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Adventure 7

Prim put one foot in front of the other.

That was all her mind could process. One foot forward. Other foot forward. Left foot. Right foot.

Where she was going, she could not have told anyone. She did not know, herself. She knew, on an 
instinctive level, that she had veered from her initial path to move directly away from where she had revealed her
hidden power to Tia.

After all, the further away from Him, the better. The quicker, the better.

But, was it really better? she wondered. At the end of it all, without Hot-Tits, does it matter anymore?

At some point, the tears had stopped. Not that she had felt like doing anything more productive than 
curling up and crying until the end of time. No, they had stopped because she simply had run out.

It was only the single idea of getting away that kept her moving.

“I don't want to be alone. Not again,” she had said as Tia walked away. And now, here she was, alone.

And she knew of one being who was still eager for her company. She shuddered at the thought. No, she 
was not ready to see Him again.

“After all, being with Him is really being alone, after all,” she reasoned aloud.

She continued onward, her mind numb. Every now and again, images of Tia would flash in her mind. 
Prim would reel as if struck when this happened. Then, her arms clutching one another tight as if to literally hold
herself together, she would straighten and resume her journey.

Left foot. Right foot.

Dance steps came to mind, and she mentally clutched at them with the eagerness of a starving man for a 
morsel of food. She determined to go through every dance she knew. Anything to keep her mind away from 
what had just happened.

But then the memory of dancing for Tia before the campfire came to mind, and she crumpled again.

I know where you are, Little Thief.

She nearly shrieked at His voice in her mind.

Wiping sweat off her brow, she stood and broke into a jog. Yes, the further away, the better.

You always were so unpredictable. From the moment we first met, you managed to surprise me. That is 
why you are my greatest treasure. But you are still a mortal.

Her emotional state had left her mind open to Him, she realized. Could He feel her presence even now? 
Or was He lying, trying to trick her into giving herself up?

And mortals cannot resist using power, any power, for long. Even you, Little Thief. Sooner or later, I 
knew you would have to show yourself. It was inevitable.

She broke into a run.

Why do you keep going?

“You know why,” she answered aloud. She heard His laughter.

Is here where you foolish notion of “love” comes in?



“True love is not foolish, even if the lovers themselves are,” Prim said, laughing. “You always 
underestimated love. But my love of life is what gave me the power to leave you, was it not?”

She heard his roar of rage in her mind at the reminder. You always did have such a strange fascination 
with love and beauty. More than any mortal I've known. “Life always finds a way,” you told me. “That is why it 
is the greatest beauty of all.” Well, are you feeling beautiful now, Little Thief?

“Go away.”

Was it for love you revealed yourself to me?

Prim did not answer. He laughed again.

So, it was. Whom do you love? Was it worth it, knowing I am coming to collect you, Little Thief?

She felt tears flowing down her cheeks again but did not answer.

Once again, you prove me right. Your “love” will lead you right back to me.

A surge of defiance arose within her. “You are wrong,” she said. “As you always have been.”

Perhaps. Perhaps not. You still have a choice, Little Thief. Will you hold to your precious belief and let 
me catch you at last? Or will you finally admit I am right, and your mortal “love” is nothing more than a 
delusion and a weight pulling you down? Which path will you choose?

“You know my answer. I will not kill myself.” She stopped running and gave a wry smile, knowing he 
would feel it. “I made a bargain, after all.”

He laughed. So you did, Little Thief.

She closed her eyes. With a deep breath, she focused and shut her mind to him again.

And then she ran.

Night fell, and she slowed down to a jog. Her body was telling her she was hungry and thirsty and just 
plain exhausted, but she did not dare stop. Every mile, every foot even, was precious now.

The moon, only at the quarter, set. She continued jogging under the stars. She had wandered for so long, 
often at night, she could see quite well on such a clear night even with the moon no longer shining down.

She looked back from where she had come, and her heart froze. A blue light flashed out in the distance.

Looking around wildly, she found a patch of bushes and dove in. Trembling, hardly able to move from 
either exhaustion or terror or both, she slowly peered out.

She had run far from the hills where the goblins were and into an open stretch of grassland. And back at 
the hills, lines of blue flames shot from the sky, as He flew back and forth, breathing fire in His rage.

Prim watched as the flames stopped, then, an unknown amount of time later, flames shot up from the 
ground. Though she could not see the hill for another ridge in between, she knew he had landed at the goblins 
and was demanding they point him to her.

She had no delusions the goblins would protect her. However, in the chaos and madness, perhaps they 
had lost track of her and Tia.

She blanched. Tia! What if the goblins pointed Him to her?

