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Adventure 9

“He has senses other than vision and smell,” Prim said in voice hardly above a whisper.
“What do you mean?” Tia asked equally softly, frowning. Her knack only hid them from vision. If he 

had some other, magical sense ….
“He can feel the heat we left behind,” Prim whispered as the dragon sniffed the air.
“Well, what can we do about that?”
Prim frowned. “We can do nothing. However, there is a way to hinder him, I think. And there is, quite 

conveniently, one nearby who can help us.” She squeezed Tia's hand and met her eyes. “Keep me from falling.”
Tia nodded and put an arm around her. Prim brought a hand up to the side of her temple, her eyes losing 

focus.

*********

The ground sank beneath his feet as he landed. He sniffed the air deeply, and easily discerned the scent 
of Primiphi and another she-gnome. They had split up and returned, then together had traveled toward the bog.

He laughed. Primiphi would never willingly head straight to such a foul odor on her own. “So, your 
friend has a plan, does she?” he thought. “She wishes to play hide and seek? Are you so desperate?”

He leapt forward in the air, flapping his wings before landing into more soggy ground. He swung his 
head back and forth on his long neck. The gnomes had stood where he now did. He sniffed at the air, finding 
their scents now lost in those of the marsh. “Did your friend toss you into the muck, Primiphi?” he thought. “She
thinks to hide your scents?”

It was no matter to him. He could feel where they had disturbed the stagnant air as they moved; he could
sense the warmth still lingering from what they had touched as they moved. He knew they had not turned aside 
but pressed forward deeper into the mire.

Laughing again, he strode forward. A few birds nearby fluttered, terrified, from hiding places. He could 
sense a deer nearby, frozen in fear. He lashed out with his tail, crushing the ground beside it, sending the beast 
bounding away.

When he felt her so close, so close indeed, food was no priority.
My, but you always did know how to put on a show.
He froze in surprise. “You dare approach my mind, Primiphi?” he said aloud, then snarled at his own 

foolishness.
Prim giggled in his mind. It is so wide open. I thought it an invitation.
He slammed the ground behind him with his tail. The time has come at last. Your little game ends here. I

will have you again, and I will take you both back to my home.
Where you can treat us as trophies to be shown off? The disgust in Prim's tone came through the mental 

link. I tried that once before. I found it … underwhelming.
You were the pride of piece in a dragon's horde! He snarled. And you had the audacity to demand more!

Any mortal should have felt honor beyond measure, but not Primiphi!
No, not Primiphi, she agreed. Adoration without love is meaningless.
Meaningless semantics, he said with a huff. He followed their trail now as they conversed. Are you 

hiding, Little Thief? Or are you running away again?
I am doing what I must.
He laughed. What you must, is it? And what must you do? She did not answer. He laughed again. 

Something must have changed if you are risking showing yourself with this connection. What if I were to reverse
it and invade your mind?

He shifted his thoughts through the link and into her, momentarily seeing himself from within the 
marshes before Prim threw his thoughts back out.



Immediately, he turned and dashed to where the vision came from. With a roar of triumph, he snatched 
up a clump of grass and soil...

And found nothing else. With an angry huff, he tossed the debris aside and turned back to the hunt, 
undeterred.

Will you be chasing your own tail next? Prim asked.
Impressive, Little Thief, he conceded. I had forgotten how disciplined your mind can be. Your childish 

games, however, do not change what you have touched. I will find you, despite your tricks.
And then he swiftly entered her vision again, seeing himself from outside for a second time. He turned 

and snatched at a patch of brambles … and came up empty, once more.
Clever. I thought that would get you, he said.
The oldest trick in the book, Prim said. You get me to lower my guard after a success, to then 

immediately strike a second time. You did it to me often, I admit. Though, I rather enjoyed it back then.
Images of him grabbing her, lifting her up, taking her to his bed came to him. He grinned.
You could enjoy it again, you know, he told her.
I wish that were true, she answered. The sincerity in her words caught him off-guard.
It can be, he pressed. Give yourself up. I will let your friend go, if that is what you desire. She matters 

not to me, not even her insolence in defying me, in keeping you from me. You are what I seek.
Do you love me? she asked.
Again with the love, he snarled. What is it worth, how does it compare, when I would treasure you above

all else! Every day would be a paradise for you! You would wear the finest clothes, eat the most exotic of foods, 
be surrounded by masterpieces of art. You cannot hide your vanity from me – I know you much too well. I know 
you desire it all.

