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“There's only six. We can take 'em.”

“Of course we could, but what if they have more?”

“Then we knock their heads together, too.”

Prim put a hand to her forehead and let the branches of the bush they were hiding behind fall back into 
place. “Hot-Tits, must you always go through our foes? Can we never go around?”

Tia gave Prim a side-eye look. “Can you ever hold your tongue and not stir up trouble?” she asked.

“I never stir up trouble, Hot-Tits. I simply give people a gentle nudge in a more entertaining direction.”

The warrior let out a snort of derision. “Then I will simply non-gently move in a more entertaining 
direction. Right through those goblins.”

“Hot-Tits – ”

“Oh, sure, you get to have your fun, but when I want to have a little sparring session – ” she nodded 
toward the goblins below, “ – suddenly it's Prim Lecture time.”

Prim frowned. “Do I really lecture so much?”

“Are your cute little feet incredibly tender and sensitive?”

The redhead folded her arms and stuck her tongue out. “Fine. We shall go ahead with your plan for fun. 
Just never say it is dull when I am around.”

Tia drew her weapons and grinned. “No, that's the last thing I'd ever say about being your friend.” She 
gave a wink, then turned and dashed at the goblins, yelling wildly.

Prim shook her head, smiling, as she watched her companion manhandle the unsuspecting goblins. “You 
have the oddest methods of unwinding, Hot-Tits,” she said to herself as the warrior pummeled and kicked and 
generally injured her foes. “But you must certainly have non-violent means of relaxing. I do so intend to find 
out, even if you stubbornly refuse to confide in your Prim.” She grinned wickedly. “Besides, I owe you for 
revealing certain … foot-related secrets of mine.”

After a few minutes, the six goblins were sprawled about on the ground. Tia stood alone, idly putting her
weapons away. Prim stepped out of the bushes, clapping lazily.

“Well done, Hot-Tits,” she said. “Are you feeling better, now?”

Tia grinned. “Yes, as a matter of fact.” She turned down the path they had been following. “And now, we
continue on– ”

She was interrupted by a net springing up and dragging her into the air, where she hung several feet 
above the ground.

“I know you have just had a most relaxing bout with your friends,” Prim said, walking over and looking 
up with a grin. “But is it really the time for a nap in a hammock?”

“Oh, ha-ha,” Tia snarled. “Get me down, would you?”

“If we had just gone around, you would not be up there, you know.”

“Annnnnd here comes the lecture,” Tia said, rolling her eyes. “Just get me down already.”



Prim stopped and put her hands on her hips. “You know, between your attitude here and your telling 
questionable claims to our friends about what may or may not be true regarding my feet – ”

“You're just not going to let that go, are you?”

“I am merely point out you being up there is, perhaps, your just desserts.”

“'Perhaps', right,” Tia said, rolling her eyes again. “Why do you bother saying that when you obviously 
have your mind already made up on that. You're not fooling anyone, you know.”

Prim giggled. “Someone is on to my secret techniques! I will need to find a way to keep her silent!”

“How about you let me down, and we'll call it even?” the warrior said, grinning.

“Fair exchange,” Prim said. “Now, how best to – oh!” She felt a small stabbing pain on her leg. Looking 
down, she saw a primitive dart stuck into her thigh. She instinctively plucked it out. “My goodness, that was 
quite the lucky throw, that wassh … ” she slurred. Her eyes rolled up.

“Prim?” Tia called down, but the bard did not hear as she fell onto the turf.

*********

Prim heard noises. She could not place them, but they were her first indication she was waking up. For 
some reason, her eyelids felt heavy. She had a strong urge to simply go back to sleep.

“If you don't let us go now, I'm going to rip your arms off and pummel you with them!” Prim heard Tia 
shouting, though it sounded as if she was at the end of a tunnel far from the bard.

Goblin laughter rang out, quite derisive. Prim's fogged mind began putting two and two together. She felt
ropes around her wrists and chest, though her legs felt free. She realized not only was she tied up lying on her 
side, but she was also naked.

“Get your filthy paws off me, you bastard, or I'll tear them off!”

Memories finally clicked in Prim's mind. “Oh, right,” she said with just a hint of a slur. “Goblins.”

