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Whenever Millie took the shortcut she was currently taking, she could not help but recall the odd tea 
party she had once encountered. It had taken place right where she was standing, though the path was now empty
save for herself.

The party had been hosted by two gnomes, one a pirate and the other a rather manic maid. Millie still 
could not explain everything that had happened in that odd little gathering. If she had not had the little box of tea
the maid – Prim – had given her, she would have ultimately decided the entire matter had been a bizarre dream 
brought on by her trepidation at performing another unpleasant task assigned her by her “instructor”.

She smiled at the memory of the gifted tea. It really had been good. Prim had told her it took her forty-
two times to get it just right. While Millie initially had been skeptical anyone would put such effort into tea, her 
doubts had been laid to rest once she had sipped a cup at home without the distraction of the gnomes' antics.

Unfortunately, the box had run empty just the other day. With a sigh at the memory of it, Millie 
continued down the path, her mood gloomy.

“Hello, Millistripes! You are punctual as always!”

Though she had not heard that voice in months, Millie immediately recognized it – and her odd, sock-
based nickname. She froze a moment in surprise, then turned to find a smiling Prim standing right where she had
been at the party – as if she had popped out of thin air!

“Umm,” Millie said.

“How uncommonly kind of you!” Prim said with her usual cheer. Instead of a maid uniform, she was 
dressed in a bunny girl outfit, complete with fishnets, fluffy tail, and ears (one of which was bent halfway up). 
“Of course, you are always a most gracious guest. Come along, then! We are very nearly ready – Dandelion is on
her way with the furniture as we speak!”

“Yar, we do be here already, ye flighty bunny,” the pirate called out from behind Prim.

Looking past Prim, Millie saw a sight which managed to be both startling and yet unsurprising. After 
hesitating a moment Millie decided that, after experiencing the first tea party with Prim, the sight of two chained 
and ball-gagged women in maid outfits seemed oddly fitting for a second gnomish tea party. They were collared,
with Lilly standing to the side, folding up their now-removed leashes.

For a tea party it clearly was. While Evie was bent over on all fours, Elspeth was kneeling and holding 
up a tray, on which was a kettle, cups and saucers, spoons, a bowl of sugar with tongs, and a small plate of 
biscuits. All the items were elegantly decorated. There also appeared to be a strange, elongated stuffed toy bird.

“Me apologies. It be takin' me longer than I be expectin',” Lilly said. “These two do be walkin' slow.” 
She idly slapped Elspeth's rear, causing her to give a startled squeak into her gag.

“Excellent! We have no further reason to delay the fun!” Prim said. She half-turned and bowed, raising 
her arms to one side, inviting Millie to proceed. 

“Umm,” Millie said.

“Quite right, it is a delightful day for a spot of tea,” Prim said. She quickly stepped around Millie and 
began pushing her toward the tea setup. “And our friends Honeydew and Pillowtits,” she pointed to Evie and 
Elspeth, respectively, “volunteered to assist with serving the tea. They said they had never experienced such a tea
party, so how could I refuse to teach them the intricacies of it?”

Elspeth mumbled something into her gag. Evie merely rolled her eyes.



“Honeydew makes a fine table, does she not? And Pillowtits is great to sit on – I can guarantee that!” 
Prim said with a wink.

“Umm,” Millie said, as a confused Lilly looked from Evie to Elspeth and back.

Prim let out a startled gasp, a hand going to her mouth. “Oh, my!” she said, eyeing the bound women. 
“You are quite right, Millistripes! Oh, what a dreadful mistake we have made!” Despite her apparent chagrin, 
Prim's smile remained firmly in place.

“Well, ye no be makin' yerself clear, Prim,” Lilly complained. “Bring our friends, ye be sayin', and set 
up the table and chair for our guest. Ye no be sayin' which be which!”

“All too true, I fear. Goodness, how embarrassing,” Prim said.

Millie idly wondered whether the eccentric Prim, who seemed to blithely prance about in a self-made 
whirlwind of the bizarre and peculiar, even possessed the capability to experience the emotion of embarrassment.

“Umm – ” Millie began.

