
Prim & Tia Tale One
By Wyland

The peaceful evening quiet was rudely interrupted by the crash of glass and a cry of apology to his long-deceased 
mother from the poor sap who plunged four stories to a mercifully quick, if rather messy, demise.

Inside the room recently vacated by the aforementioned sap, a small young lady gnome sitting on a bed listened as 
the sound of dogs barking filled the air, the canine guardians informing all and sundry that yes, indeed, a window had been 
shattered. She let out a huff of irritation, on her face an expression of one being much put-upon. Perhaps the sound of the 
glass breaking was painful to her delicate, pointed ears. Mayhap the thought she would be blamed for his suicide weighed 
on her mind. Likely the fact her wrists were bound to the headboard, her arms spread wide, soured her mood. Doubtless the 
fact her harem girl outfit was lying on the floor and covering not an inch of her skin did little to improve her mood.

The sound of approaching footsteps as someone came charging toward the room drew no immediate reaction from 
the girl. A key unlocked the door, which was summarily slammed open, and a well-groomed and -attired man stormed in. 
"What the hell was that??" he cried, then noticed the window and ran to it, looking down. "What the hell did you do this 
time, you little witch?"

"Do I look like I can do anything here?" the gnome yelled angrily, tugging the ropes to demonstrate her helpless 
state.

The man turned to her, furious. "Don't give me that! This is the third client this week! What are you doing to 
them!"

"Whatever do you mean?" she asked, innocently. "I'm just doing what you told me. 'Sit tight and look pretty,' you 
said. Remember, Grumpy Grouch?"

"Oh, you little ..." "Grumpy Grouch" trailed off and ran his hand through his hair. "I told you, Prim, my name is--"

"And where do you get off blaming ME for this?" Prim interrupted. "He went crazy, crying and bawling, and 
jumped through the window. All I could do was watch," she again tugged her ropes, "and 'sit tight and look pretty'."

"You must have enspelled him with that cursed mouth of yours!" Grumpy Grouch shouted as he moved to her, face
most impolitely near hers.

She glared at him. "That's not what you were calling my mouth when we first met. If I recall, I had you singing a 
happy tune, Grumpy Grouch."

"STOP CALLING ME THAT!! MY NAME IS--"

"What is your kitchen serving tonight? Your breath is particularly foul. Here I was thinking you were a man of 
refinement, but wow, anyone getting close to you would think you came in out of the sewers."

"YOU LITTLE--" he began, then put a hand to his forehead as he collected himself. "Fine. First, I'll see to this 
mess. Three clients ..."

"Hey, they did themselves in, you know. Poor upbringing."

"Right. The one stabbed in the back?"

"Saved by his sister, was unmanned by it. Hurt women as a result. Finally couldn't take the guilt. Gave me the 
knife, threw himself onto it as penance to all his victims."

The man let out a scoff. "Sure, so you say. And the hanged one?"

"Beaten by his father, then watched him fall through ice and drown, offered not a bit of help. Overcome with guilt."

"His hands were tied behind his back."



Prim coyly raised an eyebrow. "He was quite ... dexterous."

Grumpy Grouch threw his hands in the air. "Whatever, witch. After we clear this up, I'll be seeing to your 
punishment. Meanwhile, SHUT. Up." As he said this last, he crammed a cloth from his pocket into the girl's mouth. It was 
much too big for the little gnome, her cheeks puffing out. He tightly tied another cloth over her mouth, securing the gag. 
"There. FINALLY."

He stomped to the door, then stopped and turned back, face triumphant. "And my name is--"

"Hey, Boss!" someone called out from the hallway. "The customers are getting antsy!"

"Dammit all..." Dropping his arm in defeat as the gnome giggled into her gag, he walked out, slamming the door 
behind him.

Inside, Prim rolled her eyes, then unwound the untied rope from her left wrist. She swiftly removed the rest of her 
bindings, hopped off the bed, and gathered up her clothes. She reached under the mattress and withdrew several lengths of 
rope, one of which was still tied in a hangman's noose, and a knife. No, not the one used in the previous client's "suicide" -- 
that one had been taken by Grumpy Grouch's men. This was a smaller knife in his pocket Prim had taken the precaution to 
remove and hide before anyone arrived.

