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Upon seeing Prim's face light up with a broad, somewhat unsettling smile at the sight of her, 
Evie – being quite familiar with the gnomish bard and her rather odd ideas of just what activities 
friends should do with (and to) one another – immediately grew quite suspicious of the trickster. She 
quickly scanned the little grassy clearing in the woods they were in, as well as the trees around them.

“Honeydew!” Prim said, leaping up from the log she had been sitting on as she awaited Evie's 
arrival. She skipped over and threw her arms around the taller human. “It is so good to see you!”

Evie returned the hug, smiling in spite of herself at her friend's enthusiasm. “Hello, Prim,” she 
said. “I got your message to come here, as you can see. What have you been up to? Where is Tia?”

Prim stepped back and shrugged. “Oh, Hot-Tits is off having one of her spiritual dream quest 
things,” she said. “It is never wise, I find, to disturb her. Personally,” she added, leaning in and making 
a dramatic show of a conspiratorial whisper, “I think she simply ate a bad potato and is trying to play it 
off.” She winked.

Evie felt the hairs on the back of her neck rise, but she did not need her elite Ranger training to 
sense Prim was not being entirely truthful about the absence of her ever-present companion and 
unenthusiastic partner-in-crime. She smiled and let out a giggle to satisfy Prim she was convinced, but 
her eyes roamed the scene again, searching for the grumpy barbarian.

“As for your first question,” Prim said, twirling about in place merrily, “I have been up to my 
usual inquiries and searches for new forms of beauty and artistry. I would show you a new dance I 
learned except it really requires two dancers each with grace and balance, ” she stood on one leg, her 
other raised behind her and bent at her knee, her arms above her. Evie found the action oddly 
mesmerizing. Prim looked over and grinned. “And we both know our esteemed Hot-Tits possesses 
neither trait,” she said, standing normally again.

Evie laughed, unable to help herself. “You must show us the dance in the DD sometime. I'm 
certain you can interpret it to work either solo or with Tia.” She surveyed the area again looking for the 
missing gnome.

Her search did not go unnoticed. “Is there anything in particular you are looking for?” Prim 
asked. “Or are elite Rangers always so twitchy?”

“Well, you know …” Evie trailed off.

Prim crossed her arms and arched an eyebrow. “What is it I know?”

“That wherever you are, Tia is somewhere nearby,” Evie said plainly. “And you two have a 
certain reputation for mischief.”

“You wound me, Honeydew,” Prim said, shaking her head sadly. “Do you really think so little 
of me?”

Evie drew back, startled at Prim's accusation. “Err …” she mumbled.

“You really think I would only visit with you if I had – admittedly delightful – naughty, uncouth
intentions?”



“Well, there is your history – ”

Prim threw her hands in the air dramatically and walked in small circles. “Oh, the shame!” she 
wailed to the sky. “To think my companions believe me to care so little for their friendship as to suspect
me of wicked intentions whenever we meet!”

“Now, don't get so fussed – ” Evie began, stepping forward with her own hands out, palms up in
a conciliatory manner.

“I work tirelessly to bring joy to their lives,” Prim continued talking to the sky, stepping away 
from the Ranger.

“Of course you do, and we all love you for it,” Evie said, following after and trying to calm her 
distraught friend down.

Prim stopped and put her hands over her face, her back still to Evie. “And after I brought you a 
magnificent new outfit I acquired! When I saw it, I immediately thought of my brave friend from the 
Codex!”

“You got me a gift?” Evie asked, a sense of guilt and shame growing within her.

“I ceaselessly devise and bring to fruition exciting, mirthful, imaginative, merry encounters and 
scenes of fun bonding time,” Prim continued, “with only a minimal amount of what some might rather 
uncouthly call questionable means and methods.”

Evie stopped, startled. “Questionable methods … Wait, that's exactly what I was suspecting – 
Where is Tia?” she cried, frantically spinning around to search again for the barbarian.

Before she could so much as glance back from the direction she had come, her feet left contact 
with the ground. She fell forward, hitting the turf with a grunt. Immediately, a weight landed on her 
back, pinning her down.