That I do, she admitted.
And yet you would throw that all away? Again? You had the impertinence to do so once. Look at you 

now as a result: wandering in a filthy swamp, smelling foul, perfect hair ruined, flawless skin damaged, and 
your clothes – ha, the less said there, the better. I weep for your current, pitiful state. Is that what you desire?

What I desire? Prim asked. If it means I am with my Hot-Tits, I treasure it.
He let out an annoyed growl at her use of his own term against him. You and your infuriating word 

games!
I see I still have the same calming effect on you as ever.
An image of her winking face came to his mind. He chuckled..
You are trying to manipulate my emotions again, he said. That does bring back the memories.
I prefer to think of it as a form of flirting, personally, Prim said. They laughed together. After a moment, 

he continued.
Come back to me, he said, nearly pleading. It can be like it was before. I know you had happy times with 

me. Don't deny it.
No, I could never deny that, she said. Do you remember … she showed a particularly intimate memory.
He smiled. I remember all our time together, Primiphi. That night sits atop the list.
We really were an exceptional couple, she said wistfully.
We can be again, he said, an unfamiliar earnestness in his voice.
Do you love me?
Frustrated, he slammed a clawed hand onto the ground, sending ripples along the surface of the water 

around him. Enough of your 'love'! he demanded. I grow weary of this! Show yourself to me – now!
Very well, she replied. I will show myself – all of myself.
He drew up, startled. Just like that? he asked, confused.
Just like that, she declared. And new images flooded his mind. He saw Prim and a green-haired she-

gnome (Hot-Tits, he thought, and felt her agreement) laughing together around a camp fire. And then Prim 
dancing for Hot-Tits, whose eyes tracked her every motion with hunger. For some reason, this scene bothered 
him. An anger grew deep within him.

Prim continued her show. Now Hot-Tits was tied to a pole while Prim dangled, bound but upside-down, 
from the ceiling; both were laughing despite the obvious danger they were in. And then Prim helpless as cultists 
with blades came for her, Hot-Tits fending them off despite her wounds.



Everything went dark, as Prim had apparently been blinded for this moment, and he heard Hot-Tits 
revealing how she had tricked Prim into wearing a chastity belt and blindfold. The scene shifted to Prim bound 
to Hot-Tits, the pair naked in a burning building, the warrior upset (but was she really? he wondered) while the 
redhead incongruously smiled and chatted merrily.

With each new scene, the strange anger grew within himself as he felt feel Prim's joy to be with Hot-
Tits, mingled with an odd ache formed of desire. This latter emotion was fully on display in a scene where Prim 
had tied a naked Tia for “escape training”, only to be interrupted.

“She should desire me!” he thought angrily. “I am a dragon! I took her as my prize!”
 Another scene interrupted his train of thought, as Prim pursued a band of goblins which held her Hot-

Tits captive. This time, he felt Prim's terror she would lose her Hot-Tits, even as her supreme confidence held 
firm and her mind formed a rescue plan. And then another scene change as Prim now led a bound, gagged, 
blushing Hot-Tits in a bridal gown away from danger and to a night of pleasure.

He did not need the link to figure out her feelings on that particular scene. His anger became a fury, his 
flames rushing into his throat.

And then he felt Prim's heartache as Hot-Tits walked away. He scoffed aloud. This is your magnificent 
love, Little Thief? he asked her. This fear and terror and pain? Hot-Tits appeared again, holding her hands out to
Prim. A ridiculous about-face. How can you know how she truly feels about you?

As if in answer, Hot-Tits reached out to pick Prim from the murky water, grinning. “We're in this 
together.” A burst of joy, a thrill he had no words for.

Do you not see it yet? Prim asked. Do you not understand? It is right in front of you.
He laughed and resumed his search. I understand she makes you weak, he countered. You would not 

have revealed yourself to me but for her.
Prim sighed in his mind. As usual, your stubbornness keeps you blind. You see what you wish to see.
I see what is worth seeing.
And there is your weakness.
He halted again. Weakness? he asked, a low growl escaping his mouth. What are you babbling about 

now?
You dismiss that which you do not understand. You mind is limited.
“Limited?” he roared. “You dare – ”
I do dare. For all your intelligence and wonder, you possess an extraordinary lack of vision. And I pity 

you for it.
The fires of his anger and jealousy flared within him. A few tongues of flame escaped between his teeth 

as he growled again.
Prim, sensing his control weakening, went for the kill-shot. That is why Hot-Tits has my love, she sent. 