She quickly tied all the lengths of rope together, as well as sheets from the bed. Tying a rope to the bed corner, she 
checked out the window. The poor sap had already been moved, she saw -- doubtless to not disturb the "clients". Satisified 
the manor's goons were distracted, she threw the rest out the broken window. Rather than climbing out, she took the knife 
and sliced nearly through the rope near the knot.

Gathering up her outfit, she checked outside again. Seeing no one near, she dropped a shoe to land beneath the 
rope, then grinned.

... Two goons barged into the room. "Come on, little gnome, da boss wants ..." he trailed off as he realized he could
see no helpless little gnome. "Hey..."

"Oh, shit!" the other goon cried. "Oh shit oh shit, the boss is gonna kill us." He ran over to the window. "Look at 
that shoe, it musta fallen as she climbed!"

"What do we do?"

"Climb out and run after her, fool, before the boss realizes she's gone! She must have gone to those trees and 
climbed over the wall! I'll stall the boss!"

The bigger goon quickly climbed out the window ... and seconds later screamed as the cut rope gave out, sending 
him to where the poor sap had been lying minutes earlier.

"Oh shit oh shit oh shit!" the remaining goon cried as he ran out of the room.

....

"Horse shit."

Prim blinked. "Excuse me?"

"Horse shit," Tia repeated, taking a drink from a bottle that was standing between the pair.

"While I admit I heard you the first time, the meaning still eludes me," Prim said, presenting a politely confused 
expression.

Tia laughed. "Do you always spout such manure in your stories? And lordy, you are long-winded. Have you ever 
considered getting to the point?"



The pair of gnomes were relaxing, naked, at a hot spring pool they had found.

Prim, sitting on the edge of the pool, kicked water into Tia's face and blew raspberries at her. "It's true! This really 
happened!"

The warrior laughed, wiping water from her eyes. "Sure it is."

"Are you calling me a liar?" Prim asked, glaring at her new friend, a twinkle in her eye giving away her humor.

"Yes. I am," Tia replied, unperturbed.

Prim giggled. "Okay, perhaps I have been known to stretch the truth a bit here and there..."

Tia let out a snort of laughter. "A bit? Somehow, I doubt it is just a bit."

"Hrmph. Well, it often depends on the situation..."

"Like trying to impress a new friend?" Tia grinned. "Relax. You impressed me when you beat up that bunny bitch 
back there. I still can't believe you managed to shove that--"

"Oh, I impressed you?" Prim asked brightly. "I should expect so. I am a most impressive gnome."

Now Tia outright guffawed. "Are you always so full of yourself?"

"Not always. Just usually. Can you believe I have been accused of being vain?" Prim asked as she brushed her hair.

"Never," Tia replied. She picked up the McGuffin, which had been resting beside the bottle. "So, all that bunny 
trouble was for this little thing?"

"Yep."

"What is it?"

"Village treasure."

Tia raised an eyebrow. "Dare I ask? Or is there a long-winded, tall tale to go with it?"

"Oh, hush up, Hot-Tits," Prim said, rolling her eyes and helping herself to some of the wine.

"You know my name is--"

"Hey, I just realized!" Prim cried out, looking distressed and getting to her feet. "I didn't get something back there!"

Tia stood, ready for action. "What?"

Prim leapt at Tia, grabbing her in hug. The redhead leaned in close, her face inches away from the warrior's. "My 
prize. I still want it..." A hand slyly moved south.

Again, that strange feeling came over Tia, being this close to another girl. She had never thought of being with 
another girl until she found Prim on top of her ... She should be embarrassed, but other strange feeling drowned that out ... 
And here she was again, Prim holding her tight and leaning closer, her hand moving down, their lips nearly touching... Tia's 
mind went blank.

It really was a shame the goblins chose that moment to jump the pair.

....



"Relax."

"..."

"You are so tense, Hot-Tits. It's best to relax."

Tia growled, her hands twisting in their bonds behind her back. The ropes held, despite her rage.

