115 AD

Kenna


Kenna through the Ages






21 January 2012
I've been considering this approach to lolita bondage for a while. The following are vignettes putting Kenna in historical situations. I am amused every time I see a movie that is "Based on a True Story." That merely means to me that somebody heard about a "true event" and then fabricated the details to make an interesting movie. So, here are my totally fabricated stories based on "true events".
Send comments to cpwm_kenna@hotmail.com. Feel free to repost this story, with proper credit given to the author (copyright and all, you know), in any forum where it will be appreciated and money is not involved. Fixed a few typos and this is my new email. If you have an undated copy or one dated earlier than this, replace it with this one and repost wherever you posted.  Please. 
Kenna – 115 A.D.
By Kenna
(bd, spank, humil, oral)
Translated from the original Latin. 
“Company coming,” said Lani, sticking her head in the kitchen.
Kenna looked up, blue eyes wide in surprise. “Thanks,” she said. Her knife sped up as she took just enough time to finish mincing the onion before she told the cook, “I have to go.” She bounced on her toes a couple of times and when there was no objection, she turned and ran out.
The cook, vaguely remembering how it felt to be that enthusiastic, smiled wistfully at the young girl as she darted out of the kitchen. Kenna hurried through the house to the pool and shed her shift at poolside in one fluid motion. Naked, she knifed into the water and came up half a pool length away. She spent so much time in the pool that she swam like a fish. Once she was in the pool, she leisurely swam over to Ari and Tomas. The two boys, 7 and 10, were also naked. 
“Hi, Kenna,” said Tomas. “Who’s coming?”
She stood up, the water coming to her navel, shook her long blond hair back over her shoulder, and shrugged. “Nobody tells me anything,” she said. “Just Lani said get in the pool.” She looked over at the two other girls swimming separately from the boys. Olivia and Naomi were 5 and 8, equally adept at swimming as the other “decorations” in the pool. That was what Master Cassius called them as they adorned the pool with their naked young bodies for special guests. 
Actually the four youngest were in the pool non-stop. Kenna had once been a permanent decoration, but now that she was 11 she was expected to have other duties in the house, the kitchen specifically. She just decorated the pool for special occasions. 
She needn’t have rushed so. The five played tag in the pool for another 30 minutes before Master Cassius came into the room followed by another, older man. They came in slowly and stately, talking and pausing so much that Kenna thought they’d never make it to the pool. The men were clad in robes that they removed as they finally got to the pool’s edge. Even when they did finally enter, they didn’t come to the main pool at first, but sat in the hot bath to the side. That water came directly from the hot springs. The swimming pool where the five kids were was mixed with water from a stream to cool it. 
After ten minutes, the two men took a break from the steaming soaking pool and came to the swimming pool. Wearing just loincloths for their dignity, they came down the steps and sat with the water up to their upper chests. 
“Master Cassius,” called out Kenna in greeting when they sat. She swam over to the other man as was her master’s expectation. 
She was greeted with a foot that roughly pushed her back. “Go away, girl,” said the man, turning his attention back to Cassius. 
Cassius held his hand up to the other man, a minor interruption as he said, “Kenna, this is Senator Timpone. Leave us for now.” A slave didn’t need to know anything. The introduction was pointless, except that it told Kenna it would be the senator, not her master, who would decide when she was allowed to approach again. 
Hurt and disappointed, she paddled backwards on her back away from the two men, most of her naked body exposed or barely underwater. She made sure her small tits were part of her that was out of the water. “Yes, Master Cassius. My apologies, Senator.” Then she turned and dove with a flash of her bare bottom. She corralled the other swimmers and occupied them at the far end of the pool. 
Busy with the others, she missed the senator’s comment about her exotic look. In Rome there were few blond, blue eyed slaves. She didn’t need to hear it from the senator as well; Master Cassius never ceased to remind her. Not knowing exactly what exotic meant, she just assumed it was another word for beautiful based on the way he used it. She enjoyed that status, knowing it was what kept her as his prize decoration even at her age. 
She kept an ear cocked to the two men, listening for any sign that it was time to intrude. Their conversation went on and on. She knew they were talking about Gauls and Iberia, whatever they were, but caught none of the details. The next thing she knew the men arose and left the pool. She frowned as they just left, having given her no time to tease or be teased by the senator. It was so disappointing when the guests didn’t pay the vain little slave any attention. 
Paddling around for a little longer, she wondered if they would return. Finally deciding they weren’t coming back, she pulled herself out of the pool, dried off, and put her shift back on. She wandered through the house until she found Lani, the head slave in charge of running the house. “They gone?”
“Didn’t they say good-bye, Kenna?” she said with a trace of sarcasm. 
“No, they didn’t,” said the 11-year-old, only catching the sarcasm after she answered. Why indeed would they say good-bye to her? She flashed a grin at Lani and said, “Going to the kitchen.”
It was late in the afternoon, so there was little to do in the kitchen save for the pots, pans, knives, and spoons used in preparing dinner, so that’s what the erstwhile kitchen wench found herself doing. Her hands were already wrinkled like prunes from the time in the pool and they stayed that way up to her elbows in washing dishes. 
As the family gathered for dinner, Kenna grabbed the jug of wine and went to fill cups. Halfway around the table, she poured for Octavius. He caught attention. “How’s my little bedwarmer?”
She giggled and said, “Coooold,” in an exaggerated shiver. 
“Then you’d best spend the night with me and we’ll warm each other.” He winked and sent her on her way. 
Octavius was the eldest son of Cassius. At 24, he was married with two of his own children, but he never spent the night with his wife. The other slaves spoke in whispered tones as they talked about his penchant for the young girls. To Kenna, who’d been his favorite bed warmer since she was 8, it was pretty much an obvious fact about Octavius, hardly worth treating as a secret until she realized it also meant he had no desire for his own wife. She’d figured that part out when, at 10, she finally understood the other whispered joke that he’d probably only fucked his wife two times. 
Not that it occupied much of her thought, but she did wonder occasionally if he would lose interest in her. She knew she wasn’t his first preteen bedwarmer, but she did think he loved her. There was a sense of permanence in their relationship, at least to her. 
She finished pouring wine, then poured water for everyone, and then helped bring food out. Only then did she get a chance to relax and that was only until the meal was over. Then she was back out collecting all the dishes. The kitchen slaves made their meals of the uneaten food from the family’s dinner.  
It wasn’t actually a choice, but Kenna’s other option for sleeping was to spend the night in the female slave quarters with nothing but straw and a thin blanket. On a cold night like tonight, she’d find herself in a tangle of other girls to keep warm. Octavius’ standing “invitation” to spend the night with her was welcome. He had nice sheets, a heavy blanket, and strong arms that held her like she wasn’t a slave. 
Once the hubbub of dinner and the cleanup died down, she stole into Octavius bedroom, stripped, and crawled under the sheets. It was mid winter so the sun had gone down long ago. The bed was cold and it was her job to warm it before he arrived. Then they’d keep each other warm during the night. It never took very long before she was nice and toasty under the blankets. Then she waited in the darkness. 
She heard Octavius coming and ducked completely under the blankets. “Kenna?” he called out. Stifling a giggle, she stayed silent huddled in the dark. “You are getting a thrashing, girl,” he said. “If I have to chase you.”
After the rustle of clothes, she felt his weight on the bed. He slipped under the blankets. “Ahhhh,” he said as he settled in. “Somebody’s been taking care of me.” He reached out a hand to find the other warm body under the covers and was rewarded with a giggle and a snuggle. His strong hands wandered over her familiar body, lingering at her newly developing breasts. Though his hands stayed there for a minute, it didn’t seem like he was caressing her. It was more like he was pondering something. She suddenly wished her chest would stay flat forever.
Wanting to get his mind off her growing body, she reached for his manhood, finding it erect. She stroked it slowly before ducking her head under the covers. Then she licked his cock and sucked on the head as she stroked him. He relaxed on his back with his legs spread as she sucked him. It was their nightly ritual, though both liked it more in the summer when it was still light and they could watch each other. Now she did it with practiced ease in the dark, listening and feeling his body’s reactions. For a while there was nothing except her hand and mouth on his cock, teasing him to more. Then she caught the sound of his breathing and knew he was getting excited. Her hand moved faster, trying to get him off herself. That only worked on rare occasions. 
Tonight, like most nights, he rose and she immediately lay on her back. With practiced ease they changed position so he straddled her chest, taking his cock in his own hand. She relaxed now, waiting for him to cum. Having let her take him as close as she could, he preferred to finish the job himself, knowing just how fast and how hard to stroke as he jerked himself off. 
“Cum on me,” she said. Knowing he couldn’t see her, she used her voice to remind him he had his chosen little bedwarmer under him. “Cum in my mouth.” That was where he preferred to cum, putting it directly into her small mouth. Once there, she’d learned to swallow it. She’d spit it out a few times when Alena was first teaching her how to blow him, but then guess who had to sleep in the mess. After that she simply made sure there wasn’t a mess in the bed. 
She could tell by the sound of his breathing that he was close and then he grunted. She caught the tip of his cock in her mouth and felt him pump his cum into her. She swallowed the gooey jism. After three years she was actually getting used to the taste. It didn’t matter either way. It was a small price to pay for the pleasure of the rest of the night. 
“Did you get it all?” he asked. 
Wiping her chin to make sure it was all in her mouth, she swallowed again. “Yes, Octavius. I caught every drop for you. Mmmmm.”
She crawled up beside him, nestled her butt into his groin, and felt his arms around her. He fell asleep almost instantly. Feeling warm and safe, she too nodded off quickly and slept through the cold night without a care. Through the night, they moved apart and together again, comfortable as any two lovers. She woke to find his arms around her, in the same position as they’d fallen asleep. 
This morning he turned away and sat on the edge of the bed as he dressed. Surprised at the abrupt break in his embrace, she propped herself on an elbow and watched him from behind. There was nothing to be said. She wouldn’t ask where he was going in such a hurry since she had no right to know. 
Without looking back at her, he said, “Kenna?”
“Yes, Octavius?”
“Bring Naomi with you to bed tonight.”
Her face clouded with hurt and anger as he shoved the bitter pill down her throat. That was how she’d started three years ago. Naomi was 8 like she was 3 years ago. She was 11 like Alena was three years ago. She would teach Naomi how to stroke, suck and swallow. Then she’d be sleeping in the straw in the cold. “Yes, Octavius,” she choked out. 
“Don’t be selfish,” said Octavius, reacting to the sound of her voice. He still didn’t look at her. “Let another girl have a chance.” 
“You could have two bedwarmers,” she ventured. 
“Don’t argue,” he said coldly and he rose and left. 
She didn’t get out of bed quickly, choosing instead to lay there in misery. She could hardly imagine returning to the female slaves sleeping quarters and fitting in. It even seemed embarrassing to return as a cast off. She’d served him faithfully for 3 years and now they’d all know she wasn’t good enough anymore. 
Kenna spent so long in bed that Lani came looking for her. “There better be something wrong with you,” she said sternly, hoping the young girl wasn’t sick. 
Looking up with tears in her eyes, Kenna said, “Oh, Lani…” then she broke into sobs. 
