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Astrid, Dagdag and Revna’s eldest daughter, was a woman now. And not only that, but a mighty sorceress whose power could lend its might to the Bear clan, just as Ohana had always hoped, much to Dagdag’s irritation. For Astrid was Dagdag’s favorite child and thus, Dagdag was loath marry her off.

But they needed the alliance. The Deer people, despite their gentle name, were a formidable people who held the corner of the Great Forest with the most abundant deer. They had held those sacred lands since the beginning of time, having been chosen by the gods themselves to guard them. So it was that every chieftess in the Great Forest respected the Deer clan and would not invade them by force.

No. The only way to secure access to those hunting grounds without stirring the wrath of the gods was marriage, and Astrid was the most beautiful flower in the Great Forest.

Ohana was determined to see it happen before she passed on to the Endless Fields. It was the final piece of her forest chiefdom, her legacy.

For Ohana, in her winter years, had stepped down from her chiefdom, leaving her throne of rock to Dagdag, and was now Dagdag’s advisor in all things war. 

Of course, Ohana’s other warrior children did not take this lightly. Dagdag was challenged on all sides by her masculine sisters, who thought they would make better rulers over the Great Forest, and Dagdag was shocked to sorrow when even Idunn stepped up to challenge her. But all fought Dagdag and all of them fell. 

Varg, now an old woman with silver hair, told Dagdag that her mother would be proud. Dagdag replied that Varg was her mother, not this Tara whom she had never known, never would know. To her surprise, Varg seemed hurt by the dismissal of her exiled sister, but the old woman did not argue, instead returning to her coveted place on Ohana’s knee. 

Ohana was proud of Dagdag and had never dreamed that her child with the Exile could prove so formidable. She was sorry to see the death of Idunn, and a grand funeral pyre was built for the girl, but Ohana would be a liar if she pretended Dagdag were not her favorite child.

Unfortunately, though a great warrior, Dagdag did not possess the hunger and drive for power and land that a chieftess was supposed to. Instead, she spent far too long mourning those she defeated, and she fought angrily against any suggestion from Revna that Astrid should marry.

Thankfully, Revna and Astrid combined had a drive for power and might that more than made up for Dagdag’s lack of it. Ohana never thought she would side with foul witches, but they were clever women who wanted power and riches as much as Ohana. And not just that – there was security to consider. 

Though Dagdag had defeated and conquered the other clans, she had been too merciful, and many Wolf clan warriors were still alive, still plotting revenge – especially with the death of Frigg, who they had considered some sort of omen at her birth.

Finally, it was Varg who swayed Dagdag’s stubborn heart with the magic words, “Idunn would want this.”

Dagdag then had to concede that Idunn would, in fact, want to see the Bear clan thrive. The young chieftess succumbed to her gentle aunt-mother, and Astrid was promised to the people of the Deer.
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YOUNG MORDAR HAD YELLOW hair and blue eyes and was muscular and big as a mammoth. She had been chieftess since her great father’s passing, but she was yet to take a wife. There simply weren’t any beautiful enough, she grunted while looking with great indifference upon the many lovely young things that paraded before her.

There wasn’t a lack of young, nubile women in the Great Forest. Clans everywhere wanted access to the tawny yellow deer, a succulent delicacy, and so, they sent their women from far and wide. 

Some of the clans that had been conquered by Ohana even went behind Dagdag’s back and sent women to Mordar, hoping to form an alliance. Mordar didn’t blame them, for any alliance with her clan would ensure a winter’s supply of food, which would mean independence from Dagdag’s Bear clan.

But none of the women sent to her were beautiful enough, Mordar complained, and that night she went to bed in a foul mood.

Mordar awoke again when there was movement in the dark curtained room of her tent. Her strong hand went immediately to one of the daggers on her hip and had curled into a hard fist around the hilt when the curtain rustled, and by the firelight beyond, Mordar caught the hourglass silhouette of a woman.

“Who is there?” Mordar called hoarsely.

“Only your wife,” answered an amused voice.

Mordar went still as the curtain fell back into place, shutting out the firelight and plunging her in darkness once more. There was a pause, a whisper, then an orb of golden light appeared in the woman’s hands, reddening the tips of her slender fingers and setting her face aglow. She let the wisp of light drift to the ceiling, and as it did, its light shed over the woman, illuminating her before Mordar like some visiting goddess.

