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“If you stay in there any longer, you'll turn into a raisin.”

“I shall take my chances,” Prim said from the hot spring pool, in which she lay stretched out. “I 
am at last filled with well-deserved joy, Hot-Tits, for this is simply divine. Transcendent. Rapturous.”

Tia chuckled from beside the pool. “It may be that, indeed. But you've been in there three hours 
already. The sun's going down, and we've  not eaten since noon. And your exquisite ass is gonna get all 
wrinkly and stay that way forever if you don't get out, you know. Is that what you want?”

Prim opened an eye and looked at her. “Are you trying to protect that which you adore, or are 
you trying to get to the dining table?”

“Whichever it takes to get you out of there. We've not eaten since lunch, and it's well past 
suppertime. I want food!”

“I suppose I could always return here later,” Prim said, standing and climbing out of the pool. 
“Besides, the absence will make the return all the sweeter.”

“There ya go!” Tia said, furiously toweling off the redhead. “Abstinence for pleasure, or 
whatever. Come on! There's eats here somewhere – I can smell them!”

“There are always 'eats' here,” Prim said, taking the towel and wrapping it over her hair. “The 
staff cater to our every whim, night and day. You realize this is a resort, do you not?”

“I realize I'm starving and can smell food. A problem with a handy solution nearby. Let's go, 
already!” She spun Prim around and gently shoved her forward.

“I cannot recall a time when my Hot-Tits was so excited!” Prim said as they walked together. 
“Well, other than for a brawl.”

“Brawls always do get my blood going!” Tia agreed.

“To see you so enthusiastic outside a fight, though, is a wonder to behold!” Prim smiled coyly at
Tia. “I must admit, I do find it rather infectious.”

“Music to my ears!” Tia said, clapping her hands together and rubbing them when they came in 
sight of the dining hall. “We can now chow down on all the amazing food you talked about all the way 
here!”

“We do need to first change to the outfits they provided, you know,” Prim said. “They have a 
dress code, after all.”

Tia sighed. “Phooey, but did I forget,” she answered without enthusiasm as she turned toward 
where their room was located.

“I do so look forward to seeing my cheerful Hot-Tits in her delightful attire,” Prim said as they 
walked. Tia frowned but did not look at her companion.



Several minutes later, the pair walked back toward the kitchens, now wearing their new outfits. 
Prim suddenly spun to show off her purple toga dress.  “I am so pleased to see they had this,” she said. 
“Since wearing one for our friends recently, I must say I have grown rather fond of the style. And it 
even matches my eyes!” She held up the skirts as if to demonstrate.

“Quite lucky,” Tia growled, stomping along beside her. She was dressed in a flowing, pale-blue 
sundress and matching slippers, her mood the precise opposite the name of her garment would imply.

“You look simply splendid, Hot-Tits,” Prim said.

“You've told me.”

“I think it really suits you,” the bard continued, fussing with one of Tia's shoulder straps.

“Don't get used to it. I'm just doing what it takes to get food at last. Once I've eaten, this … 
thing … is coming right off.”

“And you shall walk the halls naked?” Prim asked hopefully. “I must say, this place is having 
quite the hedonistic effect on you!” She put her hands together and leaned in close. “I quite thoroughly 
approve...”

“Oh, hush,” Tia said, rolling her eyes.

During their time at the resort, the two had learned it offered two dining services. A wait staff 
brought food to those who preferred to dine in a more formal setting. For those less interested in such, 
they had food set out on long tables for guests to gather themselves. They arrived at the dining hall and 
found it rather crowded with guests. They located with little difficulty the latter tables, for they were 
laden with various meats, cheeses, fruits, breads, and vegetables.

“This is what I'm talking about!” Tia said, gleefully ripping a leg off some type of roasted bird. 
She made to bite into it immediately, but stopped when she felt Prim prod her arm with a plate from a 
nearby stack.

“Manners, Hot-Tits. You can at least wait until we have sat at a table,” the bard said, grinning as
several guests looked over with disapproval.

“Who has time for that?” Tia asked before biting off a chunk of meat. She let out a moan of 
pleasure, juices dripping down her chin. “Oh, yes, now this is what I'm talking about....”

Prim chuckled, shaking her head, and set about filling both their plates. Tia kept pace beside 
her, biting at the bird leg in one hand and using the other to swap the fruits and vegetables the bard kept
putting on her plate with various meats when she was not looking.

“Oh, the tea!” Prim said in delight when she spotted trays already set up with tea paraphernalia. 
“At last! Find us a table, and I shall bring the tea over!”

She set the plates on the buffet table and eagerly bounded toward the tea sets, weaving around 
the other guests, spinning around a tall gentleman in a tuxedo. “Pardon me,” she said cheerfully. “There
are delights to be enjoyed!” she said, winking back at him as she continued on. He waved with a laugh.