The head slave knew what was wrong as soon as she saw Kenna’s face, but she waited until the girl had choked out the words. “Don’t make such a big show of it, Kenna,” she said softly, letting Kenna cry on her shoulder. “He kept you longer than I thought. You were special to him and I doubt this was easy for him. It’s just the way it’s going to be and you don’t get to spend the day moping in bed over it. You have chores to do and besides, it’s best if you get up and get doing something.”
Wiping her eyes, Kenna almost said something indiscrete, but caught herself. “I’ll get up, Lani.” She tossed back the covers and crawled off the end of the bed to find her shift. 
“I’m going to the market today,” said Lani. “You’ll come with us. Give you something to get your mind off it.”
Kenna brightened a little. “Really?” She’d never been to the market. She hadn’t ever even been off the estate. Having heard stories and seen what came back from the market, she had an image in her head of what the market would look like. The experience sounded wondrous and exciting. 
The offer did indeed soften the blow and get Kenna through her morning chores. She realized that as she grew there would be losses and gains. Nothing would stay the same forever. The trip to the market started after lunch so the cold morning had a chance to give way to the warmth of the sun. 
The entourage consisted of Lani and Kenna, two male slaves, and Julia, Cassius’ wife. One of the men drove the cart with Julia perched beside him. Lani, Kenna, and the other man sat in the back. The cart started off with a jolt, taking Kenna on a new adventure. She could hardly contain herself as her imagination gave way to reality. 
“Sit down!” Lani said sternly for the third time and Kenna sat again. She was so excited and trying to see everything at once. This time Lani chose to grab the waist of Kenna’s shift, effectively pinning her to the floor of the cart. “You fall out and you’ll break your head. You’ll get Caesar’s road all messy and the traffic will have to stop. Then you’ll really be in trouble.” Her voice softened as she added, “And I want to bring you back in one piece.”
“But there’s so much to see,” complained Kenna. Leaving the estate she’d had a chance to see the extent of Cassius’ land with vineyards, orchards, and fields of vegetables. Now there were others on the road, some dressed different than anything she’d seen. There were buildings of all sizes, more and more buildings as they got closer to the market. With so much to see, she hardly noticed the constant bouncing from the roughness of the road. 
As they dismounted at the market, the driver stayed with the cart. His sole duty for the afternoon was to make sure the cart stayed where it was supposed to. The other man was in charge of carrying what they bought. Kenna wanted to dash right off and see all the shops, but Lani grabbed her. “You haven’t the faintest idea how to get back to the estate. Do not get lost” She positioned Kenna half a step back and slightly to her right. Looking back over her shoulder, she said, “I want you there all the time. I want to be able to reach back and grab you.” As she said that, she reached back and grabbed the front of Kenna’s shift about mid stomach and got a handful of cloth. “Right there.”
Disappointed, Kenna couldn’t disagree with Lani’s logic. Unfortunately, it put her right where Lani blocked half her view but she made the best of it. As Julia headed into the market with Lani and Kenna on her heels, they hadn’t taken 10 steps before Lani reached back and grabbed Kenna’s shift again. She didn’t look back, just reminded Kenna that she better be right there. 
The shopping trip turned out to be the mistress looking for cloth. She paused frequently, comparing the color and quality of cloth at various vendors. With amused patience she allowed Kenna to feel the cloth. To the young slave everything felt softer, smoother, and finer than anything she’d ever touched. Even the ones that Julia rejected amazed Kenna. Not for the first time and not for the last, Kenna wondered what it would feel like to be a citizen of Rome and be able to buy luxuries like she was seeing today. 
Deep in the crowded plaza of shops, they came across a slave auction. On the block at the moment were two Nubians, blacker than the night. Kenna stopped to stare at the huge men. Their size only seemed to accentuate their dark skin, like they could blot out the sun. Their chests were broad and heavily muscled. Their legs were like tree trunks. She imagined they could pick up a cow. They were obviously being sold into heavy labor as the slave master was highlighting their muscles. 
Done gaping at the sight, Kenna turned back to Lani only to realize that Lani wasn’t there anymore. She pushed quickly through the crowd trying to catch up. Unable to see more than a few feet in front of her, she hurried along, expecting to see Lani at any moment. Worry rapidly turned to fright as she wandered through the mass of people. She stopped and yelled for Lani, but even that seemed to be soaked up by the sheer volume of shoppers. Once she thought she heard her name, but couldn’t tell where it was coming from. 
She stopped people, asking if they’d seen Lani, not even considering that nobody knew who she was talking about. In her world everybody knew Lani. In a panic, she spotted a stone lion rising up from the crowd and scrambled up onto it, hoping to see better above everyone’s head. She didn’t find Lani, but Lani found her. She was looking in the opposite direction as a firm hand grabbed her ankle. She practically leaped off the lion into Lani’s arms, weeping with relief. She didn’t even mind when Lani grabbed her ear and pulled her through the marketplace and back to the cart. 
“I’m sorry, Lani,” Kenna called out repeatedly, but Lani didn’t say a word. Once they arrived at the cart, Lani tied a rope around Kenna’s neck and tied the other end to the back of the cart. Kenna watched as Lani disappeared back into the market. Crushed at how her day was going, Kenna sat on the ground wondering how Lani could find her way around so well.  She could easily have untied the rope, but she knew that was forbidden. 
Nearly an hour later, Julia returned with her purchases. She paused at the front of the cart and then came back to Kenna, who leaped to her feet. The mistress looked down at her, “I wouldn’t have taken you for a runaway,” she said and turned to Lani. “Strip her and tie her back to the cart.”
Bewildered, Kenna let Lani untie her, strip her completely, and then tie the rope back around her neck. “What’s going on?” she asked. 
“Mistress Julia thinks you tried to run away,” said Lani tersely. 
“But I didn’t,” said Kenna. “I was just lost. You found me. I wasn’t running anywhere. I wouldn’t even know where to go.”
“Doesn’t matter what you or I think,” said Lani. “I’m sorry I brought you to the market, but what’s done is done.”
“I didn’t run away,” insisted Kenna. She yelled at the front of the cart so Julia could hear her, “I didn’t run away.” 
Lani slapped her hard. “Don’t address the mistress. It will only make things worse.” 
As the cart moved, Kenna found herself walking behind it at a brisk pace. She had to use her arms for balance, so she couldn’t cover herself. Normally being naked wasn’t a big deal for her, but she knew this was a mark of shame. Other slaves didn’t look at her as she passed. Citizens either scowled at her or laughed. 
Soon being naked was the least of her worries. On the road, she had to jog behind the cart or risk falling and being dragged. She didn’t want to find out if they would stop for her or not. With a rope around her neck, she figured if she fell she’d die. It didn’t seem that anyone would care. The young slave didn’t notice that Lani always kept view of her out of the corner of her eye Lani looked back occasionally, gauging whether Kenna could keep going. For the first couple of times, Kenna said, “I didn’t run away,” each time Lani turned. After that she didn’t call out anymore. She needed all her breath to run. 
As they pulled into the main drive of the estate, she could finally slow. Sweat poured off her and her breath came in gasps. Her feet were sore and blistered. Now she was among slaves that knew her. They did watch her with looks of concern and surprise. Bewildered, she still didn’t think she’d done anything wrong. Their faces told her otherwise. 
The cart was unloaded as if she wasn’t there. She had to move out of the way so they could get the cargo. For a moment she thought they were going to drive the cart off with her still attached, but last of all she was untied and then the cart jerked away, headed to the stables. 
It wasn’t Lani that untied her from the cart. The slave master himself untied the rope from the cart and led her by the leash around her neck. He was a free man who worked for Cassius. He took care of the training, care, purchase, and sale of the slaves. Kenna almost never saw him and it had never been pleasant. Now he pulled her quickly around the outside of the house, not carrying that she was exhausted and had to run to keep up. 
Starting to feel the seriousness of her plight, she tried to convince the slave master that she hadn’t run away. He just ignored her. It wasn’t his decision. He hadn’t even been there to judge one way or the other. Stopping at the punishment posts, he tied one of Kenna’s wrists high up on a post. 
She hardly knew what was going on until one wrist was tied. “No, no, it’s a mistake,” she pleaded. “I didn’t run away. I swear I didn’t run away.” Her blood ran cold as he grabbed her other wrist. She struggled to pull away, but between his strong grip and one wrist tied already, it was fruitless. 
After she spent enough energy that she was almost hanging by her one wrist, he grabbed her by the hair and pushed her roughly against the post. “It’s only ten now. If I need help to get you up, it’ll be twenty.”
“Ten what?” she asked even as she offered her limp, free wrist. Without a word, he pulled it into the air and tied it up on another pole. “Ten what?” she sobbed. By now there was nothing she could do about it and she was about to find out. She looked back over her shoulder and saw him pick up a slender rod. She felt a moment of relief that it wasn’t the whip. She’d felt neither, but she’d heard the whip could tear the flesh from her bones.
For a moment she was on display in a most erotic pose. She still had a look of innocence on her face that she’d never have again. Her slender body strained upwards, stretched, helpless, and unhidden. Her own sweat made every inch of her skin glisten in the sun. Afraid of the punishment that lay ahead for her, she was totally unaware of the sexual image she presented. 
She saw him pull back for the first blow and turned her head forward to wait for the blow. It seared across her bare bottom like a streak of fire and she jerked forward to the limit of her tied wrists. Her feet scrambled for purchase on the ground again and her lungs sucked in air. The slave master waited as the shocked girl got her wind and then screamed long and loud. The scream was shrill and incoherent, just an expression of raw pain. She couldn’t believe the little stick could give such pain and that was only the first one. 

Taking in a deep, wet breath, she was about to beg for mercy when the second blow seared across her bare bottom again. It took her breath away as she screamed again. More prepared for the pain this time, she managed to get herself under control sooner. “No, no more, not again,” she pleaded, looking back over her shoulder at the slave master. “By the gods, you can’t.”
He seemed not to hear her. He looked at the rod in his hand and then at her bottom, now streaked with two brilliant red lines of welts. Then he pulled back and whipped it forward again so fast that Kenna barely knew she’d been struck… except for the pain. Screaming, she yanked at the bindings on her wrists, nearly pulling a shoulder out of its socket in her frantic attempt to free herself. It seemed inhumanly savage. She’d told them over and over that she hadn’t tried to escape. Why wouldn’t anyone listen? It just wasn’t fair. 
He aimed the fourth and the fifth blows across the back of her thighs. Even though she continued to flail, he struck at precise moments to catch both thighs evenly. He always got an erection at the sight and sound of a slave girl taking her punishment. It was immensely erotic and one of the reasons he loved his job. Thankfully his robes concealed it well. Especially thankfully since Octavius charged into the compound after the fifth blow.
“Stop this at once,” demanded Octavius, aghast that the slave master would be punishing “his” Kenna. He’d heard her screams and come as quickly as he could. The screaming girl calmed to huge sobs as she heard Octavius come to her rescue. 
“I can’t, Master Octavius,” said the slave master as respectfully as possible. “It’s at the order of Mistress Julia.”
“What?” said Octavius in surprise. He couldn’t countermand his mother’s sentence for the girl. “At least stop until I can talk to her.”
The slave master paused and nodded. He couldn’t afford to anger either, but he could afford to wait until they talked. 
