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The last goblin fell to the turf, eyes crossed. Tia looked down at him and sighed.

“You know, these fellows just don't provide the interesting challenge they once did,” she said. 
“It's getting mighty hard for a warrior to unwind these days.”

Prim dropped down from the tree she had been sitting in to observe the fight. “Well, what did 
you expect when you constantly seek to fight rather than avoid?” she asked as she dusted off her hands 
and skirt. “It is only natural you would exceed the combat skills of your usual foes after some time.”

Tia arched an eyebrow. “So, you're saying we should find tougher game than goblin bandits?”

Prim frowned. “Rather, we should find you some other means of getting you to relax,” she said. 
“You do know there are a myriad of ways ordinary people use to relieve stress? Hobbies, for instance?”

“I have hobbies,” Tia said, tossing her club in the air and catching it. “Bludgeoning goblins, for 
instance.”

“Yes, but perhaps you should experiment with others?”

“Bludgeoning orks?” Tia asked with a grin.

Prim rolled her eyes. “You are hopeless.”

“I merely know what I like.”

The redhead hesitated, considering. “Fair enough,” she said, nodding and smiling. “But I do 
think you should consider finding other activities to entertain yourself. I would hate to imagine my 
Hot-Tits spending all her later days out in the wilderness, seeking greater and greater challenges – ”

“That sounds like fun!”

“And never having time to unwind with, say, a good book and gentle music and graceful dances
and – Hey! Stop that!”

“Sor-orr-sorry,” Tia said, a hand over her mouth to cover her yawn. “But you gotta admit that's 
more your style, not mine. Speaking of our later days, what do you plan to do? I can't imagine you'd 
ever want to settle down.”

Prim giggled. “Believe it or not, I expect there will come a time I wish to kick up my feet and 
lay down some roots. I plan to buy a business of ill repute and use it to learn all the secrets of the local 
officials as they brag in bed. Or, if they are the quiet type, I could always find other means using whips 
and chains to get them to beg – ”

Tia guffawed. “As if,” she said. “I don't buy that for a moment.”

“No? Well, how about an alchemy shop.”

“An alchemist? You?” Tia laughed again. “Who would be mad enough to let you near explosive
materials?”



“Hey, it does not all need to be booms and bangs!” Prim said brightly. “I could sell beauty 
products and potions to enhance one's … assets …. ” She trailed off and put a finger on her lip. “Now, 
what does that remind me of …?” she asked softly.

She caught Tia regarding her with a look half of mirth, half of concern. “Whatever it is happens 
to be neither here nor there, I should say,” Prim said. “As for what is here, we should probably see what
our low-skilled non-challenging friends have stolen from the locals.”

Tia nodded, letting the moment pass. “Right. Time to rummage through disgusting goblin 
belongings.”

As expected, they found very little of use – a few coins, a well-made but now-torn quilt which 
probably would have held sentimental value if not for the various stains the goblins had added to it, an 
empty (once Prim had dumped out the rubbish the goblins had stuffed into it) jewelry box, and what 
was clearly a not-goblin-made wood axe with initals carved on the handle. Tia examined it while Prim 
continued poking through the goblins' possessions.

“Not a bad tool,” the warrior said. “Probably been in the family for generations. Doubtless, the 
local constable will want to return this to the owners. Cost a few coin, I expect. Completely wasted 
with this lot. Find anything else?”

Prim shook her head, then pushed aside a rag to discover a satchel underneath. She opened it to 
discover several documents and a pewter hand mirror crammed in haphazardly. She removed the mirror
and examined the patterns in the gray metal. “Quality workmanship,” she said. She turned it around 
and found the mirror cracked and missing a few fragments. She looked into the remaining segments, 
seeing her own eye blinking back from several silver surfaces.

She frowned. “Why am I thinking of ...” she muttered.

Shaking her head as if to clear it, she pulled out the papers and straightened the stack out. 
Flipping through it, she found several wanted posters with crude drawings of goblins sticking their 
tongues out and making rude gestures.

“It seems they found fame alluring,” she said, holding up a poster for Tia to see. “I must say, the
artist captured their likeness quite well.”

They both had a laugh. Prim returned to the papers. “Various advertisements for products no 
goblin would actually use,” she said, holding up an ad for perfume. “And here I was hoping we would 
find a long-lost deed or a naughty poem.”