“No, no,” Prim said, waving Millie's reply off. “I appreciate your gracious words, but this simply will 
not do. Who ever heard of a Honeydewchair? Or – ” here Prim let out a polite little giggle – “a Pillowtitstable? 
What utterly ridiculous notions! My word, but this is all sorts of disorder in need of a reordering order. Or is that 
misordered?” She asked, scratching her bent bunny ear in thought, in a manner indicating she expected it to 
stimulate her thinking.

“So be it,” she finally said. “There is only one thing to do for it.” She grabbed the legs of the bird and 
brandished the toy as a baton. Millie saw there was a tear in the neck. The stuffing there had fallen out, so that 
the head drooped and flopped this way and that as Prim waved it about.

“Yarrrr.... Ye might want to be steppin' back,” Lilly warned Millie, heeding her own advice. Millie was 
too distracted by the odd toy to follow suit, however.

“Okay, Mr. Shuffles!” Prim said. “Time to correct unchecked that which is wrecked! And do be most 
circumspect and nondirect, lest we disrespect what we confect!” And with a flourish of the bird and waggle of its
head, Prim cried out, “switch places!”

She began to dance about at an incredible pace, the others having difficulty keeping track of her. She 
spun around them, nudging and pushing them into their positions with Mr. Shuffles, which incongruously gave 
off the sound of a crop striking flesh whenever it touched them, startling the ladies. Millie and Evie suddenly 
found themselves standing facing each other. At their side, Prim quickly danced under Elspeth's tray which, at a 
touch from Mr. Shuffles, flew into the air with a loud bang, the tea set and biscuits soaring.

“Umm – ” Millie began in concern as she instinctively put her arms out as if to catch the tray. She found 
Evie had disappeared from in front of her and been replaced by a bemused Elspeth. Almost immediately, she too 
disappeared, and before Millie could so much as look around for her, she found herself sitting on Elspeth's back, 
the other woman now on all fours as Evie had been before. Meanwhile, Evie was now kneeling, arms up in front 
of her as if to hold something.

The tray! Millie remembered it and looked up to find it falling into her own outstretched hands. The 
saucers landed perfectly in place, their cups dropping right onto them. The small plate rattled about as it touched 
down, the biscuits dropping onto it in succession as the bowl of sugar arrived, the cubes following along in an 
almost martial display of precision, the tongs coming down on top. Finally, the kettle thumped into pride of 
place. A stream of steaming tea poured straight into it. The lid missed, however, bouncing off the kettle toward 
the sugar, whereupon the tongs swung and gave it a whack toward the kettle. The lid then made a pleasant 
tinkling sound as it settled into its proper spot at last.

“Phaf  maf nnf ferf pherfmmfephh” Elspeth dryly noted.

“What a helpful girl ye be,” Lilly said with a grin at Millie, who was staring at the tray in her arms.

“There was no need to partake in the chores, my friend!” Prim said, smiling broadly. “You truly are a 
courteous guest. But perhaps our Honeydew would like to perform her function as our table?”



Millie continued to regard the tray. The kettle gestured with its spout toward Evie, snapping Millie out of
her reverie. “Umm,” she said. She leaned forward and placed the tray in Evie's hands.

Prim clapped her hands excitedly. “Oh, well done, my delightful guest!” she said. “And now that our 
friends are in their appropriate positions, we may begin this tea party!”

Millie looked down at Elspeth, feeling she should be embarrassed. After all, one does not ordinarily sit 
on another's back. Elspeth merely rolled her eyes, a trickle of drool dripping from her chin.

“Will you be joining us for tea, Dandelion?” Prim asked.

The pirate shook her head. “I be feelin' like a fifth wheel, I be,” she said. “I no be a teacher. Just be 
callin' fer me when ye need the furniture removed.” She took her hat off with a flourish and bowed.

Prim spun in a pirouette as she moved next to Lilly. “Thank you for helping me set up for Millistripe's 
visit,” she said, hugging the pirate.

“Yar, it do be me pleasure,” Lilly said, returning the hug before turning toward Millie. “And it do be so 
good to be seein' ye again, Millistripes,” she added, extending a hand to her.

“Umm,” Millie said as they shook hands.

“Now, now, let's not be gettin' all weepy!” The pirate grumbled, wiping an eye with a finger. She 
furiously turned and stomped away, waving back at them as she hummed a sailing ditty to herself.