Tia watched this and chuckled. With one more bite, she finished the last of the meat on the leg. 
Looking around, she found no convenient place to politely dispose of it. With a shrug, she dropped it 
and kicked it under the table, out of sight behind the tablecloth. She grabbed a hunk of juicy boar meat 
from the table and held it in her mouth. She lifted both plates in her hands and turned to set about 
finding a place to sit.

She immediately found herself facing a gnomish bust of remarkable size. Rather shocked, she 
stepped back, barely managing to keep a hold on the plates.



“Woa,” she said, and the boar meat dropped from her mouth to the floor. She frowned down a 
moment, feeling slightly embarrassed, then looked at Välstånna.

“Well, I must say, you are a rather blundering one, are you not?” The blonde asked. She held a 
skewer with several pieces of meat on it in one hand and took a small, delicate bite.

“Right. Didn't see you there,” Tia said.

“And unobservant, to boot,” Välstånna said with a grin Tia immediately felt a desire to put her 
fist through. “You are little Primmy's friend, no? The one with the cute name? Wildleaf, if I recall.”

“Don't call me cute,” Tia said, locking eyes with the other gnome. They stared at one another for
a few seconds. Finally, Välstånna turned and took another nibble from her skewer.

“I don't know why you hang around with her,” she said. “Nothing she ever says is true, you 
know.”

“I have my doubts about that,” Tia replied coolly.

“I'm just warning you: Trouble follows her everywhere.”

“I must agree on that,” Tia said with a laugh. “After all,” she stepped around the busty gnome, 
“you got here right after us. Good day.” She walked away, searching for a table.

Behind her, Välstånna remained, trying to sort out Tia's last remark and finally coming to a 
conclusion she did not appreciate. “Oh, the Wildleaf thinks she's better than a Vindsäck, does she?” she 
muttered. “We'll see about that.”

She took a full bite off the skewer, then spotted Prim. The redhead had gathered a tray and was 
weaving through the crowd again. Välstånna grinned wickedly. Taking another nibble and looking 
around, she put her foot on the meat Tia had dropped.

Meanwhile, Prim was trying to locate Tia. “Now, where is Hot-Tits,” she wondered aloud. 
“Doubtless at an outside table, of course,” she realized. “Oh, she is just going to love this! Its aroma – ”

Prim's foot came down and suddenly slid sideways such she quickly found herself doing the 
splits. She might have still salvaged the tea had she not been passing a member of staff just returning 
from a table with a tray filled with the remains of dinner. For just a moment, Prim balanced all the tea 
set on her own tray … and then plates and flatware fell over her, dashing everything to the ground and 
covering her in half-eaten food. As a final kicker, an overturned bowl landed right on her head, cold 
stew soaking into her hair.

There were cries and gasps all around. The server, in a bit of a panic, hastened to pull the bowl 
off Prim's head, apologizing profusely.

Prim sat quiet. After a moment, she realized someone else had walked over. She looked up to 
the now-familiar sight of Välstånna's bust from below. The blonde smiled down, nibbling on her 
skewered meat.

“So we meet again, Ta – ” Prim began.

“Tut-tut, little Primmy,” she said. “You seem to have made quite the mess. Then again, riffraff 
has got to riffraff, I suppose.” She laughed, tossed her skewer onto a plate at Prim's feet, and turned 
aside. Seeing Tia approaching, Välstånna gave her a smile and a wink before walking away.

On the floor, Prim gracefully popped onto her feet. She brushed aside the staff member's hand. 
“Excuse me,” she said, her voice thick with emotion, as she turned and hurried outside, disappearing 
through the taller guests.



*********

Half an hour later, Tia carried a pitcher in one hand and two mugs in the other to the hot springs.
As expected, she found Prim there. The redhead knelt beside the pool she had soaked in earlier, looking
down at her reflection in the moon light. She was clean now, having promptly gone to the bathing hall 
after the incident at supper. Her hair was still wet and unkempt. She wore the orange bikini from 
before, her toga dress having been soaked from the spilt food.

Tia stepped forward to approach her friend. She knew the bard was aware of her, despite the 
latter making no move. She held out a mug, which Prim quietly took.

“If I recall, the deal was I chose the outfit and then served the ale,” Tia said, filling Prim's mug 
from the pitcher.

Prim nodded, then drank deeply. She held out the mug again, and Tia refilled it before tending 
to her own. She set the pitcher between them, then sat on the edge of the pool.

“Ruined,” Prim finally spoke. “All ruined.”

“Nonsense.”

“I am a laughingstock here. I shall have no peace.”

