom nods.

Smersh needs a cigarette.  But thinks he left his pack in the lounge.

Siberian Spring lights up a cigarette from her new pack

Smersh: And, of course, Tatyana, this is Teacup.

Siberian Spring: Greetings, Teacup.

Siberian Spring: That's an unusual name.

Teacup Tempest nods.

Siberian Spring: Do you speak?

Teacup Tempest nods.

Teacup Tempest hops down, fishes into her pocket and pulls out a small cog, which she solemnly holds out to Tatyana.

Siberian Spring gently takes it

Siberian Spring: And what is this?

Teacup Tempest beams.

Smersh: A present, da?

Teacup Tempest nods.

Siberian Spring: Spasiba, little one

Teacup Tempest beams again and gives Tatyana a massive hug.

Siberian Spring would put it in a pocket but these jeans are too tight

Smersh: Ah, Maggie!

Crimson Freedom: ...

Ireland Love strolls in and smiles to all.

Crimson Freedom looks over her shoulder.

Siberian Spring: Hello

Crimson Freedom: Hi, Maggie.

Ireland Love: Hullo, acushla. I hope I'm no' innuruptin'.

Smersh realizes, deep within his soul, that he is doomed.  Utterly doomed.

Siberian Spring puts two and two together

Smersh: Nyet, not at all.

Teacup Tempest glances between Tatyana and Maggie and says one word. "Awkward."

Smersh: ...bah.

Crimson Freedom: Just a little, da?

Crimson Freedom smirks.

Ireland Love raises an eyebrow.

Siberian Spring peers around the corner

Smersh: Ah, Maggie... this is Tatyana.  We dragged her out of a portal yesterday.

Siberian Spring: Hello

Crimson Freedom thinks she should call her sisters in for a party to make it worse.

Ireland Love kisses Smersh on the cheek.

Smersh puts an arm around Maggie.

Teacup Tempest wonders idly if she's Smersh's long-lost angelic love child.

Ireland Love: Tatyana?

Ireland Love peers.

Siberian Spring: Tatyana Stepanova

Ireland Love: ...

Siberian Spring fidgets and pulls out another cigarette

Ireland Love: I....well then. I'm no' sure....this's bloody awkward.

Teacup Tempest nods and says it again. "Awkward."

Siberian Spring: Indeed.

Smersh: So, ah... it was totally random, da?  I was tracking down that psychic contact from Tuesday...

Crimson Freedom: I'm sure I'm making it worse.

Crimson Freedom grins.

Siberian Spring: May I offer my congratulations?
Smersh: ...

Smersh *really really* wants a cigarette now.

Ireland Love: Uh...thanks.

Siberian Spring looks for her lighter

Siberian Spring smiles

Crimson Freedom: Here...

Smersh: So, dorogoi... ah...

Crimson Freedom holds out a hand, and a tiny flame appears in her palm.

Siberian Spring: I... should probably... return a book to the library

Siberian Spring: Ah. Spasiba

Smersh tried to say something that, er, won't get him killed.

Crimson Freedom: Not supposed to be using fire in Paragon, but I don't care.

Siberian Spring: It was lovely meeting you

Siberian Spring tries not to run out

Crimson Freedom: Tatyana?

Siberian Spring: Da?

Crimson Freedom: Just wanted to see if you needed company...

Siberian Spring: My apologies for the abrupt departure

Crimson Freedom: Don't be.  I've been where you are, I know how much it sucks.

Siberian Spring: Nyet.  I shall be fine.

Crimson Freedom nods.

Siberian Spring: Water of Life.  I try not to abuse it, but it is handy occasionally
Crimson Freedom: Tell me about it.

Siberian Spring: Tell me about yourself though.  There is much I need to catch up on

Crimson Freedom: *quietly*  I'm not -technically- Smersh's daughter, I'm a clone of a girl who is.

Crimson Freedom: We only found out last year.

Siberian Spring: You are biologically his, da?

Siberian Spring: And he loves you?

Crimson Freedom: ...yeah.

Siberian Spring: That is more important than the technical

Crimson Freedom: So people keep telling me.

Siberian Spring: Is Maggie also your mother?

Crimson Freedom: But, the woman who adopted me is more my mom than Smersh is my dad.

Crimson Freedom: Oh, HELL no.

Siberian Spring is startled

Crimson Freedom: ...sorry.

Siberian Spring: The woman who adopted you?

Crimson Freedom: I was adopted by the woman who cloned me...it's complicated.

Siberian Spring: I understand complicated, dorogoi

Crimson Freedom: Maggie and I don't really get along.  Or...I don't get along with Maggie, anyways.  I don't know if she's over wanting me to drop off the face of the earth yet.

Siberian Spring: But you are giving Yevgeny a change to be a father to you?

Siberian Spring: Why would she...?

Siberian Spring: No that is not my business

Crimson Freedom: I think I'd like to.  I've never had a dad in my life, I kinda want to know what I've been missing out on.

