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“I'm afraid to ask,” Tia began, bringing her fingers to her forehead in preparation for the inevitable 
annoyance her red-haired companion was bound to drop onto her. “But just what are you doing?”

“Is it not obvious, Hot-Tits?” Prim asked in an innocent tone. She was kneeling by a candle in the 
middle of the large room, lighting another by the flame of it. “I am simply giving us some light to enhance the 
atmosphere.”

“Nothing is ever simple with you.” Tia sighed and gestured to the twenty or so candles already lit in a 
circle. “And you are using so many candles for a reason?”

“The old place is just a tad gloomy, is it not?”

“Abandoned manors tend to be gloomy, yes,” Tia agreed. “And the reason you put the candles in a big 
circle centered on both our blankets with our dinner spread over them would be...?”

Prim smiled, lighting the last candle. “I am certain you can guess, Hot-Tits, just what my reasoning for 
everything I have done is.”

The warrior threw her hands up in frustration. “And here I thought you had finally given – ack!”

This last was in response to Prim springing at her, sending the duo tumbling onto the blankets and 
knocking the bread and bottle of wine aside. “Oh, Hot-Tits – I cannot give up on getting my Prize, you know!”

Tia found herself on her back, Prim on top of her with her legs on either side, once again wondering how
she kept landing in this situation. She looked up at her friend, her heart racing. Prim's long hair – had she been 
growing it out since they met? – had cascaded down. Tia reached up and brushed one side back, hooking it 
behind Prim's pointed ear, unsure just why she would do such a thing.

Giving Tia a smile which had the effect of entirely emptying the warrior's mind of any thought 
whatsoever, Prim took Tia's hand in her own and gently brought it to her cheek, closing her eyes at the touch.

“Prim ...” she said weakly, struggling to recover her senses even as she caressed her friend's cheek.

Prim opened her eyes and looked into Tia's. “Yes, Hot-Tits?” she asked softly.

But Tia was unable to answer, entranced by her eyes. Her resistance faltered, her internal arguments for 
keeping her distance from others silenced by a fire within her, a need for her friend's touch.

Prim, as if sensing her victory, smiled more broadly and leaned down even closer. “Is there something 
you want, my dear Hot-Tits?” she whispered. “Perhaps ...” she began, trailing off as she took Tia's other hand 
and guided it to her backside. “Perhaps a touch of the exquisite?”

The fire became an inferno. Tia knew she could resist no more. Her one hand squeezed Prim's ass, her 
other slipped around behind Prim's neck, ready to bring her in for a kiss...

There was a bang, and the old door to the room was knocked off its hinges, scattering candles as it 
landed with a thud. A man ran inside, half a dozen goblins behind them. All had weapons drawn, and in seconds 
the gnomes found themselves facing several blades and spears pointed at them.

“Well, when we took the bounty for these two, I didn't think it would be so enjoyable,” the man said. He 
and the goblins laughed together.

“Every time,” Prim muttered, rolling off Tia and putting her face in her hands. “Every. Damn. Time.” 
Suddenly, she grabbed a candle and flung it at the man with an angry shriek. “Go find someone else to bother!” 
she shouted. “Or at least come back tomorrow,” she grumbled.

Tia reached toward Prim to comfort her, but the goblins, startled by Prim's outburst, recovered and 
moved in close again, their weapons making their intent quite clear.



“Tie 'em up, boys!” the man said. “And feel free to continue what they were clearly planning to do, 
anyway!” He laughed again.

Grinning wickedly, the goblins wasted no time grabbing at the gnomes' clothes. “Oh, come now, we can 
take them off ourselves,” Prim said sulkily. “Hot-Tits made these herself!”

“Relax, Prim,” Tia said as her top was ripped off. “I can make more. These are, what, set number 
twenty-five, anyway?”

Prim looked in wonder at Tia as her own clothes were torn off. “Hot-Tits, you are so uncharacteristically
calm...”

“And you are back to your normal verbose self,” Tia replied, for she had made certain to memorize that 
particular word when she had heard someone describe Prim as such. “Looks like someone's been rubbing off on 
me, I s'pose,” she continued, grinning. “Hey! Watch the hands!” she snarled at a goblin which had decided to 
grab himself a sample of her breasts. She punched him in the nose, sending him flying backward. The other 
goblins laughed at and pointed at him.

“You idiots!” the man said. “Tie them up, then play with them!”

The goblins quickly did as he ordered, binding the gnomes' hands behind their backs. They then 
proceeded to resume squeezing and pinching them.

“Touch me there again, and I will track you down and – ow! Hey! Not so hard!” Tia shouted.

“Not so gentle,” Prim complained. “If you are going to grab my exquisite ass, do it right!”

The attack went on for several minutes. Finally, the man spoke again. “Enough. Bind their ankles. Then 
tie them together, since they seemed to want to keep close, anyway. We'll eat dinner and stay the night.”

The goblins laughed and cheered. They tied the gnomes' ankles together, then forced them to their knees.
They pulled them toward each other and put them chest-to-chest, wrapping a rope around their waists and 
pressing them together.

“There we go,” the man said. “They won't be going anywhere, and we will – what is that smell?”

Everyone stopped what they were doing and sniffed the air. “Oh, it appears the candle you so rudely 
dodged has caused a wee bit of a problem,” Prim said.

