

    
        
          Her Pretty Pet

        

        
        
          Clan of the Cave Bear, Volume 4

        

        
        
          Ash Gray

        

        
          Published by Ash Gray, 2023.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      HER PRETTY PET

    

    
      First edition. November 10, 2023.

      Copyright © 2023 Ash Gray.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8223873921

    

    
    
      Written by Ash Gray.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Her Pretty Pet

Sign up for Ash Gray's Mailing List

Also By Ash Gray

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Her Pretty Pet

[image: ]


Varg was surprised, but she was actually glad she had been traded away to the Wolf clan. She missed her mother, her friends, and her sisters, but Turaga’s wives were just as kind and warm, comforting her and welcoming her, and the First Clan Wife, Dagmar, was very much like a mother – though much more stern than Suga had ever been. 

Dagmar took Varg aside and scolded her for betraying the chieftess with other women. She explained – sternly and yet somehow gently and patiently – that Turaga was a very short-tempered woman who would put up with no nonsense. If Varg messed up again, she might be the one to take a spear, not her lover.

Dagmar seemed very adamant about what she was saying and also seemed very worried for Varg, who she often called “foolish young one.” The end result was that Varg lived in great fear and lust of Turaga. For the chieftess was beautiful and powerful and incredible in bed – but she was also terrifying, dark, cold.

When Turaga laid with Varg, there was no tenderness or affection. She did not kiss Varg unless it was her thighs or neck. The big masculine woman was rough and demanding, spreading Varg’s thighs as she was sleeping and holding them apart in her hard hands, before bowing her head and eating Varg out ravenously.

It wasn’t uncommon for Varg to be sleeping in the tent between Turaga and Dagmar only to be awoken by Turaga groping her tits and sucking, fingering her pussy and biting her neck. It was all night, every night, and Varg was in shock and ecstasy. She had never known such rough, relentless pleasure and was embarrassed by her shrill cries as the chieftess fingered her to a hard climax.

Varg was so happy, she found herself giggling and smiling for no reason. She was clearly the favorite of the chieftess, doted upon even more than Dagmar herself. Everywhere Turaga went, she took Varg with her. She even took Varg hunting with her, letting Varg ride before her on the shaggy horse with her tits bouncing. And with the rest of the hunting party watching, Turaga would finger Varg and grope her exposed tits right there on the horse, until she cried out Turaga’s name as she came.

The other warriors were jealous. Incredibly jealous. They watched Varg with hungry eyes and darted glares at Turaga when her back was turned. The bolder ones likely would have tried to take Varg against her will or perhaps even seduce her, except Turaga took Varg everywhere and always had a hand around her wrist in a vice grip. When they were seated at the giant camp fire, Varg sat in Turaga’s lap with the woman’s hard arm around her narrow waist, so that her tits sat plump and bare upon it. And when they slept at night, Varg was always directly beside Turaga on the furs, cuddles tight in her hard, muscular arms.

Turaga’s paranoia and jealousy went for months, until one day, Varg’s belly began to show, making it clear that she was with child and had officially been claimed. The other warriors sullenly backed down, but Turaga did not take her eye off of Varg. Now she had to protect not only Varg but their child as well. She was grim and near frantic.

Varg didn’t understand why. Turaga had more than ten wives and more than twenty children. What was Varg and her child? They were just more mouths to feed in the coming long winter. And yet, Turaga was focused almost exclusively on Varg. When Varg was too big with child to ride a horse, Turaga would return from the hunt, remove her horned helm, and immediately start going down on Varg – as of to prove that she was the still the best lover in the entire Great Forest.

And, oh, she was. The sound of Varg’s breathless cries as she climaxed soon became as regular as the sun setting through the trees each day.

When the first snows began to fall, the clan packed up and began the journey south, following the short-haired mammoth herds to the warmer climates. There would still be snow further south, but unlike the Bear clan, the Wolf clan preferred lighter drifts.

Varg was placed in the back of a cart, which was pulled by an old shaggy horse, and then the great Wolf clan began the journey south, sometimes stopping to make camp at night, sometimes not stopping at all.  

They came at last to a place known as the Ancient Grove, where pillars of stone stood with ancient carvings on them. There was a waterfall that had frozen over crystal blue, and the trees here reached their naked branches to the gray sky.

They made camp in the center of a circle of stones, upon an ancient burial mound. Varg thought that was strange, but Turaga insisted it was not. The chieftess then proceeded to explain a prophesy given by a witch, in which her youngest child would be born in the home of the ancients, upon their bones, and said child would rule the Great Forest.