“Only one person back there was laughing at you,” Tia said. “ And who cares about her. The 
others were either sympathetic or else more fussed about how their own evenings were 'spoiled by such
an outlandish display', or however they said it.” Her face soured. “Personally, I think they rather enjoy 
the excuse to act put-upon and victimized to make the servants tend to them special, the pompous, 
arrogant louts.”

Prim shook her head. “It just keeps happening. Why, Hot-Tits?”

Tia shrugged. “To make everything more memorable?” She tried a grin, but Prim did not 
respond to it. She sighed. “Listen, the one fellow – the man who waved at you – he told me he saw 
Välstånna kick something your way before you fell. I found it. It was a piece of meat I dropped when I 
encountered her. I forgot about it. That's what you slipped on. She used it to cause the mayhem. I'm 
sorry.”

Prim looked up and blinked. “Whatever is there to apologize for?”

“If I'da picked it up or at least kicked it under the table – ”

“Then she would have found some other way to make a fool of me,” Prim finished. She turned 
back to her reflection. “No, Hot-Tits, you have nothing to apologize for. She is quite skilled in 
humiliating me. This goes back further than just today.”

They lapsed into silence. Tia lifted the pitcher and topped off their mugs again.

“So, you met at the Temple Fermosa?” Tia prompted. Prim nodded, but gave no further answer. 
Instead, she reached down and ran her finger along the surface of the water, sending ripples over her 
image.

“You know, she told me you never spoke the truth,” Tia said.

“Did she, now,” Prim replied, voice dull.

“I disagreed with her.”

Prim looked up. “Oh? You think I speak nothing but truth, then? Are you sure you are not being 
tricked by me? I am, after all, a little trickster. That is what I am frequently called, at least.”



Tia chuckled. “You are a trickster, yes,” she said.

The redhead slapped the water. “My life is one trick after another,” she said. “Maybe I have lost 
sight of the truth.”

“Pish-posh, you ninny,” Tia said, imitating Prim's vocal inflections and smiling. Prim looked 
over and cocked an eyebrow. “You love tea, and you hate orange,” Tia continued. “Those are some 
truths you have well in hand.”

Prim giggled. “Fair points,” she said, raising her mug. They tapped mugs and drank.

Tia tended to the drinks again. “So, the Temple Fermosa ….” she prompted.

“It exists,” Prim said. “I have a feeling you wondered about that.”

“I did, but only because the idea of schooling for … ” Tia blushed. “Well, you know ... ”

“Sexual practice and pleasures?” Prim finished with a grin. “Yes, such schools exist. The 
Temple Fermosa being one of, if not the, most famous. They train priestesses of Dulceda, the goddess 
of beauty and pleasure.”

“So, that's why you talk about beauty so much,” Tia said.

Prim nodded. “I always admired beauty and artistry, so naturally I was drawn to the Temple.”

“But you weren't accepted, were you?” Tia said, comprehension dawning. “I mean, she said you
were a maid.”

“That is correct,” Prim said with a sigh. “I had no money. I offered to work, and they let me on 
as a maid. I looked quite sexy in their uniform, I must say.”

Tia rolled her eyes and had a drink. “So, maid Prim was in a school of pleasure. I'm sure things 
went smoothly with you there.”

“Naturally.”

“And your old friend there was a student at the time?”

“An acolyte, yes.”

“I take it she decided it would be fun to make trouble for the maid?”

Prim nodded. “I did not want to make a fuss.”

“I doubt that,” Tia said with a laugh. “You just didn't want to be thrown out.”

The redhead laughed gaily. “Fair point. Allow me to rephrase: I did not want to make such a 
fuss as to lead to my dismissal. Which meant I had to let her get away with a lot. For years.” She 
looked back at her reflection and twisted her hair flame back into place.

“So, you had a habit of letting her win,” Tia noted.

“I suppose so, yes. And old habits do die ever so hard.” Satisfied her hair flame was back to its 
proper state, she smiled. “And then we were ordained together.”

“Wait, they made you a priestess?” Tia asked, stunned. “But you were a maid!”

“That was her attitude, as well,” Prim said with a smile. “Regardless, yes, I was ordained. I am 
a priestess, in addition to being a pewterer and a bard and the humble owner of the most exquisite ass.”

“I have a feeling there is a tale here,” Tia said.

“Perhaps another time.”



Tia nodded, and they drank in silence again for several minutes. Prim gazed up at the stars, 
while Tia looked toward the dining halls.

“When Välstånna arrived,” Tia finally said, “you were calling her one of your nicknames.”

“Was I?”

Tia frowned at her. “Don't play coy. It was plain as day.”

“I have no idea what you are talking about, Hot-Tits,” Prim said.

“You were calling her Ta-something. She interrupted you. Did a good job of it, too, as if she was
expecting it.”

She waited for Prim to respond, but the redhead simply took a deep drink.