She blearily opened her eyes. Sure enough, Tia was sitting naked and bound similar to Prim nearby. 
They appeared to be in the goblins' camp, with a few tents barely staying upright nearby. A goblin was behind 
Tia, reaching around and squeezing her breasts.

“Glad to see you've decided to join the party, Prim,” Tia said. Her eyes betrayed the relief absent in her 
tone.

Prim smiled and sat up. “I am always ready for a party, Hot-Tits. You know that.”

“Of course I do,” Tia said, managing to roll her eyes despite the goblin's attention to her chest. “And I 
suppose this is where we have your demented idea of fun?”

“You should ask the goblins,” Prim said, grinning. “I have a feeling we are about to experience their own
idea of play. Oh, but we have an eager boy here, do we not?” she said as a goblin, satisfied she had recovered, 
lifted her to her feet and began groping and pawing her from behind.

“They don't respond to threats,” Tia said, irritation plain in her voice. She kicked out at a goblin that 
came too near, hitting him where he certainly would not have preferred. The other goblins laughed as he 
crumpled over.

“On the contrary,  Hot-Tits, I think they do rather enjoy your threats.”

A pair of goblins jumped Tia at once, grabbing her legs and holding them bent. Despite her threats and 
curses and struggles, they managed to each leg ankle to thigh, in a frog tie, with only one of them getting a black
eye for their efforts.

“There you go, getting yourself into tighter and tighter bondage,” Prim said. “I sometimes wonder if that
is not what you desire most.”



“Stuff it, Prim!” Tia snarled.

“Well, this is what you get for charging straight ahead, I suppose,” Prim continued.

“Seriously?” Tia bellowed. “A lecture now? And don't you even think about putting that mmmph ….” A 
goblin interrupted her via cramming a rag into her mouth.

“It looks like the goblins decided to take your advice to stuff it,” Prim said, grinning. Tia glared at her as 
the goblin secured a primitive panel gag secured over her mouth.

Prim cocked an eyebrow. “A panel gag? I must say, I am quite impressed at their kinky ingenuity. They 
must truly like you, Hot-Tits.”

Tia's glare did not lessen. She grumbled something into her gag.

“You really should not feign surprise to be gagged,” Prim said. “You know you essentially asked for it. 
Repeatedly. Loudly.”

The goblin with the black eye moved to Tia's legs. He and the fellow holding her eased her onto her 
back, despite her struggles. Then the first pulled her knees apart with a wicked grin before lowering his head 
down between them.

Tia squealed into her gag, bucking helplessly and shaking her head desperately. Prim tilted her head, 
intrigued by Tia's reaction. She knew the warrior was not particularly happy to be in this situation, but the two of
them had been in similar predicaments before. Tia had always held up rather well at the play, often joining Prim 
in leading their captors on rather than being helpless damsels.

The goblin started licking Tia, and the warrior squealed into her gag again, her eyes closed. She 
squirmed and strained at the ropes, but Prim's experienced eye noted a change in Tia's struggles. Before, she had 
been attempting to defeat the ropes with brute force. Now, however, she moved with the ropes, not against – 
letting the ropes guide her movements, feeling out where they allowed her to move and where they denied her. 
As the goblin kept working Tia over, the warrior's face flushed and she squealed again, now in a higher pitch.

Prim stood, fascinated. The goblin playing with her slapped her backside to get her attention, to no avail.
He spun her around to face him, but she promptly turned away, watching the show intently. Finally, he reached 
for a rag and raised it toward Prim's eyes.

This action got her attention at last. Seeing the blindfold incoming, she pulled away from the goblin. “If 
you so much as think about covering my eyes, I'll choke you on a tea steeped in your own privates,” she 
growled.

The goblin froze, trembling with terror. Not least from the verbal threat she issued, but he could swear 
her pitiless, furious eyes had glowed with an intense blue flame in which he could see the certainty of her 
words ....

Prim turned back to Tia's performance. The warrior was now bucking and thrashing, though Prim was 
certain Tia was still not fighting the ropes but embracing them from the inside. Her bound thighs tried mightily 
to embrace and even pull the goblin into her. She squealed into her gag once again, in a higher register than Prim
had ever thought her capable of reaching.