"They aren't going to eat us, ya know," Prim continued behind her.

"Oh? How do you know this?" Tia asked, unable to help herself.

"Because we're walking," Prim said brightly. Tia turned to look at her, curiousity momentarily overcoming her 
anger.

"Walking? What's that got to do with anything?"

"If we were dinner, they'd be carrying us on spits, not leading us along on leashes."

"I'm almost afraid to ask..."

Prim grinned again. "This isn't my first rodeo with goblins."

Hours later, the pair sat leashed to a pole in the goblin's camp. A flurry of activity caught their attention. "Quick! 
See if you can reach my knots," Tia whispered as the goblins ran over to the disturbance.

"Relax, Hot-Tits. It's just the slaver."

Tia glared. "Slaver? That's supposed to make me relax?"

Prim rolled her eyes. "There's always a slaver. Well, a regular trader, but the goblins will bargain with us as 
product. Then the trader comes over, and we give him the cutest 'help me I am such a damsel' look--" Prim demonstrated 
with big, sad eyes "--he buys us, we keep up the harmless little gnome look, he underestimates us, and we overpower him in
the night. We leave him tied to a tree with a dagger nearby and three days' food, and we take his goods to market."

Tia's mouth dropped open. "Wow. You really HAVE done this before."

"I told you. This is not my first encounter with goblins. Oh, look, there's the trader guy..." she trailed off, a look of 
horror growing on her face.

Tia turned to look at the trader. "Not a bad looking fellow. That eye patch adds a certain strength to his look, I 
must--"

 "QUICK!" Prim suddenly hissed. "See if I can reach your knots!" She began almost frantically grabbing at Tia's 
ropes.

"What?" Tia asked in concern. "Wait, NOW you want to get loose? I thought you had this figured out!"

"YOU!"

....

Grumpy Grump rushed into the room. Empty. No, wait, the little bitch had to be here somewhere. "Ah-ha!" he said,
walking to the bed and kneeling down. "Sneaky little thing, hiding under the bed, are we? Well--ugh!"

This last was a result of the chair crashing over his head, Prim holding the legs. She had actually been hiding, still 
naked, above the door, hands and feet keeping her in place in the corner.



A few minutes later, Grumpy Grump came to on the bed. He discovered his hands and feet were bound, and he was
quite gagged. Prim was idly laying beside him, looking down on him, a blade in her hand. She was now wearing her harem 
outfit.

"Wakey, wakey," she said cheerfully. "I forget, what was your name again?"

Grumpy Grump made unintelligible noises into his gag.

"Right. Grumpy Grump it is. Now, before I burn your little operation to the ground and free all your slave girls, I 
wanted to offer you a choice. Right or left."

He looked at her, confused.

"As in, right eye ..." she traced the tip of the blade up his cheek. "... or left nut..." she brought the blade down low.

Grumpy Grump screamed into his gag....

...

"YOU LITTLE BITCH!!" Grumpy Grump cried, storming over to the bound pair.

"Well ... crapsticks," Prim muttered. "Oh, hello, Grumpy Grump!" she called out, a smile on her face. "Fancy 
meeting you like this! Me all tied up ... again ..."

"You little ..."

"Yes, yes, we've been over that already, Grumpy Grump."

"STOP CALLING ME THAT!! MY NAME IS--"

"Nice eye patch. It really suits you."

Suddenly, he laughed, loud and long. Prim eyed Tia and grimaced. "Oh, this is so sweet," he said. "Here we are, 
you at my mercy again. Finally, I can get my revenge."

"Revenge for what?" Prim yelled. "For giving you what you deserved? I was TIED NAKED TO A BED, if you 
recall. And that wasn't the first 'client' you sent my way!"

"Err, what did you do?" Tia asked.

He looked at her. "I'm not familiar with you. Friend of the little bitch?"

"In a way. What did she do to you?"

"I gave him a choice," Prim said, shrugging.

"And I do thank you for the choice," Grumpy Grump said seriously. "She did THIS to me," he said, leaning down 
and lifting his eye patch.