Turaga then stared meaningfully at Varg, who stared back and did not know what to say. 

Witches could not be trusted. In fact, a sensible person chopped off their heads! But here Turaga was, speaking of prophesies and nonsense! Varg couldn’t believe it! But she didn’t want to hurt Turaga’s feelings, so she kept her mouth shut and smiled and agreed that their baby would one day rule the Great Forest.

Three months into winter, and the baby was born. Varg happily fed the baby girl from her heavy breasts and named her Frigg. Turaga looked on in pride and nodded in agreement as they sat around the great fire together, smiling at their child as it drank from its mother’s breasts.

Frigg looked a great deal like Turaga. She had the same eyes and the same long, dark brown hair. She would grow to be a warrior. At least, Turaga was certain of it.

The winter lasted until little Frigg was walking on chubby legs. That bright and chilly morning, Varg sat on Turaga’s lap as the chieftess held court in the circle of stones. The chieftess was sitting upon a big rock, one arm around Varg, as she listened to one of her warriors speak. The snow was melting and the first grass was pushing through, butterflies were already floating over the camp, and Frigg ran after them with one of her older half-sisters, squealing and clapping her hands.

Just then, a scout returned to their great camp and announced that Chieftess Ohana had cast out her wife, the yellow-haired Tara, for betraying her with another cave wife. 

Sitting on Turaga’s lap, Varg listened to the scout in horror. If Tara had been cast out, then there was no more reason to uphold the alliance between Bear and Wolf. Turaga could move on the clan and take it if she wanted to. 

Chieftess Turaga seemed quite pleased by the news and sat up straighter as she listened. If she was going to strike, now was the perfect time. The Bear clan would be low on supplies just after the long winter, they would be weak. 

“We must move, and quickly,” said the scout, who sounded as excited as Turaga looked.

Turaga maintained a cold visage, but Varg could tell her wife was eager to take the Bear clan. She had spoken of nothing else for months. Varg twisted around and placed a pleading hand on Turaga’s muscly arm, gazing up at her with wide eyes.

“Please, my wife,” Varg begged. “My mother and sisters are still with the Bear clan—”

Turaga cupped Varg’s face and peered down at her with a startling amount of affection. Then she looked past Varg as if she had not spoken and commanded the scout, “Go and find Morgar, my second—”

“Yes, chieftess—”

“And order the clan to pack up. We move tonight.”

“Yes, cheiftess!”

Varg burst into tears as the scout took off running and dropped her face in her hands. After a pause, she felt Turaga’s gentle hand stroking her long, yellow hair. The chieftess leaned forward and whispered soothingly, “Your family will be captured unharmed – unless they choose to fight back. I shall care for your mother, bring Firga into my warriors, and Marmar – I shall find her a fine warrior to mate. I shall take care of them.”

Varg’s sniffles quieted. Turaga’s voice was so soothing, she didn’t know what to think.  Perhaps everything would be fine. And she was excited by the prospect of her family joining the Wolf clan. 
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THE WOLF CLAN PACKED and began the journey back north. At the great oak tree, many of the warriors parted ways for the raid, led by Chieftess Turaga, who sat straight and cold upon her shaggy horse. Less than half of the warriors remained to guard the clan, and the raiding party was gone. 

Before she left, Turaga kissed Dagmar dotingly on the lips, and then – surprising Varg completely – she yanked Varg close and kissed her tenderly on the mouth, then patted little Frigg’s head and smiled at her. After that, Turaga mounted her shaggy horse and rode away, without looking back at her gathered wives and weeping children.

Days went by at the new camp, then months, and Varg slowly began to realize Turaga was not coming back. She sat in the tent with Dagmar and the other wives, sadly cradling her child to her breasts, and there were some nights where they barely spoke, barely slept for their sadness. 

Then early one morning, there was the sound of a horn, and through the misty dawn there came riding warriors of the Bear clan. Varg looked out the tent and her heart dropped, for she recognized them! They had defeated Turaga – these same young women she had grown up alongside her murdered her wife! – and now, the remaining warriors of the Wolf clan rode out to meet them. 

Varg couldn’t look. She already knew what would happen. There were just too many warriors from the Bear clan. They were outnumbered. They would be taken and forced to join the Bear clan – which Varg found oddly terrifying, since they were her original
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