[SuperGroup] Soviet Shadow: Preevyet, Agents.  Who is here to assist?

[SuperGroup] Cosmonaut Prime: I am.

[SuperGroup] Mariketh: I am able to assist in a short bit.

[SuperGroup] Alisa Korsakova: I am available, Strike Leader.

[SuperGroup] Soviet Shadow: Well, then ... it is a start, da?

[SuperGroup] Cosmonaut Prime: We shall see what we have, yes?

[SuperGroup] Soviet Shadow: Da ... Six are needed.

[SuperGroup] Questing Eagle: Hey guys.

[SuperGroup] Soviet Shadow: Preevyet, Comrade Agent.

[SuperGroup] Alisa Korsakova: Hello, Caytlin

[SuperGroup] Soviet Shadow: Are you available to assist with the Bastion ... ehr... Citadel task, Comrade Agent?

Fate's Guardian: Hi.

Cosmonaut Prime: Comrade.

Soviet Shadow: Preevyet, Comrade.

Questing Eagle: Hello.

Cosmonaut Prime: So.  We help the robot, then.

Soviet Shadow: That is the plan, da.

Soviet Shadow: We only await two others.

Soviet Shadow: As I recall, his task are not so lonk, compared to some.  

Questing Eagle: *nods*

Soviet Shadow: Preevyet, Comrade Agent.

Cosmonaut Prime: Well.  Once Mariketh joins us, we shall be prepared, yes?

Mantis Strike: *Yawns and squeaks*

Soviet Shadow: Just so.

Soviet Shadow: When all agents have arrived, we shall begin at once.

Soviet Shadow: Sasha is hopeful that this might be finished by seven, in time for Mythbusters!  We shall see.

Questing Eagle: *giggles*

Fate's Guardian: We have a goal now.

Cosmonaut Prime: Is wonderful device, DVR.

Soviet Shadow: Just so!

Questing Eagle: The problem with Mythbusters is that I can't watch it with Mom.  She starts criticizing their 'scientific method'.

[SuperGroup] Yelena: Hello 

Cosmonaut Prime: Is not about science.  Is about explosions.

[SuperGroup] Soviet Shadow: Preevyet, Comrade Agent

Mantis Strike: Um....you try watching any sort of nature program with my Papa...

Questing Eagle: I just like watching them get all exiceted about...yeah.

Questing Eagle: The point of the show is to blow things up.

Mantis Strike: ....I mean, Papa even criticises lions....

[SuperGroup] Soviet Shadow: There is yet one spot open to assist Comrade Citadel, if you wish to do so.

[SuperGroup] Yelena: Sure

Cosmonaut Prime: Lazy beasts.  Capitalists in the extreme.

[SuperGroup] Soviet Shadow: We are short of defender-class agents, so you shall be welcome!

Cosmonaut Prime: They exploit the proletariat females.

Questing Eagle: She's worse with 'MacGuyver'.  Nooooo, you can't do that with sodium, you need lithium for a REAL bomb...

Fate's Guardian: Or Cesium.

Mantis Strike: ...Lions are capitalists?

Cosmonaut Prime: Cesium is slow.

[SuperGroup] Yelena: Short on? 

Yelena: Hello 

[SuperGroup] Soviet Shadow: This was attempt at ironic joke.

Mantis Strike: .....Um...

[SuperGroup] Yelena: Oh. 

Soviet Shadow: Bah.  All Sasha knows is that she enjoys the show.

Cosmonaut Prime: Is for entertainment purposes only.

Soviet Shadow: There.  We are all assembled.  Unless there are any objections, we shall begin.

Cosmonaut Prime: Let us do this.

Soviet Shadow: Every scrapper may have a defender to keep them safe.  Is a good start.

Questing Eagle: Oh, I like this.

Soviet Shadow: Hmmm .... one moment ....

Cosmonaut Prime: I think we have scared away the strike leader....

Soviet Shadow: Though I would prefer not to have ice around me, da?

Soviet Shadow: Task Force .... 'Chrome'

Mantis Strike: ...I um...sorta don't notice the ice.