“You really shouldn't pity her, you know,” Tia said from on top of her as she grabbed one of 
Evie's wrists and looped a rope around it, pulling her hand behind her back. “It never ends well when 
you do.”

“Dammit!” Evie said, smacking the ground with her free hand. “I knew it was a trap, and yet I 
still end up getting tied up by you two! Again!”

She twisted her head around to look up at Tia as the warrior pulled Evie's other hand to her first 
and started binding them together. The gnome was wearing what Evie recognized as a ghillie suit, an 
outfit made with leaves and grass and such woven into it to make the wearer blend into the terrain.

“Did you move at all?” Evie demanded. “Or did Prim lead me right to you?”

Tia grinned as she finished tying off the rope. “Secrets of the trade,” she said, giving Evie a 
playful smack on her backside. The Ranger let out a small squeak of surprise. “Oh, I had almost 
forgotten how cute you always react to this,” Tia said, slapping Evie's rear with both hands and eliciting
another squeak – followed by a low moan. Peering around, Tia caught a small grin on Evie's face.

“Our Honeydew Sparkles always had a soft spot on her firm spot,” Prim said. She had walked 
over as Tia worked on Evie's hands and now knelt in front of her, setting a bag on the ground. She 
raised a bit gag to Evie's mouth.

“Wait, what are you – mmph!” Evie questions were cut off as Prim pressed the gag into her 
mouth and began securing various straps comprising the harness which held it in place.

Tia climbed off Evie and stood. “'Sparkles'?” She asked, bemused. “What is with the Sparkles?”



“Well, our new pony needs a proper pony name, does she not, Hot-Tits?” Prim asked as she 
stroked Evie's hair. “Good pony,” she said, earning a glare from the gagged Ranger.

“I'm not sure she likes it,” Tia said, chuckling. “And, really now, 'a soft spot on her firm spot'? 
That's the best you can do?”

“Ah, well, I suppose jealousy interfered with my typically-extraordinary eloquence,” Prim said.

“Jealousy?”

“Yes.” Prim turned to Tia with a pout. “Can you imagine how painful it feels to watch you treat 
Honeydew Sparkles so graciously? You never give my exquisite ass such delightful attentions, Hot-
Tits.”

“Woa, now, I just reckoned since we're planning – ” Tia began apologetically, then stopped. She 
gave Prim a shrewd look. “You almost had me there.”

Prim giggled, then pirouetted over beside Tia, putting an arm around her. “It was worth a try,” 
she said, nonplussed about her failed effort.

Tia laughed, then looked down at Evie. “Like I said, don't pity her.”

Evie, unable to smack her own forehead due to the bindings, settled for a vigorous eye roll.

*********

“How much further is it, anyway?” Tia asked an hour later.

“Not too far,” Prim said brightly. “I chose a place at the perfect distance for Honeydew 
Sparkles.”

“Perfect distance for what?” the barbarian asked, gently tugging toward the side the reins she 
lazily held in one hand. In her other hand she held a crop at the ready.

Evie grumbled into her gag as the reins, connected to either side of her bit gag, guided her 
around the tree she had been crawling toward.

The gnomes were riding on Evie's back. Tia, having removed the ghillie suit, rode in front. Prim
sat behind with her arms around the barbarian. The Ranger walked on all fours. Her cuffed wrists were 
shackled together and to her collar. Her ankles were similarly cuffed and hobbled. The gag kept her 
from complaining loudly, while the harness straps ensured it would not be coming off anytime soon. 
Two ran up either side of her face, with another crossing her forehead.

She wore black thigh-high boots and elbow-length gloves, for which she was grateful, as they 
protected her knees and hands as she (mostly) unwillingly carried the gnomes through the forest. A 
black corset which utterly failed to cover anything important accented her frame, while a skimpy thong 
at least technically covered what it would be expected to.

Evie had no illusions that would last long.

The final touches for her outfit included a large, red plume on the strap running across her 
forehead, blinders limiting her vision to the side, and a horse tail sticking out from the bottom of her 
corset.

“The perfect distance for Honeydew Sparkles to get warmed up,” Prim answered Tia. “A good 
sheen of sweat will make her glisten and provide a presentation – ” she gave a chef's kiss “ – 
magnifique!” She giggled and squeezed Tia firmly.



