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Adventure 5

“Why is it,” Tia asked as the pair ran along the edge of a cliff twelve days after their bathhouse 
misadventure, “I often find myself in these situations with you?”

“Whatever do you mean, Hot-Tits,” Prim asked, ducking a goblin's arrow almost casually. Cries and 
grunts arose from their pursuers.

Tia glared at her friend. “You know full well. Always running for our lives from something.”
“In my defense, this one is your fault.”
“My fault?” Tia roared. Another arrow harmlessly landed nearby.
“You and your stubbornness with goblins,” Prim said. “One would think you would learn to live and let 

live.”
“Oh, so we should just go around filthy, thieving goblins because – ”
“ – Because there were forty of them and two of us?”
Tia frowned. “Well, how was I supposed to know there were so many? We only saw five!”
“How can you be so amazing at tracking and whatnot, but you never check how many foes you might be

facing before rushing in?” Prim asked. “It truly astounds me.”
“Oh, so now it's lecture time, is it?”
“No,” Prim said, “that should probably wait until later. We have more pressing matters right now.” She 

gestured ahead.
Tia looked. “Oh, you cannot be serious...”
Ahead of them, the path led to a primitive rope bridge crossing the gorge beside them. Even from a 

distance, the lack of craftsmanship was evident.
“There's no way we can cross that!” Tia said. “It's barely able to stay up as it is!”
“Nevertheless, we must, Hot-Tits. Unless you think our friends are in a forgiving mood?”
“Right. You first, then.”
They arrived at the bridge, which consisted of one thick rope with two thinner ropes running above to 

hold on to. Smaller ropes every few feet connected the upper ropes to the main one.
Prim lightly stepped out onto it, hardly even touching the upper ropes. “Come along, Hot-Tits! It is more

secure than it appears.”
“That's not sayin' much,” Tia muttered as she followed more slowly. Whereas the sure-footed Prim 

dashed along, the warrior slowly trudged forward. As soon as she set foot on the main rope, she realized it was 
swaying back and forth. She gripped the side ropes as though her life depended on it and shuffled on.

After a few steps, a horn sounded from behind them. “That can't be good,” Tia said.
“There is nothing to be done,” Prim said as the goblin mob neared the bridge. “Press forward!”
“I'm going, I'm going!” Tia said. She heard the goblins jeering behind her. Looking back, she saw them 

scuffling and fighting over who would go on the bridge first – and, therefore, face the warrior who had 
pummeled several earlier.

Prim was two-thirds across when she heard more goblin jeering – only now, it came from ahead of them.
“Well, this would seem to pose a problem,” she called back to Tia fifteen feet behind her.

The warrior looked up and saw a second mob of goblins come into view in front of them. She looked 
back at their pursuers – just in time, to duck an arrow fired from the edge of the cliff. Other goblins had managed
to sort out who would go first and were on the bridge, closing in.

“Any crazy ideas?” she asked.
“My ideas are never crazy, Hot-Tits,” Prim said, turning back to Tia. The warrior suddenly realized Prim

was not even using the support ropes.
“Would you hold on, at least?” she asked. “You're making me dizzy just looking at you.”
Prim grinned. “Relax, Hot-Tits. You are doing fine!”
“I'd be doing better if you'd hold on!” Tia snarled.
“Such a worrier,” Prim said with a laugh as she casually leaned aside to avoid another arrow.



Suddenly, the bridge gave a lurch in the wind. Tia grabbed hold of the support ropes for dear life. 
Meanwhile, Prim lost her balance, her foot slipping off the main rope. She grabbed a support rope as she fell, 
hanging precariously.

“I am fine,” she called up to Tia. “And not a word about this.”
The warrior sighed in relief. “Yes, the lecture should probably wait until later, right?” Prim stuck out her

tongue and blew raspberries at her, as she climbed back up.
“We'll never survive out here,” Tia said.
“Are you suggesting we jump?” Prim asked.
“No. But you should push on,” the warrior said, forcing herself to move faster. “At least there are fewer 

goblins on that side.”
“That we can see, at least,” Prim added with a smile. She moved along the bridge, now holding the upper

ropes. The goblins roared with delight seeing her approach, brandishing clubs and spears.
When she got six feet away, Prim crouched and sprung forward. The goblins, taken by surprise at her 

unexpected charge, instinctively stepped back. Reaching solid ground, she leapt onto one goblin's shoulders and 
over, landing on second goblin's head and hopping onto the rocks.

