[SuperGroup] Mantis Strike: *Yawns quietly*

[SuperGroup] Chernozem: Good morning

Dr. Paladin: Yo.

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Yo.

[SuperGroup] Mantis Strike: Oh! Hi!

Chernozem: And good morning to both of you

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: What's the word?

[SuperGroup] Mantis Strike: ....There's a word now? Oh....um....

[SuperGroup] Chernozem: Supercalifragilisticexpialidocious

Dr. Paladin: Yo.  You called.

Lady Midday: So. This is Doctor Paladin.

Chernozem: Da

Dr. Paladin: Call me Jack.

Lady Midday: Well.

Lady Midday: It is a pity I cannot see you.

Chernozem agrees silently

Lady Midday: Alisa, you have mental gifts, da?

Chernozem: I do.

Dr. Paladin: Well, I reckon with a couple million and some research time, I could fix that...

Dr. Paladin: Or that.

Lady Midday: Could you...project an image of Dr. Paladin to me?

Chernozem: Oh.

Lady Midday: Nyet, doctor. My eyesight is not a problem you can solve.

Chernozem: I've not tried before

Lady Midday rustles her wings.

[Tell] -->Lady Midday: *attempts to project a picture of a short-ish scruffy but handsome fellow with dark hair, beard, and toned (not bulging) musculature*

Lady Midday gasps quietly, jaw falling open.

[Tell] -->Lady Midday: *probably overlayed with a sense of lust*

Lady Midday sets her jaw, and ignores the faint wisps of steam coming from under the blindfold.

Lady Midday: Spasiba.

Dr. Paladin: Right, then.

Chernozem: It worked?

Lady Midday: Da.

Lady Midday: We go in, then.

The team comes across some Romans

Chernozem: What are they doing here?

Jack falls

Chernozem: Jack?!

Dr. Paladin: I'm good.

[NPC] Polly: It's funny, but these little guys have a lot of good advice. I think this could work out really well.

Chernozem cocks an eyebrow

Chernozem is defeated ((surprise, surprise))

Chernozem: Um

Chernozem: Ouch

Dr. Paladin: I really do hate that mace to the skull from behind trick.

Chernozem: I do not think they want to go to the Zig

Lady Midday: Why not? They will just be out again next week.

Chernozem: Need I say more?

Dr. Paladin: *plays possum*

Dr. Paladin: Yow.

[SuperGroup] Mantis Strike: Ow! Why does everyone keep shooting at me!

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Maybe because you're trying to stick'em with a sword?

[SuperGroup] Mantis Strike: Maybe they're just jealous cause of my uniform

[SuperGroup] Lady Midday: What did you expect? You are poking them with pointed sticks.

[SuperGroup] Mantis Strike: I'm not!

[SuperGroup] Lady Midday: What are you doing?

[SuperGroup] Mantis Strike: Running past them! And they're just shooting me!

[SuperGroup] Mantis Strike: It could totally ruin this uniform then I'd have to wear something bland like I think Uncle wanted..

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: One of the great tragedies of the 21st.

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Keep the uniform you've got.  I like it.

[SuperGroup] Lady Midday: Or better...wear something that will not get ruined.

Lady Midday: Girls.

Lady Midday snorts.

Dr. Paladin: Nothing wrong with girls.

[SuperGroup] Mantis Strike: You like this uniform?

Chernozem takes notes

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Yeah.

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Very individual.

Lady Midday: Tell me, doctor...

Dr. Paladin: Yeah?

Lady Midday: I asked this of someone yesterday. Have you ever been in love before?

Chernozem lips quirk

Dr. Paladin: Sure.

Lady Midday: What do you like in a woman?

Chernozem and wants to smack Irina

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: I also think more of the ladies should be wearing them.  Start a trend.

[SuperGroup] Mantis Strike: Um....

[SuperGroup] Lady Midday: That would make it not individual.

[SuperGroup] Mantis Strike: But then it's not individual!

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Call it counterculture.

Dr. Paladin: Oh, I don't know.  TLC and a willingness to have the occasional bare-knuckle verbal throwdown.

Lady Midday: I am...I find myself in a relationship dilemma, and I am looking for opinions.

Dr. Paladin: Why do you ask?

Dr. Paladin: Ah.