Soviet Shadow: Perhaps we are viewed as needless ornamentation.

Mariketh: Hmph.  Is ice around you normally.

Yelena: I'll try to remember... 

Cosmonaut Prime: Perfectly capitalist and contemptible.

Soviet Shadow: You are in a somewhat better mood today than normal, Comrade Alpha.

Cosmonaut Prime: Could be a worse day, I suppose.

Soviet Shadow: There.... this seems straightforward enough.

Mantis Strike: Oh!

Questing Eagle: This isn't so bad.

Soviet Shadow: We move quickly, to be certain.

Yelena: It helps to not be knocked around by the grenades as much 

Questing Eagle: *snicker*  Does this power make me look fat?

Mariketh: Is just bad light.

Cosmonaut Prime: This is why the fascists look so huge, then?

Mariketh: Da.

Mantis Strike: They're taller than me!

Questing Eagle: I thought that was because I was tiny.

Soviet Shadow: Spread out, find the last.  Report back.

Soviet Shadow: Here
Soviet Shadow: Hmmm .... Blueprints of a new Council Base.

Soviet Shadow: I suppose these are what Citadel wished.  I shall return them to him.

Cosmonaut Prime: And no better laid out than any other, I am certain.

Yelena: They all seem very similar

Questing Eagle: You know, I gotta wonder how the city hasn't collapsed on all these tunnels yet.

Fate's Guardian: Magic?

Questing Eagle: Probably.

Cosmonaut Prime: Ancient runes inscribed on Oranbegan pillars.

Soviet Shadow: It appears that this is part of a rapid Council expansion Comrade Citadel has been monitorink.  He has given us the new base's location, for purposes of scoutink out.

A new team task has been chosen.

Fate's Guardian: Or someone with wayyy too much time on their hands.

Fate's Guardian: Which isn't me.  I wash mine every day.

Questing Eagle: ...uh...yeah, we know this is the new base, we were just here.

Cosmonaut Prime: They expand so rapidly, they have already rebuilt this base we have just raided?

Fate's Guardian: I think we missed some last time.

Cosmonaut Prime: I think they must be cloning new soldiers.

Yelena: they are dimensional pockets? 

Soviet Shadow: No doubt a hidden, deeper level to the first base.

Cosmonaut Prime: Dani... what is that you are wearing?

Mantis Strike: ...They're taller than me.

Mantis Strike blushes

Mantis Strike: 's...clothing.

Questing Eagle: It's cute.

Mariketh looks approving.

Questing Eagle: But it doesn't look sturdy.

Cosmonaut Prime: I saw this in fashion magazine left in briefing room...

Mantis Strike: ...It has to be sturdy?

Yelena: well, not so much on this team 

Soviet Shadow: *makes a mental note to clean the briefink room more often*

Alisa Korsakova: It is generally considered wise to wear sturdy clothing when fighting

Mariketh: Feh.

Cosmonaut Prime: Is just us girls.  We shall not notice when your clothing rips to shreds.

Yelena: *will only bring in more magazines as she buys them* =) 

Questing Eagle: Uh...

Soviet Shadow: And Comrade Guardian?

Questing Eagle: The wizard dude is a guy?

Mariketh: Is just adding to fun.

Soviet Shadow: He is a rather sturdy girl, if he is.

Mariketh: *smiles*

Yelena: heh

Fate's Guardian: Last time I checked

Cosmonaut Prime: He does not count.  He is not KGB.  *sniffs*

Fate's Guardian: Am I still male?

Mantis Strike: Ifyou don't wanna be I can fix it!

Yelena: apparently there is snough estrogen around to doubt it. *laughs* 

Soviet Shadow: KGB Agents are to comport themselves at all times in a manner which does honor to the section, regardless of the company they are in.

Questing Eagle: We are?

Soviet Shadow: Da.

Mantis Strike: ...Um...

Cosmonaut Prime: *sigh*  Da, comrade Strike Leader.

Mariketh: So says Comrade Stick-in-Butt.

Questing Eagle: *snicker*  We've got a wild and crazy sense of honor.