“Don’t stop,” called out Julia from the terrace overlooking the compound. Neither man had even known she was there. 
Octavius looked up in surprise at his mother as she witnessed the punishment being carried out. She did not normally personally oversee punishments. “Mother?” he said to her, realizing he couldn’t argue with her in front of the staff and slaves. He rushed inside, headed for the terrace to try to dissuade her from completing the punishment. 
“Octavius, please,” Kenna called out, but he was already gone. All she had left to beg to was the slave master. Having had a moment to conquer the pain, she said, “Don’t do more.” She saw him pull back. “Pleeeeeeeeeeease,” she ended in a scream. 
After the seventh blow, she passed out. She came to as the slave master waved smelling salts under her nose. The last three were delivered across her back, giving her ten stripes from shoulders to just above her knees. She hung in her bonds, sobbing, until the slave master took her down. 
Octavius arrived on the terrace beside his mother too late. All ten strokes had been delivered. “Why, mother?”
“She ruined an afternoon of shopping,” said his mother. “Silly girl got lost and we had to look all over for her.”
“She was caned because she got lost?”
“No, of course not. She was caned for trying to escape.”
Octavius looked at her incredulously. “She didn’t try to escape.”
“Of course she didn’t, dear,” said Julia. “I want another grandchild. Now that Kenna is marked, it will take a week at least for those to heal. Spend that week and entire month with your wife.”
“You caned her because… mother, all you had to do was ask.” His anger subsided as he realized that she had asked, more than once. He’d done nothing. Kenna had taken the punishment, but it had been aimed at him. 
“If Lena isn’t with child in 30 days, I’ll find a reason to cane little Naomi,” she said. “Oh, yes, I’ve seen you look at her now.  She is next for your bed, I’ll wager. I’ll cane every girl under 10 if I have to.”
The slave master lowered the sobbing Kenna from the punishment poles and lay her face down on the dirt. She didn’t have the strength to move. He applied balm to her wounds to help them heal. She thought it silly that he would cane her savagely and then make it feel better. Yet a week later she had no physical sign of the whipping, just the loss of her innocence as she realized she was nothing to her masters and mistresses. 
Kenna – 357 A.D. 
By Kenna
(rape, bdsm)
Translated from the original Latin
Septus was one of the “nice” ones as far as Kenna was concerned. He smelled like weeks of forced march with no time for a bath, but then so did she. Right now that was of overpowering importance as he lay on top of her, thrusting into her. His cock inside her was of minor importance as he raped her. It was the stench of the Roman legionnaire that made her eyes water. Not like the 14-year-old could hold her breath since she was actively participating, thrusting back up at him and working up a sweat of her own. Her breath came in labored gasps as she raced him to orgasm. Let there be no mistake about it, if he came first, she didn’t at all. It wasn’t the first time he’d raped her and she knew full well that he had but one goal in the coupling. The only thing nice about him was that he didn’t beat her first. 
He hadn’t even bothered to take off all his armor, just the parts below his waist that interfered with his business. And the silly helmet. Even she could put an arrow through the slots on the helmet for his eyes or below the nose guard from 50 paces. It gave her little regard for that or any of his armor except that it forced all of the Franks to practice their archery.  
She’d had to remove nothing, just raise her long tunic from mid-thigh to around her waist. Even after weeks with the legion, she still thought the garment indecent, providing too easy access. But it was practical in more ways than making her desirable to the soldiers. It allowed her to move quickly through all sorts of terrain to keep up with the soldiers. 
She had a better than 50-50 record of beating a Roman soldier to an orgasm. It was the one little pleasure she had from this semi-consensual rape. It wasn’t like she gave permission, but it also wasn’t like she couldn’t avoid it if she wanted to. It was just her assignment to be a camp follower and spy. Being raped every night was a deficit or a benefit, depending on how she looked at it. 
Tonight she felt the rising of an orgasm, noting that Septus was behind her in the race. Then her body tensed in that brief moment of bliss when she could forget who was on her for the length of time it took for the ripple of sexual release rush through her body. He continued to pound into her and she thought how different it would be if she could just stop now and leave him unsatisfied. Let him have a taste of being used.  
That was not to be, of course. The rape was over when he, not she, decided. At least now she could relax, turn her head away, and take no further interest. Like a rag doll, she was no longer a participant, little more than a spectator. She hardly noticed when he came. All that she did care about was when he rolled off her and she could breathe fresh air again, or at least only her own scent. 
Waiting until he was asleep, she rose and slipped out of the camp. She was well known enough to the soldiers that she could pass the sentries without a problem. In fact, she checked out with Claudius as she passed on her way to do her nightly duties. Claudius probably thought that meant privacy for female toilet time, but to her it meant reporting to her own people on what she’d seen and heard for the day. She also swallowed some of the herbs that so far had made sure she didn’t have a Roman bastard. 
She made perfunctory bird calls, waited for her brother, and gave him the report. He gave her an assignment and she made her way back to camp, stopping once for that privacy that Claudius expected. Again she made sure Claudius saw her as she passed through the lines. Being the camp slut had its benefits, most important were her freedom and their trust. She found her role distasteful, but less distasteful than the Roman occupation. It was her small part in the rebellion that this legion was marching to quell right now. 
Would her brother give her the assignment if he knew what it meant? She didn’t know and had never told him what it cost. Never told him because he might not let her do her duty. She went straight to the captain, not even giving her time to talk herself out of it. “Captain Paulus,” she said, pouting. “I thought we’d be in Lyon by now. Didn’t you say that?’
“Perhaps I did,” said the Roman. “Nothing ever stays the same in war, though. Wouldn’t expect you to understand.” He felt comfortable enough with her to tell her things he wouldn’t tell him own men. She was too shallow to know or care about the rebellion, only currying favor amongst the lowest of his men to satisfy her own desires. Occasionally she wandered up to his tent, but he never suspected it was anything other than to satisfy him. “We’re passing south of Lyon. It’s about 20 miles that way,” he pointed toward the North Star. “You’ll see it in about five days, I’d expect.” 
She knew roughly where they were since they were camped on the east bank of the Rhone River at the only bridge south of Lyon. “So we’re still going there? I like it. I’ve been there once,” she said, acting the simple minded girl he expected. 
He grabbed her wrists in front of her and pressed his lips roughly to hers. She responded by struggling against his firm grip and trying to turn away. It had taken her a couple of encounters with the captain to learn that excited him. He broke the kiss and pulled her arms behind her. “You might not like it after we’re done. We have to take care of some trouble there and if it’s too much trouble, we’ll burn the town.”
“Don’t, that hurts,” she whined. 
He laughed at how she ignored the upcoming battle and focused on her own petty plight. “Don’t burn the town or don’t do this?” he tightened the grip around her wrists so she twisted and moaned in pain. 
“That,” she said, fruitlessly struggling. Her chest was against his and she made sure she rubbed her young breasts against his chest. There was plenty of reason to use her body to heighten his desire. She wanted this over. It really did hurt and it took no little effort to keep from kneeing his balls hard enough that they popped out his ass. Ironically, it was the most pain he’d cause her. He thought he was just getting started, but the rest of the experience was downhill from having her wrist bones ground together. 
“Fine,” he said. Grabbing the hem of her tunic, he pulled it up and over her head. She didn’t resist as he stripped her. That would have been out of character in her reality role play game. He spun her and pushed her hard. Sometimes it was hard enough that she fell forward. This time she had to work a little bit to fall to her hands and knees. 
She glared back up at him over her shoulder. “You don’t have to do this. I’ll let you do what you want.”
“Half the fun,” he said, though in truth it was probably 90 percent of the fun for him to rough her up. Taking some rope, he tied her hands behind her back. She’d practically had to “teach” him how to tie her. It had been so easy to wrest her wrists free from his simple bindings at first, but now he lashed her wrists together, cinched the lashes, and tied a good knot. 
He grabbed a wad of cloth and she grimaced, wondering where that cloth had been recently. No matter, he stuffed it into her mouth and then tied rope across her spread lips and behind her head to hold the gag in place. 
Bending her over an available log, he picked up his sword. Then using the flat of the blade he whacked her bare bottom. The gag helped her to stay quiet, but knowing her brother might hear was better incentive. It reduced her to whimpers and whines as she begged him to stop. The fact was, she found the spanking oddly arousing. It was nothing that she’d admit to anyone since she knew that wasn’t supposed to happen. She’d especially deny that anything Captain Paulus did was sexually exciting. That they might be a matched sadist and masochist who would be happy together under different circumstances never crossed her rebel mind. What she did know was that squirming, pleading, whining, and calling up real tears was what made Paulus most excited and that translated to quick on the draw. 
After 20 swats, her poor ass was red and sore, but she was ready for what he was going to give her. He knelt behind her and pulled her hips up, sinking his cock into her pussy from behind. In one thrust he sank to the hilt, enjoying the way she gasped in pain. 
She gasped in pleasure, knowing he thought otherwise. Her pussy was slick with her own juices and probably still with some of Septus’ cum as well. As he raped her, she continued to struggle, but trapped between him and the log, she had nowhere to go. She fought mainly to convince herself that she wasn’t truly enjoying it. Her struggles were real enough to excite them both further. 
Just as it would never occur to her that she was allowed to be excited, it never occurred to him that she would be. He did understand that she usually came from his rapes, but that only added to his disdain for the slut and to his self-image as an expert cocksman. That he could make her cum after all he’d done to her was great for his ego. 
It was even arousing when she tried to hide it, but he could tell when the muscles of her smooth, lovely back tensed in orgasm. Taking a woman from behind was his favorite position. The view of her ass bouncing, especially the slender little girl ass that Kenna still possessed, was hot. He could reach under her and cup her small tits. And near his climax, he could grab her hair and pull back to force her body to arch into an erotic work of art. He came quickly after that. 
 He never released her when he was finished. During their first encounters, she’d just removed the loose knots. After she’d forced him to learn better knots there had been a time when she could still squirm out of her bonds. When he started lashing her wrists, she could no longer do that. He still didn’t help her, but watched as she wriggled to his sword and positioned it to cut the rope. It was painstakingly slow to cut the rope without much leverage and without cutting herself. He simply enjoyed watching the slender, young blond as she worked to free herself. Her embarrassment was surprising considering all he’d already put her through. 
Embarrassment was just one of Kenna’s feelings as she sawed slowly through the rope. There was that, a touch of embarrassment at being reduced to just a bit of amusement for him. She was also annoyed that he would make her do this. It would take him seconds to free her himself. Greatest of all was the frustration that came from having him watch with such wanton lust and knowing nothing would come of it. This part she couldn’t deny. She liked being watched. She loved that he wanted to watch. Yet in the end as she pulled her hands free and set his sword aside, she couldn’t ask him to take her again. Enough time had passed that she could expect most of the soldiers to be asleep, those that were still awake to be grumpy, and those that might be horny to be too few and too hard to find. 
To top it off, she had to report to her brother, so there was no time to satisfy the heat inside her. She scurried off and passed Claudius again, this time holding her stomach for effect. When she met with her brother, he took the news with no surprise at all. “Five days. We just wanted to be sure,” he said. “Come on, you’re not going back.”
