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“Once again, we find ourselves headed toward unknown adventures, with danger lurking – ”

“Why does danger always lurk?” Tia asked. “Why can't it skulk?”

Prim giggled and shrugged and fidgeted with the ribbon on a wrapped package she carried. “I suppose 
that is simply how it behaves. Cats prowl, horses canter, and so on. Danger lurks.”

“Are you saying danger has a personality?”

“I am saying we are on a new adventure!” Prim said, trying to regain the mood of wonder from before.

“Prim, it's a new pub. How exciting can that be?”

“New means unknown, Hot-Tits!” Prim said excitedly. “Think of the possibilities! The magic! The 
beauty!”

“Beauty?” Tia asked skeptically, pointing as the pub came into view. “Hardly. This looks one step above 
a dive.”

A man staggered out, crashed into a column, and collapsed in a heap with a loud belch.

“Half a step,” Tia amended.

“I think it is delightful!” Prim said.

“You would. D'ya reckon Aly's inside already?”

They heard a loud crash from the pub, followed by cheers and laughter. The gnomes looked at one 
another and grinned. They went inside, Tia holding the door for Prim.

As they expected, Aly was already sitting at a table. Nearby, two men were hauling a third onto his feet 
and helping sort out exactly which way his limbs were supposed to be pointing. The Ranger spotted the gnomes 
and waved, smiling.

Prim bounded over and hugged the blonde. “Hiya, Starlet Slut! I see you got into the spirit of the 
evening already.”

“The patrons of this establishment behave much like those in the DD,” Aly said with a laugh, hugging 
Tia in turn.

“Which explains why you so readily fit in,” the warrior said.

Prim hopped onto a stool and set the package on the table. “I already ordered drinks,” Aly said as a 
barmaid brought over three mugs of ale. The trio each grasped one and raised it.

“Cheers,” they all said together before taking deep gulps.

“Ah, that hit the spot,” Prim said. “Though I must confess, I have a bit of important information 
regarding our current location.”

“Here it comes,” Tia said. Aly grinned.

“For I have been informed they serve the rarest of drinks here,” Prim continued, “the drink I have been 
unable to find in this entire city despite my best efforts.”

“What, a special tea?”



“No, Hot-Tits. The special tea would be that which I make,” Prim said with a wink. “No, I mean the 
much-feared, world-renowned Ogreish Cranium Crushin' Concoction!”

The others blinked for a moment. “Ogreish Cranium … Crusher?” Tia tried.

“Crushin',” Prim corrected.

“Concoction?” Aly asked.

“Yes. I think that word makes it sound much more menacing and fascinating!”

“Rather a mouthful, if you ask me,” Tia muttered.

“Well, it is also known as the OCCC or O-Triple-C, if that helps,” Prim offered. She waved her hand. 
“Barkeep! Three O-Triple-C's!” she called out.

The pub went silent. Everyone looked over to watch them. Tia and Aly looked at each other with a 
mixture of curiosity and dread. “Prim, are you sure – ” Tia began.

“Of course!” the bard answered. “Oh, and this is for you, Starlet Slut,” she added, pushing the wrapped 
package toward the blonde. “'Tis the season, as they say.”

“Thank you,” Aly said, taking it. “Umm, I didn't – ”

“Just open it. She'll fuss if you don't,” Tia said, grinning.

Laughing, the Ranger worked the wrapping off the package, revealing a box. Opening the lid, she lifted 
a pewter goblet.

“How nice!” she said, examining it. “There are scenes carved into it. In fact – ” She stopped, blushing.

“I made it myself,” Prim said. “Hot-Tits helped pick out which stories to use.”

“That I did,” Tia said, nodding. “You'll find the time we played in front of a blindfolded Prim after she 
cheated at cards.”

Aly nodded, locating the scene in question. “Prim really does wear blindfolds well.”

“I wear many things well,” Prim said with a wink.

“True, true,” Aly said with a laugh. She raised an eyebrow as she looked at the scene again. “Err, was I 
really smiling so much around my gag?” she asked.

The gnomes laughed. “Of course you were, silly! You always do!” Prim said, winking. Aly's blush 
deepened.

“And there's the first time I met you,” Tia said.

“You were really good with the crop, Hot-Tits,” Prim said with a nod.

“Yes, I do agree that is a talent of yours,” Aly admitted, grinning and biting her lip.

“It was the bunny outfit,” Prim said. “The fishnets really draw out Hot-Tits's sterner side.” The trio 
laughed.

Prim pointed to another scene. “And here you were playing upstairs in the DD – ” she began.

“Wait, where are you?”

“The window, of course.”

“Why, you sneaky little peeping – ”

“Oh! Our drinks have arrived!” Prim said, rubbing her hands together in excitement as the barmaid set 
three goblets on the table. Smoke issued from them, spilling over and flowing onto the table. Tia was not certain,
but she thought she caught flashes of green light within the smoke.

Prim raised her goblet. “Oh, is this not the most magnificent presentation?”



Tia warily lifted her own. “I'm not quite sure 'magnificent' is the word I'd use.”

“'Worrying' is more like it,” Aly said, examining her own drink.

“Pish-posh, you two,” Prim said, waving a hand at them. “Have a sense of adventure! As they say: 
Nothing ventured, nothing gained! Cheers!”

She raised her drink and began drinking. The others watched a moment, then – with a glance at each 
other – followed her lead.

Several of the crowd began clapping appreciatively. “Bravo!” someone called out. “Them gals got 
nerve!” another cried.

“Ugh, that tasted about as bad as I expected,” Aly said after they finished.

“You must have more experience with terrible drinks than me,” Tia said.

“I do get around,” Aly said. The pair laughed.

“I think that was quite … interesting,” Prim said. “Though I expect we should give it a few minutes 
before reaching final conclusions.”

“You mean wait to see how hard it hits,” Tia said.

“Precisely.”

Aly examined her gift again. “Wait, what is this scene?”

“Which one?” Tia asked.

Aly held it up, finger pointing toward an image. “The three of us – ”

“Hrm, I don't recognize … woa,” Tia said. She shook her head, trying to clear it. Beside her, Aly 
wobbled on her stool.

“Oh, that one,” Prim said, her eyes struggling to track the goblet's motions as Aly became unable to 
remain steady. “That wash the time we all drank Ogrish Caramel Crunchy Crunchy … wait, that'sh not it ...”

“Ogreesh Crease Cheese ...” Aly suggested, giggling.

“Wait, you carved … tonight … onto goblet?” Tia asked, focusing with difficulty on Prim.

“Of coursh,” Prim said. “It wash a fun advenshure together. We'll love it …”

And the trio fell forward onto the table.
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