Lady Midday smirks.

Dr. Paladin: Well, the doctor is in, then.

Lady Midday: Hmm. TLC?

Dr. Paladin: Tender loving care.

Lady Midday: Da. I meant, how do you mean that, personally?

Lady Midday: What TLC do you like?

Dr. Paladin: Ah.  You know.  Have a rough day, and sometimes, you can plop down on the couch, and she'll give you a shoulder rub or bring you a cup of joe without you saying anything.  Little things, you know?

Lady Midday: Ahh.

Lady Midday: And do you do the same for them?

Dr. Paladin: That's a two way street, yeah.

Dr. Paladin: You said you had a problem going on?

Lady Midday: ...my love life is a mess.

Dr. Paladin: Well, that's a shame.

Lady Midday: Par for the course.

Lady Midday: But I wanted to know what you liked to...hmm...better how I am with mates.

Lady Midday: To see if I can repair it.

Dr. Paladin: So you think it's your fault?

Lady Midday: It does take two.

Dr. Paladin: Right.  Which means that he's at least half to blame, right?

Lady Midday: Da. But it is...complex.

Lady Midday: How do you get to know someone?

Dr. Paladin: Go out for coffee.  Play parcheesi.  Talk to'em.

Chernozem: Last time I asked, I was told Parcheesi.  It was not the best suggestion. 

Dr. Paladin: What?  I like parcheesi.

Chernozem: It was simply not a suitable choice for my particular situation.

Chernozem: My sisters did not even know what it was

Dr. Paladin: *shrug*

Chernozem chuckles

Dr. Paladin: It's the idea of it.  Some sort of fun, somewhat competitive, non-working activity.

Dr. Paladin: During which conversation can wander.

Lady Midday: What do you suggest for Soviets that never stop working?

Chernozem: We hunted together. It worked.

Dr. Paladin: Hmm.  Book club, maybe.

Lady Midday: Perhaps a movie.

Dr. Paladin: Could work, too.

Lady Midday: <mumbles, probably too loudly, "I wonder if the video store has Hidden Fortress">

Dr. Paladin: I liked Yojimbo better.

Chernozem: Tatyana has a copy of that

Dr. Paladin: That quickdraw against the pistol?  Awesome.

[break]

Chernozem: Another day, another problem?

Dr. Paladin: Yeah.

[SuperGroup] Krasnaya Oktyabr: Previet, comrades.

[SuperGroup] Chernozem: Privyet

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Yo.

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: What's going on?

[SuperGroup] Krasnaya Oktyabr: I am rescue newspaper informant from carnival hooligans.

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Fun for the whole family.

[SuperGroup] Krasnaya Oktyabr: Hooligans not being very aware of threats to them. They are thinking I am 'Captain Obvious' .. though this hero I have not heard of before.

[SuperGroup] Stolista: Good afternoon Comrades

[SuperGroup] Dr. Paladin: Afternoon.

[SuperGroup] Krasnaya Oktyabr: Previet, comrades.

[SuperGroup] Mariketh: Good evening, comrade Krasnaya.

Patriot Fury: Let's go get those ones. *points*

Czernobog's Chosen has defeated Nebula Elite Rifle

You have defeated Penumbra Archon

Czernobog's Chosen tugs the legs of her shorts down.

Patriot Fury: You look lovely, Irina

Czernobog's Chosen: ...it's so tiny...

Patriot Fury: It is quite attractive.  And looks comfortable

Czernobog's Chosen reflexively tries to cover herself with her wings...and now has very warm shoulders.

 Patriot Fury: You look like you want to hide yourself.

Czernobog's Chosen: It feels very small. It does not show too much?

Patriot Fury: Nyet.  It is beautiful.

Czernobog's Chosen: Are you certain?

Patriot Fury says the one who shows as much skin as possible.

Patriot Fury: I am.

Czernobog's Chosen doesn't know that. She's blind. Alisa begins to get her revenge.

Patriot Fury: One could even call it modest.

Czernobog's Chosen: Da?

Patriot Fury: Da.

Czernobog's Chosen: Hm.

Patriot Fury: There is only a small bit between those amazing boots and the shorts

Patriot Fury: Not revealing at all.

Czernobog's Chosen: Not too tight?