“Let me breathe, at least,” Tia said, earning herself another giggle from Prim. “I am curious – 
and I'll probably soon be regretful for it asking – about just where we are going. I'm pretty certain this 
has something to do with that goblin island Evie and the others were  … 'vacationing' on.”

“No, no, no!” Prim said. “This has nothing to do with goblins!”

“But you constantly complain they brag about their visits there.” Evie perked up at hearing 
about Prim's unexpected reaction to their stories. She craned her neck to look back, then let out a 
gagged yelp as Tia struck her backside with the crop. “Focus, Honeydew Sparkles,” she said. 
Grumbling into her gag, Evie resumed looking forward.

Prim continued chatting. “While it is true I have, on occasion, been mildly, nearly-imperceptibly
annoyed at the nigh-constant talk of the goblin island – ”

“Nigh-constant? I haven't heard them talk about it in – ”

“ – I would never let such pettiness guide my actions. No, our plan – ”

“Our plan?” Tia asked. Evie let out a muffled laugh, earning herself another crop strike to her 
backside.

“Our plan is based not on such negative emotions,” Prim continued, “but rather on seeing to it 
our friends have a fine, exciting time. Honeydew Sparkles here is simply the first one to enjoy our 
gift.”

“Yes, she seems to thoroughly be enjoying it,” Tia noted dryly. “To ask again, though: Where 
are we going?”

“I would have told you already had you not insisted on bringing up that goblin island again, you
know,” Prim said, a slight sulk in her tone.

Tia rolled her eyes, then, upon seeing Evie turning to look back again, gave her backside 
another strike of the crop. The Ranger yelped into her gag and turned forward.

“I'm beginning to think Honeydew Sparkles secretly enjoys this,” Tia mused.

“You would know about secretly enjoying such things,” Prim said slyly.

“And just what do you mean by that?”

“Oh, merely that I know how well you can sing when given the proper treatment.”

“Hey, now, no need to go talking about that in front of others!” Tia said, blushing. Evie started 
to turn to look, knowing full well Tia was embarrassed and wanting to see. But the warrior expected 
such action and promptly gave her another treatment with the crop, ending the little rebellion almost 
before it started.

“Should I stop this pony and massage your feet?” Tia asked Prim in a threatening tone.

“Promise?” the bard replied.

Tia sighed. She felt Evie laughing beneath her, but decided to let her have this one. “You're 
incorrigible,” she told Prim.

“Always with the flattery when you want something,” Prim said.

“Speaking of wanting something: Where are we going?” Tia asked again.

“To an ancient festival.”

“Oh? What kind of festival?”



“A gnomish festival celebrating the beauty and wonder of the female form,” Prim said, 
squeezing Tia again.

“And we're riding in on Honeydew Sparkles, which means this 'celebration' involves kinky 
play,” Tia said, trying to ignore Prim's increasing displays of affection. “It's the gnome version of the 
goblin island, isn't it?”

Evie perked up again, her curiosity piqued. Prim, meanwhile, frowned. “Why do you insist on 
bringing that ruddy isle up?”

“It's clearly hit a nerve.” Tia felt Evie laughing quietly again and gave her backside another 
strike of the crop. “Settle down, pony. So, this festival – just how ancient is it?”

“Well, technically, I believe this is the first one,” Prim said.

Tia pulled on the reins, drawing Evie to a stop. She turned toward Prim. “First one? You mean, 
you organized this thing we're riding toward?”

Prim grinned. “Of course! You must admit, that dreadful isle did at least show a certain 
lamentable lack of a particular type of customs and festivals in the gnomish calendar.”

“I'm not sure I'd call that 'lamentable'. And just what can we expect up ahead?”

“Oh, nothing much, Hot-Tits.”

“Nothing much? What do you mean?”

“Well, nothing much ahead of us, since – ” Prim began, when suddenly loops of rope flew over 
their heads and settled around their chests. They pulled tight, pinning the gnomes' to their sides.