Two days later she had the opportunity to put a few arrows through the narrow little openings in some Roman soldiers’ helmets. Having spent so much time on her back, there were some disappointing near hits as well, so then she did see the value of that silly helmet. At 50 paces and in those helmets, she couldn’t tell if her revenge was personal or just some random soldier. 
Kenna – 436 A.D.
By Kenna
(bd, anal)
Translated from the original Latin. 
The slight girl stood up to her ankles in the frigid water of the rushing stream that had been snow until just days ago. Wielding a wooden bucket, she corralled another two gallons and tossed it into the weir beside the stream. In the spring the stream ran too fast to feed the primitive irrigation system directly. Chances are it would wash away the banks and flood the fertile, green fields below, so she had to toss 20 buckets an hour into the highest point and let it run down through the maze of sluices to the crops. 
Slender as she was, her shoulders and back showed the effect of throwing 20 buckets of water every hour for 10 hours from stream to weir. At just 10, it was already her third spring of hauling the water that kept the farm going. It was her preferred chore, much preferred over the plowing and planting that her older brothers were doing, the tending of livestock that her younger brother and sister were doing, and the sewing, mending, and washing the her mother and sister were doing. She preferred it because she could do the 20 buckets in 5 minutes and then help with any one of the other chores. She needed variety. 
“Mon petit chou,” she heard the familiar voice of Tomas call out. She waved at the 13-year-old boy as he approached from the other side of the stream. She thought little of his use of the term of endearment, the same her father used with her mother. It was all he called her, with affection and familiarity born from years of sharing the stream as the common border between farms. He was, of course, the other reason she preferred tossing heavy buckets of water over and over. She was the reason he still did it at 13. 
Before she could note that he was late, he was already explaining that one of the cows had gotten loose and Marie needed help. As she finished, she started across the log that served as a bridge with bucket in hand. “Don’t you dare,” he chided her. “You’re too beautiful to be working so hard and I’ll certainly not have you coming to help me.” He tossed buckets with renewed vigor as if they were feathers. 
She giggled and blushed at the compliment, and then backed up and watched Tomas. Mostly she watched his muscular shoulders flex and strain. Though his family’s farm was twice the size and he had twice as much to do, he was finished before she would have made it across anyway. “I have to run,” he told her. “I’ll see you in an hour, mon petit chou.” That wasn’t necessarily a guarantee. Aside from the first meeting of the morning and the first after lunch, it was hard to keep to a precise schedule, so often those were the only two times they saw each other during the day. Evenings were a different matter when the two would meet to talk, or their families would gather to dance or whatever. For them, either was the same. Though she looked forward to their meetings, she hardly saw him different than a big brother. But he was at least a big brother who was always happy to see her. 
“See you then, Tomas.” With a wave, she scooped up one more bucket of water and made her way down the hill with it, filling the barrel that served as the family’s water supply. The weir fed the sluices slowly so the water would take at least half an hour to find its way to the thirsty new seedlings. In between her trips to the stream, she weeded amongst the vegetables. On the way back up, she opened and closed gates on the sluices to funnel the next 20 buckets of water to a different part of the farm. 
At mid-morning she had just started down the hill again when she noticed smoke rising in the distance to the northeast. She’d seen it before, but this was closer and even as she watched it seemed to spread. Going toward the house to point it out, she found Mama already outside and looking in the same direction. Mama grabbed her by the arm, “Kenna, go to the cave and help Jean. He’s loading the wagon.”
“With what, Mama?” she asked, confused. The cave was where they hid part of the harvest from the tax collectors. It wasn’t to be touched at least until the fall. 
“Just do it,” said Mama. “He’s loading what he can. If you see Dona on the way, take her, too.” As Kenna turned away, Mama added, “Then all of you stay there until Papa or I come.”
“Mama?” insisted Kenna. 
“We might be leaving,” said Mama. “Now don’t ask another thing. Go.”
Leaving? thought the girl as she ran across the open fields and then darted into the woods at the south end of the farm. What did it mean that they were leaving and to where and for how long? Making her way along the hidden path, she found Dona already there, putting a tightly woven basket of wheat on the wagon. The sturdy wagon was backed up close to a barely noticeable hole in the rocks. Another basket appeared outside the two foot high by three foot wide hole, placed there by Jean. 
“Get in the cave with Jean,” said her older sister, sounding annoyed. “He’s spilled a basket. Pick up what you can.”
“Where are we going?”
“South,” snapped her sister. “Get going.”
“How long?” She ducked into the cave as it looked like Dona might boot her through the small opening. 
“Forever,” answered Jean as she nearly bowled him over. Inside the cave was a four foot drop to the floor. She barely missed her brother as she alit on the hard rock floor. In the narrow shaft of sunlight that snuck through the opening, she saw grain scattered across the floor. He hadn’t spilled something easy like carrots. He’d spilled wheat. She bent down and started scooping up the precious grain and lading it back into a basket. 
“Forever?” she repeated. Her oldest brother nodded in the dim light. If anyone would know what was going on, she was sure it would be him. 
“The Huns have defeated the Kingdom of Worms,” he said, tossing out words that meant little to her. 
She’d just recently heard Huns mentioned, but she at least knew the Kingdom of Worms was who ruled the land her family lived on. What that one sentence meant eluded her. “So we’re leaving?”
She heard his exasperated sigh. “The Huns kill people. Take their land. Take their food. Yes, Kenna, we’re leaving.” Those words made it clear, plain and simple. They were leaving. 
“But the harvest…” Neither of them slowed their work as she badgered him and even now she began picking up individual kernels of wheat, aware that each one was even more precious. She’d watered the crops for nothing. They’d plowed and planted, weeded and tended, and watered crops that they’d never see to harvest. If they left, the fields would be untended or would go to feed the Huns. “How can they do that?” She asked, bewildered at human nature. “It’s not fair.”
“No, it’s not fair,” agree Jean. “They just have a bigger army. You don’t need to understand. Just do as you’re told.”
“What about the Deferes?” she prodded, wondering what would become of Tomas and his family. She’d only just seen him this morning and he’d seemed as unaware of the Huns as she was. 
“Papa is making the rounds. Who knows what the Deferes will do, but Papa is telling them the Huns are on the way. Are you finished there?”
“Nearly.”
“Forget the rest. Go around the corner, you know where Dona hides things.” He took the basket of dirty wheat from her, shook it briefly to dislodge the dirt, and pushed it out the hole to their sister. 
Kenna slipped through the tight crevice where Jean couldn’t fit. Fumbling in the dark, she found six more baskets of dried fruit and meat and handed those to Jean one at a time. “So Papa just decided today that we’re leaving?”
“All of Burgundy is leaving,” said Jean. “Well, the smart ones anyway. The Kingdom fell weeks ago. Pardon us, but we didn’t want to worry you. Papa decided if the Huns crossed the river, then we’d leave. They crossed yesterday.”
“I haven’t seen anybody leaving,” announced Kenna, indignantly. 
“Out,” said Jean, grabbing her by the waist and lifting her to the opening. She scrambled out and he was right on her heels. “Kenna, you’re world is between the stream and the house. Nobody passed by that way. Of course you haven’t seen anybody leaving. You’ve seen people burning their fields, non?” Not waiting for an answer, he said, “Get on the wagon. Don’t move off the wagon. I catch you off it, I’ll tie you to a wagon wheel.”
“She’s not on the wagon,” sniffed Kenna. 
“She’s not you,” said Jean, sounding annoyed. “Dammit, Kenna, you’re the most likely to get lost on this adventure. I’d trust Isela to behave better than you.”
The 10-year-old bristled at the comparison. Trust their 6-year-old sister better than her? She jumped up on the wagon. She certainly didn’t want to get lost on this “adventure.” 
Two days later, Kenna found herself walking alone on the road. She wasn’t even sure if she was going north or south anymore. All she’d wanted to do was find Tomas and make sure they were coming, too. Why did the woods have to be so confusing? Why did Jean have to be right… all the time? At least she’d planned far enough ahead to have a day’s worth of bread, fruit, and cheese. At the sound of a wagon, she darted into the woods, uncertain if it was the Huns coming for her or not. 
When she spotted the wagon, she realized she’d been walking the wrong way. It was another Burgundian family headed toward her. As it got to her hiding spot, she decided she had to show herself. Stepping out, she said nothing, just hanging her head in shame. 
The wagon creaked to a stop and the man driving it leaned over at her. “You look lost.”
“My family’s gone that way,” she said, pointing in the same direction the wagon was headed. “We’re going south away from the Muns.”
“The Huns?”
“Yeah, the Huns.” 
“Get on,” he said tersely. 
She scrambled aboard the wagon, eying the small family. She had seven brothers and sisters. This family just had three children, all younger than her. “If you hurry we can catch them.”
“If they slow down, we can catch them,” answer the man. “I won’t be hurrying just for you.” He started the two horses moving again, bumping down the rutted road. 
She looked off the back end of the wagon at the dozen or so sheep that followed, shepherded by a quick little dog. Then she turned attention to the others, meeting Marie, Paul, and Lisa. All of them were quiet and withdrawn, making it hard to talk. She smiled up at the mother as the woman looked back to check on her children occasionally. 
A couple of hours later, Kenna woke from a nap. There wasn’t much else to do and she didn’t want to get lost again. “She’s awake,” announced Marie, the eldest of the children. 
“Lazy little thing, aren’t you?” said the man. 
“I can work. Just nothing to do,” said Kenna. “And I’ve been walking a long time. Sorry.” She didn’t understand why he sounded offended that she’d fallen asleep. 
“I hope so,” he said. “We don’t find your family, you’ll be working for your bread. Let’s just be clear about that.”
“I know, I work already.” What? Were there people who didn’t have to work every hour of every day just to make ends meet? She flexed a bicep when he looked back at her. 
He snorted with derision and looked forward again. “You’re not strong as a boy, but you’ll do.”
She wondered why this family was traveling alone. There had been three families in their group going south, just not the Deferes. She rode in silence for a while, before she piped up with, “Safer to travel in a group. There’s three families ahead of you.”
“There’s probably a dozen families behind me,” said the man. “I’m not waiting for them. I’m not hurrying for you.” 
She gave up. There was just no conversation going on. The kids were silent. The Mama and Papa didn’t talk. She got the message. No talking. No hurrying. No nothing that she was used to. Maybe when they stopped for the night, she’d just walk on ahead. She’d already had her nap, so she could walk some. This time she wouldn’t get turned around. 
When her stomach rumbled and it looked like it was getting late, she offered, “I got my own food.”
“Bring enough for everybody?” asked the man. 
“No, not really, maybe,” she said, confused at the question. She’d meant that they didn’t need to feed her tonight, but did they expect her to feed them?
For the first time, the woman responded. “We’ll stop at dark and eat. You can eat yours then.”
Kenna’s brow furrowed. “You’ll stop before dark, right?” After all, they’d have to feed and water the horses, take care of the sheep, and set up some sort of camp. There had to be some light for that. 
“I know what I’m doing,” snarled the man. 
She just didn’t understand why they couldn’t eat now, but she didn’t say anything more. Then, when they did stop, it was *not* dark yet. They did take care of the animals. And Kenna did her share of all that. Then, and only then, did they eat. Apparently this family hadn’t planned far enough ahead, because the meager ration she’d set aside for herself for the day seemed like a cornucopia of food compared to what the others had for dinner. 
