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Adventure 4

“And here we are, at yet another unknown, bustling town,” Tia declared as they passed a sign welcoming
them to Tropstad.

“I wonder what beauty and adventure we shall find!” Prim said cheerfully, looking excitedly at the 
passers-by. “And what interesting fashions!” she cried, seeing a lady wearing a large hat with what could 
politely be described as an abundance of feathers walking by.

It was the fourth afternoon since Prim's nighttime story. The pair had traveled in their typical aimless 
manner, stumbled across a road, and followed it to the town.

“Let's find some food,” Tia said.

“Baths first!” Prim demanded.

Tia rolled her eyes. “What is it with you and bathing?”

“You prefer the sour scent of sweat and grime?” Prim asked, crossing her arms and turning her head 
away. “I can smell you from five yards away!”

“I thought you liked my musk,” Tia said, grinning. “It's a thing of beauty, after all.” Prim merely gave an
unimpressed glare. Tia let out a laugh. “Come on, then. The bathing hall it is.”

“Yay!” Prim cried, throwing her arms into the air. They set out to find a bath, Prim prancing around like 
an overactive child, looking at every sign, decoration, or colorful outfit they came across. Passersby soon made 
sure to give the pair a wide berth.

“See, everyone can smell the travel on us!” Prim said after watching a mother hustle her children away 
from them.

“Riiiiight. And it has nothing to do with you behaving like a loon,” Tia retorted.

“I cannot help myself!” Prim said, putting her hands on her hips and sticking her tongue out at Tia. “It is 
just so exciting to experience a new town for the first time!”

They soon found a bathing hall and paid their way in out of the rather limited funds they had managed to
save in their travels. Tia frowned at her very-light coin purse as Prim dragged her by the arm to the changing 
room.

“We really need to watch our spending,” Tia said as they stripped. “Money bonanzas don't exactly 
happen when you spend half your time wandering aimlessly, the other half getting out of someone's dungeon.”

“We can be bunny girls again!” Prim said brightly. “Things always get much more interesting when we 
put on the ears and tail!”

“No!” Tia flatly replied. “I am sick of fishnets,” she added with a grumble.

“Always so negative,” Prim said cheerfully, grabbing buckets and supplies for both of them.

They entered the washing room. Prim opened her mouth, but Tia thrust out a hand to forestall her. “I can
scrub my own back, thank you very much,” she said.

Prim pouted. “Awww... Where is the fun in that?”

“Who is talking about fun?” Tia asked as she sat on a stool and rummaged for her soap. “You wanted to 
go the bath, and now here we are. Let's just do what people do here, okay?”

“What is with the determined attitude at a place in which to relax?” Prim asked, filling her bucket at the 
fountain in the center of the room. “People also have fun at bath houses, you know. Oh!” she said brightly, 
bringing her fist to her palm. “But of course! That is what you meant!” And with that, she flung the water onto 
Tia.



The warrior sputtered. “What was that for?” she demanded. Wiping the water from her eyes, she did not 
see or hear Prim slip behind her. “Have you gone ma – ah – ahhhh ...”

Her anger drained away into a sigh as Prim massaged her back with soapy hands. “Still want to scrub 
your own back?” she asked in a low voice.

“Nrrgle,” Tia said, her head lolling and eyes unfocused. Prim giggled.

“I do seem to have that way with people,” she said. “Did I ever tell you about the time I distracted an 
entire Ork raiding party until the caravan I was with could get to safety? They still tell tales of my deeds that 
day...”

“Do they?” Tia asked, her wits returning.

“The Orks do, yes.”

Tia laughed. “I probably shouldn't ask just how you keep up with their talk – ahhh.”

“Goodness, Hot-Tits, you are so tense,” Prim said, kneading Tia's back. “I may have to use extreme 
measures to get you to relax properly.”

“'Extreme measures?' Why do I not like the sound – hey!”

For Prim had slipped her hands around and cupped Tia's breasts from behind. “I am just helping your 
body relax,” she said.

“I think they are relaxed enough, thank you!”

“True, no knots here,” Prim said, squeezing playfully. “Nice and soft.”

“Dammit, Prim!” Tia said. “I thought you were supposed to be washing my back, not feeling me up!”

“You mean I should work lower?” Prim asked, sliding her hands back and down toward Tia's backside.

“Right!” Tia said, standing up. “I think that did the trick. I feel better already!”

“Excellent!” Prim said, spinning around. “Now it is your turn!” she added, pointing to her back. “And 
feel free to be rough, if that is your thing,” she added, twisting around and winking.

Tia sighed. “You never stop, do you...”

Several minutes later, now washed up, they entered the bathing area. It was not particularly busy, with 
just a few other towel-clad women gathered in groups. They gave irritated looks as Prim removed her towel and 
settled into the water naked, sighing.

“There are few pleasures in life greater than relaxing in a nice, warm bath,” she said, leaning back.

Tia chuckled. “You somehow always find these pleasures wherever you go,” she said. “And it seems 
your list of 'few' is rather long.” She disrobed and joined Prim in the pool. Noticing the other patrons' 
disapproving looks, she waved brightly with an exaggerated smile.

Prim giggled as they blushed furiously and turned away. “Now, this I did not expect: My Hot-Tits did 
not bring her towel into the pool!”

“What's the point? You'd find a way to get it off me, anyway.”

“True, I would,” Prim said, completely unabashed. “But I must say I do so feel a tinge of regret. The 
hunt would have been most fun!”

“You're hopeless,” Tia said with a grin.

“What can I say, Hot-Tits?” Prim smiled at her. “I know what I love.”