Mariketh: *smiles sweetly at Soviet Shadow*

Soviet Shadow: Comrade Agent, if you wish to see this task through to completion, you shall remember what was spoken, the other week.

Questing Eagle: Hey, I'm behaving.

Soviet Shadow: I am not speakink of you, Comrade Eagle.

Mariketh: She is speaking of me.

Questing Eagle: Oh, good.  Because I couldn't remember what I was supposed to be remembering.

Mantis Strike: ...Why does everyone keep arguing all the time?

Fate's Guardian: Oh good.  I can't remember this morning, so there's no chance I'd remember last week.

Mariketh: Da, I am remembering.  I am just not thinking it was important.

Questing Eagle: *laughs!*

Mantis Strike: ...Um....

Cosmonaut Prime: Well, that was entertaining.

Alisa Korsakova: Da

Soviet Shadow: *reads over a report.*

Mantis Strike: Do our outfits have to be all formal and best representing the section and all?

Fate's Guardian: Now the question is will they rebuild it yet again.

Cosmonaut Prime: In the field, is up to agent's discretion.

Mariketh grins and cracks her wings, uncloaking them.

Soviet Shadow: There is no standard of uniform dress beyond the dress uniform.

Questing Eagle: I still don't have one of those.

Alisa Korsakova takes off her jacket for a moment

Mantis Strike: I got mine but Unclegevney kinda turned purple when he saw it

Cosmonaut Prime: The commander does seem rather high-strung.

Soviet Shadow: He has a great deal of responsibility.

Alisa Korsakova: I do not think he cared for mine either, Dani.

Mariketh: Is mattering?

Soviet Shadow: It should, perhaps.

Soviet Shadow: Let us go.

Soviet Shadow: There, that is one.  I shall continue to seek computers while you engage the enemy.

Soviet Shadow: In that way, we may more quickly complete the task before us.

Questing Eagle: No problem.

Questing Eagle: I found one.

Soviet Shadow: By all means, disable it after downloadink relevant informations.

Questing Eagle: *hands a data stick to Sasha*

Soviet Shadow: Spasiba

Yelena: there is a suspicious looking box

Cosmonaut Prime: Is done, here.

Soviet Shadow: 'Zenith Mech Men'   Just so.

Mariketh: *hands over parts to Sasha*

Soviet Shadow: Spasiba

Soviet Shadow: Apparently, these parts belonk to an upgraded design of 'Mech Men'

Soviet Shadow: We should deliver these to an expert.

Cosmonaut Prime: The current ones are made from tin cans... anything is improvement, da?

Questing Eagle: Everyone okay?

Alisa Korsakova: Da

Soviet Shadow: We have a new destination.  

Soviet Shadow: The expert is goink to look at the parts and inform Citadel as to their nature.  In the meantime, we simply have yet another Council Base to disable.

Cosmonaut Prime: Makework, then.

Questing Eagle: ...why would you put a base in a construction pit?  It's just going to get dug up.

Cosmonaut Prime: Perhaps they wish to hide it under another building.

Questing Eagle: More of those new mek men.

Soviet Shadow: This facility is, in some ways, more extensive than the others.

Soviet Shadow: And very linear.  

Soviet Shadow: In any event, a surgical attack against the leader seems impractical.

Questing Eagle: Up or down?

Soviet Shadow: Up

Mantis Strike: ...Um...there's nothing here.

Soviet Shadow: Save for the last guards.

Soviet Shadow: Now, we are done.

Soviet Shadow: Let us go.

Soviet Shadow: Hmp.

Soviet Shadow: The report is back.

Mantis Strike: It totally says Dani didn't do it!

Cosmonaut Prime: End of the world, perhaps?

Soviet Shadow: Nyet.  But... These robots are beink created from a reproduced version of the same technology that created Comrade Citadel.

Cosmonaut Prime: No... ransom!

Questing Eagle: If you didn't, who did?

Soviet Shadow: Fortunately, Comrade Manticore has discovered a facility where they are beink produced.

Soviet Shadow: We have been tasked with endink their production run.

Soviet Shadow: How the Council obtained this advanced technology is yet a mystery.