“What the – ” Tia began, when the gnomes were pulled off Evie, grunting as they landed on the 
turf. The Ranger looked back in confusion and, seeing the ropes holding her friends, reflexively moved 
to assist them. Several male gnomes dressed in nothing but loincloths jumped out of the nearby bushes.
Evie began to stand when one of the gnomes grabbed her reins and pulled her back down. “Easy, girl,” 
he said softly, grinning. Three others approached her, holding her gently but firmly.

“ – since we are, in fact, already at our destination,” Prim finished from the ground.

“You mean we're going to be a part of this?” Tia roared as three attackers grabbed her, while a 
pair saw to Prim.

“Did you expect otherwise, Hot-Tits?” Prim asked as one attacker started tying her ankles. “You
did pay attention to the stories about the goblin island, right?”

“Dammit, Prim,” Tia complained as her wrists and ankles were bound.

“Do not worry,” Prim stage whispered to her. “I told them exactly how to make you sing.” She 
winked.

Tia blushed furiously. “You did what?” she finally said. “Well, then, I'll just have to tell them 
about your – mmph mmmm mmmph!!!” This last was a result of a gnome cramming a ball gag into her
mouth.

“Too late, Hot-Tits!” Prim said merrily. “You have to be faster than that.” She laughed at the 
glare Tia gave her. “Oh, Hot-Tits, I forgive your misplaced anger. I know soon enough you will realize 
just how much love and care I put into arranging this elaborate encounter.”

Prim and Tia were bound and thrown over Evie's back, the Ranger torn between outrage and 
laughter. The gnome attacker holding her reins led the trio onward, another playfully smacking her 
rump, while the rest sang a crude song which left little to the imagination.



Tia grunted and struggled in her bonds, furiously biting on the ball in her mouth. Prim, 
meanwhile, began a running commentary on events – when she was not joining in the gnomish song.

“They will take us to an area just over this rise. They set it up with the three of us especially in 
mind,” she said. “Though of course according to my own specifications. After all, I know what you two
really enjoy most – even if you do so try to pretend otherwise.”

Evie blushed furiously, picturing in her mind's eye all the games she and Prim had played, 
trying to figure out which game Prim had planned for her. Planned for her first, she amended, as she 
realized Prim would hardly stop after a single event. 

Tia, meanwhile, recognized defeat and stopped struggling. She glared at her companion as Prim 
joined another chorus of the song.

Evie finally crested the slope and stopped as she caught site of the “festival's” grounds. She 
distantly heard Tia gasp.

Below them was a large clearing with a bonfire in the center. Evie recognized several items of 
unusual furniture which filled the area. She saw wooden horses and x-frames, some occupied by lady 
gnomes. A dias on the side had several pillories mounted on it, a lady gnome in one being spanked by a
male. What appeared, incongruently, to be a few massage tables with a couple of females being 
attended by males stood on another side. A mud pit hosted two gnome ladies wresting, to general 
cheers of the males around it. A few other lady gnomes carried trays tied around their necks, as their 
arms were bound and their mouths gagged.

What caught Evie and Tia's attention most, however, was the large banner reading “First Annual
Ancient Gnomish Festival to Celebrate the Beauty of the Female Form”.

Evie turned to look at Tia, who rolled her eyes and grinned – how could she not appreciate 
Prim's efforts and intentions? Evie smiled back, then looked at the festival again. She noticed a corral 
with a sign she could just barely make out: “Ride Honeydew Sparkles – 5 tokens.”

“MWAAA??” Evie cried into her gag at this. She looked at Prim with incredulity, looking back 
and forth between the sign and the bard.

The redhead smiled at her, a twinkle in her eye. “I see you find it as exciting and wonderful as I 
imagined you would, Honeydew Sparkles!”

Evie's broad smile showed right around her bit gag. She nodded and winked at her friend before
looking back at the festival.

Several male gnomes who were applying finishing touches to the scene noticed the party 
advancing. They stopped working and turned to one another with large grins, then in unison called out, 
“PRIM!”

Prim laughed happily. “I do have a reputation here, it seems,” she said. One of their captors held
a gag up to her face. “Oh! It appears the time for descriptions is over. From here on out, you two will 
have to figure things out on your own. Or together. Or with others.”

She twisted to look at Tia. “Or with me...”

Note: Evie belongs to Katie, who assisted with this Tale!


