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As winter fell fast over the Great Forest, Tara gave birth to her a first daughter, a tiny bundle of heat and giggles with a mop of curly white hair. All of Ohana’s daughters had white hair. Every last one of them. The chieftess’ genes were so dominant that many of her wives feared giving birth to a dark-haired child, for fear they would be accused of having strayed. 

It was common for a warrior, let alone a chieftess, to murder a wife who had lain with another. Allowing a cave wife to wander was perceived as a weakness and could quickly destroy the reputation of the warrior. Sometimes, if the warrior knew who the wife had slept with, that other warrior was murdered instead. So long as blood was shed over the trespass, then the warrior’s reputation remained intact. 

Tara was confident that Ohana would never hurt her, even if she did stray. For it was quickly becoming common knowledge that Tara was quite simply Ohana’s favorite. When the mighty Bear clan was ordered to head deeper into the Snowy Mountains for the winter, it was Tara who was allowed to ride before Ohana on her shaggy horse, with her little baby – Dagdag – cooing at her breasts. When Ohana made a good kill, it was Tara who was given the ripest meat. When Ohana returned from a raid bearing jewelry and hides, Tara was given the best dresses and bone necklaces. And every night, Tara was the first woman Ohana made love to.

Other, younger wives were taken by Ohana as the winter drew on, but always, Ohana came back to Tara in the dark of their cave and held her the night through as she slept.

Tara was in heaven. She had never dreamed that becoming a cave wife could be this wonderful, had never dreamed that the chieftess herself would want her. But looking back, Tara was starting to feel as if she should have known it would happen. For there had been many times when she was flowering that she had looked up and caught the chieftess eying her with quiet hunger. It had always startled and pleased her, though she hadn’t known what to think of it.

One morning beside the mountain lake, all the cave wives were wading into the water with the children to bathe. Little girls were laughing and splashing, mothers washed their babies, and many young and nubile unmated stripped their curvy bodes bare and waded with swaying hips into the water. The warriors, meanwhile, kept watch on the parameter.

Tara had barely been eighteen at the time, old enough to be perceived as a woman by the warriors, but not yet old enough to claim. Young women were usually taken at nineteen or twenty, at the peak of their flowering, and Tara had been anticipating that day and wondering who would take her the next year.

Apparently, so had Ohana. For as Tara was bathing in the lake, she could feel eyes upon her, and when she looked up, Ohana was staring directly at her across the water. Tara remembered freezing in shock. Ohana had one of her tiny daughters riding her shoulders. The little girl was laughing, and Ohana was speaking to her absently, but her hungry eyes were fixed on Tara like a hot light. 

Heart fluttering, Tara had leaned down, young breasts jiggling, and scooped water to her face. When she straightened up again, Ohana was still staring, eyes narrowed now with lust, and she did not look away. Blushing, Tara felt brazen enough to look right back as she caressed water over her breasts. She blushed harder when Ohana’s nostrils flared with desire.

Ohana did not look away from Tara until one of her wives called. Then, very reluctantly, she turned away from Tara and toward her wife – the First Wife, Chuc’calla.

Tara remembered how Chuc’calla, realizing where Ohana had been staring, had glared across the lake at Tara. The First Wife had known even then that Ohana wanted Tara, even if Tara had been too foolish to realize it. And now that Tara was pregnant and they were living in the same cave, Chuc’calla was just as angry, just as seething, always watching with bitterness and spite as Tara was fawned over and adored.

Chuc’calla was a small woman with large breasts, wide hips, and quite a narrow waist after having birthed ten daughters for Ohana. She was in her late twenties, with slanted dark eyes and long, dark hair. Before she was chieftess, Ohana had stolen Chuc’calla from a rival clan, had made love to her, and had impregnated her so quickly, her original clan had no reason to steal her back – They could not have cared for Chuc’calla’s child.

And so, the Elk clan submitted and joined the clan of the Cave Bear, falling into line for the sake of Chuc’calla, their princess, and for their own sake as well. After all, Chuc’calla had been glad to be stolen and had refused to return to her people, even ordering them to submit to the Cave Bear clan. 

In those days, Chuc’calla was Ohana’s favorite, though from the stories Tara had heard, it seemed as if Chuc’calla had been little more than a prize, proof that Ohana was strong and worthy of becoming the next chieftess. 