Mordar felt her throat run dry, felt her heart quicken, felt a pulse in her sex, for the stranger was the most beautiful woman Mordar had ever seen. 

The woman stood in a fur gown that clung to her curves, accentuating her round hips, narrow waist, and ample breasts. The garment was not crude but finely tailored, suggesting the wealth of her clan. But it was obvious by the color of her white hair who she was: Astrid, the daughter of Dagdag.

Ohana had been after Mordar for months to mate with her granddaughter, and had Mordar known what Astrid looked like, she might have accepted long before. She had assumed the legend of Astrid’s beauty a myth until that moment. 

Smirking into Mordar’s smitten eyes, Astrid let her gown drop away, revealing her curvy body, her slender belly, long legs, and large, plump breasts that were jutting with tiny pink nipples. With swaying hips, she lowered herself down on all fours, and with her great breasts swinging, she crawled across the sheepskins to Mordar, who was still leaning in shock on her elbow.

Astrid laid her soft, warm body atop Mordar’s hard muscular one, pressing her great breasts against Mordar’s. Then she smiled again, and curling her fingers firmly in Mordar’s long yellow hair, she kissed her hungrily on her mouth.

Mordar grunted in surprise but melted into the kiss, and she did not argue when Astrid, with jiggling breasts, sat up and pushed Mordar down on the furs. Then she closed her hot thighs around Mordar’s face, and Mordar felt her sex throbbing when the hot, moist lips pressed against her mouth.

Mordar had pleased many women, and so, her eager mouth effortlessly brought Astrid to wiggling and gasping, twisting her round hips and sliding her wet sex against Mordar’s sucking lips and gliding tongue. 

At last, Astrid dropped her head back and trembled as she climaxed, and Mordar watched the undersides of her big breasts thrust. Grunting as she also climaxed, Mordar reached up and groped hard at Astrid’s big, heaving breasts. The nipples jutted hard in her fists, and she wanted to suck them. 

Without warning, Mordar grabbed Astrid by her narrow waist and rolled on top of her. Astrid giggled like a girl, but her giggles subsided to helpless moans when Mordar buried her face between her thighs, burrowing her mouth and flexing her chin, her fists groping all the while at Astrid’s breasts 

Astrid thrust her breasts and gasped, her pretty eyes fluttering wide as Mordar strokes her strong fingers deep inside her heaving walls. Astrid’s sex clenched as Mordar’s seed filled her, and then she lay there in the nest of her long white hair, happy and panting, big breasts heaving. She giggled again – such a pretty sound, Mordar thought with delight – as Mordar trailed devoted kisses up her body, and when their lips touched, her kiss was as hungry as before.

“I am yours,” Astrid whispered, closing her slender arms around Mordar’s thick neck.

“You are mine,” Mordar agreed and sucked long and slow on Astrid’s nipple, making her moan.

***
[image: ]


ASTRID AND MORDAR WERE married by the clan priestess the next morning, and it wasn’t long before Astrid was with child, her belly growing steadily rounder.

Mordar was so in love that she declared she would never take another wife. Her advisor, Ulga, called her a fool and reminded her that she would need to make many fine heirs and warriors – and witches did not make warriors. No, they made cave wives.

But Mordar ignored Ulga’s warnings and did as she pleased. And yet, it was to her great frustration that her wife never produced warrior-daughters, instead giving birth to three feminine witches who looked just like Dagdag, with white hair and piercing eyes. 

The Bear clan bloodline had prevailed. None of Mordar’s children even looked like her, let alone could wield a blade. Mordar was furious, for it was a great embarrassment to have her seed appear weak. The other warrior women were laughing behind her back. It was time to act or lose her place as chieftess.

And so, when Astrid was pregnant with her fourth child, in the dead of winter, Mordar threw her out of their stone house and into the snow. Astrid begged and cried, so sweet and pretty, on her knees and surrounded by her sobbing daughters, but Mordar would hear none of it. She accused Astrid of manipulating her with witchcraft, of using her to create more witches. Witches could not be trusted, Mordar bellowed, yellow hair streaming across her angry eyes.

And so, with the village watching from their houses, Astrid trekked into the snow, large with child, her three daughters weeping as they followed.
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DAGDAG WAS FURIOUS when she learned of what had happened to her daughter. So was Revna, who wanted revenge. Poor Astrid had disappeared into the Great Forest and had not been seen or heard of in days. Dagdag feared her death and secretly wept
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