“You are a slower than usual lot, are you not?” she asked as the goblins looked around, puzzled.
They finally decided to try and grab her. The bard laughed and danced about as the goblins lunged at 

where she had been standing only to collide into one another. She ducked another pair grabbing at her, with 
similar results for the goblins.

While Prim kept their foes distracted, Tia finally scooted off the bridge. Without a moment's hesitation, 
she drew her axe, and with a dull thud, she chopped one upper rope off at the wooden post it had been tied to.

She looked back to see the goblins scrambling to stay on the bridge. She raised the axe over the other 
support rope. The goblins on the bridge shrieked. The ones closest to the cliff scrambled to try and make it back. 
The others dropped down to hang onto the main rope.

Tia gave them two seconds to get themselves sorted, then swung the axe again. The second upper rope 
fluttered down, cut.

She drew her club and turned to the mob. They had managed to trip Prim, who tried to roll away. Before 
she could get up, a goblin lunged at her, falling over her and pinning her.

Tia shouted and sprang at him. Seeing her coming at him in a fury, he let out a cry and scrambled off 
Prim. Tia then pivoted and engaged the pack. A furious melee ensued, the warrior striking several foes, knocking
a few. The goblins panicked at her sudden assault and those that still could hurriedly moved back several feet to 
regroup.

There were at least twenty of them, however. The gnomes found themselves with a mob before them and
their backs to a cliff with a single rope which led to another forty goblins. A wall of rock rose sheer on their right
at least twenty feet.

“Any ideas?” Tia asked.
“None that are pleasant,” Prim said, panting from her exertions.
“It seems they are reluctant to attack,” Tia said. “I think they just sent one of 'em I hit ahead, or back, or 

whichever. Probably to get reinforcements.”
“Well, that does not seem promising for us.”
“What do you think of our options?”
Prim grinned. “We stand here until we get overwhelmed, or we charge in and hope they are simply a 

kinky lot and not a hungry one.”
Tia laughed grimly. “'Bout what I reckoned.” She raised her weapons.
Prim put a hand on her shoulder. “Wait. They seem to be chanting something.”
The goblins in front of them had turned and were indeed chanting. Gluhden, they cried together. 

Gluhden, Gluhden, they repeated.
“What is Gluhden?” Tia asked.
“Haven't the foggiest,” Prim answered. “I would wager we shall find out in a few moments.”
“Good,” the warrior said, spinning her weapons in anticipation. “I hate waiting.”
Several of the chanting goblins pulled out ropes and held them ready, taunting the gnomes. Prim laughed

derisively, causing a few of them to meekly lower their ropes in confusion and humiliation.
“It would seem we have the answer to kinky or hungry,” she said.



The goblins, still chanting, parted. The path sloped downward behind them, and the gnomes saw a giant 
lizard, much larger than the bear Tia had fought before, approaching on all fours. It wore a metal collar with 
several ropes connected to it. A few goblins held the other ends of the ropes, guiding the creature along.

“Well … this is different,” Prim said, tilting her head.
The goblins with ropes began approaching the gnomes. Tia raised her weapons to them. They stopped, 

then laughed and pointed at the lizard.
“I think they expect us to surrender rather than battle their friend,” Prim said.
Tia let out a derisive snort. “If they wanted lizard meat for dinner, they should have just said so.”
Putting both weapons in her left hand, she leaned down and gathered up a stone. She flung it at Gluhden.
It struck the creature between its eyes. The goblins all quieted down, looking at one another in 

bewilderment, unsure of what was to come after this unexpected display of defiance.
The giant lizard blinked, then let out a roar toward the sky. Flames erupted from its mouth in a fiery 

geyser.
“Oh, come on!” Tia shouted. “Goblins have a fire-breathing lizard pet? That's ridiculous!”
Gluhden turned toward her and charged. Refusing to back down, the warrior leapt at it. With a swipe of 

a paw, it sent her flying against the rock face.
Prim let out a loud whistle, catching the lizard's attention. It thrust forward, snapping at her. She dodged 

aside, then jumped over the beast's swipe attack. It let out a frustrated roar, when Tia, having recovered, 
slammed both weapons into its flank, the axe's head sinking deep. Gluhden roared now in pain and spun, 
swinging its tail against Tia. She flew several feet before landing and tumbling up against the edge of the cliff, 
stopping just before going over. She looked down a moment in relief, then turned toward her foe.