Patriot Fury wants those boots

Patriot Fury shakes her head in exasperation

Patriot Fury: Nyet.  Not too tight either.

Czernobog's Chosen: Hm. All right.

Czernobog's Chosen tugs at the tops of her boots.

Patriot Fury: Won't you join us, Papen'ka?

Comrade Smersh: One moment, Alisa, da?

Patriot Fury: Of course

Comrade Smersh shows up at the girls’ location

Comrade Smersh: ...

Patriot Fury: Hi!

Comrade Smersh: What are you two wearing?

Patriot Fury: Clothing

Czernobog's Chosen tugs the hem of her shorts down.

Czernobog's Chosen tries, yet again, to get her wings to cover. It's a shawl!

Patriot Fury whispers "She's sensitive, Papen'ka.  Don't make her feel bad about her clothes.  They're pretty.

Comrade Smersh: *sighs*

Czernobog's Chosen simultaneously tries to tug her shorts down and her boots up.

Comrade Smersh: So, what are you two about then, dressed so... spiffily?

Patriot Fury: Irina. Stop.

Patriot Fury: You are beautiful.

Czernobog's Chosen looks a little sheepish.

Czernobog's Chosen: Sorry.

Comrade Smersh thinks Nox put them up to this.

Patriot Fury: I was testing the new fabric.

Comrade Smersh: Of course.

Patriot Fury: I've been practicing my hand to hand skills 

Czernobog's Chosen: ...the wings get smaller the less I put on...

Czernobog's Chosen feels along one wing to test length.

Comrade Smersh: A good thing for my girls to know, da.  I should start to teach Jessie...

Patriot Fury: I can help, Papen'ka.  Standard training, da?

Comrade Smersh does not contemplate whether the wings are absent entirely in the shower.  Really.

Comrade Smersh: Da, of course.

Czernobog's Chosen: Oh! Alisa!

Czernobog's Chosen: Will you do the trick again?

Czernobog's Chosen: So that I can see the commander?

Comrade Smersh: Trick?

Patriot Fury: Which...? Oh.

Comrade Smersh raises an eyebrow.

[Tell] -->Czernobog's Chosen: *pictures a tall balding man, *very* handsome in glasses and armor.  He's rugged and strong*

Czernobog's Chosen: Alisa can put pictures in my head. So I can see you, and I saw Jack, andmaybeIcanseeNatashaand oh my!

Czernobog's Chosen grins, very wide.

Comrade Smersh: ...

Czernobog's Chosen: Comrade! You are very handsome! I had not imagined.

Patriot Fury glances wryly at Irina

Comrade Smersh: ...

Czernobog's Chosen: And strong!

Czernobog's Chosen: Your armor is very shiny.

Czernobog's Chosen looks mildly giddy.

Patriot Fury blushes slightly

Comrade Smersh glances down at his smoke-stained armor, fresh from firefighting.

Comrade Smersh: It can be, da.

Czernobog's Chosen: Your head, very glossy.

Czernobog's Chosen nods sagely.

Patriot Fury: I was not picturing you exactly as you are at the moment, papen'ka, but how I see you most of the time.

Comrade Smersh: Of course.

Czernobog's Chosen: Very handsome.

[SuperGroup] Krasnaya Oktyabr: Good evening, comrades.

Czernobog's Chosen nods again.

Patriot Fury: It is an interesting trick though.

Patriot Fury: Would you be willing to test with me, Irina? With Mr. Nash in Atlas?

[SuperGroup] Patriot Fury: Good evening!

Czernobog's Chosen: Da, certainly.

[SuperGroup] Comrade Smersh: Comrade.

Comrade Smersh: ...handsome?

Czernobog's Chosen: Da!

Patriot Fury: You are very handsome, Papen'ka.

Czernobog's Chosen: Very much so. A strong jaw, and so rugged.

Czernobog's Chosen: You look as if you could take on the world.

Comrade Smersh: Bah.

Patriot Fury smiles proudly

Comrade Smersh lights up a cigarette.

Patriot Fury waves a hand in front of her face with a mild look of disgust

Patriot Fury: Oh. Sorry.

Comrade Smersh supposes that, to a girl, her father is the most handsome man in the world...

