Edward: *not too far away from a grand mansion in the middle of a forest, a small white furred monkey with a long black tail leapt from one tree to another. It didn't take her long to reach her destination and soon she was soon leaping out of a tree....when suddenly she flapped out a pair of soft, white feathered wings from her furry back, using them to glide the distance to the middle of a meadow where she latched onto silky pile of long, bronze locks. a small monkey hand clasped onto a braid within the locks and held tightly before flitting her wings closed and giving a chittering squeak of accomplishment as a pale hand reached up to scratch gently at her neck* Well done, Lynsie... Soon you'll be soaring all over the place. *pale hands pulled the winged monkey from atop the head and soon the glowing green eyes of a young man were regarding Lynsie* Now let's go see what's for dinner tonight... *the young man took two steps before his lower body blurred, a long serpentine tail forming where his legs had been and soon he was slithering into the forest and heading toward the white mansion, his human features replaced as the monkey moved to perch on his shoulders, wrapping her tail around his neck for balance*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *sprouts out from behind a tree, his hooved feet clicking against the rocks on the ground*

Edward: *stops slithering when he spots the faun* Greetings faun. How does this fine day find you?

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Looks affronted* A man with a cock like mine is hardly a faun, sir. *Grabs cock in question*

Edward: *rolls his eyes at the Satyr* Fine, good Satyr. How are you this day?

CharM: *opens eyes, hearing a commotion just to the left of my tree, steps out of the comfortable and familiar embrace of the branches and gently lifting the bark that covers me as I sleep, walks out of the hollow space in my tree, my green eyes instantly spotting two creatures, one gazing with amusement at the other who seems to be holding...gasps at the sight of this Satyr holding his private parts*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Grins* Well -now- I'm horny.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Nods sagely* Fondling will do that to a Man.

Edward: *coils his tail up reflexively even as Lynsie gives a screech and leaps into the air, flying away from the Satyr. he frowns, watching the monkey leave* I'm sure you'll calm down soon enough. Perhaps an herbal relaxer to ease your troubles?

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Grins mischievously* Herbal relaxer, you say? I'm intrigued. Please continue.

Edward: Its this thing the humans call 'Pot'... Its supposed to relax you and make you happy at the same time. *nods seriously*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Nods* I've heard of this. And you say you've come to acquire such a plant?

CharM: *smiles at the fact that no one noticed me, silently observing the other two and slinking closer to my tree again, where I can become entirely invisible to them and will be certain they hold no ill will towards me. Closes eyes, as the bark covers my body and the branches protectively encase me. Opens eyes in little slits, just enough to watch them as my face is the only part of me still exposed and although the leaves in my hair and the dirt on my face hides me from view, my open eyes would be a dead give away. Trembles slightly, as I always do when strangers are near my tree, my only weakness in this life, my only life force*

Edward: *twitches an ear, turning his head slightly so that his glowing eyes regard the nymph's tree curiously for a moment before turning his attention back to the satyr* There are about ten plants of it near an abandoned native human ritual hut not far from here. The humans no longer visit the area.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Follows Edward line of sight, seeing the cowering little nymph* Is that an invitation, sir?

Edward: If you are so inclined, then by all means it is an invitation. I have nothing else to do at this time. *he blinks, the glow from his eyes dimming and then brightening again with the motion* Unless you'd rather I bring some along for you and just leave it here...

CharM: *opens eyes in shock as the crude one obviously sees me, his lingering gaze making me aware of that fact*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *chuckles, shifting on his hooves* The more the merrier. *He directs his gaze to the little nymph as he speaks*

CharM: *hesitantly comes out of hiding, glancing back at the big snake like creature, before looking over at the Satyr with something aching to wonder, curious about his ability to see me when my camouflage usually hides me from all living things* Good day. *still eyes the Satyr*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Gives the little nymph a perfectly innocent look, as if his cock wasn't hanging out and at attention* And even better with your presence, my lady.

Edward: *turns to see the nymph emerge from hiding and come toward them. he gives her a friendly smile* Greetings, gentle one. *he tilts his torso in an approximation of a bow* If we are inclined to make this journey, perhaps we should begin? *he turns, letting his long tail uncoil as he slithers his way in the direction of the mentioned plants*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Looks to the Nymph* Will you be joining us, then?

CharM: *blushes at the Satyr's greeting, quickly adverting my eyes from him and smiling at the kind snake-like man. His manners are impeccable and I find myself following him as he starts moving. Looks over at the Satyr again when he asks me a question, figuring it's the polite thing to do, focusing hard to keep my eyes on his face and not his ...the indecent part of him* I believe so. If it is not a burden, sir.

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *Lets his eyes wander over the little nymph, grinning wickedly* No burden at all, my lady. *Gestures for her to follow Edward* Beauty first.

CharM: *flushes again, hoping the green and brown on my face covers it as I follow after Edward, careful not to step on his tail*

Edward: *eventually slithers into the clearing where the plants are growing tall and thick. as he nears them, he raises up on his tail so that his head is a good ten feet up so that he can start plucking dry leaves from the tops of the plants*

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *rummages through the pack stung around his shoulders and resting against his hip* I happen to have a pipe, good sir.

CharM: *looks shocked at the both of them, recognizing these plants as the ones that made my sister behave so strangely last summer* Um...what are you going to do with those plants? 

Special Agent Peter Fischer: *finds the pipe at last, pulling it free from the pack* Why we are going to smoke them, of course.

Edward: We are going to use them so that friend Satyr here... *uses the word 'friend' before Satyr as a courtesy more than any real belief in the word when used with the creature* May find a way to relax...

Jo: *wonders around aimlessly singing a light song until I spot a few people a few yards away. I stop singing and try to slowly approach them wondering who they are*

CharM: *looks shocked at the Satyr* Smoke? But aren't they poisonous? They made my sister sick! *looks at the plants as if they would answer, shaking my head and watching the mannered one as he plucks some of the leaves

Edward: Sick? I suppose the smoke could make some people sick... *turns to lower back down, but the extra height allows him to easily see the newly approaching maiden* Hello, gentle maiden. *he gestures politely before crushing the leaves into the Satyr's pipe*

Jo: *gasping in surprise I blush that I've been caught and walk up to the group* Um, hello.

Edward: *has nothing to light the pipe with, but the Satyr's pack apparently has the answer to that as well and he's soon lighting the dried weed and breathing deeply from the pipe. curious, he watches to see if it does relax the creature...but if it does, it isn't a fast reaction and he turns his attention to the nymph and the new arrival* Ladies... I am Prince Edward the Fourth of the Desert Plains Naga Tribe. *he bows to the two*

CharM: *has accidentally moved my eyes back at the Satyr, but not high enough to see his face, swallowing before looking away ashamed of staring at the...that exposed thing* I'm Charlotte, a dryad in these woods. There are three of us, but I do not know what my sisters are doing. *glances over at the newcomer, smiling warmly at her*

Jo: *glances wearily at the people she has joined and then smiles at their introductions.* I am Jocelyn, a siren of the Ionian Sea.

Jo: But you can simply call me Jo.

Edward: I'm not sure of the Satyr's name... *he turns to regard the Satyr only to reel back upon seeing him sucking on the heavily smoking pipe and rubbing his erect member right there*

Jo: What exactly are y'all doing with those things? *points to the pipes*

Edward: Smoke the leaves of these plants... *he gestures to the plants before handing a filled pipe to Jo* 