Questing Eagle: They stole it, of course.

Soviet Shadow: It is to be hoped.

Cosmonaut Prime: Citadel stands about all day.  They probably pretend to be heroes while X-raying him, yes?

Soviet Shadow: That ... is not an implausible idea.

Soviet Shadow: Hm.

Cosmonaut Prime: I am in need of training!  Tell me more!"  Click click.  "Oh, that noise?  You must just need to be oiled in your ear mechanisms...

Questing Eagle: It's not THAT hard to find copies of Citadel's plans.  Cayt had one for a while.

Mantis Strike: ...I think Papa still has some.

Soviet Shadow: Bah.

Soviet Shadow: Well, regardless how they come by them, we shall clean up the mess.

Mantis Strike: I totally ambushed them!

Cosmonaut Prime: Your papa would be proud, yes?

Soviet Shadow: Well done, Agent.

Mantis Strike: Well he always did say that if I'm not pissing off everything in the building I'm doing it wrong...

Questing Eagle: That sounds about right.

Mantis Strike: He kinda liked doing things like that.

Soviet Shadow: Work southward, as you can, into the base.  We need only arrest the supervisor who controls the codes for the production equipment.

Questing Eagle: But they're shooting at us!

Soviet Shadow: Da.  Of course, you may neutralize these, as well.

Cosmonaut Prime: Yes.  They have made chips in my ice.... is difficult to see through star-cracks.

Soviet Shadow: I only refer to the fact that we need not go to the ends of each passageway to search them all out, for once.

Mantis Strike: They seem to like shooting at me

Questing Eagle: Your sword glows.

Cosmonaut Prime: You are our largest target.

Soviet Shadow: Fascists they may be, but they know their duty.  And shootink at you is their duty.

Mantis Strike: Not my fault I'm tall!

Questing Eagle: See, I WANT to be tall.

Questing Eagle: Wanna switch?

Soviet Shadow: Meh.  They shoot at Sasha too, and I am small.  They simply shoot and shoot.

Soviet Shadow: Just so.

Soviet Shadow: Well done.

Soviet Shadow: Hmmm.....

Mantis Strike: I didn't do it!

Soviet Shadow: It appears this was 'Production Facility Charlie.'

Questing Eagle: Implying that there's an alpha and beta, at least.

Cosmonaut Prime: Indicating Alpha and Bravo, at least.

Soviet Shadow: The notes on the commander refer also to Production Facilities Alpha, Bravo, and Delta

Questing Eagle: ...Bravo.  Right.

Soviet Shadow: However, they give no location.

Soviet Shadow: So.

Questing Eagle: So we get to find out the old-fashioned way.

Soviet Shadow: We must wring the locations out of them the old fashioned .... da.

Alisa Korsakova: Questioning.

Soviet Shadow: Just so.

Soviet Shadow: Agents, disperse and question Council soldiers., let me know when you find somethink regardink Alpha, Bravo or Delta.

Soviet Shadow: Comrade Citadel suggests Independence Port, though perhaps others elswhere would also know.

Soviet Shadow: Hmmm... this one had information on Facility Delta.

Soviet Shadow: Any luck, there?

Cosmonaut Prime: Just a bit, yes.

Alisa Korsakova: Da, Strike Leader

Soviet Shadow: Alpha and Bravo?  Are their locations secured?

Cosmonaut Prime: Da.

Soviet Shadow: Aitlichni!  Well done.  I shall inform Comrade Citadel, though I suppose we can all guess what is next.

Soviet Shadow: Just so ... now we must completely shut down the remainink three facilities.

Soviet Shadow: *sighs* Let us start from the top, then.  Alpha is in Talos, it seems.

Cosmonaut Prime: Then we break it down.

Soviet Shadow: Just so.

Soviet Shadow: Well, then... to work, da?

Cosmonaut Prime: Da.

Soviet Shadow: Leave no soldier unarrested, no production machine undisabled.

Soviet Shadow: Here, comrades.

Mantis Strike: I found a thingy!

Soviet Shadow: Disable it, Agent!  Spasiba!