Tia's mouth dropped. Prim giggled uncontrollably, the goblins looking over in confusion. Grumpy Grump's iris was
pink, his pupil the shape of a heart. He pulled the patch back over his eye. "The abyss only knows what she'da done to my 
privates!"

"How did you ..." Tia began.

"It was supposed to be just an illusion, but I kinda sorta messed it up. His own fault. He had me all riled up. I think 
I somehow put more power into it 'cuz I was so mad. It was supposed to fade in a few hours." She giggled again.



Grumpy Grump returned his eye patch to its proper position. "So you say, you little--"

"Right, right, I'm little," Prim said sullenly. "We all get it. Even Hot-Tits here is bigger than me."

He looked over at Tia, who merely rolled her eyes. After a moment of apparent confusion, he finally shook his 
head. "Right. First thing's first." He fished out a filthy rag from his pocket.

"Tough times, eh, Grumpy Grump? So messy, quite unlike you--mmph." This last as he crammed the rag into her 
mouth.

"FINALLY!" he said, tying a second rag over the first, cleave-gagging Prim. "How can ANYONE be friends with 
this little--"

"Hey!" Tia said angrily. "Watch what you call my friend!"

"Right, a gag for you, too." As he fished out another rag, a commotion caught their attention. The goblins seemed 
to have gathered around his wagon, shouting angrily and throwing his possessions about.

Grumpy Grump's jaw dropped, and for a moment all he could was stare at this turn of events. "What the ... My 
things! What is this?"

"Ooh, you got one of their lust totems, didn't you?" Prim asked cheerfully. The others turned in surprise to see her 
calmly untying the gag, which was now hanging around her neck. "What?" she asked, raising an eyebrow. "You think 
goblins know how to tie good knots?"

Seeing his angry expression, Tia decided to cut to the chase. "What do you mean, lust totem? And untie me!"

Prim began doing so. "Oh, goblins have this AMAZING little totem that, well, really boosts the potency of 
pleasure. As in, sexual pleasure..." she trailed off dreamily, eyes unfocused.

"Is this really the time?" Tia demanded.

The bard blinked, then continued. "Well, the thing is, they do NOT give out their trade secrets, nor appreciate them 
falling into others' hands..."

"They don't?" he asked, eyeing the now-approaching goblin mob warily.

"Nope," she continued with the same cheerful attitude. "I reckon they will decide to make you the main course. Tia 
and I will probably get to be ... umm ... how best to put it ... sandwiches."

"Sandwiches?" Tia asked, confused.

Prim grinned. "Goblin sandwiches. You know, one from the front, one up the ..."

"Ewww," Tia said in disgust, rubbing her now-free wrists.

"Well, what do we do?" Grumpy Grump asked. "They are coming here. There are far too many to fight." He turned
back...

... to find the gnomes had already disappeared in the foliage.

"DAMN YOU, PRIM!!!" he shouted as the goblins surrounded him.

Half an hour later, the gnomes watched the excitement from the undergrowth, the goblins having given up looking 
for them. Prim wore a rare frown, her eyebrows furrowed as she thought.

"Well, what should we do?" Tia asked in a low voice.



In the encampment, Grumpy Grump was yelling at the goblins while hanging from a spit -- stark naked, save his 
eye patch. Beneath him, the goblins were piling firewood.

"I mean, I know he was angry at you. And it sounds like he kept many girls enslaved in a brothel, so it's not like 
he's a good man. But still, goblin food?"

Prim sighed. "We'll need to save him. Otherwise, we'd never sleep at night." She gave Tia a mischievous grin. "Not
that I intend to let you sleep any time soon."

Tia blushed again, frustration growing within her at how easily Prim got her flustered. "Okay, well, the next 
question is how are we going to rescue him?"

"One moment." Prim slipped away in the bushes, returning several minutes later with a large blanket. "This should 
do the trick."

"What trick?"

"Kneel down, I need to climb onto your shoulders."

Tia sighed as Prim climbed up. "Oh, good grief, this old trick?" The bard giggled as she pulled the blanket around 
them like a robe.

"Never dismiss the classics! They are classics because they work!"

