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Varg couldn’t believe how easily her mother had allowed her to be sold off to another clan, but Suga had seemed almost proud of what was happening! All the old woman could talk about was how her daughters would be rich and well taken care of while birthing mighty warriors and bringing fame to their once meager bloodline. She was so thrilled that the mightiest warriors were fighting over her daughters!

The rest of the family came out to see Varg off and seemed just as pleased as Suga. Firga told Varg that she should be proud of her beauty and to use it like a weapon, while Marmar sighed and told Varg she was so lucky to be so pretty. Varg thought that ugly Marmar, with her bristly unibrow and bucked teeth, and Firga, who would one day be a warrior in her own right, were the lucky ones. Neither of them would suffer the fate of being passed around like a prize!

Even Tara came to see Varg off, alongside her towering warrior wife. She kissed Varg on the forehead in farewell. Then she whispered so that no one else could hear, “The others won’t understand. Such beauty is as much a curse as anything. The good warriors will want you, but so will the rapists.”

Varg gasped in horror to hear this.

“Don’t be afraid. Turaga is strong and will protect you. Take care, little sister,” Tara said heavily.

Varg had no idea what they were on about. Her, pretty? She was not ready to be mated! Though she had bled and developed breasts, she felt like a child still. When she complained, Suga told her to hush and admitted that she had sheltered Varg for far too long. Varg was nearly twenty summers old!

Then three hard-eyed warriors from Clan Wolf appeared on the mountain trail – large, strong women wearing wolf teeth and gray fur hides—and Suga kissed Varg farewell and whispered to her that everything would be fine. Then one of the cold warriors stepped forward with rope, and Varg couldn’t believe it when her hands and feet were tied!

A grim, big, burly warrior with flaming red hair gently lifted Varg around the hips and slung her across her shaggy horse like game, and as Varg was borne away down the mountain, she thought she saw Tara weeping into her hands with great shame. Suga put her arms around Tara to comfort her, which was a feat, for Tara was large with child. 

Standing next to Tara as she wept, tall and towering Ohana put a comforting arm about Tara’s shoulders, but the chieftess did not take her eyes from Varg, and they were hard with lust. Varg’s heart skipped a shocked beat, and she thought she suddenly understood why she had been sent away. She could not escape the feeling that it had all been orchestrated by Tara out of jealousy and fear. But she could not hate her sister either. She might have done the same in Tara’s place. What woman wanted to share her wife with her own sister?

As the horses bumped her along, Varg lay across the saddle on her belly, backside in the air, and wondered what Chieftess Turaga was like. Was she kind? Was she cruel? Would she beat Varg and hurt her? 
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SUGA HAD TOLD VARG that the ride to the Wolf Clan camp would only take a couple days. Varg could feel the dread welling up inside her, and she hated being slung on her stomach across the shaggy horse. It was uncomfortable and she felt like a piece of meat. She wiggled a few times to get comfortable and instantly regretted it: her fur hides slid up, revealing her bare backside, her thighs, and the pink sex that bulged between with its fat lips. 

The second she found herself exposed to the cold air, Varg felt the body of the red-haired warrior tense against her. The woman grunted softly with awkward arousal, and then – very slowly and discreetly, for fear of being seen by the others – she smoothed her big hand over Varg’s soft backside and firmly squeezed.

Varg felt her clit throb at once in response and was embarrassed when she moaned softly. She bit her lip to stifle her cry, but she did not protest or show fear or anger. Instead, she glanced over her shoulder up at the big warrior woman, and her heart skipped gladly when she met her eye: the warrior was gazing down at her with hot hunger.

“Pretty little thing, baring your plump ass and tight pussy to me,” whispered the redhead. “If Turaga finds out, she will kill me for having touched you. But it would be a worthy death.”

Varg blushed a little and felt a thrill of happiness. There was something about this beautiful red-haired warrior, something strong and powerful – and yet gentle and soft.

As they continued slowly riding through the deep green forest, the redhead lingered in the rear, and with the others talking and laughing up ahead, she slowly and discreetly slid two big fingers between Varg’s clenching thighs, through the heat and moisture of her sex.