The bargain would hold, she thought. Surely it would.

He would figure out Tia was the reason Prim had revealed herself. How could He not? Could she risk 
Tia's life?

And she found herself running back. What she hoped to do, she could not have said. Her only thought 
was getting back to see – to know – that her Hot-Tits was safe.

As she ran, she kept watching the ridge, hoping to see His fire indicating He was still busy intimidating 
goblins. She focused on it so intently, she paid little attention to her path.



“He seems angry,” a would-be casual voice behind her said.

Prim stumbled to a halt, shock running through her. She turned.

Tia was standing, leaning against a tree, arms lazily crossed. She had obviously seen Prim running up 
and had waited for her.

“H-Hot-Tits?” Prim asked weakly.

“Can you believe it? I finally get away from you, and then I immediately missed your constant 
nattering,” Tia said. She shrugged. “Who could have expected that?”

As Prim struggled to recover her breath, Tia stepped away from the tree to stand a few feet in front her. 
They looked one another over, both feeling awkward at this sudden meeting.

Finally, Tia gave a sheepish grin.

“You're the weaver, of course.”

“Tappisier,” Prim said automatically. Tia let out a short laugh.

“Tappisier, weaver. Whatever.” She hesitated. “I should have figured it out sooner,” she finally 
admitted. “And using your powers – your stolen powers – lit a signal beacon for our irate friend with the over-
dramatic entrance, didn't it?” 

Prim found herself unable to speak, swallowed anxiously, and nodded.

“So typical of you,” Tia said. “Act first, worry about consequences later. It'll all work out, right? Though
I suppose I should not complain, seeing as you saved my life.” She gave a nervous grin, then rolled her eyes to 
the sky and sighed, hands on her hips.

“Tekuvode,” she said, still looking up.

“Come again?” Prim asked, confused.

“That is my tribe. Tekuvode: The People of the Rushing Waters.” She met Prim's gaze. “Now you know 
something about me.”

Prim stared a moment, open-mouthed. And then she laughed and rushed into Tia's arms, bursting into 
tears. They stood there, hugging each other, for several moments.

“Why didn't you tell me?” Tia asked.

“I was afraid you would get all hot-headed and leave me,” Prim said.

“Now, why would you think a silly thing that?” Tia asked with a laugh. She paused, then continued in a 
lower voice. “I'm so sorry. You were right about me. Not just about my past, but how I would react. I knew you 
were thinking I would stomp away, and I was furious because you were right. I – I – ” she faltered.

Prim gently put her hand on Tia's cheek. “And then you turned right around and came after me,” she 
said. “I should have known you would – you always have. I am sorry I forgot that.”

Tia took Prim's hand in her own. “Great. We're a sorry pair of idiots,” she said with a grin. “Meanwhile, 
your ex-boyfriend over there – ” she jerked a thumb toward the hill in question – “seems to be throwing quite the
tantrum. A rather possessive fellow, is he?”

“Yes, he is,” Prim said, her terror returning after having been pushed aside by the reunion. She started 
trembling again. “I thought He would go after you.”

Tia hesitated a moment, contemplative. “That explains why you were running back to me, then,” she 
finally said.

“And you to me,” Prim said. Her brows furrowed in confusion. “It has been nighttime for quite a while. 
How is it you were able to track me so well?”



Tia shrugged. “It wasn't hard at all. Simplest thing ever, in fact. You clearly immediately veered to run 
directly away from the … ” she nearly said dragon and swiftly changed tack “ … goblins' home. I know you 
hate hills, because you every time you complain about them loudly and constantly. So all I had to do was find 
the easiest, laziest path and – ow!” She rubbed her arm where Prim had punched it, grinning. “No need to get 
fussy,” she playfully said.

But Prim did not seem inclined to play. “It is your own fault. You went and ruined a perfectly good re– ”
she began, but she stopped when Tia put a hand on her shoulder and squeezed affectionately. Their eyes locked, 
and Prim saw an intensity she had never before seen in Tia's. The bard felt her fears slip away as she looked into 
them.

“Thank you, Prim,” Tia said. “For understanding me. For forgiving me. And now, we're in this together. 
Though,” her eyes twinkled with mirth as the corner of her mouth twitched, “I must say, this batch of your 
particular kind of trouble is quite impressive, even for you.”

For one of the few times in her life, Prim found herself unable to speak. Tia found she did not need Prim 
to say anything and simply nodded in understanding.

A light flashed off to the side. They turned to face the goblin hill. Standing together, each with an arm 
around the other, they watched the blue light of the dragon's rage burn over the ridge.