Mantis Strike: I wanted to but they kept shooting at me!

Soviet Shadow: Then disable them, if you can

Cosmonaut Prime: We did.

Soviet Shadow: Excellent.

Soviet Shadow: Well done!

Soviet Shadow: That was not so hard.

Soviet Shadow: But ... 

Soviet Shadow: It was also their oldest and presumably least-advanced facility.

Cosmonaut Prime: Then, Bravo.  In Independence Port.

Soviet Shadow: Now that they know we are 'on' tho them, we must move quickly before they reinforce the other two.

Soviet Shadow: Da.  Bravo, now.

Alisa Korsakova: *does not make a quick stop at Lauren's*

Yelena: watch out for the calamari

Alisa Korsakova: It appears they are tapping into the reactor.

Soviet Shadow: Bah

Questing Eagle: Who isn't?

Cosmonaut Prime: We are not.

Soviet Shadow: We have our own reactor.

Soviet Shadow: This is more of the same.  All agents, all machines, da?

Mariketh: Is quiet for production facility.

Soviet Shadow: Perhaps is a break for coffee and fascist cookies.

Cosmonaut Prime: And gossip, da?

Fate's Guardian: Do they taste as good as regular cookies?

Alisa Korsakova: They are bitter

Mariketh: Da,. gossip about Dani's new costume.

Alisa Korsakova: Taste like my cooking, although I would not make such

Cosmonaut Prime: And laced with strychnine.

Questing Eagle: How do you know that?

Alisa Korsakova: Which statement are you asking about Caytlin?

Fate's Guardian: So technically we could wait till the cookies kill them all.

Questing Eagle: Both.

Questing Eagle: Er...the ones about the cookie recipes.

Soviet Shadow: Da, but who knows what mischief they would work before their foul pastries delivered them to their well-deserved ultimate reward?

Alisa Korsakova: Try Eisenwand's cookies.  Although they are not laced with poison.

Cosmonaut Prime: They are fascists.... they also kick puppies and put razors in candy for children,

Soviet Shadow: Hmmm.  Not much to Bravo, either.

Soviet Shadow: Delta, however, is their newest, most well-hidden, and most-advanced facility.

Soviet Shadow: We must take care...

Fate's Guardian: And soon to be their most destroyed one as well.

Yelena: ...well hidden indeed...Dark astoria? 

Soviet Shadow: Da.

Soviet Shadow: Likely they keep their best secrets hidden there ... if there ARE any of their most advanced prototypes operational, we shall encounter them now, I should think.

Soviet Shadow: Well then.  Be on guard!  Let us go

Cosmonaut Prime: Here.

Soviet Shadow: Here also... have a care, regroup when we can

Soviet Shadow: Are all well?

Cosmonaut Prime: Of course.

Mariketh: Da,

Alisa Korsakova pants a little

Alisa Korsakova: Da

Soviet Shadow: Just so.

Yelena winces

Soviet Shadow: Still, we were injury-free up until now ... we are still doink well.

Questing Eagle smiles at Alisa.

Soviet Shadow: Beware!

Soviet Shadow: They have an advanced Mech 
Soviet Shadow: And I have upset him

Questing Eagle: I'm not impressed.

Mantis Strike: did you make him get a uniform too?

Questing Eagle: *smothers a giggle*

Soviet Shadow: None are required to own a uniform.

Soviet Shadow: In any event, Agent Eagle is correct...

Soviet Shadow: Alone, he was beatable... but a legion such as him might be a problem.

Mantis Strike: I totally ambushed them

Soviet Shadow: Here are some

Soviet Shadow: There!

Soviet Shadow: Their production facilities are destroyed.

Soviet Shadow: Now, but one task remains.

Cosmonaut Prime: Excellent.

Soviet Shadow: To prevent them from rebuildink, we must brink to justice the one responsible, the Council's Chief Technology Officer.

Cosmonaut Prime: His admin does all the work, da?

Soviet Shadow: Then we shall round up this 'admin' as well.

Yelena: Ambush in DA

Yelena: Hop it out. we cant' get back to you in time

Soviet Shadow: They are defeated.

