Cosmonaut Prime: Hmm.

Cosmonaut Prime: I see you were listening to the police band as well.

Alisa Korsakova: Natasha

Cosmonaut Prime nods.

Cosmonaut Prime: To work, then.

Alisa Korsakova: It is what we do.

Cosmonaut Prime: Brr.

Alisa Korsakova: I'm afraid I can't warm the ice up.

[SuperGroup] Czernobog's Chosen: Privyet.

[SuperGroup] Alisa Korsakova: Hello, Irina

[SuperGroup] Cosmonaut Prime: Irina.

[SuperGroup] Czernobog's Chosen: Alisa. Good to see you are...feeling...better.

[SuperGroup] Czernobog's Chosen: And Natasha.

Alisa Korsakova looks confused

[SuperGroup] Alisa Korsakova: When was I not feeling well?

[SuperGroup] Czernobog's Chosen: ...Sunday. You spent much...time in your room. I thought you must be, um, unwell.

Alisa Korsakova chortles

[SuperGroup] Alisa Korsakova: Nyet.  I was fine.

[SuperGroup] Czernobog's Chosen: Ah. Good! Good.

[SuperGroup] Alisa Korsakova: I'll tell you about my day, later, da?

[SuperGroup] Czernobog's Chosen: Ahm. Da. I can hardly... <clears throat> wait.

Cosmonaut Prime: Privyet.

Czernobog's Chosen: Privyet.

Czernobog's Chosen: Alisa.

Czernobog's Chosen sniffs at the air and blushes.

Alisa Korsakova: Irina.  Good to see you.

Czernobog's Chosen: Bunsen.

Alisa Korsakova turns around

Bunsen Burner: Hello!

Bunsen Burner smiles.

Alisa Korsakova: Hello.

Cosmonaut Prime: Privyet.

Cosmonaut Prime has been working with Alisa.

Cosmonaut Prime who uses ice.

Cosmonaut Prime you do the math.

Bunsen Burner adjusts his goggles, and thanks Fate once more mentally.

Cosmonaut Prime: Bunsen, this is Alisa.

Alisa Korsakova: A pleasure.

Bunsen Burner: Yes it is!

Bunsen Burner grins.

Alisa Korsakova smiles

Cosmonaut Prime hmphs.

Alisa Korsakova: *to the side* I like your friends.

Cosmonaut Prime: Indeed.

Bunsen Burner: <(The sweat drop and the freaky side-to-side dance are suppressed at the moment.)

Czernobog's Chosen leans in and whispers something to Alisa.

[Tell] Czernobog's Chosen: Natasha has a new shirt. I don't suppose you'd...um...

Alisa Korsakova hmphs a little

Bunsen Burner: Time to limber up!

Cosmonaut Prime: ...quite.

[Tell] -->Czernobog's Chosen: A thin, tan young woman (younger than Alisa) striking black and blue pants and a very small black shirt... with really out of date hair. *can't stop a slight feeling of satiation leaking over*

Czernobog's Chosen: < tries not  to do her impression of a clumsy, gawky Anne Hathaway>

Alisa Korsakova: Ouch

Cosmonaut Prime: Well, *that* was spectacular.

Alisa Korsakova: I need more practice. I'm sorry.

Cosmonaut Prime: Perhaps that big one, all by himself.

Czernobog's Chosen: You are getting better, Alisa.

Alisa Korsakova: Practice practice

Czernobog's Chosen: Hm.

Cosmonaut Prime: Irina?

Czernobog's Chosen: The Tsoo have stolen the corpse of a leshya from a museum back home.

[Tell] -->Czernobog's Chosen: *tries to show you a picture of herself with the boots you gave her*

Cosmonaut Prime: You pushed me off a cliff...

Czernobog's Chosen: Oh. Were you standing there?

Cosmonaut Prime: Da.

Czernobog's Chosen: Many apologies, then.

Cosmonaut Prime: A pleasant reminder of the sensation of free fall... though the stop was rather less pleasant.

Alisa Korsakova chuckles

Czernobog's Chosen: I could have picked a higher cliff, I suppose, and given you more fall time.

