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The Sheep people were frightened. For there were fiery raids and bloody battles raging throughout the Great Forest, and there was fear that the battling clans would come to the foothills, as they always did. 

Revna was not afraid. While her clan whispered and worried, she walked in the sunlight, pensive and yet day-dreamy. For every night, a fierce warrior came to her in her dreams and roughly took her, grabbing her long red hair from behind and ripping her fur dress open, then groping her bare breasts and fingering her throbbing sex there, in the high golden fields, until she blushed and trembled as she came, her shrill cries rising to the bright blue sky as she frowned in baffled delight.

The first night the dream warrior came, Revna was afraid, for the dream warrior was a big woman, tall and strong, with dark brown hair and fierce, slanted eyes. Like most warriors, she was grim and never smiled, though delight brightened her narrow eyes as they glanced over Revna’s curvy body. 

And then the dream warrior pounced like a wolf and ate her prey, slamming Revna on her back and snatching her thighs open before burying her face between. Revna had never lain with a woman before and had only given herself the pleasure, but in her dreams the pleasure was far more intense than anything her little fingers had ever done, her orgasms multiplying in waves as the dream warrior slowly sucked her clit as if savoring its taste and roughly fingered her with her strong, insistent fingers.

The dreams were so intense that Revna often cried out in her sleep and was embarrassed when she awoke wet and breathless beneath the moon, her big breasts heaving.

Revna was a beautiful young woman with wild red hair falling to her backside and freckles from the kiss of the sun. Like all the women of her clan, her face and arms were striped with blue clay from the river, marking her as one of the peaceful Sheep people.

The Sheep people did not believe in violence, and the consequence was that it made them vulnerable to raids from the more bloodthirsty and territorial clans. Revna herself was terrified of violence, fire, and destruction, but as a witch, her dreams often gifted her such visions. 

It was Revna who often warned the clan that the violent clans were coming, but now, since her visions of the dream warrior had begun, she had decided not to warn them of the day it would happen. For she knew allowing the raiders to come was the only way she would ever be taken by the beautiful and hard-bodied warrior in her dreams.

Revna also just hated by her own clan. As a witch, she was often ostracized and treated as if she were dangerous or evil – especially when her moons came. It was believed that a witch’s blood held a great and dangerous power, and so, whenever she bled, Revna was often forced to leave the clan and keep to herself in the hills at night.

Revna had no family, for she was a foundling and had not even been born of the clan. Typically, witches were stoned, and a stoning was almost Revna’s fate when her powers manifested as a child. But the clan soon realized Revna’s visions could be used to forestall danger, and so she was allowed to live –hated and ostracized, feared and ignored – but she was allowed to live, watching as feminine girls her own age became women and were taken by masculine sheepherder wives, while she always remained untouched and alone.

Well, now was Revna’s chance to finally live the life she deserved. The dream warrior would come, and her powerful clan would ravage the camp, taking sheepherder femmes for wives while slaying their butch protectors. Then Revna would be taken by the young warrior and would become First Wife of a powerful chieftess. She had seen it all in her dreams and could barely contain her excitement.

It baffled Revna that the Sheep people had never thought she would use her visions to betray them. Perhaps they thought she would remain loyal, for her survival until that point that had depended on protecting her clan. But surely they would have realized that Revna also had leverage: she was a great beauty and she was feminine, young, and fertile. If the warriors came, they would never slay her but take her as a mate – so long as Revna kept her power a secret.

Oh, yes. Revna must run and scream and pretend to be horrified by the big warrior coming to making rough love to her. She mustn’t let on that she knew the truth. 
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LATER THAT NIGHT, AS the Sheep people camped under the stars in the open field, Revna was roughly shaken awake by one of the clanswomen. She dragged Revna upright by the shoulders and shook her, demanding to know why she hadn’t warned them of the danger ahead of time. 

Revna glanced past the clanswoman’s wide, frightened eyes and held back a smirk: on the far side of the camp, fire was blazing, and feminine women were screaming as their masculine wives were cut down. Revna could already see the femmes hanging over the shoulders of their butch captors, legs kicking in defiance, as their lovers were felled.

