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Taken by the Chieftess
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Tara knelt in the cool darkness of the cave as outside, birds sang and insects chirruped. The forest was alive in the bright Spring, but Tara was a woman now. She had full breasts jutting behind her fur hides. She had hips. She had bled. Which meant she could no longer run and play with the other young and unclaimed women. Now she must humble herself and be claimed by a suitable warrior. 

There were two classes among the tribes. There were the warrior women – giant and musclebound women, who hunted, fought for territory, and protected the clans from wildlife and rival clans. These women produced offspring with their wives by fingering them – or so Tara had been told. 

And then, there were the cave wives. These women were small, feminine, birthed the children, sewed the hides, and cooked the meals. Tara, as she understood it, had grown to be a cave wife. She hadn’t the natural strength or size of a warrior. Oh, no. she had wide hips and big breasts, which were perfect for bearing young. Her mother was so proud, for she had feared that Tara would grow to be a warrior and thus, put herself quite often in direct danger.

Tara wasn’t sure it mattered. She only hoped she would attract a suitable wife. To be taken by a worthless and lazy warrior was the worst thing that could happen to a woman. Such a warrior was a laughing stock to the rest of the tribe and were typically driven out if they could not contribute to the clan in some meaningful way. Unfortunately, there was no such thing as “divorce” among the clans, and so a cave wife was typically cast out with her disgrace of a warrior wife – unless, of course, someone else were willing to claim her.

A cave wife could not survive without a warrior wife. It was the way of things. And so, Tara sat on the cave floor, perched on her knees, and listened with quiet anxiety to the wisdom her mother imparted her as the older woman paced back and forth before in the cool darkness.

The cave had been their home for one year, for the clans were always roaming as they followed the mammoth herds. Inside, a fire pit had been dug in the center of the floor, and around it were skins and animals hides. Cooking implements carved of wood hung from the low cave ceiling, and near the barren fire pit stood the rock slab that Tara’s mother often prepared meat upon. It was still stained with blood from that morning’s roast mammoth. 

Tara was a small young woman with messy blonde hair shorn short, a narrow waist, round hips, and great breasts. She was swathed, like all the women of the clan, in skimpy animal hides. She knelt in the half-light of the cave as sunlight reached its fingers in, and her mother, Suga, walked a stern circle around her as she appraised her.

Tara’s three sisters knelt nearby, all of them younger than she. There was Firga, Marmar, and the youngest, Varg, who giggled behind her hands each time Suga fussily adjusted Tara’s fur hides to make her cleavage more apparent. 

Tara sighed as her mother leaned down to tug on her top yet another time. “Mother!” she complained. “I might as well go with no top at all!”

Suga straightened up with a snort. “What do you think the other girls will be doing?”

Tara blushed deeply at the very thought. That morning, all the young and eligible women in the clan would walk the mountain trail, allowing the single and eligible warrior women to get a good look at their bodies for the first time since their flowering. Potential cave wives would make themselves as appealing as possible so as to attract the best warrior wife. Many would adorn themselves with flowers and bear teeth. Tara already had a white flower pushed behind her ear, and around her throat was a choker of bear teeth that her father – the warrior woman Nutfar – had given to her  the winter before her passing.

If a warrior wife saw a woman she wanted, she would simply march down from her cave, snatch said woman, and carry her off to be deflowered. Tara was terrified no one would want her at all. Being claimed by a bad warrior was terrible, but not being claimed at all – no woman had ever recovered from such a fate.

“In fact, it’s tradition to bare your tits,” Suga complained. She tugged Tara’s top again, harder this time, as if to rip it. “Come now, take this off –!”

“Mother!” Tara gasped and wiggled from reach, eyes wide in shock.

“Just show one tit!” Suga begged, still reaching, her long gray hair swinging forward. “You have such nice tits, and if one of those warriors out there saw, why she’d snatch you up in a heartbeat—"

“Mother!” Tara wailed, and slapping her mother’s hands off, she sprang to her feet and backed away. 

Kneeling opposite Tara around the fire pit, Tara’s three sisters stared with their mouths open, and even little Varg stopped giggling. The silence drew on, and Tara thought a look of shame crossed her mother’s face.

Tara stared at her mother in amazement. She had never seen calm, dignified Suga behave so desperately before. Suga had practically ripped her out of her top!

Suga irritably folded her arms, and her long animal hides hung from them like wings. “Stubborn girl!” she scolded. “Your father, the gods bless her, has been dead since winter last. We’ve no one to provide for us. I’m barely holding us together!” Her expression softened and she stepped close, placing her soft hands on Tara’s shoulders. “If you make a good match, your wife will provide for all of us through the coming winter. Our survival depends on you!”

Tara looked into her mother’s eyes and felt a sting of guilt to see the fear and sadness there. Then she looked past her mother at her sisters, who were all watching her unhappily. Little Varg cast her eyes down and played with her fingers. Marmar sadly rubbed her arm. Firga met Tara’s eyes and nodded seriously.

Firga was the dutiful grim one. She was also quite large and would probably flower into a warrior woman one day. Tara wouldn’t have been surprised. 

Firga, though she was younger, had always been a source of strength and encouragement for Tara. She looked at Tara from behind strings of messy hair, and when they met eyes, Tara felt her strength returning. 

Tara nodded in silent thanks to Firga, then with a lift of her chin, she pulled her top off with a toss of her yellow hair, allowing her big breasts to tremble free, standing high and plump in the cool cavern air.