Setting up camp was a relative term. For a family her size, Kenna had seen them do it twice, with everyone assigned a job. Tents went up. A fire was started. Dinner was not a cold meal of bread and… bread.  She guessed when you had three little children who couldn’t help set up camp, then squeezing a family of five under the wagon sufficed for “setting up camp.” With no room under the wagon for her, she found a cozy spot under a rocky overhang 20 feet off the road. She also took the opportunity to supplement her meal of bread with some of the fruit and cheese she’d brought. Eating that in front of the others had just seemed wrong. 
She’d just settled down when she heard someone coming toward her. Judging by the heavy footsteps, she decided it was the man. She pulled up under the overhang, but he stopped and groped under, his hand finding her leg. Unceremoniously, he dragged her out. “Don’t make a sound,” he told her. 
Kenna was more curious than frightened at his arrival and the single command. She wanted to ask what was going on, but that was making a sound, so she just wondered. He flipped her rather brusquely onto her stomach, but still she made no sound. When he pulled her wrists behind her, she said, “What are…” 
He smacked the back of her head. “I said don’t make a sound.”
After that, she held still as he tied her hands behind her. What was this all about? She couldn’t fathom the reason for why he would do such a thing. Except that perhaps he intended to leave her. Just tie her and then take his family away, but she hadn’t done anything to deserve that kind of treatment. It was his family, not her, that was odd. 
When he rolled her onto her back and she felt his breath on her face, she blanched. Oh my God, so that’s what this is about? He does realize I’m just 10, doesn’t he? Just in case, she said, “I’m only..” smack  “…10” She’d even whispered it. For God’s sake, the sound of the slap had been louder than her voice. 
“Say another word, and I’ll kill you,” he said. 
For a brief moment she considered arguing even that point, but there was a limit to her defiance. She accepted his slobbery kisses all over her face. She stayed quiet as he poked his finger under her skirt, testing the reality of her age. Her eyes were wide in surprise as he turned her onto her stomach and lifted her dress to expose her bottom. Even as his hands spread her bottom and something besides a finger poked at her… oops, that’s just not right… she held her tongue.  
“Ooooohhhhh, my God,” she moaned as his cock worked its way into her ass. She’d said it ever so softly and this time he didn’t cuff her for the little bit of noise she made. The sounds she made were neither pleasure nor pain, just surprise. She was aware of two places a man might put his cock, and this was *not* one of them. Yet, she was aware that he treated it just like a man would treat her pussy, fucking it slowly, then faster, and finally breathlessly hard and fast and eventually cumming in her. She felt him jerk and his cock spasm in her butt, leaving behind a warm, sticky feeling. 
At the peak of his orgasm, she screamed out, “Jeeeesus Christ, yessss.” It was fast enough that he didn’t have time to smack her again. It wasn’t a moment of excitement, but an announcement of her rape. She’d let his family and anyone else within a couple of miles know that something had happened. After that he broke away and disappeared into the darkness. She moved from where she was so he wouldn’t find her again.  
In the morning, she rejoined the family with a smug smile of satisfaction as she backed up to the mother and asked to be untied. It has been a tough night of sleep with her wrists tied behind her, but this moment made it worth it. 
“How’d that happen?” asked little Lisa. 
“Ask Mama,” said Kenna. 
Untied, Kenna started walking down the road, finished her bread, fruit, and cheese as she walked. When the road crossed a stream, she stopped and drank, and then continued. A wagon rolled up behind her and she looked up at her rapist and his wife. “Get on,” said the woman.  
Maybe they thought she’d keep the secret. They just didn’t know her. That evening, they caught sight of campfires ahead and joined the group that had grown to six families.  
Dashing ahead, Kenna yelled out, “Mama? Papa?” 
Papa came from somewhere close and wrapped his arms around her. “You are getting tied to a wagon wheel,” he said. “And this nice family brought you here?” he added, looking down the road toward the approaching wagon. 
“Nice family?” said Kenna. “Papa, he…” she leaned into Papa and whispered into his ear.
She was surprised by Papa’s reaction. Instead of being indignant and confronting the cursed man, Papa backed up, taking her with him. He backed up until they were almost to the center campfire. Then he let go of her and said, “Stay here.” She waited as Papa even went even farther to the other side of the campfire. 
She stood her ground as her rapist came into the light, wondering what daddy had in mind. “I thank you for bringing my daughter back,” said Papa. 
“You’re more than welcome,” said the man. “She was no trouble, a pleasure in fact.”
“She’s already told me just how much of a pleasure she was,” said Papa, his voice snapping like a whip across the distance between the two men. Dead silence came from his opponent. He’d lured the man into a circle of his peers where he could neither back down nor avoid instant justice. 
“She’s just a girl. Whatever she’s told you…”
“I want two of your sheep,” said Papa. 
What? Kenna looked furiously over her shoulder at Papa. Jean was suddenly by her side, an arm around her. “Can you for once keep your mouth shut, Kenna?” he whispered in her ear.  “Do it now.”
It was very difficult to hold her tongue, but Kenna accepted that her father and brother knew better than her. Two sheep? For my butt? You can buy my butt? Sure that was a pretty dang expensive butt, but… who else has two sheep? Who wants to buy my butt? She calmed herself with the knowledge that really only Papa and her rapist knew what they were bargaining over. 
“One sheep,” said the man. 
“Two,” insisted her father.  “She’ll be hard to wed.”
Kenna blushed from head to toe. A little wail escaped her lips. I didn’t say that. Nobody needed to know that. 
“One sheep,” said a voice from off to the side. She turned at the familiar voice of Tomas. “One sheep and I’ll take mon petit chou.”
Take me? What? She felt Jean tighten his grip on her. Glaring up at her older brother, she saw in his eyes that now was not the time to argue. 
Then Papa was talking to Tomas and not her rapist. “She’s ten. She’ll wed you at 12.” Jean put his hand over Kenna’s mouth, just in case. 
Wed me? What? She buried her head against Jean. Dang, she’d wed him for no sheep at all. She pulled Jean’s hand off her face. “I want the dog.”
“Two sheep,” said the man
She heard Jean snort softly in laughter.  Tomas got two sheep. Well, Tomas got two and Kenna. Mon Dieu, by the time they were married, he had four sheep. And a dog. 
Kenna – 634 A.D.
By Kenna
“Harder! Faster!” shouted the blacksmith at his daughter as she pumped the bellows for him. How he wished his eldest was a son, or even his second or third child, but it would be 8-year-old Harold, the apple of his eye, that would follow in his footsteps. For now he had to tolerate the ignominy of having three daughters who were more burden than help. Even at 13, Kenna struggled to keep the fire hot enough. Of course she only had to fill in until John’s arm healed. His apprentice had broken his arm a week ago and was sorely missed.  
Kenna was used to her father’s scorn. He wasn’t the only father who wished for nothing but sons, but as the village blacksmith, his need for strong bodies was greater than the others. It didn’t matter that she was an excellent seamstress who could already help put food on the table or a good cook who could turn that food into a meal. What mattered to her father was that she weighed a scant 80 pounds and the bellows were the victor in her daily battles with them. By late morning she was exhausted and her younger sister had to finish the morning. By mid-afternoon she was cursing herself as much as her father was and again Jane would have to finish. 
The sweat poured off her brow, making her eyes sting. If she stopped to wipe it away, her father yelled again. Her vision clouded, she didn’t notice him pull the iron from the fire. Even the banging of the hammer against the anvil didn’t register at first. “Stop, you silly little slip of a girl,” shouted her father. “Save what little strength you have, Kenna.”
Stop, go, harder, faster, slower, rest. Kenna was nearly in tears from exhaustion alone and fought to keep her composure with the added frustration of her ineptness at such a simple, but strenuous task. She slumped back against a heavy beam and watched the huge man that had sired her, wondering why she was so small. Another growth spurt and her sister, Jane, would be bigger than her. As embarrassing as that sounded, it at least meant that Jane would do the pumping with Kenna as the replacement. 
In the late afternoon with Jane working the bellows now, Kenna took advantage of a few moments of peace to slip down to the stream to wash away the sweat of the day. There were still other things to do before dinner, so she quickly stripped and waded into the shallow pool. Sitting, she let the swift, cool water revive her strength and her spirits. She only allowed herself a few splashes of water and then a quick dunk to rinse the salt and dirt that had found its way into even the very roots of her light blond hair.  
Just as she finished, she looked up to see a young man on a horse on the far side of the stream watching her. He was dressed in fine clothes with a sword at his left side and a crossbow at his right. Obviously of a higher class, he was quite handsome in any case. She gave him an amused smile, surprised that a man of around 20 would stop and stare at her. Remaining seated, she crossed her arms over her chest, hiding the bare hint of breasts from his intruding eyes. 
“A bit late for that,” he laughed and she wondered how long he’d been there. As he looked back over his shoulder, for the first time she noticed there were three others with him. Two looked about his age and the third was more senior. 
One wealthy spectator was amusing, but four was more worrisome. “If you had any decency, you’d leave,” she said. 
He laughed again. “If you had any decency, you’d not come for a swim without a chaperone. You’d take care of your surroundings so as to not strip and display your charms to four men riding by.”
She blushed as he told her they’d been in sight the entire time. It was still no excuse for his behavior. “You’re a scoundrel then,” she snapped back at him, “to have stayed and watched.”
“Scoundrel am I?” he mocked her as he threw a leg over the horse and alit on the grassy slope. Walking up to the edge of the stream, he asked, “Do you have any idea what this scoundrel’s name is?”
The young girl felt trapped in the stream now, unable to get up and flee lest she expose herself all over again. Her clothes were several feet from the bank. Already distressed over her predicament, the man’s haughty demeanor warned her that perhaps she shouldn’t have called him a scoundrel. Still sitting with her arms across her chest, she said, “No, m’lord, I don’t know who you are.”
“Ah, now it’s m’lord,” he smiled. “You don’t know who I am, but I’m not a scoundrel any more. At least you have some sense, girl. I’m Prince Matthew, heir to the throne of Saxony and far from a scoundrel, especially from the likes of you.”
Kenna’s blue eyes widened in shock and surprise. A peasant girl certainly ought not to call the future king a scoundrel, even if he was one. And he most definitely was one because he continued to stand and stare at her. Still, she knew she couldn’t take that attitude with him. “I’m sorry, your highness. One the likes of me doesn’t expect to ever meet Prince Matthew himself.”
“Well, you have and erred seriously in the process, girl. Come out of there and kneel before me.”
Casting a nervous glance back at her clothes, Kenna rose and waded from the water with her hands strategically placed over her breasts and crotch. Kneeling, she looked up at the prince. In the background, she noticed the other three men had backed off out of sight. Where four had once seemed worrisome, being alone with the prince now seemed even worse. 
“You’re quite lovely,” said the prince. He, too, looked up the hill to make sure they were alone. “Put your hands down and tell me your name.”
With a shudder and a heavy sigh, Kenna put her hands to her side. She managed to look roughly at the prince’s knees as she said, “Kenna, your highness.”
“I’ll be taking you for a ride, Kenna,” said the prince. 