And that is why I could never desire you.
The dam burst, and he let out his loudest roar yet. He exhaled blue flames in his rage. “Primiphi!” he 

cried. “I will make you pay! I will make her pay!”
He exhaled more flames, turning side to side, burning the few scraggly plants and trees that had 

managed to eek out a living. His rage continued for several minutes, with him stomping and thrashing between 
breathing out fire.

Finally, he stopped, his breath heavy.
Oh, dear, Prim's voice said. Such a temper. One would think you jealous.
I will find you, and I will – he began.
Will you? After that display? He heard the laughter in her voice, and then silence as she broke the 

connection.
Confused, he did nothing more productive than blink stupidly for several seconds. Then he realized he 

could no longer sense the heat the she-gnomes had left behind. The fires from his outburst had destroyed the 
trail.

“It does not matter!” he shouted. “I will still find you!”
He looked around. He leapt at a mound of dead foliage, lifting it up and failing to find the she-gnomes. 

Throwing it aside, he jumped to an old log, using his wings to hasten his approach,. He raised it up, peered into 
it, and tossed it down with a roar. He continued his fruitless search a few more times, then again breathed flame 
into the sky.



“Primiphi!” he cried when he had finished. He leapt to the air, flapping his wings. “I know the power 
you stole from me! I will burn it all and her, and then I will find you in the rubble!”

He rose higher, then turned. He swept over the marsh, leaving a trail of flame on the ground as he 
passed.

*********

Back at their hiding spot, Tia watched Prim, her worry growing. She had quickly figured out Prim was 
communicating with the dragon, though whatever “help” that would do them she could not guess. Meanwhile, it 
was clear the effort was taking a toll on Prim's body. She had been right to have Tia hold onto her.

Meanwhile, Tia expended more effort than had in a long time in order to keep them hidden with her 
knack. Skilled as she was with it, she had never had to use it against a dragon before. How much longer she 
could hold it, she did not know.

When the dragon sent out his flame, Tia grinned. Not least because she finally understood Prim's plan, 
but she had to give her full marks: Prim clearly knew how to get under the dragon's skin. “Or scales,” she 
thought. “Whatever.”

 The redhead's eyes fluttered open, her hand falling back to her side. She found Tia's eyes and nodded.
“I am okay,” she whispered after the dragon rose into the air. “I think it best we move soon.”
“Are you able?” Tia asked.
Prim nodded. “I must do what I must. Come, Hot-Tits. After His next pass, we go under and swim.”
“Will he spot us?”
“Possible, but not likely,” Prim answered. “He is beyond reason right now, oblivious to everything but 

His own pointless fury. I have seen Him like this before.” She let out a sigh. “It is His dragon nature. I kind of …
insulted Him.”

“Yes, kind of,” Tia said, grinning. “You'll have to tell me the details sometime.”
Prim did not return the smile but instead watched the dragon. “He will remain focused on this patch of 

land for hours yet. You saw how long it took Him with the goblins.”
“I did wonder,” Tia said. “Here he comes. See that notch between hilltops over there? Let's head that 

way.”
The dragon soared across the marsh again, blazing a line of flame as he passed. The gnomes dipped 

under the shallow water and half-swam, half-pulled their way as long as they could. They reached another patch 
of soggy land and surfaced.

“Wait,” Prim said. “We can sink below as He flies past again.”
“Then up and over to the next one, got it,” Tia agreed.
The dragon approached again. Taking deep breaths, they sank beneath the surface. After he passed 

again, they quickly surfaced and dashed across the patch of land before slipping into the water on the other side. 
Fortunately, the water already rippled from the winds of his fury as he flew over, so their own additions went 
unnoticed.

And so they continued, minute after minute, yard after yard, working their way out of the doomed bog, 
until finally after what seemed hours they arrived between the two hilltops. Finding a formation of boulders 
jutting out of the earth, they crawled over to it, lying still whenever the dragon came into view. Arriving at last, 
they found a small notch in the rocks with a hole big enough for them both. They climbed in, where they 
huddled together, silently listening to the dragon's fury.

Despite their fear, their weariness soon overtook them. They slipped into sleep, arms around one 
another.