Patriot Fury after Jack, of course

Czernobog's Chosen: You could be in a magazine. Advertising for heroics.

Czernobog's Chosen: Have you thought about posters?

Comrade Smersh: ...nyet?

[Tell] -->Czernobog's Chosen: *pictures a mild scowling face which still appears amused*

Czernobog's Chosen giggles.

Comrade Smersh: Propaganda wanted our blond-haired field commander instead, da?

Krasnaya Oktyabr: Comrade Field Commander. *nods*

Czernobog's Chosen: You scowl!

Comrade Smersh: Comrade Kraznaya.

Czernobog's Chosen flutters her wings.

Patriot Fury: Privyet

Krasnaya Oktyabr looks the two over, not having met them in person before

Patriot Fury: Papen'ka?

Comrade Smersh: Da?

Patriot Fury: Introductions?

Comrade Smersh: Oh.  Comrade Krasnaya, this is Alisa, my daughter.  You know Irina, I think.

Czernobog's Chosen: I met Comrade Krasnaya, da.

Krasnaya Oktyabr: Pleased to be meeting you both.

Krasnaya Oktyabr: We have spoken over comm several times.

Krasnaya Oktyabr: Hmm.

Comrade Smersh: Well, then.  I suppose that you should try that trick again with another agent, da?

Patriot Fury sighs lightly

Czernobog's Chosen: I must make her look into a mirror sometime.

Krasnaya Oktyabr: Is not often I find Section agents on street talking... is chance meetings?

Comrade Smersh: More or less, da.

Czernobog's Chosen cants her head a bit.

Patriot Fury: Irina and I just finished getting new suits from the tailor and were... comparing.

Patriot Fury: Papen'ka just happened by.

Czernobog's Chosen reaches to tug down the hem of her shorts, but stops.

Krasnaya Oktyabr: Ahh. *grins* I have done this few times; is enjoyable to have new things.

Patriot Fury nods approvingly

Comrade Smersh smokes.

Patriot Fury clears her throat

Krasnaya Oktyabr: Last time I visit Icon was to have costume made to help fit in Cimerora without so many stares.

Patriot Fury: Papen'ka... you've not said anything about my suit.  It is comfortable and flexible, but stylish?

Comrade Smersh: Ah...

Comrade Smersh: Da?  It looks a bit... exposed, da?

Patriot Fury looks down

Patriot Fury frowns

Patriot Fury: But...

Krasnaya Oktyabr: So speaks man in heavy armor? 

Patriot Fury: ...it has a jacket.

Czernobog's Chosen: Oh, a jacket is good.

Czernobog's Chosen: Jackets fix much, or so I am told.

Czernobog's Chosen has apparently been reading the Braille Cosmo.

Krasnaya Oktyabr: And, if weather is become too hot, jacket can be removed. Da.

Czernobog's Chosen: Da.

Czernobog's Chosen nods.

Comrade Smersh: ...Perhaps you should ask comrade Krasnaya?  I am... no authority, da?

Krasnaya Oktyabr chuckles

Czernobog's Chosen: Hm. I must be certain these boots are water and fire proofed.

Czernobog's Chosen: Pardon me...

Patriot Fury almost chuckles

Patriot Fury: You are too easy to tease, papen'ka.

Krasnaya Oktyabr: I spend time in Atlas, and see many costumes of horrific American styles. 

Patriot Fury: Farewell, Irina.

Comrade Smersh: Be well, da?

Patriot Fury: Ah. This reminds me.

Comrade Smersh: Perhaps something... armored.

Comrade Smersh and more modest.

Patriot Fury: My rooms are only paid for through the end of the month.

Patriot Fury: Do either of you have suggestions for after that?

Krasnaya Oktyabr: Armor is not for everyone. Is too confining, too restrictive of movements.

Comrade Smersh: You can always stay at our facility.

Patriot Fury nods agreement with Krasnaya

Comrade Smersh: Bah.  I have never found it so.

Krasnaya Oktyabr: Da. Is room in section facilities for more.

Patriot Fury: It is private?

Patriot Fury: After a day of fighting, my mind is tired.

Comrade Smersh is only a mediocre hand to hand combatant, really, who over-relies on his suit.

Comrade Smersh: As private as can be.  The walls are relatively well insulated.