Suga beamed with pride as she said, “That’s my girl. Catch a big one.”

***
[image: ]


OUTSIDE, WOMEN WERE already sauntering back and forth up the mountain trail, making their way past the caves where the warrior wives lived. Tara could see the big women loitering in the dark mouths of their caves. All of them were large, muscle-bound, draped in animal hides that did nothing to cover their bugling arms and strong thighs. They had wild long hair and fierce eyes, strong bodies and grim dispositions. 

Tara recognized some of the warriors as already mated. It was common for some to have six, seven wives. The more wives a warrior woman had, the better a provider she typically was. But to be First Cave Wife, that was ideal. The First Cave Wife was a position of authority. She ran the family and only the warrior wife had authority over her. It was the sort of life Tara wanted, anyway, for she was the eldest of her mother’s daughters and was used to having authority. She dreaded being claimed by someone who already had several wives and daughters.

Young women were already being snatched and taken, and Tara gasped at the brutality of it. But the women, contrary to being frightened, only giggled and squealed as they were snatched and tossed over the shoulders of the giant women. One dark-haired beauty was snatched up like a little doll and thrown over a big warrior woman’s shoulder – so hard, her breasts were jiggling everywhere as she blushed and was carried into the darkness of a nearby cave.

After a pause, screaming always came from the caves, but it didn’t sound like terrified screaming. Instead, it sounded as if the screaming women were enjoying what was happening! They gasped, begged for more, called out the names of the very gods! Tara blushed brightly as she kept walking and wondered what exactly was happening in those caves. What was about to happen to her?

Tara was walking uncertainly down the sunlit trail when a warrior suddenly came stomping down from her cave, so tall that she blocked out the sun and cast a cold shadow over Tara. Tara staggered to a startled stop and gasped: it was Scraggy, a warrior woman who was lazy, disgusting, and only had one miserable wife. She had such a poor reputation that it wouldn’t be long before she was run from the clan – and she had chosen to take Tara! 

Tara held back tears. Why in the name of the gods? And how could she get out of it? Scraggy was bigger and stronger, and Tara could not have refused her. Tara’s heart sank when Scraggy’s big hand clapped hard and hot around her wrist. The big woman leered down at her, several teeth missing, one eye smaller than the other, black hair crawling with lice. Tara cringed in horror.

“Nice big titties,” Scraggy said, a bit of drool slipping down her chin. “Will be good for my children, good for me to suck as I fuck you bloody—”

“Scraggy!” boomed a voice. “She’s mine! Let her go!”

Heart pounding, Tara looked around and went still in shock: Chieftess Ohana was marching toward Tara and Scraggy, a scowl on her face. Like all the warriors, she was a large woman, covered in muscles, and her white hair blew back on the breeze as she came, giving her an almost heroic appearance as the sun glowed misty behind her.

“I saw her first!” Scraggy snarled and yanked Tara close by the arm.

Tara screamed softly and staggered forward. Then Scraggy’s big arm closed around her narrow waist, and in sudden anger, she twisted and gasped to get free. Her struggle only made her big breasts jiggle wildly, and when she looked up, Scraggy was looking down at her, eyes glazed with lust. To her pleasure, so was Chieftess Ohana, who had drawn near and was now standing over them.

Tara looked up at the chieftess, her heart pounding in her throat, and she swallowed hard when their eyes connected. Ohana’s eyes softened with affection when they looked at her, and Tara’s heart fluttered beneath the big woman’s longing gaze. But as if she had caught herself, Chieftess Ohana turned her slanted eyes back to Scraggy and she scowled.

“I said,” Ohana reached back and pulled her spear, “let her go.”

Scraggy stared with grim determination into Ohana’s face. Sneering with hatred, she gently released Tara and nudged her aside, reaching back for her own spear. But she didn’t even have time to pull it: Ohana rammed her spear blade through Scraggy’s neck. Onlookers screamed and shouted as blood spurted hot over Ohana’s expressionless face. Then Ohana ripped the blade free and watched with satisfaction as Scraggy collapsed backward in a pool of blood.

Ohana then shouldered her spear, and when she looked down at Tara, her fierce eyes were once again soft. Tara gazed up at the big woman, completely paralyzed by lust and awe. She could see the shape of Ohana’s breasts through her fur hides and wondered what they looked like, what it felt like to be in the big woman’s arms. She blushed in shame at her own thoughts, and Ohana, seeing this, smiled the smallest smile. Then without a word, she lifted Tara easily by the waist and slung her gently over her shoulder. Then she turned and marched off – carrying Tara back to the cave that she shared with her daughters and wives.

***
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TARA DIDN’T UNDERSTAND why she had been chosen by Ohana. The chieftess already had several wives and children, some of her wives were pregnant, and with the winter coming, she certainly didn’t need another mouth to feed. But for some reason or other, Ohana had chosen Tara – had killed a clan member in cold blood just to take her! – and Tara was too shocked and confused to even ask why. 

When they reached the cave of the chieftess, the cave wives were chatting around a fire while their white-haired daughters ran amok, giggling and playing. Seeing that Ohana had returned with a woman over her shoulder, there was a stampede as everyone ran to her at the cave entrance. The wives kissed Ohana and doted on her, wiped her face clean of blood and asked her eager questions about Tara, while the daughters ran around behind their female
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