The goblins laughed and danced about their dinner. Slowly, an awareness that something was off spread through 
the celebration. The festive cheer was dampened, something had intruded on their party.

A tall -- to a goblin -- figure walked toward the dinner. The goblins were parting, confused, wary. The hooded and 
robed figure walked to within a few feet of Grumpy Grump.

"Who in the name of --" he began asking, when the figure spoke with a high-pitched yet flat voice.

"I am the prophet of the great god, Tikitaktumuchi," it intoned. "I come to warn you from the path you have chose! 
For this man you attack is no mere mortal! He is the son of Tikigabsaloti!"

The goblins muttered amongst themselves, then a few began shouting, clearly not convinced. "Lean down so I can 
reach him," Prim whispered. Tia grunted and knelt.

Prim reached for his eye patch. "Hey!" he cried, recoiling as best he could in his bonds. "What do you think you're 
doing?"

She had to reach a couple of times to get her hand on the eye patch. "Hold ... still ... you idiot... BEHOLD! The 
mark of Tikiwontshutit ... -i!" She pointed to his enchanted eye.

The goblins crowded in for a better look, whispering amongst themselves. "They aren't going for it!" Tia whispered
urgently as the goblins started frowning and shaking their heads. "It's too ... well ... cute!"

"Don't worry," Prim muttered back. "Tikigasbagi is a patient god. He would bestow his blessings on you all for 
releasing his son. Rejoice! For you have not seen the fire of Tikidronesoni, which would lay waste to you all!"

The goblins laughed, calling out several crude remarks best not repeated. "I don't think they're impressed," Grumpy
Grump said.

"Walk by his face, but get low enough for me to touch him again," Prim whispered to Tia.

The warrior complied, feeling rather foolish at this point. Meanwhile, Prim ran her hand over Grumpy Grump's 
eye, muttering under her breath. "YOU FOOLS!" she called out. "YOU DARE MOCK THE GREAT TIKITAKI ... -TOKI?
YOU HAVE AWAKENED HIS WRATH! BEHOLD, THE FIRE OF TIKITIKITIKI ... -TIKI!!"



Several goblins shrieked. Grumpy Grump's pink eye had now burned with a fierce -- yet still pink -- flame. Panic 
spread through their ranks. Some fled, some threw themselves down. A few more level-headed rushed to cut Grumpy 
Grump's bonds, keeping a fair distance from the robed gnomes.

"That's right!" Grumpy Grump shouted. "Don't piss my old man off! Get me down now!"

Freed, he stood up and kicked a goblin in the backside. "There's more for you lot if you don't hurry and give my 
stuff back!" 

The goblins hastened to do as commanded. Soon, they had his wagon loaded again. The trio stood beside it, Prim 
still on Tia's shoulders.

"Good!" he cried. "You have done well. Though I'll be taking that back, too!" he said angrily, grabbing at the lust 
totem held by a goblin, who appeared reluctant to relinquish it. "I said," he grunted, tugging it harder, "I'll be having that!" 
He finally pulled it free ... and stumbled back into Prim and Tia.

"Woa!!" Prim cried, arms pinwheeling. Somehow, the two had managed to maintain their balance. However, the 
blanket had fallen off.

"Oops," Tia said, as the goblins stared at the pair. "I just remembered ... we're still naked."

"Oh, pish-posh, Hot-Tits!" Prim said irritably. "Aren't you used to that yet?" She turned toward Grumpy Grump ... 
to discover he was already beating feet.

"Have fun! Turnabout's fair play, ain't it?" he called over his shoulder.

"Well ... crapsticks," Prim said as the goblins surrounded them.

The goblins bound their wrists and ankles and forced them to kneel. "I am going to kill that bastard," Tia muttered. 
Prim remained silent.

"After we came back for him and everything." Still, Prim did not respond.

"Well?" Tia demanded.

Prim sighed. "I was just thinking ..."

"Good. What's your plan?"

"... about the last time I had to suck off a gang of goblins," Prim finished.

"WHAT GOOD IS THAT GOING TO DO US NOW???" Tia roared angrily. "Shouldn't you be thinking of another
insane plan to get us out of this?"