Siberian Spring: That is good then.  You have a chance

Crimson Freedom: Oh.  That.  *grins*  I'm the evil twin.  I miiiiight have tried to kill Caytlin.  A little.

Siberian Spring: Were you yourself at the time?

Crimson Freedom: I was...um...well, yeah.  Just really angry with her, because she had everything I thought I should.  Like my home, my sister, my boyfriend...

Siberian Spring: Jealousy is a powerful thing.  But you did not actually kill her.

Crimson Freedom: She kicked my ass.

Siberian Spring: And now you have a father and a sister too, da?

Crimson Freedom: I'm lucky she actually believes in all that hero stuff, or I'd be pretty dead.

Siberian Spring: You do not believe in the "hero stuff"?

Crimson Freedom: Not particularly.

Siberian Spring: That we should help those less fortunate or less powerful than ourselves?

Siberian Spring: Or at the least not hurt them further.

Crimson Freedom: All that does is make them depend on us.

Siberian Spring: It is not a bad thing to be needed.

Siberian Spring sighs into her cup

Crimson Freedom: I guess.

Siberian Spring: Do we not depend on our militaries for the same reasons?

Crimson Freedom: I've learned to be too independent, I think.

Siberian Spring: That is not a bad thing either.  But leaning once in a while can ease burdens you did not even know you had

Crimson Freedom: People keep telling me that.

Siberian Spring: You will learn as you get older.

Siberian Spring: Burdens become heavier over time

Siberian Spring: And I am waxing philosophical.

Crimson Freedom: *shrugs*  You're right, though.

Siberian Spring: I think perhaps I've had a bit too much "water"

Crimson Freedom: And I haven't had enough yet.

Siberian Spring smiles

Crimson Freedom helps herself.

Crimson Freedom glances over her shoulder to make sure Maggie and Smersh didn't see.

Siberian Spring: You are underage

Crimson Freedom: Yep.

Crimson Freedom: Gonna stop me?

Siberian Spring: But I think you have lived enough to know your limits.

Crimson Freedom: I think I've only been drunk twice in my life...first time I was dealing with Maggie and wasn't paying attention.  Needed it, too.

Siberian Spring clears her throat

Siberian Spring: ...

Siberian Spring: and the second?

Crimson Freedom: I was goofing off with some friends and we all got drunk.

Siberian Spring: That is fun

Siberian Spring: I remember a time when Yevgeny was drinking underage.

Siberian Spring: Only time I got him to go skinny dipping

Siberian Spring laughs

Crimson Freedom: Mom chewed us out and told me that if I got drunk again I'd be grounded for life and have to write research papers back-to-back until she decided I could stop.

Crimson Freedom snrks.

Crimson Freedom: He acts so old all the time--except when he's fighting--that that's hard to imagine.

Siberian Spring: Believe me.  He was young once.  

Siberian Spring: Brash and bold and full of dreams

Siberian Spring looks at the bottle

Crimson Freedom: I wonder where Caytlin got the idealism then...

Siberian Spring: Why not?

Siberian Spring pours another

Crimson Freedom grins.

Siberian Spring: You do not find Yevgeny idealistic?

Crimson Freedom: Some, but he's practical about it.

Siberian Spring: That is age.  Not lack of dreams

Crimson Freedom: He knows what to do to get where he wants to go.

Crimson Freedom: If you want idealistic, you need to meet Caytlin.

Siberian Spring: Let me guess

Siberian Spring: She is young, and bold, and brash, and full of dreams

Crimson Freedom laughs.

Siberian Spring: Just as I remember Yevgeny

Siberian Spring: ...

Siberian Spring shakes her head

Siberian Spring: Maudlin.  Sorry

Siberian Spring: I should sleep this off.

Crimson Freedom: She's a reckless, idealistic idiot most of the time.  And she usually makes it work.

Siberian Spring: Sounds familiar

Crimson Freedom: I used to hate her for it.

Siberian Spring: But no longer?

Crimson Freedom: Too much stuff happened.  I can't hate her anymore.

Siberian Spring: Good.

Siberian Spring: Sisters, which you are for all the scientific experiments, should not hate

Siberian Spring: Hate is wasted energy

Siberian Spring: There is enough of that already in the universe

Crimson Freedom: It's all I had.

Siberian Spring: And now you have more

Crimson Freedom sets down her cup.

Siberian Spring: It is good

Crimson Freedom nods.

Siberian Spring: Really... I should head to bed

Siberian Spring knocks her glass lightly against the sink as she rinses it

Crimson Freedom nods.

Siberian Spring: It was very lovely sharing a drink with you Cayt

Crimson Freedom: I know how much this sucks for you...so...

Crimson Freedom: Get some rest.  It'll get better.

Siberian Spring: I shall live

Siberian Spring: Good night

Crimson Freedom: Goodnight.