“Or a treasure map,” Tia pointed out.

“I have learned to distrust such maps,” Prim said with a grin, thinking of a certain gnome pirate.

“So, nothing in there other than the mirror,” Tia continued, putting the items they had decided to
return to the locals into her backpack on the ground. “As usual, the foodstuffs are everything to put 
one's nose up at. Ready to go, Prim?” She looked around. “Prim?”

She found Prim standing still, her back to Tia. The redhead had dropped the satchel and papers 
and was looking at something in her hands. “Prim? Are you okay?”

Prim spun and dashed over, her face inches from Tia's, eyes shining. “Phantasio Majestie, Hot-
Tits!” she cried.

Tia stepped back. “Woa, woa. Fantasy marinade? What are you talking about?”

“Phantasio Majestie,” Prim repeated. She held up two slips of paper, shining from gold 
embossment. “Tickets!” she explained. “They were at the bottom, so I did not see them at first!”



“Great. Tickets,” Tia said with much less enthusiasm than her friend, trying to read the seal on 
one. “Tickets to what?”

Prim rolled her eyes and blew out a breath. “I am holding,” she said slowly, waving the tickets 
under Tia's nose, “two tickets for one-week stays at the Phantasio Majestie. Which happens to be,” she 
said, forestalling the warrior's inevitable question, “the premier spa and resort in all of Rith!”

Tia frowned, then looked down at her backpack and back to Prim. “Are they expensive?”

“Are they expensive?” Prim repeated, laughing. “Of course they are, Tia! A week at the greatest 
resort in the land?”

“Which means someone is missing them,” Tia pointed out.

Prim shook her head. “Look at the expiration date!” she said simply. “These are given with a 
year before expiration. And they expire next week! Whoever they belonged to must have long since 
given up on them. And we can get there if we hurry, Hot-Tits! What value are they to anyone but us?”

Tia cocked an eyebrow. “Are you sure you're not just rationalizing? I mean, this sounds like a 
lot of cash to just be taking for ourselves.”

“Hot-Tiiiiits!” Prim whined. “There is no way we could find the original owners with sufficient 
time for them to adequately pack and travel in time! Also, there was a third one, ruined and illegible! 
We have two, the original owners would need three. We are the only ones who could use them, but we 
must get moving immediately!”

“We should hand them to the constable,” Tia said.

“And he will hold them for a month to give others a chance to claim them, by which point they 
will be useless scraps of paper,” Prim said. “Come on, Hot-Tits! Sun! Hot springs! Sexy servers 
waiting on us hand and foot!”

Tia chuckled. “I don't think I can talk you out of this,” she said.

Prim threw her arms in the air and spun. “Yay!”

“But just one thing,” Tia continued. “This does not feel entirely right. I fear there will be a 
payment of some sort coming due.”

“Yes, a payment in soothing massages and warm sun and the most scrumptious food one can 
find!” Prim said, sprinting down the path.

“Hold on, Prim!” Tia called, picking up the backpack. “We at least need to take the other items 
to the constable!”

Prim swiftly turned and ran back. “Let us not delay, then, Hot-Tits!” she called as she passed by.
“Stop lollygagging!”

Hitching the pack on her shoulders, Tia rolled her eyes and jogged after her enthusiastic friend.

*********

“Come on, Hot-Tits!” Prim cried, darting forward and turning back to Tia excitedly. “Hurry 
up!”

Tia rolled her eyes. “What's the hurry? It's not going anywhere, and we have plenty of time left 
on the tickets.”

“But we are so close!” Prim said, pointing to the building below. “And we have come so far!”



“And we could not go a furlough further without a fuss, could we?”

“I cannot wait any longer!” Prim cried. She ran around behind Tia and began eagerly pushing 
the warrior along. “Not when finally, at last, we are within sight of the greatest resort in all of Rith!”

Tia grinned as her friend hustled her forward. “I get the impression you're excited.”

“Excited?” Prim said incredulously. “I am far beyond what mere excitement can describe, Hot-
Tits! This is the Phantasio Majestie! I hear they have a spa to die for! And they have the most 
wonderful hot springs! And the tea! Oh, what stories I have heard of their tea! I simply must get there 
now, Hot-Tits! I can wait no longer!”

“You know, I reckon we'll be out of place dressed like this.”