The simple peasant girl looked up at the big horse, naturally thinking that’s what the prince meant. That is, in fact, how it started. He lifted her and set her atop the steed, her legs to one side and her bare bottom firmly in the saddle. Mounting the horse, he threw a cloak around her and then pulled her tight against his chest with one arm. With a cluck to his horse, they started up the hill. As they joined the other three men, they all laughed. “Another successful hunt, your highness,” said one with a smirk. 
The cloak hid her nudity from the other men and kept her warm as they rode through the woods and joined the road toward the castle. Her vulnerability over the lack of clothes, the knowledge that no one knew where she was, and the rapidly approaching castle made Kenna want to simply disappear. She could just imagine the prince taking her into town and dropping her off, naked and unsure of the way home, as punishment for calling him a scoundrel. She felt a sense of relief as they passed completely through the town and entered the courtyard of the castle. 
The prince was even enough of a gentleman to help her off his horse, keeping the cloak in place so none but her, the prince, and his three companions knew she was naked underneath. She was, however, quite confused over why she was there. Now that the ride was over, she expected to be returned home. From clothes to dinner to directions home, she had much to worry about. It wasn’t until the prince carried her through a side entrance and she was in the castle itself that her sense of relief faded and she began to worry about other things. 
With growing fright, Kenna scarcely noticed the fine furnishings they passed, the smell of a sumptuous dinner, or the wonderful clothes on the few people that they passed. The prince was taking her somewhere and she didn’t want to be alone with him. At least they were going upstairs. She’d heard the castle had a dungeon where criminals were taken and she still wasn’t sure where calling the prince a scoundrel stood on the scale of crimes. Aside from an arm around her for the entire ride, he’d essentially ignored her. Even now as he carried her, she felt like she was nothing to him. 
The first thing that she did notice of the interior was the room that he took her to. It was easily the size of her family’s entire house, yet it was nothing but a bedroom. He finally deposited her on the huge bed that was the focus of the room. As she spilled out of the cloak, she reached to grab an edge and pull it back over her. 
“Don’t,” snapped the prince. “Just lie there. Like that. Stretch your arms up.”
Blushing furiously, Kenna raised her arms up toward the head of the bed now unable to hide anything from the prince. She’d never seen this coming and now didn’t know what to do. Were he any man she was at his mercy. Since he was the prince, she was even more powerless. It wasn’t like she could run and scream. It wasn’t like anyone in the vicinity cared about her. More likely she’d get in deeper trouble for resisting. 
His eyes ran over her body, taking liberties that no man had before with a promise of more violations of more than her sense of propriety. The setting felt intimate, permitting her to look at him, lying down in his presence instead of kneeling or standing. She hardly felt privileged at the opportunity to be familiar with the prince though in other circumstances she might. What peasant girl hadn’t dreamed of rising through the classes like an arrow fired skyward. 
“You’re quite lovely,” he said for a second time. “I’ll just need to teach you a lesson in manners.”
Him teach me a lesson in manners, she thought incredulously. She wasn’t forcing him to lie naked in front of her. Royalty or not, he was the one who lacked manners. Though, of course, she was very aware that perhaps she’d started it by calling him a scoundrel. Yet, even then he’d deserved that title. Even then he’d taken liberties with her as if he’d had this all planned from the moment he set eyes on her. She remembered the comment about a successful hunt, sounding like the point of the hunting trip was to find a girl. Sounding like she wasn’t the first. Still, she had a sense of wrongdoing in her own actions. “Your highness, I’m very sorry about calling you a scoundrel. Of course Prince Matthew would never be considered that. No, your highness is a true gentleman.”
He smiled at her attempts to sway his desire. Tonight she would be his, but it was even better to use her sense of guilt to extract a more pleasurable evening. “You should have considered your station before calling a gentleman a scoundrel,” he chided her. “Prince or not, I was clearly of noble birth and you will never be anything but a peasant. Tell me, who is your father?”
She hesitated. Bad enough that the prince would punish her, if that’s indeed what he was going to call this, but she didn’t want her father to know. She didn’t want anyone to know, but her father especially would punish her all over again. “Y-your highness, my father is the blacksmith,” she offered. She doubted the prince would know any peasant, but she would know her father by his occupation. 
“Ah, Bartholomew,” he said, surprising her. “He has done work for the kingdom. Too bad he has a daughter such as you?”
“Such as me, your highness?”
“Disobedient and willful. A daughter who has to be taught a lesson.” Up to now he’d been keeping his distance, just looking at her, but now he stepped to the edge of the bed. “If you behave now, he won’t find out just how disobedient and willful. I daresay a man his size could deliver quite a thrashing to his daughter.”
She nodded and gulped. She’d daresay that, too, with first hand knowledge of that very thrashing on other occasions. But, on second thought, probably nothing like the thrashing she’d get for this. “Thank you, your highness. I’ll behave.”
“Turn on your stomach, then,” he told her. 
Grateful for the chance to cover the private treasure between her legs, she rolled to her stomach. His weight settled on the bed and then on her legs. He pulled her arms behind her. She looked back in alarm as he placed her palms together. “Hold them like that,” he said as he started to tie her wrists. The rope seemed way too long for the simple task of binding her slender wrists, but then he wound it around her forearms three times and pulled it tight. 
“Aahhhh,” she cried out softly as her arms were pulled together. It forced her to arch her back, pulling her chest up off the bed. He wrapped her arms two more times and then once more just above her elbows before pulling it tight again. Her elbows touched and she squirmed to try to regain some space between her arms. It was to no avail as he held the rope taut and cinched it with the remaining ends of the rope. 
Now when he rolled her onto her back, she felt more exposed than before. He’d allowed her to hide her nudity only to make her more available. There was nothing more of her to be seen than before, but now she was thrusting her small breasts up as if offering him not only a view, but the chance to touch her. He’d already seen, so she knew this wasn’t about looking anymore. With her hands tied back, she could do nothing to defend her vanishing honor. 
He paused long enough to warn her. “There’s no one who wants to hear you, girl, so don’t make any noise. When we’re done, you’ll say nothing to anyone about this. No one will believe you anyway.” Then he knelt on the bed beside her, his hands finally breaking the last barrier between them as they came to rest on her breasts. “Have you ever been with a man, Kenna?”
She stared mutely, uncertain of what he meant. Of course she’d been with men before, but she wasn’t thinking in the same terms as the prince. She did at least understand that he was talking about something besides being in the same room with a man. Otherwise the question was ridiculous. 
“Are you a virgin?” asked the prince.
“Yes, your highness.” Her voice quavered as she at last saw her immediate future in his question. She’d remained chaste and pure, waiting for her wedding day as was proper for a young girl. She hadn’t imagined the prince would change that tonight. Though she wanted to protest, she knew she was in no position physically to protect herself or to stand on moral high ground with this man. She felt her breasts react to his touch, the nipples hardening and tremors running through her body from the sensuous assault. For he was indeed gentle with her now that he had her helpless. 
“I could take you quickly,” he told her. “But then you’ve only earned punishment, not cruelty from me. Rest assured though, Kenna, that you’ll leave here remembering your place in the world. You’ll remember to watch your mouth around your betters. And also rest assured that I will enjoy punishing you.”
She heard his words, but was more intent on watching his hands as they teased a reaction from her body against her will. His hands caressed her breasts, making them behave in ways she’d never imagined. Surely she’d never touched herself like that, let alone allowed anyone else. No one had told her and she’d never imagined that what would one day feed her children could now send shivers of delight up and down her spine. Then while one hand continued to toy with her nipples, the other moved to the slit between her legs, first rubbing the outside and then venturing through the golden curls and between the full lips. There the prince proved that he again knew more about her body than she did. Good girls didn’t touch themselves there or allow themselves to be touched like this, but she didn’t have a choice in the matter. And, if she was here to be punished, then it was clear she wasn’t a good girl anyway. 
She startled herself with a low moan of pleasure as the experienced hands lowered her resistance and heightened her arousal. Her eyes had never strayed from watching his hands until now as he made a similar noise. Looking up at his face, she saw a slight smile and an amused twinkle in his eyes. She thought he was enjoying making her feel good, but then he said, “Can’t help yourself, Kenna? You like having a man finger your pussy? You want more?”
With those words, she decided his amusement was from his power over her. He liked having her tied and helpless. He liked making her body betray her. She shivered as the fire in her grew from his gentle, focused caresses. It wasn’t all that bad she decided. It was actually quite pleasant in an adventurous sort of way. If she allowed herself to forget her morals, drummed into her by her parents and the village priest, then, no, it wasn’t bad at all. Besides, wasn’t the king chosen by God and wouldn’t this man one day be king? So, it not only wasn’t bad; it was very pleasant. 
Kenna parted her thighs slightly, without even thinking about it. There was a wetness there that she couldn’t explain except that she knew it was from her, teased from her by his fingers. She also knew that she wanted more. Then, at that very moment, he stopped. After 20 minutes of teasing, she was more excited than she’d ever been and in a way that she’d never imagined. And he just stopped. When he started, she knew better than to tell him to stop. Now she knew she couldn’t ask him to continue. From the look of amusement on his face, he knew exactly how she felt and he’d stopped on purpose. 
As he picked up more rope, Kenna tried to wiggle away. He taunted her with a smile and she rolled off the bed and ran toward the heavy door only to come up short as she realized she couldn’t run into the hall like this. As he strode toward her, his eyes afire as her futile escape attempt excited him, she darted to the side. “Oh, ho, Kenna,” he laughed. “You don’t want to do this,” his voice low, throaty, and a little scary, but even more exciting to her. She made yet another dash for freedom, but was merely making a circle in the room to stay away from him, and then he caught her and threw her to the bed. With the rope he tied her ankles, wrapping it up her calves and over her knees before cinching it snug. 
He was breathing heavily, though she knew it wasn’t from the short chase around the room. As he loomed over her, she had a sense that he was fighting to control himself. “If I wasn’t expected at supper right now, you’d learn the danger of playing chase while you’re naked and tied.” He leaned over her and forced a kiss to her lips. She feigned reluctance, trying to twist away without trying too hard. 
When he pulled away, he said, “No one has ever gotten free from the ropes before,” he said, for the first time acknowledging that she wasn’t the first to be in this predicament. “But, if you should get free by some chance, you will not leave this room. Play is play, but you will truly suffer if you’ve left me for the night. I’ll expect you here when I return.” With that, he strode from the room and slammed the door behind him. 
For a few moments, Kenna lay in bed, tied and even more helpless than ever. With her legs tied together, she was not even able to run. She struggled at the ropes for a few minutes before deciding that she wasn’t going to get free. Nearly resigned to her fate of waiting for his return, she noticed his broadsword leaning in the corner. Rolling to the edge of the bed, she put her feet on the floor and stood. Then she hopped to the sword. Turning her back to it, she used the edge to cut through the rope around her wrists and then unwound them from her arms. She untied her legs. Though she was now free, she knew that meant little. Except that now she felt entitled to crawl back in the prince’s bed and pull the covers over herself, snuggling down much more comfortably than he’d left her. 
When he returned an hour later, Prince Matthew saw the neat coil of ropes that she’d left in the plain sight. “What in God’s name,” he exclaimed as he stared down at them. He cast a quick glance around the room, certain that the silly little girl had fled, but then he saw movement in the bed and caught sight of the anxious look on the little blond head that popped up. 