Prim smiled as she watched her friend exit. “Very well, then, to the tea!” she said, turning back to the 
others. She then clapped a hand to her forehead. “Oh, once again I have gotten ahead of myself!” She reached 
around behind her and pulled a spindle chair literally from the air. Millie noticed carvings of vines and flowers 
running along and over the chair, making it a work of art itself. It seemed Prim did not like doing things halfway.

“We cannot very well have a party with the hostess standing around like a statue, can we?” Prim asked. 
She then sat on the air as if on an invisible chair. She placed the toy bird on the actual chair.

“If I recall,” she continued as she took the kettle and began pouring, missing the cup as she had during 
the first tea party with Millie and raining tea onto Evie's shoulder. The blonde started as if burned, then blinked 
as she realized she felt no pain.

Her motion had rattled everything on the tray, of course. The cups and saucers started bouncing up and 
down on the tray. The biscuits hopped circles around the plate, which rattled around again as if it rather enjoyed 
this little dance of its own creation.

“Honeydew! Whatever is the matter, making such a fuss? Proper tables are stable and true!" Prim said.

“Fmffmm,” Evie mumbled by way of apology.

“Now, you lot need to settle down!” Prim said sternly. The tea set scrambled back into their positions. 
“Goodness, such excitement. Perhaps there is something in the air today. What do you think, Millistripes?”

“Umm...” Millie said.

“Yes, that would explain it,” Prim said as she began pouring tea again, now onto Elspeth's calf. The 
archer met Millie's eyes and gave another eyeroll.

“Now, where was I? Oh, of course! If I recall correctly, you take it with one lump,” Prim said, taking the 
tongs and lifting a cube. She suddenly looked aside. “Oh, what a lovely flower!” she said, quite distracted, and 
dropped the cube between Evie's breasts. The blonde blinked in surprise and gave a slight shudder, causing a 
nearly-imperceptible shake of her tray.

It was enough. Once again, the items began their mad scramble.

“Well, now!” Prim said indignantly. “Whatever is the matter with you, Honeydew?”

“Fmffmm,” Evie mumbled another apology.



The gnome picked up Mr. Shuffles and shook him at the tea set, its head flopping about again. “Get back
to your stations, now, and behave!” she said sternly. The set hurriedly resumed their proper positions. “Now, if 
we are done with the unpleasant interruptions, we can resume the purpose of this cheerful little gathering,” Prim 
said, setting Mr. Shuffles back down on the chair. She handed Millie her cup, which of course was filled with tea
despite the gnome's earlier aim.

Millie, now familiar with Prim's offbeat pouring techniques, smiled as she took the cup. “Oh!” Prim 
said. “Look at that gorgeous smile of hers, Pillowtits!”

Flustered, Millie looked away as Prim began pouring her own cup of tea … onto the cozy. Beneath 
Millie, Elspeth muttered something into her gag.

“Oh, of course you live up to your name, Pillowtits,” the gnome said as she used the tongs to pick up a 
saucer instead of a sugar cube. “Trust me on this one,” she finished with a nod, dropping the saucer onto the 
chair, where it bounced off and fell to the ground, shattering.

Evie instinctively looked to check at the sound, and once again the tray shifted in her arms. As if on cue, 
the tea set began a third round of wild scrambling. Evie winced and quickly resumed her position, much too late.

“How are we ever to enjoy our tea with such excitement?” Prim cried out. “And whatever is the matter 
with you today, Honeydew? Are you still fussed Pillowtits's melons are bigger than your own? How many times 
must I tell you – Your melons are quite juicy and sweet and a true delight!”

Evie blushed furiously. Millie felt Elspeth laughing beneath her.

“I suppose I must once again take care of our chittering friends,” Prim said as the cups and whatnot 
tingled as they bounced around on the tray. Millie noticed the tongs appeared to be trying to get the others to 
settle down, grabbing a saucer and dragging it into position. “Goodness, where has Mr. Shuffles gotten himself 
off to?” Prim asked, looking around for the toy bird which had somehow gone missing.

“Umm,” Millie said, watching the still-prancing items on Evie's tray. Suddenly, everything froze a 
moment before rapidly dashing back to its spot.

