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“Such a delightful day for a ride,” Prim said. She took a deep breath of the air and let it out. “Crisp, 
clear, just a slight chill to perk one up – magnificent.”

“There you go again,” Tia growled from beside her.

“Whatever do you mean?” Prim asked with a tone mock-offense, her smile betraying her humor. “I was 
merely commenting on our excellent luck when it comes to a trip on a wagon and the weather.”

“'Luck'?” Tia scoffed. “And how do you figure luck has anything to do with us being tied up and naked 
again?”

“Well, being tied up with my Hot-Tits is always good fortune,” Prim said with an impish grin.

Tia rolled her eyes and let out a sigh. “What is it with you? Any other person would be throwing a fit 
one way or another in our situation.”

“And that would accomplish what, exactly?” Prim asked, cocking an eyebrow.

“I don't know!” Tia said loudly. “But it would at least be normal!”

Prim laughed lightly. “You cannot seriously be claiming you would prefer the ordinary,” she said after a 
moment. “I know you too well to believe that for a second, my dear Tia.”

“Dammit, Prim!” Tia growled again. “I'm tied up, naked, getting hauled off toward yet another auction 
block – ”

“Pish-posh, Hot-Tits, at least be accurate!” Prim said. Now it was Tia's turn to cock an eyebrow. “Have 
we yet made it to the auction house before taking our leave?” Prim answered her friend's unspoken query.

Tia frowned in thought. “Well, now you mention it …”

“Precisely!” Prim said brightly. “So, relax, enjoy the ride, and do not get too fussed over how we got 
into it this time.”

“Oh, here it comes,” Tia sighed again.

“I mean, as a rule, these things just seem to happen to us, right?”

Tia eyed Prim sideways. “Right. A certain ninny just happens to keep getting us into these situations...”

“Why, Hot-Tits, I cannot help but get the feeling you are impugning my innocence.”

The warrior scoffed. “Your innocence long ago gave up and left for greener pastures.”

Prim laughed again, and now even Tia let out a low chuckle. “While there is some dispute about that 
claim,” Prim said, “this time, at least – ”

“ – Don't ...”

“This time, there is no doubt as to the identity of the ninny who got us into the back of this wagon.”

“Come on, Prim, I said don't.” Tia winced as her words sounded like a whine in her own ears.

Prim continued. “I mean, really, of all the times I allegedly – ” Tia snorted at the word “ – committed 
various acts which may or may not have resulted with us bound and naked – ”

“I think we can safely skip the 'may not',” Tia interjected.

“I never, not even once, was so foolish as to actually sign a contract with a clause that resulted in us 
bound and naked,” Prim finished. “I mean, honestly ...”



“How was I supposed to know?” Tia growled. “I thought it was just an agreement for another stupid 
waitress gig, like you've gotten us into how many times, now?”

“Well, technically, it was such a contract,” Prim conceded.

“Thank you!”

“You just really should read all the way through, especially when it starts using complicated words in 
other languages like ad litem, ad valorem, and a posteriori and – hey, do not fall asleep!”

“I'mmmm – ” Tia began to retort but found herself yawning. “I'm awake,” she finished lamely. As Prim 
gave her a piercing look, the warrior blushed. “Okay, well, all that legal babble just puts me to sleep.”

“And, thus, here we are,” Prim said. “Tied up and naked in the back of a wagon, because you signed a 
contract that was putting you to sleep.”

“Fine, fine, rub it in,” Tia grumbled.

“I believe that is what I am doing.”

“There is still one thing I don't quite understand,” Tia said thoughtfully.

“And what is that?” Prim asked.

“I get that I signed the contract and all. But, how does that result in you here with me?”

Prim grinned. “Did you think I was going to miss the chance to be tied up and naked with my Hot-Tits?”

Tia laughed. “I should have known,” she said. “Any normal person would have avoided joining up with 
me and, instead, found a way to get me out of here from outside.”

“And yet, you have me,” Prim said. “Sitting beside you, instead.”

“I guess you were right, then,” Tia admitted.

“About what?”

Tia looked over and smiled. “It is a lucky day, after all.”

Prim sat silent, blushing furiously, for a solid fifteen seconds as a flustered Tia looked away, her eyes 
flicking toward her companion every few seconds. Finally recovering, Prim smiled and leaned against Tia, 
resting her head on the warrior's shoulder. Tia relaxed and smiled gently.

The pair quietly watched the scenery slowly pass by.