As he approached, Kenna threw back the covers, concerned that she might have angered him. Naked and calmly waiting seemed to appease him. 
“How did you get free?’ he ask, his voice showing his surprise. 
“Your sword,” she admitted, half wanting to lie and pretend she’d escaped without help. 
He looked in the corner where his sword was and back at her. “Clever girl,” he told her, a broad smile telling her that he was sincere. “I’ll have to truss you back up. I prefer it that way, but you’ve had a pleasant nap.” 
Kenna rolled to her stomach and put her arms behind her. There was really no choice in the matter. She didn’t want it that way, but if he used his hands on her again, she did like that. He quickly tied her arms as he had before. He tied a second rope to her wrists, but left it several feet long and dangling. He had other plans for her legs. Putting her on her back, centered on the bed, he tied one ankle to the post at the foot of the bed. The rope was over a foot long between the post and her ankle. Then he tied the other to the opposite side of the bed. As loose as the ropes were, she could nearly close her legs together. That is, until he then pulled her whole body higher on the bed so the ropes were taut. 
Unlike before dinner, the prince stripped off his own clothes, completely comfortable to be naked in front of the peasant girl. There was more planned, so his cock was merely half erect, anticipating the rest of the foreplay. With his prey helpless, he lay down next to her and started teasing her again. He often chose randomly if the girl would enjoy the evening or not, but Kenna had surprised him, earning the pleasant route. Pleasant was a relative term. It merely meant she’d feel the pleasure of an orgasm, not that she’d enjoy everything he did. 
For the next 20 minutes, she did enjoy his hands as they teased her back to arousal, getting slippery with her juices as he fondled her. She watched with curiosity as his manhood responded with her. The more excited she was, the larger his cock grew. Like her, it seemed to move at a slow, steady pace toward some unknown goal. 
When she was flush and breathing hard merely from excitement and the place between her legs had become the center of her being, he stopped again and she was certain he would rape her now. Tied as she was it would be nothing but rape, though if she wasn’t tied, she’d willingly offer herself. She watched him rise and then walk away, pick up a leather belt, and return to the foot of the bed. 
There was scarcely time to register surprise on her face as he raised the belt and cracked across her bare thigh. The look of amusement that he started with vanished, replaced by a sudden desire as he struck. She squirmed, but now she knew why she was tied. There was naught to do, but take what the prince was giving. He alternated between thighs, turning them pink with a dozen lashes. She held her tongue, not wanting to scream out the pain he was delivering. 
It was when he started a second round, turning her thighs from pink to red that she sobbed for him to stop. Yet, it wasn’t that she wanted him to stop as much as it was she wanted him doing something else. She wanted him to do what he promised and take her virginity. She wanted him to stop teasing and start fulfilling. He looked more than ready himself. Looked like she felt in his eyes and his manhood. Yet he patiently delivered another dozen, working slowly up one thigh and down the other with precision. 
Then he dropped the belt and picked up the rope that he’d tied to her wrists. It ran between her legs to the foot of the bed where he was standing. Using that, he pulled her toward the end of the bed, hand over hand like he was reeling her in. He paused to guide her feet to the outside of the bedposts and she watched incredulously as he pulled her right up to the edge of the bed, her bare bottom barely on the bed and her legs now spread by the posts to as wide as they could be spread. The tendons in her hips strained as he stepped up and put the head of his cock to her unprotected pussy.  
The pain was already exquisite as he gripped her slender hips and pushed forward. She felt as open as she could be and then his cock opened her up the last little bit. He’d mentioned the difference between taking her virginity and being cruel, but she thought it cruel the way he slowly worked his way in and inch at a time, taking his time to make sure she was ready when she was past ready. As he reached her maidenhood and pressed past that, she suddenly understood. She grimaced in new found pain, a pain that didn’t add to the excitement of the moment. Yet, it was a pain that passed quickly to be replaced by a fullness that promised to finally tell her what was missing. It was a fullness that surprised her as he thrust his cock in even deeper though she felt there was no more room. Then his hips pressed against her thighs and she finally knew he could go no further. 
Even then he took his time, spending minutes making long, slow thrusts into her, gradually relaxing her virgin pussy. It kept her on the edge, at the point where she was nearly ready to ask for something more. She wasn’t sure what more, but then his pace quickened and in seconds she felt the inner explosion of her first orgasm. Her fists clenched and her arms strained against the ropes, her legs kicked and made the bed posts rattle, and her pussy gripped his cock in a tight, slippery embrace. Her moans were passionate, but low, barely audible. 
As she came, his thrusts came even quicker and the sounds of his passion drowned out hers. Looked down her body at her prince, she saw him tense just as she had, the muscles in his body standing out as he filled her with cum.  Finished, he pulled out and untied her ankles. Then he lay back on the bed, pulling her atop him so his now soft cock pressed against her pussy. Her head was barely up to his chest as he put his arms around her, holding her. With her arms still tied, she couldn’t return the hug. It didn’t last very long before he then rolled to his side, laying her in front of him. 
As he fell asleep, Kenna wondered what she was to do. She couldn’t leave as she was. She wasn’t sure she was supposed to stay. Tired, she decided just to snuggle in the bed, feeling alone now that the prince was asleep and ignoring her. A few minutes later she found herself being shaken awake by the prince. 
“Get your clothes and go home,” he told her as he untied her arms. 
“Your highness, my clothes are by the stream,” she reminded him. She blushed and looked down as she added, “And I don’t know the way home.”
“Oh, bother,” he said. He stared at her for a few seconds like she was little more than a nuisance now that he’d had his way with her. Then he rose and put on a robe and left. Less than a minute later, he returned. “Anna will take care of you. Go stand by the door and wait for her.”
Kenna stood by the door, used and discarded until Anna came for her. Anna turned out to be a rather stout woman, one of whose virtues was discretion regarding the prince’s taste in young girls. She said nothing to the prince or to Kenna regarding the girl’s presence, naked and freshly fucked. Giving Kenna clothes, she helped Kenna dress before stepping into the hall. Then she led the girl to a rear door. “You’re not expected to return the clothes,” she said. “You’ll tell no one what happened. You’re not to come back to the castle. The prince will not want to see you again.” 
She grabbed a boy of around 10 by the arm as they passed through the kitchen. “You’re to take this girl to the village blacksmith. Do you know where that is?” The boy nodded. “Go straight there and straight back.” She took the boy by the ear. “Be back before the kitchen coals are cooled.”
 Kenna followed the boy, Aaron, two miles to her house. On the walk she came to realize that no one except her, the prince, and Anna knew what had happened for sure. There was none that would believe her, just as the prince had said. The afternoon and evening had been significant, altering how she looked at herself and at life, but she couldn’t share any of that. And so, when she got home, she got that thrashing for being a lazy girl who got lost.
Kenna – 927 A.D.
By Kenna
The lovely maiden admired herself in the still water of the bath.  As one of the daughter’s of King Karl, she led a privileged life of leisure.  Everything she wanted was hers.  Except of course, the throne.  She was the fourth daughter of the king and it would take an act of God to ever get her seated on the throne.  The only claim that Kenna could make was that she was the loveliest of the king’s daughters.  Not even her other sisters disputed that.  
In the kingdom of Navarre, blond hair was not uncommon, but of all the king’s children, she was the only to inherit her golden tresses from the queen.  It made her a favorite of her father, but still would never get her on the throne.  Instead, she was betrothed to the Protector of the Realm.  The arranged marriage had been planned almost from her birth.  Thoughts of the powerful man made her quiver with desire, which in turn made her blush with shame.  He was over twice her 14 years of age, battle scarred, yet still handsome and virile.  She would bear him many children.  
In the water of the bath she saw the silken blond hair that tumbled about her shoulders and framed her fair face.  Her blue eyes glittered back at her.  She smiled and ruby red lips curved upward in her reflection.  
Her many hand maidens knew her well.  They sat around the bath, waiting for her to move.  As she stood, two of them slipped the robe from her shoulders and she stepped into the warm clear water.  The same two, Kendra and Jaquira, slipped into the water on either side of her.  At 16, Kendra was the eldest of the hand maidens.  Her betrothed had been killed in battle 2 years ago.  Without the promise of a husband, she had been obliged to seek service in the palace and Kenna had chosen her as a hand maiden.  Her own young breasts just beginning to form, Kenna looked over at the bobbing breasts of Kendra as the water lifted them up even more than their normal pert stature.  
The princess looked to the other side at Jaquira.  Just 12-years-old, the olive skinned Jaquira had nothing bobbing in front of her.  Like so many of the girls in the kingdom of warriors, her betrothed had also been killed in battle.  She had been in the palace since the age of 4, Kenna’s longest serving hand maiden.  
“Gia, Hanandra,” said Kenna, nodding to the two girls as she spoke their names.  Gia stood and stepped to the foot of the bath.  The same age as Kenna, her figure was much rounder than Kenna’s with breasts nearly the size of Kendra’s and wide flaring hips.  Like her fellow hand maidens, her promised husband was no more.  Otherwise, she would have borne many strong young warriors to fill the ranks that were subjugating the neighboring kingdoms.  
Hanandra rose also and the two girls stepped toward each other, meeting at the foot of the bath.  The youngest of the maidens, Hanandra was just 10-years-old, and being from the North, had hair nearly as beautiful as Kenna’s.  She admired the older girls, striving to be just like them.  But for now, her body was smooth, with no trace of breasts or hair.  As the youngest, she was often used for the amusement of the others… just as she was about to be used again.  
Kendra lathered up her hands and reached for Kenna’s breasts, rubbing the small, sensitive mounds sensuously as Gia settled herself at the end of the bath.  Gia lay back with her legs spread, inviting Kenna to stare at her wide open womanhood.  The view was quickly blocked as Hanandra knelt between the older girl’s spread thighs and licked at the exposed slit.  Gia purred contentedly as Hanandra tasted her juices and toyed with her clit.  
Jaquira’s hands slipped under the water and found Kenna’s pussy.  Yes, Kenna had nearly everything she could want.  She watched raptly as Gia began panting with lust and desire.  Hanandra was very good at what she did because she did it often.  She would be beaten severely if she failed at her task.  
Kenna chose the time of her bath carefully.  All of her brothers would be out with their trainers, learning the art of combat.  They might, and had on several occasions, walk brazenly into her chambers in the midst of her bath, much to the embarrassment of her hand maidens.  That was before she’d learned to watch the time more closely.  Kenna herself was, of course, untouchable by her brothers.  Since the gods had chosen to take their future mates, the hand maidens were destined to remain… well, maidens.  The requirement to keep their virginity intact however, did not extend to their mouths.  Kenna had watched all of her hand maidens service her brothers.  While she found it an interesting diversion, she preferred to be in charge of her own hand maidens at bath time.   
Gia let out a low growl, indicating her ascent toward orgasm.  Kenna loved the sound and felt her own pussy start to tingle.  She enjoyed the power of making her maidens perform sexually for her.  Though none of them admitted it, they didn’t like the demeaning acts that their mistress demanded of them.  The most they could do in rebellion was to voice their wish that their betrothed had not died and that they could feel the power of a man inside them.  The unspoken message was, of course, that with a man of their own they would not be forced into a life of woman love that left them unfulfilled.  