Varg’s lashes fluttered fast as she was filled, and her little pink lips parted as she gasped, frowning in bafflement. Then the warrior, gazing down at her with hard lust, began to finger her. It was deep and slow at first, then faster, harder, so that her elbow was jerking with the motion. She reached under as she was fingering and roughly ripped Varg's fur top open, exposing her jiggling breasts. Then she took one of Varg’s fat tits in her fist and massaged it, fingering the nipple as she fingered her pussy deeper, faster, harder.

Varg lay across the horse, paralyzed with pleasure, gasping in rhythm as she was fingered, eyes staring blankly into space. She could feel the pleasure mounting and wiggled her hips against, which only excited the redhead, who fingered and groped her with renewed roughness and brutality, until she came with a helpless, choked cry.

Blushing, sex tingling from the rough pleasure, Varg sagged in delight across the horse again and was surprised when the redhead smoothed down her yellow hair with great affection and even gently pulled her fur hides down, covering her backside.

Varg’s long yellow hair had tumbled forward in her face, and she was still panting and gasping as the redhead soothingly rubbed her back.

“Tight little virgin, never before touched. Would that I could take you from Turaga,” the warrior said. “You are young and sweet and beautiful like no other. You should be First Clan Wife, but you will be Turaga’s seventh, fucked and forgotten. Such a waste. At least I have taken your first pleasures for myself.”

Varg was flustered and didn’t know what to say. It pleased her to hear how desperately the red warrior wanted her, though. She was beginning to understand what Firga had meant by her beauty having power.

“I would kill Turaga and make you my woman, if you asked,” said the redhead, shocking Varg.

Varg didn’t answer. She wasn’t clever and did not know how to scheme, and the thought of betraying Turaga frightened and confused her. She would much rather just submit and live her life without the drama, but as they continued to ride, the redhead kept whispering seductively, promising that she would feed Varg and care for her, protect her and love her. Varg had to admit she was flattered by the doting and blushed a little as she listened.

When dusk sent long shadows across the forest floor, the three warriors dismounted and made camp. The other two were big women with dark hair, one black, the other brown. They set about collecting firewood and building a fire, while the redhead seemed to be in charge of Varg. She gently slug Varg over her shoulder, carried her to the fire, and sat her on the dirt.

Varg’s hands and ankles were still bound, so she nearly tumbled over but managed to remain kneeling, bound hands in her lap. One of her breasts was still exposed, and the cold hair made the pink nipple stand out hard from the swollen tit.

The three warriors sat around the fire, and Varg trembled a little with delight as they gazed at her. Their fierce, slanted eyes blazed with hunger, their lips were tight with it. They kept looking at her exposed tit, glancing over her narrow waist and round hips. Suddenly indeed proud of her beauty, Varg tossed her yellow hair back and lifted her chin. Would they fight over her? Already, Red Hair was irritated by the stares of the others. 

“We all want to fuck her,” said the redhead, shocking Varg. “So why don’t we? It is better than killing each other over her.”

“What will keep her from betraying us?” said Black Hair dismissively. 

Red Hair waved a hand. “She is a hungry little thing,” (Varg blushed hard) “and if she is smart, she will fear Turaga’s anger.”

The other two frowned at the fire, considering. Then Brown Hair lifted her eyes and said, “If we do this thing, we each shall swear on the gods to take it to the pyre.”

“On the gods, I swear,” said Black Hair.

“On the gods,” agreed Red Hair.

Brown Hair nodded in approval. “On the gods, clan sisters. Who among us shall fuck her first? Let us cast lots.”

Varg watched in silent amazement as the three warriors drew twigs from a pile. Black Hair drew the longest stick. Her dark eyes settled with satisfaction on Varg, who went still.

Black Hair was sitting on a rock, knees mannishly spread. She lurched up and stomped over to Varg, then knelt down behind her. Varg felt the woman gently grab a fistful of her hair, then she pulled, forcing Varg to lean back and thrust her big breasts forward.

Varg blushed when she understood what was happening. Her exposed tit lifted nicely as she was forced to tilt her body back, and now it jutted, plump and high, as if offering itself to be fondled and sucked.

Looking down over Varg’s shoulder, Black Hair cupped her exposed tit from under and hefted it with appreciation. Then she squeezed and massaged, watching the pink nipple
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