Gluhden was facing her, taking a deep breath. Tia gritted her teeth as she realized she had no time to 
move out of the way.

The giant lizard exhaled. The flames shot toward her.
Suddenly, Prim stood above Tia, her back to the warrior. She held her hands out toward the lizard. The 

flames slammed into them and parted around both gnomes, Prim grunting from the effort.
The fires stopped. Prim dropped to a knee, panting.
“Prim?” Tia asked, stunned.
“A trick … I learned,” Prim said, turning and smiling weakly. “Perhaps we should move – ”
As she spoke, Gluhden drew another, deeper breath. Tia tried to stand and shove Prim aside, but her boot

slipped on the loose rocks at the cliff's edge. She fell onto her hands and knees. She looked up to see the lizard 
let loose its flames again.

Tia could do no more than watch as Prim raised her hands to try to again deflect the blast. The flames 
struck her and parted for a moment; however, they soon began closing in on the gnomes. Tia felt the heat engulf 
her as the walls of fire on either side of her moved in.

And then Prim let out a cry, and to Tia's astonishment, wings burst from her friend's back. A pair of 
reptilian wings grew and spread apart. And as if she gained strength from their presence, Prim stood and pushed 
the stream of flame back, away from the gnomes, and into the face of Gluhden itself.

The lizard roared in pain, clearly not immune to its own flames. The goblins began running around in a 
panic as Gluhden stomped about in a rage.

Prim looked at her wings. “Well, these are new,” she said, her tone unusually flat. She turned toward 
Tia, an expression of deep sadness and guilt on her features.

“What – what – ” Tia stammered. The strange anger toward Prim that had been barely under control now
surged throughout Tia. “Prim … what are you?” she finally managed to ask.

“A gnome,” Prim said, reaching out to help the warrior to her feet. Tia slapped her hand away. Prim 
started, then looked down. “I should have told you...” she said, her voice trailing away. “I tried to tell you so 
many times.”

Tia felt as if the world had turned upside-down. “Tell me what?” Tia she demanded as she stood. “That 
you're half-demon?”

“Dragon.”
“Whatever. You mean to tell me all this time, you had this power in you? To control fire?” Tia let out a 

humorless laugh. “That would have been handy to have in that burning mansion. Or were you more interested in 
grabbing my ass than getting us out?”



Prim silently opened and closed her mouth a few times. Tia found her anger growing as her normally-
vocal companion now struggled to talk to her.

“It is … complicated, Tia,” Prim said at last.
“Oh, it's 'Tia' now, is it?” Tia snarled, ignoring the irony of her being upset at not being called by Prim's 

nickname for her. 
The sound of trampling feet caught their attention. Tia looked past Prim to discover Gluhden had 

apparently decided randomly stomping around was not solving anything and was now charging right at the 
gnomes, who had ill-advisedly not moved themselves away from the cliff.

Prim half-turned, saw the danger, then ran straight at Tia. “Hold on!” she shouted.
“Wait, weren't you just saying your wings were new?” Tia asked as Prim slammed into her and they 

wrapped their arms around each other. They tumbled over the side. “Do you even have any idea what you are 
doing?”

“Vaguely,” Prim replied as she spread her wings and more or less straightened their fall. She then 
flapped her wings desperately, pulling them up from the a straight dive just enough but not enough to gain any 
altitude.

“This is madness!” Tia cried as the ground raced toward them.
She lost her hold on Prim as they struck the earth. She bounced and skidded and finally slammed into a 

boulder. Pain shot through her, and finally darkness took her.