“They will provide proper attire. You do not become as fancy and fantastic as the Phantasio 
Majestie without preparing for all possible social situations!”

“Well, then,” Tia said, “what are you waiting for?” And she suddenly sprinted forward. Prim 
stumbled as Tia no longer pushed back against her and barely managed to keep her footing. She looked 
up as the warrior laughed and waved back. “First one there gets dibs on their outfits! Loser has to serve
the winner's drinks!”

Prim grinned and leapt forward in hot pursuit. “That is most unfair!” she cried. “Taking off on 
your own like that!”

“As you said before: All is fair!” Tia called back. She turned to look, then slowed in confusion 
when she could not see Prim. Turning back forward, she started in surprise to find the redhead running 
beside her, grinning.

“That I do,” the bard said as she threw her leg in front of Tia, tripping her. The warrior 
stumbled, but the redhead had given her too much warning. Throwing a hand out, she grabbed Prim's 
arm, and both of them fell to the dirt, rolling down the hillside and over a short drop.

Prim grunted as Tia fell on top of her. “Well, that was exciting,” Tia said. She grinned wickedly 
and reached into her pack.

“Would you get off me?” Prim complained. She felt her feet pulled together and twisted to look 
back.

Tia cackled as she wound a length of rope around Prim's ankles. “Hey!” Prim complained. “And
just how am I supposed to race you like this?”

“You've always been good at hopping,” Tia said, smacking the bard's backside. Finishing the 
knot, she stood and brushed her hands together. “You'll just have to – oomph!” she grunted as Prim 
leapt into her.

The pair went rolling down the hill again, along the turf and into a bush.

“Let me go!” Tia demanded.

“And give you another unfair head start?” Prim replied. 

“Ouch! This thing has thorns!” Tia complained. She tried to stand, hindered not just by her 
friend but the branches of the shrubbery.

“Serves you right for binding my feet!”

“And here I was thinking you would appreciate that,” Tia said as she stumbled and fell back 
down, the thorns scratching both of them again. “You know your precious skin is getting all scratched 
up!”



“Victory brings with it healing! I am certain being served drinks by my Hot-Tits at the side of a 
pool with the sun shining on me in a perfect day will have me back up to my usual perfection in no 
time at all,” Prim said.

“Keep dreaming, pretty girl. I'm winning this,” Tia said determinedly.

The two continued to tussle in the bush.

*********

Meredith loved her job. As greeter for the most posh resort in the land, she got to experience 
luxury she had never imagined possible before being hired. While she was not allowed to use the 
guests' facilities, the staff were treated quite well. Quite well, indeed.

And the entertainment! It seemed to be a dream for everyone with any artistic or athletic skills 
to perform at the resort. She had witnessed the most astounding feats of acrobatics and skill, listened to 
the most beautiful and haunting songs, watched the greatest plays ever written – all from the side, of 
course, as she served drinks to the guests.

Her favorite part, however, was getting to see the greatest people from many nations. Beyond 
the troupes of entertainers, she had met diplomats and nobles, wealthy traders and even royalty.  While 
she was not allowed to hob-nob with them, Meredith found it exciting just to see them, to listen to them
discuss how they would handle the important issues of the day.

As she was in the back taking stock of the towels, the little bell over the front door tingled. She 
always loved that sound, because it meant she was going to greet someone interesting and amazing.

She bustled over to the desk, speaking as she moved. “Greetings and salutations! Welcome to 
the ...”

She trailed off as she saw no one at the desk. “Hello?” she called out, confused. She leaned 
forward.

Slowly, two wrinkled tickets rose up from the floor in front, a dirty, scratched gnomish hand 
holding them. Meredith now leaned over the entire desk to look down.

Two gnomes were sprawled out on the floor halfway from the door. They were covered in dirt 
and grime. They had several angry red scratches on their skin. Their outfits were torn in various places, 
and their hair was, quite simply, a couple of right messes.

The redhead was lying on top of the one with green hair, who was slowly crawling forward 
despite the burden. Meredith saw it was the redhead holding up the tickets, and her ankles appeared to 
be tied together.

“We would most graciously … like to stay in your … most excellent establishment,” she said, 
panting.

And they both groaned and fully collapsed, the redhead rolling off the other at last, their chests 
heaving.

To be continued in “Hue and Cry Tale”