Patriot Fury nods

Patriot Fury: I shall speak to the Strike Leader then.  That is proper?

Krasnaya Oktyabr: Da; also agents have respect for each other needs of quiet from time to times.

Comrade Smersh: Da.

Patriot Fury: For now... I must change for practice.

Patriot Fury: I shall see you there.

Comrade Smersh nods.

Comrade Smersh: I should get my paperwork done as well, da?

Patriot Fury reaches up to place a peck on Smersh's cheek

Krasnaya Oktyabr: As you saying, comrade.

Patriot Fury: Da svidaniya

Krasnaya Oktyabr chuckles

Comrade Smersh smiles to Alisa.

[at the meeting]

[SuperGroup] Comrade Smersh: Comrades.

[SuperGroup] Chernozem: Good evening again Papen'ka

[SuperGroup] Comrade Smersh: You are well, Alisa?

[SuperGroup] Chernozem: Of course

Comrade Smersh: ...

Comrade Smersh raises an eyebrow.

Chernozem: Da?

Comrade Smersh: What is that you are wearing?

Chernozem blinks innocently

Chernozem: It is a uniform, papen'ka.

Comrade Smersh rubs his head.

Chernozem: Although perhaps not as "uniform" as it could be.

Comrade Smersh sighs.

Chernozem: I do not like restriction around my abdomen

Comrade Smersh: ...

Comrade Smersh is just exasperated, but gives up as he cannot deny anything to his girls.

Comrade Smersh: So... are you adjusting well to Paragon, then?

Chernozem: Indeed.

Chernozem: Everyone here has been quite helpful and informative.

Comrade Smersh smirks.

Chernozem: I've spent much time hunting with agents, patriots, and consultants.

Chernozem grins

Comrade Smersh: ...consultants?

Comrade Smersh: Not Paladin.

Chernozem: Did you not hire Doctor...

Chernozem: Da. Doctor Paladin.

Comrade Smersh: He is almost as bad as Wright.

Comrade Smersh sighs.

Chernozem: Who?

Comrade Smersh: Agent Wright, who has, as usual, disappeared for some time with but a note on the refrigerator.

Chernozem: Did he give a good reason?

Comrade Smersh: You presume, then, that he gave any reason, da?

Chernozem: One would assume... but then I suppose not everyone is as diligent as one could hope

Comrade Smersh: The text of his note was as follows: Out and about.  Back whenever.

Chernozem raises an eyebrow

Chernozem: And he is an agent for Special Section 8?

Comrade Smersh: He is good at what he does.

Chernozem: But insubordination?

Comrade Smersh: And, certainly, you have had to work with... unsavory individuals in the past, da?

Chernozem: Of course, but generally they were not members of my agencies.

Comrade Smersh: Comrade Mariketh.

Chernozem glances up

Chernozem: Privyet

Mariketh: Good evening, comrades.

Questing Eagle: Hi!

Chernozem: Hello, Caytlin

Comrade Smersh: Hello, Caytlin,.

Comrade Smersh: New suit, da?

Questing Eagle grins.  "I needed it."

Comrade Smersh frowns a bit.

Comrade Smersh: You should have asked.

Questing Eagle: I'm not replacing my armor, I"m replacing the spandex.

Comrade Smersh: Ah.

Comrade Smersh: Well, it does look good... functional as well, I hope?

Questing Eagle nods.

Questing Eagle: As Jessie would say, it's a Frost original.

Comrade Smersh nods.

Questing Eagle: Though the best part of it...came from Cayt.

Comrade Smersh lights up a cigarette.

Comrade Smersh: From Cayt?

Questing Eagle: Check this out.

Comrade Smersh: Ah!  Very nice!

Comrade Smersh does not mention he helped with that.

Questing Eagle: She said she got it going back to old Rome.  I checked out the place yesterday...they've got some INCREDIBLE weapons there.

Soviet-Shadow frowns

Soviet-Shadow: The last two meetinks have been somewhat underwhelmink, da?

Questing Eagle: Even my original sword wasn't this good quality.

Questing Eagle: But I really needed a new look.  The cape and spandex look just isn't me.

Comrade Smersh: Well, shall we begin?

Comrade Smersh: I suspect more agents shall filter in as we progress, da?