Cosmonaut Prime: Thank you, but nyet.

Czernobog's Chosen: Never say I did not offer.

Cosmonaut Prime rubs her bruised bottom.

Cosmonaut Prime: Fair enough.

[Tell] Czernobog's Chosen: <is very obviously pleased>

Czernobog's Chosen: Well, I do not intend to let these people take a national relic from home.

Cosmonaut Prime: Clearly not.

Cosmonaut Prime: I think I am glad I did not change into something warmer... once again, all this fire, da?

Czernobog's Chosen: I expect it will only get hotter.

Bunsen Burner: It will.

Bunsen Burner: Your checkout is overdue, sorceror!

Czernobog's Chosen: ...is that the best line you have, Bunsen?

Bunsen Burner: ...for the moment, yes.

Cosmonaut Prime: Well, that takes care of that.

Czernobog's Chosen: I think that may be all.

Czernobog's Chosen: Alisa, do you like the boots?

Alisa Korsakova: I love them.

Alisa Korsakova: Thank you.

Alisa Korsakova thinks "So does Jack."

Czernobog's Chosen: Perhaps I should buy Natasha a pair.

Cosmonaut Prime: ...?

Alisa Korsakova shrugs

Czernobog's Chosen wonders if she just said that out loud.

Alisa Korsakova: If you'd like

Czernobog's Chosen: I would hate for you to be jealous.

Bunsen Burner: ...Vixen Footwear is having a half off sale.

Cosmonaut Prime: ...why should I require such boots?

Bunsen Burner blinks.

Alisa Korsakova: Because they look good, Natasha

Czernobog's Chosen taps her foot and a knife springs out the toe.

Czernobog's Chosen: And are practical.

Cosmonaut Prime: Gimmicky.  Yet possibly effective.

Czernobog's Chosen: Made in St. Petersburg.

Cosmonaut Prime: Genuine stilletto heels, da?

Czernobog's Chosen: Da.

Cosmonaut Prime: Still... I think red is not my color.

Czernobog's Chosen: They do come in other shades.

Alisa Korsakova makes note of Bunsen's comment and plans to go shoe shopping

Cosmonaut Prime would probably actually look spectacular in red.

Bunsen Burner whispers, "Come out to plaaaaaay"

Cosmonaut Prime streeeeetches.

Bunsen Burner: <<beaker almost crashes into a damn building taking off seeing that>

Bunsen Burner: Whoo!

Cosmonaut Prime: Whoo?

Bunsen Burner: Good thing I paid attention in TaeBo class today!

Cosmonaut Prime: Are you partially owl, then?

Czernobog's Chosen: ...I think I broke my hand.

Bunsen Burner: ...that was awesome.

Cosmonaut Prime: Yes.  Yes it was.

Alisa Korsakova smiles broadly at Bunsen

Bunsen Burner: You rock, Boggie!

Bunsen Burner grins

Cosmonaut Prime: ....Boggie?

Czernobog's Chosen: ...Boggie?

Cosmonaut Prime: Boggie?!?

Alisa Korsakova: Who or what is Boggie?

Czernobog's Chosen: I believe I am Boggie.

Bunsen Burner: Yeah.

Cosmonaut Prime: You may injure him if you wish, Irina.

Czernobog's Chosen: Zhanna would be upset, and would leave poison ivy in my underwear drawer.

Bunsen Burner: Aw! I'll come up with a name for you too, if you want. You don't have to be jealous.

Cosmonaut Prime: ...

Cosmonaut Prime: ...Zhanna!?!?

Alisa Korsakova laughs

Cosmonaut Prime: I can scarce credit it!

Czernobog's Chosen: Da. Zhanna. Kohlstadt's sister.

Cosmonaut Prime: Da.

Czernobog's Chosen: She is young. Who can say?

Cosmonaut Prime: She will outgrow him, I am certain.

Alisa Korsakova: Natasha... get off your back will you?

Cosmonaut Prime: *sigh*

Cosmonaut Prime: The pretty stars...

Bunsen Burner: I could wake her up.

Czernobog's Chosen: Touch her and die.

Bunsen Burner: See? She's up!

Cosmonaut Prime: I want to hurt him.