“Good show, Millistripes,” Prim said, impressed. “That is the way to tell them what is what!”

“Umm...”

“Now, now, no need to apologize. They needed a good chiding.” One of the cups hopped up indignantly, 
only to be hit by the tongs. The cup settled back into place, and Millie got the impression the tongs considered 
itself something of an enforcer. She discovered broken saucer was back in its spot and entirely whole. She 
looked to where the saucer had broken to find no shards remained.

A silence fell amongst them. Millie nibbled a biscuit, while Prim watched a cardinal fly into the trees as 
she dropped her own sugar cube into an empty cup on the tray. The cup gave a cough, sending the cube flying 
back to its compatriots and earning itself a warning tap from the tongs.

“Please, Millistripes, enjoy!” Prim prodded, and Millie realized she had not yet tasted her own tea. She 
raised it to her lips, taking a sip and eliciting an approving smile from the gnome.

They drank their tea and ate biscuits in silence for a couple of minutes. A butterfly fluttered over to land 
on Prim's bent bunny ear, where it sat flexing its wings.

“I must apologize, Millistripes,” Prim finally said. “This tea party has been mired by confusion, 
blunders, and general kerfuffles.”

She shook her head, and Millie realized the gnome was actually frowning. She could not recall ever 
seeing her without a smile – and usually a big one at that. She looked at the others, who seemed to also be 
disconcerted at Prim's deflated mood. A slight rattling sound brought her attention to the tea set, where she saw a
few of the items trembling, as if unsettled. Even the butterfly stopped its motions, looking slightly depressed.



She looked back at Prim to see her gazing morosely at a tree. Millie thought a moment, wanting to cheer 
up her friend. She reached into her pocket and withdrew the box of tea Prim had given her at their first meeting, 
the human furniture watching intently. Quietly, she set it on the tray in front of the gnome.

“And what is this?” Prim asked, her voice now tainted with a false cheer. She picked up the box and 
examined it from all angles before opening it and peering in. She silently looked at it for several seconds.

Finally, she looked up at Millie. “Empty,” the gnome said, smiling. “Not a single, tiny crumb left.”

“It was really good tea,” Millie said. “The best.”

Prim's smile broadened and became slightly tremulous. She pulled out a handkerchief from the air and 
dabbed at her eyes. “I must say, the pollen has gotten heavy this season,” she said.

Millie smiled, and the mood of the scene promptly lifted again. The tea set settled down, and the 
butterfly took flight, fluttering around Prim's bunny ears merrily. Beneath her, Millie felt Elspeth relax as Evie 
smiled at her around her gag and gave her a wink.

“It truly is a wonderful day for some tea,” Prim said. “Would you not agree, Millistripes?”

As Millie opened her mouth to reply, a bell sounded in the distance. She rolled her eyes and sighed.

Prim grinned. “Yes, that would be the sound we all dread to hear, the sound which tells us our merry 
time together must come to an end. But be of good cheer, my friend, for bittersweet partings allow for joyous 
reunions!”

They stood, and Prim picked up Millie's tea box. “We must not forget this!” she said, offering it back. As
Millie took it, Prim stepped over and wrapped her arms around her in a hug. “You are always welcome to enjoy 
tea with me, my friend!” she said.

Millie blushed and blinked a moment before putting her own arms around the gnome. “Umm,” she said.

“Back to your usual talkative self, I see!” Prim said, withdrawing with a laugh. “Be on your way with 
good cheer. Now, really, where has Mr. Shuffles gotten to?” she asked, looking around, already distracted.

Shaking her head with a smile, Millie waved at Evie and Elspeth, who nodded back, smiling around their
gags. She walked down the path as before, leaving the party behind. She found Lilly seated at the base of a tree 
off the path, hat pulled over her face, the sound of her snoring loud and clear.

Millie heard birdsong and looked up see Mr. Shuffles standing in a branch, tweeting away, head flopped 
over. She looked back for a last sight of Prim, who appeared to be lecturing the tea set, then turned toward her 
destination. She opened the box Prim had returned to her, finding it full again. Smiling once more, she realized 
she felt delighted and ready to face her onerous task.