Her playmate was certainly responding to Tia's reactions. He worked harder and deeper into her, his face
buried, his hands busy stroking her or lightly smacking her backside just for good measure. His companion – not
wishing to be left out of the fun – squeezed and pinched and kneaded her tits.

Prim wobbled on her feet. The goblin grabbed her from behind, holding her upright with arms around 
her. She leaned against him gratefully, sensually, but still kept her eyes on the show at their feet.

And then Tia's last ounce of resistance finally gave out. Her muscles tensed all over, and she let out the 
highest squeal yet into her gag. The goblins continued to furiously play with her, keeping her over the edge. She 
thrashed about helplessly, still squealing, the goblins delighted at their find.



But they had nothing on the greedy, intense gaze of Prim. She smiled triumphantly as her friend 
climaxed as she had never before witnessed.

As Tia finally returned to earth after quite some time, Prim licked her lips and turned to the goblin 
holding her.

“I think it is time we put on a show of our own,” she told him. She swept his leg, causing him to land on 
his backside with a grunt of surprise and pain. Before he could react, she dropped down on top of him, her legs 
on either side, and locked lips with him....

*********

“Admit it.”

“I've no idea what you're talking about,” Tia said in a tone she hoped conveyed dignity while she pulled 
her boot onto her foot. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Prim grinning wickedly as she finished donning her 
top.

“You know, Hot-Tits. Do not try to pretend otherwise.”

“I most certainly don't.” She picked up her weapons belt and secured it in place.

Prim chuckled and picked up her pack. “Are you really going down this road?”

Instead of answering, Tia simply checked everything was in place. “All clear here,” she said. “Ready to 
go?”

“I am not so sure,” Prim said with another grin. “I think I may actually miss this place.”

“Well, you can stay here, then.” Tia began walking out of the goblins' camp. The owners of said camp 
were strewn about, unconscious and thoroughly spent, and would have been relieved to see the gnomes vacate if 
they had been capable of rational thought at the moment.

“I would rather not if you are leaving,” Prim said, following behind Tia. “What fun is it here without my 
Hot-Tits making a show?”

Tia momentarily staggered and paused, then resumed walking, blushing furiously.

“I never imagined you would be so responsive – ”

Tia let out a laugh. “Ha! Somehow, I doubt that.”

“No, truly!” Prim insisted. “I did not expect my Hot-Tits to have such a remarkable, amazing, 
exploitable secret desire like that.”

“We were headed that way, were we not?” Tia asked, pointing.

“Yes. Now, stop trying to change the subject.”

“I learned from the master at that.”

“Always with the flattery when you want to avoid the truth.”

Tia frowned. “How are your tender feet feeling?” she asked.

“Another attempt at deflection? They are much better now I know my Hot-Tits enjoys a good – ”

“Excellent!” Tia said, increasing her stride. “Then we should hurry along to make up for lost time.”

Prim hurried alongside her. “Oh, I would not say that was a loss, Hot-Tits.” She smiled at her 
companion. “Not a loss at all.”

“Oh, you're insufferable.”

“Perhaps. But at least – despite claims regarding boring, annoying so-called lectures – it was not dull 
with me around.”



“True,” Tia agreed. “It definitely was anything but that.”

“And it was all due to my lessons which you have absorbed so well and faithfully, Hot-Tits.”

Tia stopped in her tracks and turned toward Prim, hands on her hips. “Are you seriously claiming the 
victory here because I started a response which led to their defeat using tricks you insist you have taught me?”

“That I am.” Prim said, stopping as well. She raised an eyebrow. “Unless you are telling me you actually
enjoyed yourself back there? That you were helpless to respond in any other way? Is this what you are admitting 
to?”

Tia chewed at her tongue and looked at the sky, clearly struggling not to respond. Finally, after a minute, 
she shook her head and laughed. “Curse you,” she said, “but you are the most shameless person I have ever 
met.”

“While that may be true, you have not answered my question,” Prim said, smiling back.

“I think we can simply accept how things played out as our answer,” Tia said.

They looked back at the goblins' camp, then at each other. They broke into grins, blushes, and finally 
laughter.