Comrade Smersh: First is, of course, commendations.

Comrade Smersh: The Steel Veteran's Award, for six months service: Agents Riot Control XVII and Karloff.

Comrade Smersh: Duty Award, Third Class: Agent Mantis Strike.

Comrade Smersh: And the Duty Award, Second Class to Agents Chernozem and Dr. Paladin.

Chernozem slides a glance at Smersh

Comrade Smersh: Well done, Alisa.

Comrade Smersh: Comrade Strike Leader, your report?

Soviet-Shadow: Very little this week, Comrade Field Commander.

Mariketh shifts

Soviet-Shadow: I should note that we usually lose ground in the city's notoreity polls during the 'crime-fighting' initiatives like last weekend...

Soviet-Shadow: ...normally, we make up this ground in our usual slow-and-steady way.

Soviet-Shadow: However, that was not the case this weekend.

Comrade Smersh: Oh?

Soviet-Shadow: We gained one position, in fact.   To #68.

Comrade Smersh: Excellent!

Chernozem nods appreciation

Soviet-Shadow: While it is only one slot, it DOES represent a new high for the Section.

Soviet-Shadow: As our previous was #69.

Comrade Smersh nods sagely.

Soviet-Shadow: Moreover, we are not TOO far from overhaulink the 'Gods of Villainy'

Aluminum Ant: Ooh..

Soviet-Shadow: Which would be satisfyink.

Chernozem frowns at the group name

Comrade Smersh: A worthy goal in and of itself, da.

Soviet-Shadow: This past week, we unseated 'Malevolence', also a worthy goal.

Mariketh: Is groups of heroes?

Soviet-Shadow: Hero Groups seem underrepresented in the 'Power Rankinks', and I would not be surprised if we were in the Top 30, amongst heroic groups.

Soviet-Shadow: Nyet, is all organized groups of superbeinks in Paragon and the Rogue Isles.

Comrade Smersh: Probably not... for some reason, the power rankings also include villains.

Mariketh: Ah.  I see.

Soviet-Shadow: So we are #68 overall, and may well be in the top 30 among groups in Paragon City.

Comrade Smersh: I should imagine the auditors that have the job of gathering that information risk much danger... and I suspect that is the reason so many 'villains' rank so highly.

Soviet-Shadow: But the principle news was that we have, indeed, never been so high.

Questing Eagle: Cool.

Soviet-Shadow: That concludes my report for this week.

Comrade Smersh nods.

Comrade Smersh: For other news... I have... hired a consultant.  An expert in dimensional physics... one Dr. Paladin.  He is highly unorthodox, and *not* to be regarded as a full member of the Section.

Chernozem frowns

Fortune of War raises an eyebrow

Aluminum Ant tilts its head

Questing Eagle: Er...can I ask why?

Comrade Smersh: He is, however, a brilliant and talented troubleshooter, so do feel free to assist him if you see him about.

Mariketh: Is one talking about coffee earlier?

Comrade Smersh: Da, that would be him.

Mariketh frowns and mouths, "Boring".

Comrade Smersh: I have tasked him with working with Tatyana... I believe there may be other survivors of the Siberian Dimensional Incident out there, and I would like to locate them if possible.

Comrade Smersh: So.

Comrade Smersh: Does anyone have any... news from the weekend they would wish to share with the Section?

Chernozem would but not after Smersh's comments about the good Doc

Comrade Smersh: Alisa, you said you were working with Paladin this weekend?

Chernozem: Da

Comrade Smersh: Bah.

Comrade Smersh: Comrade Drago, you have something to add?

Dragoslav: Not at this time, Commander, but thank you.

Comrade Smersh thinks Drago lies.  But won't say it.

Aluminum Ant whirrs

Comrade Smersh: Well, then.  If there is nothing more...?

Comrade Smersh: Well, then, comrades.

Comrade Smersh: Initiate transport protocol Rho Chi Seven Eight dash Two!

Comrade Smersh: To Atlas, da?

Comrade Smersh: Well.  Malta operating in the shadow of Vanguard.  Why am I not surprised?

Comrade Smersh: Alisa?

Chernozem: Da, Papen'ka?

Aluminum Ant: ..eeeh.  