Ohana’s mighty father, the previous chieftess, had been on her deathbed at that time. Meanwhile, her many warrior daughters competed to take her place. By stealing Chuc’calla – the most beautiful woman in the Great Forest at the time – and forcing her clan to submit, Ohana had proven her worth. 

Now Tara’s children would fight with Chuc’calla’s to one day take Ohana’s place. Tara didn’t want to think of that. She hoped that her daughters would be cave wives like her and stay out of any fighting.

Tara lay in the dark cave, on the soft fur hides, surrounded by Ohana’s family, as the nearby fire crackled gently through the night. Many of Ohana’s daughters were a few years behind Tara, teenagers who had grown into muscular warriors rather than cave wives. Already, they were violent and thirsty for sex, always staring at the pretty unmated women and boasting of which ones they would claim as wives. Ohana’s oldest daughter with Chuc’calla – a girl named Targon – often complained that she had wanted Varg for herself.

Laying on her side as she cradled tiny Dagdag to her breasts, Tara looked across the sleeping women around her at Targon, who was sleeping peacefully on her back, white hair a glowing veil around her shoulders. Targon looked like a younger version of Ohana, white-haired and masculine and strong, muscular body wrapped in furs and leathers. She was beautiful, just like her father, and she seemed truly heartbroken that Varg had been sent away. 

Tara felt guilty for that. Had she known that Targon wanted Varg, she would have suggested that Varg be given to her. Instead, she had convinced Ohana to send Varg far away to the Wolf clan, and all for her own foolish envy and pride! 

Now Varg would have been miles and miles beyond reach, for the Wolf clan always headed further south during the winter, while following the shorter-haired mammoth herds. Even if Targon wanted to take Varg from Turaga, Varg was now too far away, and taking her would have started a clan war.

Ohana moaned as she came awake beside Tara. The chieftess turned on her side and threw a strong arm across Tara, pulling her close in a hard hug. Tara smiled as her head was kissed. Her blonde hair had grown out over the months, falling past her shoulders.

“What keeps you awake, Little Wife?” Ohana rasped, half-awake herself.

“It is cold, the fire is low,” Tara lied. She did not want to tell Ohana the truth -—that she had manipulated her into sending Varg away, crushing Targon in the process, and that she now felt guilty.

“Mmm. Then I will keep you warm,” Ohana whispered huskily in Tara’s ear, and Tara felt her clit throb to life.

“Don’t,” complained Chuc’calla, who was laying on the other side of Ohana. “I am tired of listening to you fuck her! I am your First Wife! You should be fucking me every night!”

Chuc’calla sounded furious, but Ohana only chuckled softly. Then the chieftess sat up, revealing Chuc’calla, who was angrily lying on her back with her arms folded beneath her big breasts. Tara looked over and thought Chuc’calla achingly beautiful, with her dark hair and pretty eyes. 

Ohana knelt over them both, resting back on her heels and looking down at them. She reached for their fur hide dresses and pulled them open, so that one of their breasts was exposed. Tara blushed as her big tit pushed free of the fabric, and so did Chuc’calla, who looked as if she was still trying to be angry but was distracted by Ohana’s hungry staring.

Hard eyes glittering lust, Ohana took a tit in each hand and gently massaged, watching as the nipples hardened, watching as Tara and Chuc’calla both moaned and frowned against the pleasure. Tara could feel her clitoris pumping faster and harder and she knew the same was happening to Chuc’calla, who moaned helplessly when Ohana leaned down and sucked deeply on her tit. 

Then Ohana leaned back again, and taking Tara’s legs in both strong hands, she spread them and pulled them back, so that Tara’s fur skirts slid up and her bent legs were open wide, revealing her pink sex. Tara looked over and couldn’t believe it when she saw Chuc’calla glance furtively at her sex.

Then Ohana did something neither of them had anticipated: she pulled Chuc’calla up by the arm (Chuc’calla blinked in confusion) and clutching at the back of the First Wife’s neck, she bent Chuc’calla forward, pressing her head between Tara’s open thighs.

Tara gasped when Chuc’calla didn’t hesitate but immediately started licking and sucking her pussy with passionate abandon. She gasped and moaned, mouth open in baffled shock, as Chuc’calla’s hungry tongue fucked her to a sudden climax. As she was coming, Tara thrust
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