Alisa Korsakova: I would just have to heal him, Natasha

Cosmonaut Prime: You could, hmm... forget?

Alisa Korsakova: Nyet.

Alisa Korsakova especially not for Natasha

Cosmonaut Prime: Hmph.

Cosmonaut Prime: Primitive.

Cosmonaut Prime: My space ship was much more advanced.

Czernobog's Chosen: And it likely knew just where to go.

Cosmonaut Prime: Wait...

Cosmonaut Prime: These appear to be plans for a... model rocket.

Czernobog's Chosen snickers.

Cosmonaut Prime: ...based upon some television programme...

Alisa Korsakova: Why would we be sent after those.

Bunsen Burner: ...I'd hope yours was more advanced.

Cosmonaut Prime: ...Freaks, da?

Czernobog's Chosen: No one accused them of being smart. Just being thieves.

Cosmonaut Prime: Hmm... there is a label.

Cosmonaut Prime: Property of Billy Williamson, third grade.

Cosmonaut Prime: *sighs*

Czernobog's Chosen: Worse. Stealing from primary schoolers.

Cosmonaut Prime: I am certain that he saved his lunch money for weeks.  Our good deed for the day, da?

Czernobog's Chosen: Da.

Alisa Korsakova: Da

Alisa Korsakova yawns

Alisa Korsakova: I think I should return home.

Alisa Korsakova: It was an exciting weekend.

Czernobog's Chosen turns crimson.

Alisa Korsakova: Are you all right, Irina?

Alisa Korsakova: You're a little flushed all of a sudden.

Czernobog's Chosen: ...da...fine...

Cosmonaut Prime: You do look a bit feverish...

Cosmonaut Prime lays the back of her hand across Irina's forehead.

Czernobog's Chosen is very suddenly quite hot.

Czernobog's Chosen: Ah. Likely the enclosed space.

Cosmonaut Prime: You feel... very hot, da?

Czernobog's Chosen: And the fire.

Cosmonaut Prime: You should perhaps... lie down.

Czernobog's Chosen tries not to fall over.

Alisa Korsakova rocks back on her heels a little

Alisa Korsakova: ...

Czernobog's Chosen: Uhm. Da. Lie down.

Cosmonaut Prime grabs Irina's arm, to help support her.

Cosmonaut Prime: Here... I can help you back to the base, da?

Czernobog's Chosen is caught between bravado and wounded dove, somewhere.

Czernobog's Chosen: ...spasiba.

Alisa Korsakova doesn't mention that she's heading that way already

Cosmonaut Prime: You need good borscht... I think Krasnaya made some.

Alisa Korsakova: Umm...

Alisa Korsakova: It's gone.

Cosmonaut Prime glances at Alisa.

Czernobog's Chosen: ...so is the whipped cream.

Alisa Korsakova: But there may be some leftover Pashka

Cosmonaut Prime: ...

Czernobog's Chosen wonders what the hell is coming out of her mouth today.

Alisa Korsakova: ...

Bunsen Burner: Maybe we could go get some stuff to make more.

Cosmonaut Prime: ...what does whipped cream have to do with borscht?

Bunsen Burner: You know, if Prime could stay with her.

Bunsen Burner glances at Alisa.

Alisa Korsakova quickly "Nothing, Natasha.  Absolutely nothing.

Czernobog's Chosen: Nothing. I was just noting the contents of the fridge.

Bunsen Burner: She's thinkin' dessert before dinner. Silly!

Cosmonaut Prime looks confoozled.

Bunsen Burner: We need to get her laying down.

Bunsen Burner: Come on, Alisa, let's go to the store.

Bunsen Burner: A lot.

Alisa Korsakova blinks

Alisa Korsakova: The store?

Cosmonaut Prime: But who will cook it?  I cannot.

Bunsen Burner: I can cook.

Bunsen Burner: ....I'm a chemist.

Alisa Korsakova: Don't look at me... I nearly killed Jack with my vareniky

Czernobog's Chosen thinks, "That's not all you almost killed him with."

Alisa Korsakova sighs

Alisa Korsakova: Bunsen and I will pick something up for you then.