Comrade Smersh: Were you attacked by a Hellion who stole half of your shirt?  We shall get you a new one, da?

Questing Eagle: Because Malta operates wherever there's shadows?

Stolista: and the Knives of Artemis have office space in Atlas Park

Chernozem lips quirk

Aluminum Ant buzzes

Chernozem: Restrictive cloth, papen'ka. Remember?

Stolista: Under the nose of Longbow

Comrade Smersh sighs.

Questing Eagle: Longbow are useless.

Dragoslav: I think her shirt, and what it covers, is beautiful.

Aluminum Ant: We will have to zap them!

Comrade Smersh: ...

Dragoslav: We are not Amish. We are Russian.

Stolista: Ukranian

Comrade Smersh: You do realize this is my daughter you speak of, da?

Dragoslav: ...would you rather she act ashamed?

Questing Eagle: ...Dad, do you even KNOW what Cayt's weekend job is?

Dragoslav: We have the most beautiful women in the world.

Comrade Smersh: ...da.

Dragoslav: So! Let's get to work.

Comrade Smersh: *groans inwardly*

Questing Eagle: Okay then.

Czernobog's Chosen tugs her shorts down.

Aluminum Ant: *whirrs*

[Tell] Questing Eagle: *whispers*  Cayt's a model.  I've seen pictures of her in much more revealing clothes than that.

[Tell] -->Questing Eagle: *chuckles softly*

Comrade Smersh: Lovely.  Carnies as well.

Fortune of War: and carnies? eek 

Aluminum Ant: There are a lot of dangerous entities in Atlas Park tonight!

Questing Eagle: Like us?  *grins*

Aluminum Ant: Indeed, Comrade! *buzzes*

Comrade Smersh: Bah.

Aluminum Ant: I am okay! *whirrs*

Questing Eagle: Now that was cool.

Aluminum Ant: eeh?

Questing Eagle: The flash combined with the smoke grenade.  I could see where every one of them was, even the invisible ones.

Aluminum Ant: Ooh.. neat!

Questing Eagle: I'll have to see if I can reproduce that with fog and lightning.

Comrade Smersh: Clearly.  That would be... cool, da?

Questing Eagle: Da!

Aluminum Ant returns you from the brink of death and heals you for 1184.16 points.

Chernozem: Spasiba, comrade

Aluminum Ant: Are you functioning alright, Comrade? *whirrs*

Aluminum Ant: Those caltrops are very sharp.

Chernozem: Da.

Questing Eagle: Here.

Comrade Smersh: Give your old man a break, da?  I was on my way!

Questing Eagle: To the left.

Questing Eagle: Now why would I do that?

Aluminum Ant: *buzzes, almost a giggle*

Comrade Smersh: Bah.

Questing Eagle: Box.

Comrade Smersh: This box?

Questing Eagle: Yeah.

Aluminum Ant: *notes the heading on the notes is the old USSR seal*  

Comrade Smersh: Well.  It seems that we have some portal work...

Comrade Smersh: Bah.

Chernozem: Papen'ka?

Comrade Smersh: Sniper.

Chernozem: Ah

You Recall  Czernobog's Chosen close to you

Czernobog's Chosen: Spasiba.

Chernozem: Would anyone else like a quick ride?

Questing Eagle: Please.

You Recall  Questing Eagle close to you

Questing Eagle: Thanks.

Chernozem: Not to worry

Comrade Smersh: *grumbles*

Aluminum Ant: Is something wrong, Comrade?

Comrade Smersh: Nyet, not at all.

Aluminum Ant: *whirrs*

Comrade Smersh: Shadows.

Comrade Smersh: Darkness.

Comrade Smersh: Bah.

Fortune of War: Oi...lovely 

Czernobog's Chosen: Nothing new, then.

Chernozem sighs

Dragoslav chuckles.

Comrade Smersh: Boom.  The portal is down.

Aluminum Ant: Boom!

Comrade Smersh: So, Caytlin, what have you and your husband been up to?

Questing Eagle: Oh, Mike's in a play.

Questing Eagle: That reminds me.

Comrade Smersh: Da?

Questing Eagle: I found out yesterday that jumping off of cliffs weirds ancient Romans out.

Comrade Smersh: ...why did you find this out?

Aluminum Ant: Ooh?