Yelena: Oh good

Soviet Shadow: Three agents were sufficient, when such agents are KGB

Mantis Strike: Ok! Fancy saying thing with numbers and funny letters!

Fate's Guardian: This looks familiar.

Soviet Shadow: An opportunity to brink to justice one of the fascists-in-chief!  This is why we train every Wednesday, da?

Cosmonaut Prime: Indeed.

Soviet Shadow: If all are prepared, then let us go.

Mariketh: Training with soup?

Soviet Shadow: Workink in the kitchen, also is valuable.

Mariketh: <has soup kitchen duties on most Wednesdays.>

Mantis Strike: Um....I'm not allowed near the kitchen...

Soviet Shadow: It gives us the support of the People.  And it the support of The People that makes us stronk enough to defend them from such foes as this.

Mariketh: <looks doubtful, but for once doesn't say anything.>

Soviet Shadow: Communist Soup or Fascist Cookies?  I think the People will find the soup more nourishink.

Questing Eagle: But the cookies yummy.

Cosmonaut Prime: And less laden with poison and razors.

Mariketh: I thought cookies were being poisoned.

Mantis Strike: ...I've seen Jack's coffee...

Fate's Guardian: You know I'm going to want to soup recipe now.

Questing Eagle: If you can't taste the poison you'll still think they're yummy.

Cosmonaut Prime: Until your lungs seize up.

Mantis Strike: ...Im....um...ate some cookies. It kinda gave me cramps but I was ok....is that supposed to happen?

Cosmonaut Prime: Ask a doctor.

Soviet Shadow: Do not take cookies from fascists!  They are laden with the fat of corruption and the sugar of imperialism!

Cosmonaut Prime: And high fructose corn syrup.

Mariketh: And preservative.

Questing Eagle: What other kind of corn syrup would you cook with?

Fate's Guardian: As long as there's no aspartame
Cosmonaut Prime: No corn syrup.

Questing Eagle: But most cookie recipies I've ever made call for it.

Cosmonaut Prime: Only if you read the packaging of cookies from store.

Questing Eagle: I'm serious.

Cosmonaut Prime: I have never, ever, seen cookie recipe that required corn syrup.

Cosmonaut Prime: Or strychnine.

Questing Eagle: Really?

Cosmonaut Prime: Really.

Mantis Strike: Oooh!

Yelena: Most recipes taht I have seen call for sugar, or brown sugar

Soviet Shadow: As .... somethink of a cook, I can say that it is not a required ingredient.

Cosmonaut Prime: Is large fascist who thinks he is menace.

Soviet Shadow: So, there he is.

Mantis Strike: I wanna say hi!

Mantis Strike: Oooh! He's taller than me!

Questing Eagle: Invite him to prom, quick!

Soviet Shadow: Well done, Agents.

Soviet Shadow: Very well done.

Cosmonaut Prime: Well.  That was almost anti-climactic.

Mantis Strike: ....Why are all the tall guys wimps?

Cosmonaut Prime: Their strength is spread over larger surface area.

Alisa Korsakova: They used all their strength to grow.

Mantis Strike: Oh....

Cosmonaut Prime: Less concentrated.

Soviet Shadow: In any event, it was a needed service we performed, and we did it well.  I shall go 'call in' the task, and then write the after-action report so that all attendink agents receive credit toward their commendations.

Cosmonaut Prime: Excellent.

Soviet Shadow: Spasiba for your work this day, agents!

Alisa Korsakova inclines her head

Mariketh: Da, and you.

Cosmonaut Prime: And in time for Mythbusters, as well.

Soviet Shadow: Just so!

Soviet Shadow: Da svidarniya!

[SuperGroup] Mantis Strike: *Yawns quietly* An' I can go lie down...

[SuperGroup] Soviet Shadow: In two weeks or so, I suspect, I shall have a similar task from Comrade Manticore, for those who are interested.

[SuperGroup] Mariketh: I must be going.  It was good to see comrades again, even Comrade Stick-in-Butt.

[SuperGroup] Questing Eagle: *laughs*  Later.