Prim gave her a rueful smile. "I am. I am just saying, those goblins will never forget me, and we might be about to 
attain another level of immortality with this lot."

"That's your plan?" Tia asked, stunned. "To suck them off and become sexual legends? So they can, what, 
sandwich us later?"

"I hope that won't be necessary, but it might." Tia's jaw dropped. "Oh, good, stretching your jaw first is probably a 
good idea," Prim said with a grin.

Before Tia could do more than shut her mouth angrily, several goblins approached them, laughing. "What is this?" 
Prim asked loudly. "THESE are who you choose to use us first? These are your most worthy of prime pleasure?"

The goblins paused, looking at each other in confusion, which became more nervous as they realized other goblins 



were muttering and shaking their heads.

"You!" she called out to one of the bigger goblins left behind. "Would you accept sloppy seconds? Why, I think 
you are clearly stronger and worthier than this lot."

The muttering became outright arguing, soon devolving into fists flying. "I don't suppose we could escape while 
they are fighting?" Tia asked hopefully, though they were still surrounded.

Prim shook her head. "Nah. Really, I'm just buying time."

"Time for what?"

The bard shrugged helplessly.

Several minutes later, a new group of goblins approached the gnomes. Prim laughed derisively. "Wow. And here I 
thought goblins prided themselves on their strength! This sorry lot wouldn't last a round with us."

There was much laughing from the crowd, which soon resulted in a second bout of fighting.

After the fourth such instance of brawling, a few goblins wised up and gagged the gnomes during the fighting. As 
the last group of now-bloody goblins finally approached and dropped their pants, loud bangs sounded nearby. Turning, they 
could all see a large plume of smoke rising from a few hundred feet in the woods.

The goblins collected themselves and dashed off after the fire. The gnomes, now left with but one guard, looked at 
each other, confused. A second loud blast sounded.

The guard, watching the smoke, never saw the club coming at his head.

"My name is Nathaniel," Grumpy Grump said irritably as he threw a blanket at each gnome and started cutting 
Prim's bonds. "And those explosions were from my wagon. I had a few items of a delicate and expensive nature." He 
finished cutting their bonds. "We're even now," he said to Prim.

Prim, having first tied the blanket around herself, gave him a hug. "Oh, I just knew you'd come back," she said 
cheerfully, mussing his hair with her hands.

Tia crossed her arms irritably, having also dressed herself in the blanket. "You did not. You were talking of giving 
blowjobs to the entire camp."

Prim waggled a finger at her. "Tut-tut, Tia. That was just a backup plan. The main plan was for our friend to return.
Now, we say a fond farewell to you, Nathaniel!"

She gave him a curtsey, while the pair just looked at her in stunned silence at the use of their names. "Come along, 
Hot-Tits! We've got places to go, new beauty to discover!" She dashed off into the trees, singing gaily as if there were no 
goblins within a hundred miles rather than a few hundred feet away.

Nathaniel laughed. "Never a dull moment with that one. That second blast should keep them occupied. You look 
after her, you hear?"

Tia chuckled. "I will. Thanks for coming back for us. I hope we don't cross paths again. I think I'd regret having to 
kill you." She looked at him again. "Bet she fixed your eye, too." She ran after Prim.

Nathaniel blinked, then raised his eye patch and held up his knife. Smiling at his now ordinary reflection, he tossed 
aside his eye patch and ran to where his mule was tied to make his own getaway. As he mounted up, he could hear Prim 
singing, giving him a loud chorus in farewell.

In the woods, Tia caught up to Prim. "Well, I suppose it's back to the hot springs for our stuff."

"I suppose it is. Toldja hiding it in the bushes was a good idea."



As they started to walk, Tia asked, "so, what happened with you and the previous goblin camp?"

Prim grinned, eyes excited. "Oh, that makes for another fine tale! Those goblins won't ever forget me! Truly, some 
of my most supreme work! And I must say, that is really something when you consider all my accomplishments!"

With Tia rolling her eyes and beginning to regret her question, the pair continued under the tree leaves, Prim 
happily spinning her tale with her typical reverence for accuracy.