The children and the elderly, of course, were spared, for it was not the way of warrior women to harm the helpless. Even the masculine sheepherders who peacefully surrendered their wives were allowed to live, though they would live with great shame.

Then Revna saw her: the dream warrior! She was a head taller than the rest, with long brown hair and fierce slanted eyes, just like in Revna’s dream. She had not yet claimed a woman and seemed to be preoccupied with the thrill of battling the masculine sheepherders – or rather, cutting them down, for the masculine sheepherders were no warriors, had no weapons, and did not stand a chance. The dream warrior was like a wolf that had been let loose upon a den of rabbits. She was slaying butch sheepherders left and right, and she was enjoying it.

Revna watched the dream warrior for a beat and felt her clit throb as the woman’s rippling abs and cleavage glistened with sweat. Oh, yes. She was every bit as beautiful, powerful, and violent as the dream. Revna was in love.

“You let them come here, didn’t you?” snarled the clanswoman, and she shook Revna roughly by the shoulders again. “I saw the way you looked at that beast who leads them! You’re helping them, aren’t you? Aren’t you—?!”

Revna felt something in her snap, and she slapped the clanswoman across the face. She was smugly satisfied when the woman shrieked and dropped out of her sight.

Then it happened: the dream warrior heard the slap and looked right at Revna. She had buried her axe in a sheepherder’s face and was in the middle of kicking the woman away when she saw Revna and did a doubletake. She went completely still, just staring at Revna, who couldn’t move as she stared back, feeling like a mouse that a cat had spotted.

Revna was not afraid of the dream warrior, but she could not escape the feeling that the woman viewed her as prey or perhaps a prize, something to be gotten before some other warrior spotted it.

Eyes now fixed on Revna, the dream warrior ripped her axe free of the sheepherder (whose body collapsed as she turned away) and marched in a hard, confident stride toward Revna. She walked through fire, she walked through struggling warriors and screaming Sheep people, her eyes fixed unwaveringly on Revna.

Holding down another smirk, Revna jumped up, faked a frightened scream, and took off running toward the edge of the camp, where the fields spread away to the trees on the horizon. She almost giggled when the dream warrior broke into a run after her.
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FRIGG RAN, KEEPING her eyes fixed on the switching backside, the narrow waist, the bouncing breasts of the most beautiful woman she had ever seen. With her muscular, powerful legs, she knew she would overtake the redhead easily. Instead she paced her jog, allowing the redhead to reach the edge of the camp before finally dropping her axe and pouncing the woman from behind.

Frigg reached around and cupped the little woman’s big breasts. They were large as melons, the cleavage nicely plump. Not full of milk. So she was not a mother. How was it so? She was young but not so young that she shouldn’t have mated. Was she barren? Frigg was worried, but one look at the fat breasts in her hands and she didn’t care.

Frigg tightened her hands and was prepared to rip the woman’s dress open when the woman screamed and trembled, her little hands prying frantically at Frigg’s bigger, stronger hands. She was begging in her language, she was crying. Yet even when she was crying, the redhead was unbelievably beautiful.

“Hush,” Frigg whispered soothingly and kissed the redhead’s cheek. She whispered in the woman’s ear, “I will not harm you. I will not harm you.”

The redhead must have understood, for she hiccoughed to silence, her big breasts trembling nicely in Frigg’s hands. Frigg gently ripped the woman’s dress open, allowing her bare breasts to push free. They were quite large and high and young, beautiful swollen breasts with tiny pink nipples. Frigg felt her clit throbbing just looking at them.

Unable to contain herself much longer, Frigg roughly turned the woman’s face to her own, and as she kissed the little redhead over her shoulder, she cupped her heavy breasts from behind, a finger rotating each hard nipple.

The redhead trembled in the tatters of her fur dress, her big breasts bare above the fabric. She seemed unsure of what to do with her hands and awkwardly rested her arms atop Frigg’s muscular arms – an adorable cluelessness. So she was a virgin. Good, Frigg thought, for there would be no angry wife coming to challenge her.

Still cupping and fingering one of the redhead’s breasts, Frigg released the other and reached down and fingered her sex through the little swath of red hair
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