“When you met at dinner,” Tia pressed, “you were calling her Ta-something again.”

“So I was.”

“Well, what's your nickname for her, then?” Tia asked.

“I have no nickname for her,” Prim said.

“You have a nickname for everyone,” Tia said hotly. “Why are you being so stubborn? Just tell 
me already!”

“I was not addressing her by any nickname. Rather, I was using her birth name.” She looked Tia
in the eyes. “You see, Hot-Tits, her birth name is not Välstånna,” Prim said.

Tia froze, her brain trying to process the information. “Wait,” she said. “Come again?”

“She changed her name before she arrived at the Temple,” Prim went on. “But I noticed she did 
not respond to it quite naturally. She would react an instant too late when someone called her name, 
hastening to cover up her error as an actor who has missed her cue.”

Tia gave her a stern look. “You were watching her? Were you stalking her? No, no, I'm being 
silly. You were a maid, so you were frequently near her class.”

“Precisely. And, of course, she paid no attention to me.”

“Naturally. Also naturally,” Tia continued, laughing, “you sneaked into her records and found 
her birth name. Which you then used as often as you could.”

Prim grinned. “She was quick to learn to interrupt me, yes. I, of course, gave her fair warning 
and revealed my knowledge in private.”

“So you didn't ever say it in public?”

“Not successfully, no. She would interrupt every time. People noticed, but they just thought 
there was some embarrassing nickname, as you did.”

They drank quietly again. Finally, “so, what is her name, then?” Tia asked.

“Tatas.”

“Ta- wait, what?” sputtered Tia.

“Her name is Tatas Vindsäck.”

“You mean that gal with the big knockers – ” Tia stopped, not quite able to finish the though.

Prim nodded. “I know. I could not believe it at first, either.” She grinned wickedly. “I had never 
before held such gold in my hand as I did her certification of birth!”



“I can only imagine your reaction,” Tia said. “The world shuddered in horror that day, no 
doubt.”

Prim giggled. “I do not know about that, but with this new information, I did some digging. 
After all, what kind of name is Tatas?”

“This I gotta hear,” Tia said, pouring them more ale.

“Well, she comes from the northeast,” Prim began. “I checked their dialect, and discovered their
root language – ”

“You did research?” Tia asked. “ This I don't believe. Did you use the library or pop the locks? 
Or did you get someone in bed?”

“Oh Hot-Tits, always thinking the worst of me.”

“Yeah? Which was it.”

“A little bit of this, a little bit of that,” Prim admitted. “And maybe a little more of the other.”

“And maybe a lot more.”

Prim stuck her tongue out, then continued. “I discovered it was fashionable in the gentry class 
to name their children using the older tongue. Well, her parents decided to name her tagean and 
tasinon, which meant 'abundance' and 'plenty'. Apparently, they took the first syllable of each, or ta and 
tas, which resulted in – ”

“A big-breasted gnome by the name of Tatas!” Tia finished. “And being such high and mighty 
folk, they had no clue what the common rabble used the word for.” She howled with laughter, and Prim
joined her. 

“It is not a common idiom in her region,” Prim said fairly. “Apparently, Tatas figured it out 
some time before arriving at the Temple and came up with a name on her own.”

“So, how are you going to get her back?” Tia asked after her laughter finally stopped.

“I am not certain what – ” Prim began, but Tia waved an arm angrily.

“Oh, stop that!” she said, slamming her mug down. “We're not acolytes at the Temple, you 
know. What's she going to do, get you thrown out of the resort? What does that even mean? We'll go 
back to our travels together a bit earlier than planned but with the satisfaction of showing her up? I'd 
call that a double-win, myself.

“So, I ask you again:  how are you going to get her back?”

Prim considered a moment, then grinned. “I am not certain, but with my Hot-Tits at my side, I 
know a way will reveal itself.”

“Good show!” Tia said, raising her mug.

Prim raised hers and drank. She then set it down with a hiccup and grasped the edge of the pool.
Raising her legs up, she walked on her hands.

After a moment of watching Prim practice her balancing, Tia said, her tone serious, “this does 
bring up one very important question that simply must be answered.”

“And what is that?” Prim asked, concerned.

Tia took a drink before putting a hand on her chin in thought. “Which one is Abundance, and 
which is Plenty?” she asked.



Prim burst out laughing, swayed, and fell into the water with a splash. A moment later she 
resurfaced, spitting out water, and let out more peals of laughter.

Tia, adding her own laughter, handed over her mug. The two clinked their mugs and had a long 
drink, and then the halls echoed with the sounds of their mirth.

Author's Note: The sequel to this Tale – and there simply must be, I should think – is as-yet untitled. Presumably, it will 
conclude Gnomish Reflections.