Questing Eagle: Because I fell off a cliff.

Questing Eagle: And I wasn't going to let myself splat...

Comrade Smersh: Try not to do that, da?

Questing Eagle: I was trying not to!

Questing Eagle: I just got knocked off my feet.

Comrade Smersh: Okay, then... so how, precisely, did this weird them out?  They did have cliffs back then, da?

Comrade Smersh: They even had cliffs when I was but a boy, believe it or not.

Questing Eagle: Well, I didn't fall.

Czernobog's Chosen: Before the Earth formed?

Chernozem snickers

Comrade Smersh: Bah.

Aluminum Ant: Ooh.. flying!  Surely they have seen other entities fly before, though?

Questing Eagle: He's not THAT old.  I mean, he hunted dinosaurs when he was my age, right?

Czernobog's Chosen: Uphill, both ways, in the snow.

Questing Eagle: Of course in the snow.  It was Russia.

Dragoslav: Now, now. I'm sure Pangaea had plenty of cliffs.

Comrade Smersh: And I had to feed my sabertooth kitten every night, or he should have eaten me instead.

Czernobog's Chosen: The People's Smilodon.

Fortune of War laughs

Chernozem strangled laughter

Comrade Smersh: Wonderful.  Evil, in the form of a lingerie model.

Comrade Smersh: You will not threaten the innocent again, comrade Black Swan...

Questing Eagle: My eyes!  *giggles*

Comrade Smersh: Up here.

Comrade Smersh: I think that is all, comrades?

Czernobog's Chosen: I think so.

Questing Eagle: I think so.

Comrade Smersh: Hmmm.

Questing Eagle: That looks fun.

Aluminum Ant: *whirrs*

Comrade Smersh: Does it not, though?

Aluminum Ant: They are helping him dance!

Dragoslav: Not exactly, Ant.

Aluminum Ant: Eeh?

Comrade Smersh: Bah.  Comrade Babbage, you are hardly worth my time...

Questing Eagle: Hee.

Comrade Smersh: There.  He is tagged, then.

Aluminum Ant: *whirrs* 

Comrade Smersh: Well... let us return then, da?

Comrade Smersh: Well... what is next then?

Comrade Smersh: You may think you are important here, comrade Wrecker, but you are nothing.

Questing Eagle: Oh, fine, spoil my fun.

Comrade Smersh: As often as I can, da?

Comrade Smersh: *chuckles*

Questing Eagle: *grins*

Aluminum Ant: *buzzes, almost a giggle*

Aluminum Ant: Wheee!

Questing Eagle: You okay, Ant?

Aluminum Ant: I am functioning well, Comrade!

Questing Eagle: Good.

Questing Eagle: So how come he looks younger than the back alley brawler?

Comrade Smersh: A large part of age is how young you feel, da?

Czernobog's Chosen: The Commander looks very young, despite his assistance in forming continental divides.

Questing Eagle: *snickers*

Chernozem just shakes her head

Questing Eagle: Were there cigarettes back then?

Comrade Smersh: Da.  Though I had to harvest wild tobacco.

Soviet-Shadow: *is used to fightink by her Field Commander's side and gettink punched in the face for it*

Soviet-Shadow: *like that*

Comrade Smersh: Bah!

Questing Eagle: Yeesh.

Chernozem rubs her temples

Aluminum Ant breaks into the celebratory dance!

Comrade Smersh lights up a cigarette.

Chernozem steps back

Chernozem pops a couple of aspirin

Comrade Smersh: Well done, comrades.

Aluminum Ant: Yay!

Comrade Smersh: I think... that shall do for me this evening, da?

Dragoslav: Agreed.

Czernobog's Chosen: Da. I think I am ready to rest.

Questing Eagle: Aww...

Stolista: *nods*

Aluminum Ant: ..ooh.  Indeed.  It is very late!  It is time to return home and recharge.

[Tell] -->Soviet-Shadow: *leaves a note on Sasha's desk requesting a room in the base, preferably isolated towards the back*

Comrade Smersh: Be well, comrades.

Chernozem: Good night everyone, Papen'ka.

Czernobog's Chosen: Good night, comrades.

Comrade Smersh: Good night, Alisa, Caytlin.

Questing Eagle: G'night Dad.
