Irina wasn't fond of the transporters. They disoriented her spatial sense, and it always took several moments to get her head around where she had gone. She waited for the day when she took the wrong one, or the destinations got crossed, and she walked into a lake or a wall instead of the KGB base.

She whistled a snatch of the Anthem and listened to the familiar echoes. No lake today.

Her boots thunked on the floor as she stepped down from the transport pad and into the foyer. Brick made for good sound reflection. If Sasha had soundproofed the place, she would have been in trouble. But it did mean that stray sounds bounced around more, down the long halls to the heart of the complex. And Irina had very good ears.

At the head of the hall into the agents' wing, before she had even reached the meeting room, she heard the first throaty moan. She paused and canted her head to listen. Faint, very faint, but there. It came from the ceiling, which meant it had likely carried through the metal air vents.

Another moan. Female for certain. At first, she wondered if someone had gotten hurt. But after a moment, she realized that pain had nothing to do with it.

She walked down the hall toward the agents' quarters. If someone wanted to have a little fun, that was their business, not hers. She just needed to make certain that Alisa was all right. Although she couldn't think of who might be quite so...boisterous. Caitlyn and her husband, maybe. Were Smersh's daughters as fertile as their father? If so, it wouldn't surprise her to see grandchildren in the Commander's immediate future. With that kind of vigorous sport, at least two or three.

The sound got louder the closer she got to Alisa's room.

Did Alisa have neighbors? She hoped her friend wasn't sick, or worse, down with a migraine from too much psionic work with difficult minds. Imagine being laid up in bed, head shrilling and eyes on fire with pain, while the wall next to you thumped with the impacts of a headboard. If that were the case, Irina would go pound on the door of whoever made that much noise and make them stop, even if she had to pour cold water on them.

"JACK! Oh."

Um. What?

Irina paused outside her friend's door. Now, she couldn't deny the fact that the sound came right through there. Loud, wanton moans, and definitely Alisa's. Then the hiss of compressed air combined with the soft fwoosh of whipped cream.

Under the blindfold, Irina's eyes grew very wide.

The masculine voice couldn't belong to anyone but Jack Paladin. "You've got a problem, babe. Too much whipped cream. And I know how to solve it."

Lenin's underpants. Shock rooted her in place, but broke at the soft whimper from inside. It was a terrible, horrible line. And they were...oh, hell.

No wonder Alisa wasn't answering her radio.

When another loud groan drifted through the door, Irina fled. Her friend was fine. And wouldn't be fighting crime today.

Or probably tomorrow, either.