The pair settled into a comfortable silence. Tia soon closed her eyes, feeling the stress of the road fading 
away. She had to admit Prim's near-obsession with comfort had its advantages.

As she relaxed, her mind drifted toward her memories, the ones that kept resurfacing of late. She had 
tried to figure out why she kept returning to them but could come up with no answer. She had even considered 
opening up to Prim about them, but something always held her back. She shook her head to clear it, sighed, and 
leaned back against the rocks of the pool wall.



The spirit dream suddenly came to her again, and she found herself in the desert once more. She could 
feel the heat of the sun. 

The hummingbird flitted about, not in any particular pattern, going from rock to dried bush to rock to 
Tia and then to a cactus. The wolf sat, watching the bird.

“You know, I was rather enjoying a pleasant bath,” Tia said to the wolf. It looked at her, huffed, and 
resumed watching the hummingbird.

She scanned the horizon. She spotted the dark, whirling section of memories from before. It was far 
away, and she felt no threat it would bother her this visit.

“Why am I back here?” she asked the wolf after a few minutes, or hours. Once again, time seemed to 
make little sense.

The wolf ignored her. The hummingbird landed on its snout, eliciting a snort. The wolf stood and shook.
The bird flew off cheerfully, as if it had not just annoyed the wolf. The beast settled back down and resumed 
watching the bird.

“You're no help,” Tia told it. Several minutes passed. Or seconds.

She heard voices, as if from a distance. She looked around for the source, but she was alone. With a 
shrug, she decided to listen in.

“He's such a bore, though,” one voice said.

“And he's always acting as if he's all that,” another said.

Tia's mouth twisted as if she had just sucked on a lemon. “Gossip? Seriously?” she demanded of the 
wolf. “You brought me here for this?” The canine ignored her.

“And nobody asked him to get involved,” a third voice said.

“He should just get the hint and go away,” the first voice said.

“Matters of the heart are never so simple as that,” a new, familiar voice said. “You cannot blame a 
person for falling in love, no matter how inconvenient it may be to you.”

“Oh? And what do you know?” the third voice demanded.

“I know a man's heart rarely listens to his head. Though other parts of his anatomy often try and do the 
thinking for him.”

The voices giggled. Tia rolled her eyes, then kicked a stone just to distract herself from the voices.

“What business does he have trying to court me, anyway?” the first voice asked. “He should know I'm 
way out of his league.”

Suddenly, Tia turned to the wolf. “You didn't bring me here,” she said. “I came here on my own. That's 
why you're ignoring me.”

The wolf glanced at her a moment, huffed, then returned to the bird.

“Why did I come here?” she asked. “What happened to bring me to this dream?”

The bird circled her head, squeaking merrily.

“Pish-posh. Everyone has a right to love, even if it is not returned as his happens to be,” the familiar 
voice said. “Unrequited love can be beautiful as any. Sad, annoying even, but beautiful, nonetheless.”

“Prim,” Tia said. “Only she can prattle on like that about beauty and other foolishness.”

To Tia's surprise, it began to rain in her dream state. A desert rain that wastes no time with pleasantries 
and simply drops everything at once poured over her.

“Yes, this is much better than relaxing in a hot bath,” she said to no one as she was promptly soaked.

The hummingbird landed on her shoulder and began squeaking a tune. Tia stood in the downpour for 
several minutes or hours before suddenly realizing the bird was unaffected by the rain, its feathers dry. She 
looked to the wolf, which was as soaked as she herself was.



And then her eyes were drawn back to the maelstrom of her negative memories. It made no move, 
though she felt a power in it, subdued, biding its time. She shuddered, closing her eyes.

When she opened them, she realized she was back in the hot bath. She tried to stand, but her body 
insisted on stretching the moment she stirred.

“Oh, but that does feel good,” she said. Looking around for Prim, she could not at first find her. Then, to 
her horror, she saw the redhead climbing the fence between the women's and men's baths.

Her shock at Prim's audaciousness left her momentarily mute. Meanwhile, Prim reached the top and 
leaned over.

“Hey, you!” she shouted. “Yeah, you! I see you peeping at those other women!” She flung her sandal, 
and a man's cry of pain sounded from the other side of the fence. “Ha! Serves you right for not staring at my 
exquisite ass, you unrefined oaf!”

Tia put her face into her palm.

“I do not understand,” Prim complained a few minutes later. Behind them, the door to the bath house 
slammed.

“What, exactly, has you flummoxed?” Tia asked.

They were standing in front of the bathing hall, wearing nothing but towels and holding their clothes.

“I do not understand why we get thrown out when we were the victims of the peeper!” Prim said, 
throwing her sandals to the ground in irritation. “Also, since when do you say 'flummoxed', Hot-Tits?” she asked
brightly, her smile returning.

“Dunno,” Tia said, turning away to hide her grin. Prim was so predictable: She always cheered up when 
Tia used big words she had learned from her. “Bad influence, I guess.”

“Like what you see?” Prim asked a man walking by. He grinned, nodded, and tipped his hat.

“Move along,” Tia growled.

“Well, that bath was less relaxing that I had hoped,” Prim said as she walked toward an alley in which to
dress.

“We should have gone to the pub,” Tia needled. “At least we'd be wearing our clothes now and not half-
naked in public.”

“You say that like it would be more appealing,” Prim said. “Besides, I have seen you naked plenty of 
times at the DD, so do not pretend such a state of undress would be unheard-of had we gone to the pub first.”

“True, but at least then we would have drinks,” Tia pointed out. “And a crowd more appreciative of your
exquisite ass,” she added with a chuckle as a trio of women walked by, gasping in shock as they saw the pair in 
their state of undress.

“An excellent point!” Prim said merrily. “The pub it is, then!”