They turned toward where she was looking. The candle had landed next to an old, open book which had 
then caught fire. This would not have been too much of a problem except a large banner had fallen from the wall
and landed over the book. It, too, was now burning, the flames running along the banner toward a bookshelf. As 
they watched, the old books all but burst into flames.

“Oh, dear,” Prim said lightly. “I do think your plans for the evening may have just changed,” she told the
man.

“Put it out!” he shouted to the goblins. They ran over and did the only goblin-sensible thing they could 
think of – they smashed the bookshelf and knocked it over. The flaming books and now-broken sections of 
bookcase flew apart, which is never a good thing when in an old, wooden manor long since abandoned to the 
graces of nature.

“You blithering idiots!” the man said as the flames spread throughout the room. “Get out of here!” he 
shouted, running to the door.

“Hey! What about us?” Tia cried.

“Bad luck for you!” he called back as he and the goblins ran out.

“Get back here and untie us, you feckless cowards!” she shouted.

“Well, how rude of them, I must say,” Prim said, wrapping her legs around Tia. “Rather boorish, really.”

Tia, who had been shouting various obscenities at their fleeing captors, suddenly stopped and blinked. 
She looked down at Prim's legs. “Oh, did you untie your ankles already?” she asked stupidly.



Prim giggled. “I would think the answer obvious,” she said. “Perhaps you should straighten your legs so 
I can reach your ankle knots?”

After a little squirming, Tia managed to get her legs straight. In moments, Prim had her ankles free. The 
pair stood.

“Right, so, let's get out of here,” Tia said.

“I must say, this evening did end up rather interesting, though not in the manner I had hoped,” Prim said 
with a wink.

“Could you focus? And there is no need to push up so close to me.” For Prim was pressing her breasts 
against Tia's with evident glee.

“But the heat from the flames is so much! Every millimeter matters, Hot-Tits!”

“And the squirming back and forth is absolutely necessary, is it?”

“I knew you would understand,” Prim said.

“Let's just get out of here,” Tia said.

Together, they walked toward the door. It was not as difficult as Tia would have thought, for Prim was 
dexterous as ever. The only trouble she caused was her mad insistence on enjoying the situation.

They got through the doorway. “Well, that was fun,” Tia said. “Now for the hall, then the stairs.” She 
started walking, then stopped as Prim reached around her. Tia felt her hands on her backside.

She sighed. “Prim, what are you doing?”

“Untying you,” the bard said. “I seem to be having difficulty finding the knots in all this smoke.”

“There isn't much smoke out here yet,” Tia said.

“Regardless, I do seem to be having trouble with it. I did not think the knots would be so tight! Still, it is 
nothing I cannot handle.” Tia felt Prim give a particularly firm squeeze with both hands.

“Is this really the time to joke around?” Tia shouted. She started as realized she had not complained 
about Prim's touching her backside. “Hurry up and untie me,” she hurriedly said, hoping Prim had not caught on.

Prim smiled, then reached up to the knot. “Wow, this one is surprisingly complicated for a goblin tie,” 
she said. “I will need to put in extra effort.” She swayed back and forth in exaggerated motions, her breasts 
rubbing against Tia's. She hummed tunelessly as she worked.

“You need not enjoy yourself quite so much,” Tia complained.

“Oh, Hot-Tits, but I do!”

Tia let out a grunt of frustration. “Why did I even bother saying anything.”

 Prim finished untying Tia's hands. She brought her own up around Tia's neck. “Oh, I think you know 
why, my delightfully-grumpy Tia.”

Tia looked away, blushing. “What can I say, I get a bit fussed when I'm tied up in a burning building. 
Would you untie us, already? Oh!”

This last was in response to Prim's immediately grabbing her ass again in both hands. “Just trying to find
the knot...”

“Would you be serious?”

“I am always serious when it comes to knot-work, Hot-Tits. Let us see …. No, that would not be the 
knot.”

“No, it would not be.”

“How about this?”



“That's still my ass, Prim.”

“Oh, right. Well, how about … this?”

“You didn't even move your hands that time. Still my ass.”

Prim giggled. “How embarrassing of me. Well, maybe over here?”

“Come on, Prim!” Tia said. “Would you stop – wait, is that the knot right there between us?”

“Why, so it would seem,” Prim said innocently.

Tia put her face in her hands. “You knew the entire time, of course.”

“Of course.”

“And you still have your hands on my ass because …?”

“Opportunity.”

Tia quickly reached down and worked on the knot. In seconds, she had them freed. Prim continued 
holding onto her backside, so Tia looked at her ready to say something smart. She caught Prim's gaze, and 
suddenly she felt as she had earlier when Prim was astride her. “Umm....” she said.

“Yes, Hot-Tits?” Prim asked sweetly.

“Err....”

“You are so silver-tongued, you rascal.”

Something in the large room fell over. “We should get going,” Tia said at last.

Prim gave a small smile and a squeeze, then stepped away. “Perhaps you are wise, Hot-Tits,” she said.

“Right,” Tia said, still blushing. “Now that's taken care of, let's get out of here.” She punched a fist into a
palm. “And then we can go chase down those cowards and make them pay!”

Prim smiled and held her arms toward the stairs. “After you, O Mighty Warrior.”

“What an evening,” Tia said as she jogged past. “You certainly know how to show a gal a hot time, 
Prim!”

Laughing together, the pair ran toward the exit.