Kenna didn’t care about the wishes of her hand maidens.  They were simply beneath her.  Not only was she a princess, but she was the only one in the room who still had a man.  Her marriage was just a few months away and then she would be a full fledged woman.  Her maidens were cursed to a life of abstinence.  The death of a husband or fiancé was considered bad luck in Navarre.  Once that happened, no man would take the woman in marriage.  And, in Navarre, a woman with no husband was the lowest status possible.  That fact gave Kenna the power to control her maidens even more than her status as princess.  If they disobeyed her, she could simply cast them out and their fate would be hopeless.  At least in her service, however demeaning it was, they had a future.  
As Kenna’s breathing increased in pace, so did Jaquira’s fingers.  She rubbed quickly and firmly against the tiny button in Kenna’s slit.  Kendra also increased the intensity of her actions, tweaking and pulling at Kenna’s aroused nipples.  Kenna watched intently as Gia’s body began to tremble from Hanandra’s ministrations.  Kendra watched Kenna’s face closely, reading her mistress well from years of practice.  Gia let out a gasp as her orgasm started.  At the same moment, Kenna’s eyes closed.  She too was approaching her climax.  Kendra, still massaging Kenna’s breasts, leaned over and placed her lips over the lips of the princess and kissed her deeply.  Kenna enjoyed the talented hands of her maidens, but at the moment of climax, she wanted a tongue deep in her mouth.  The princess sucked on Kendra’s tongue as it probed in her mouth.  Jaquira’s finger brought the 14-year-old princess to orgasm and Kenna’s body relaxed in the warm bath.  
Having fully satisfied their princess, Kendra and Jaquira completed the act of bathing Kenna by gently washing every inch of her body.  With that finished, Kenna rose from the bath.  Her two remaining hand maidens wrapped towels around her and began drying her.  Terlina and Serlina were twins.  Their father had been unable to support them or find husbands for them.  The 13-year-olds had been given to King Karl five years ago.  The king had enjoyed them in his bed for a few months and then given them to Kenna.  Though it was hard to tell them apart by looking at them, Terlina and Serlina insisted that the king had been able to tell them apart by the feel of their mouths and the tightness of their asses.  Terlina proudly claimed to give a better blow job than her twin while Serlina claimed the king had preferred her ass.  
Kenna allowed the maidens to dress her and then to dress themselves.  She had learned that order of precedence from watching her brothers as they satisfied their lust brazenly and frequently.  They would insist the girl strip completely before allowing her to disrobe them.  After using the girl, the princes would dress and then allow the girl to dress.  Kenna felt more regal, more commanding when she followed that same rule.  
News of the invasion spread throughout the kingdom swiftly.  Viking raiders from the North had sailed right past the Navarre fleet in the night and fell upon the city without mercy.  The forces left behind to defend the city had rallied quickly and met them in battle. 
From her vantage point in the palace, Kenna could see and smell the smoke as parts of the city near the shore were set on fire.  That gave her no insight to the course of the battle, but it seemed ominous.  The city had never been burned during her lifetime.  
All the able-bodied men, including the king and the princes were dispatched to the battlefield. There just weren’t very many of them in the city. Attack from the sea was never expected. Then, the fires stopped and Kenna felt buoyed by the sight of order restored to the city.  Navarre was the greatest kingdom of all time (she was told that often enough) and surely the barbaric invaders had been taught a lesson.  Kenna, or any other citizen of Navarre, could think no other way.   
She was pleased then when she was summoned to her father’s throne room to hear the news of victory.  The young princess entered the room and swept regally down the carpet to within a few feet of her father, the king.  She knelt briefly and then looked up to him with a smile on her face.  To her surprise, her gaze was met with a sorrowful look.  She read guilt across her father’s face, a very unfamiliar look for so great a king.  
“Princess Kenna,” he began.  The formal tone further surprised her.  She looked around in confusion and saw that none of her brothers and sisters was present.  It was a private audience.  Chilled, she returned her gaze to her father.  “I regret to tell you that the Protector of the Realm has fallen in battle.”  
Kenna felt weak as she heard those words.  Her betrothed was dead.  She was cursed to be without a husband or children.  “No, it can’t be,” she said.  She could picture the big, strong man as he strode through the palace.  She’d rarely been close to him, but she knew he was virtually invincible.  He couldn’t be dead.  She couldn’t be cursed.  
“It is true, my beloved daughter,” said the king.  “I desire to tell you anything but this sad news.  Yet, as your father and king, I must speak the truth.  The Protector fell early in battle, the victim of an unlucky arrow.  Only God could have guided it so well and set your destiny.  It flew straight to his heart.”
“Oh, please, no,” gasped Kenna.  She fell to her side, dizzy with despair.  Distraught, she lay there for but a few seconds, wondering what was to become of her.  None of her sisters were cursed.  She had no way to judge what became of a cursed princess.  Suddenly, firm hands picked her up and put her on her feet.  She regained her regal composure enough to gaze contemptuously at the two guards who had dared to touch her.  “How dare you,” she said.  She looked to her father, wondering what would be the punishment for two guards who had dared to touch a princess.
Instead, her father said, “It is God’s will that you are cursed.  You no longer have any status in Navarre.  You have but one remaining value to the kingdom.”
“What are you saying, father?” said Kenna.  
“Without his leadership, our forces wavered.  When the Protector fell in battle, the Vikings were on the verge of even greater destruction.  I called a truce and struck a bargain with the Viking chieftain, Gundar.  It was the only way to save the city and the kingdom.  Our main forces are too far to come to our aid, so I had to make this bargain.  All of Navarre is grateful for the sacrifice you are about to make.”
“Sacrifice?” wailed Kenna.  What was her father talking about?  Her betrothed was dead.  Their forces were beaten.  The city was threatened.  What could she do?
“Princess Kenna,” said the king.  “I have ransomed our future with gold and with your life.  Gundar has agreed to leave and never return.  His ships will sail weighted with much gold.  He has also demanded women, insisting on one of my daughters. You and all of your hand maidens will return with him to the North as slaves.”
“Slaves?” repeated Kenna plaintively.  Her father was already standing as she spoke.  He had sacrificed her for the good of the kingdom.  The man she’d thought would always protect her had forsaken her.  He walked away, quickly disappearing behind a curtain.  She felt the rough grip of hands on her arms and knew it was pointless to complain or argue.  Judgment had been passed.  She had no energy to cooperate or resist, so the guards practically dragged her from the room.  
Outside the throne room, her six hand maidens were already waiting, surrounded by armed guards as if they might resist. “Princess, what’s happening?” asked Kendra, speaking for them all.  
“Slaves,” said Kenna.  She stumbled in shock into the midst of the other slaves.  She’d been reduced to the same level as her hand maidens. “Slaves,” she repeated.  “We’re going to the Vikings’ land.”  She looked at her maidens again and saw looks of shock mirrored back at her.  
“No,” wailed Gia.  “I’ve heard…”  She choked, unable to say the terrible things she had heard.  She looked at the other girls.  “We’ll never make it there alive.”
It was a confusing and short journey to the Viking chieftain who had brought the kingdom of Navarre to its knees, if only briefly.  Two Navarren guards escorted the seven hapless girls the rest of the way through the enemy lines and up to the chieftain.  All seven of the girls shuddered at the hard gaze of the big man.  His powerful, blue eyes looked over every inch of their bodies. His long hair, tumbling from beneath a leather helmet was the match of Kenna’s.  He gazed at the girls for a few seconds and spoke in a language that Kenna didn’t understand. 
Beside her, Hanandra whispered, “He just said, ‘He’ll see if we’ll do’.”  Kenna looked in surprise at her little hand maiden, so quick to help her to understand what was going on. 
Equally surprised that Hanandra picked up the role of translator, Gundar spoke to her and her response was to point at Kenna and speak in the same tongue as the brute. “He asked if I was the princess,” giggled Hanandra. 
“And you couldn’t say you were?” asked Kenna in surprise as the man’s attention turned on her. She didn’t want to be the center of his attention.
“M’lady,” gasped Hanandra, with a shudder. “I didn’t even think…”
It was already done. The big man pulled her aside from the rest and looked her over. He said something and Kenna just shook her head and shrugged. Pointing at Hanandra, he motioned her to stand beside him as he surveyed Kenna again. He repeated himself to the little girl. 
“Oh,” said Hanandra, surprise lighting her up. “He wants to see the king,” she shouted to the two soldiers who had accompanied them. 
“Coming, coming,” said a voice from just out of sight. The princess was even more surprised than Hanandra looked as her father, the king, came into sight. “I think I misunderstood something, my dear,” he called out to Kenna and pointed at the man following him. She’d never seen her father looking flustered, but he clearly was now. “Eric speaks the language and knows the customs. Eh, this might be quite embarrassing.”
Gundar stepped back to the vessel grounded on the beach behind them all. He reached over the side and came back with a heavy bag. Tossing it at King Karl’s feet, he spoke, “Mundr.” As Eric translated for the king, Hanandra giggled, leaving Kenna in agonized suspense until the silly little twit composed herself. 
Kenna glared down at the giggling 10-year old, instantly sobering the girl. “He’s… ah… he’s negotiating your marriage,” said Hanandra. 
“To him?” said Kenna in surprise, looking at the big man in a new light. “Not as slaves?” There was a little bit of gold coin that had spilled from that bag, but an awful lot of gold that still filled it. “That’s for me?’
“Mundr,” said Hanandra. “Yes, his offer to your father.”
They both watched as the king and Eric consulted. The entire assemblage watched as the king came forward and picked up the bag, carefully putting every loose coin back in. He walked right up to Gundar and said, “Heiman-fylgia.” Then he handed the entire bag back to the Viking and backed away again. 
“Haah,” yelled Gundar, making Kenna nearly lose bladder control. He then reached across the distance between him and her father and grasped her father’s forearm in a hearty embrace. He said some more and Hanandra said, “Umm… ahhh… there will be years of peace between them. You’re beautiful. You’re very special. And… hmmm… I’ll tell you later… in private.”
“He bought me?”
“No, m’lady,” said Hanandra. “It’s a custom. The first… when he handed to your… the king… was a promise to c… care for you.” Kenna noticed that Hanandra hadn’t stuttered. The word had caught in her mouth with no small amount of emotion.  “When the king gave it back, that’s your dowry.” She nodded pointedly toward the bag of gold in Gundar’s tight grip. “That’s your money, m’lady.”
As Kenna eyed the fat bag of coins, Hanandra added, “Your husband controls it though.”
“Hus… oh,” she looked again the big man who’d just promised her father with a huge bag of gold that he’d take care of her. The Protector the Realm was dead. She was nothing in this world. This world had nothing to offer anymore. If her future was some place else then that was God’s will.  Still, she looked down at her little hand maiden and said, “Don’t leave me in suspense again, or I’ll whip you.”
Hanandra just smiled up at her. “You don’t have six slaves anymore, Kenna. You have six sisters. We’re all the family you’re taking North. Your job… his job… we’re like his daughters now. He has to marry us off.” She wrapped her arms around Kenna’s waist and hugged her. “Me and all your sisters would do anything for you… but whip me? There’s six of us and one of you.”
Kenna smiled down at her “sister.” There were ways to maintain her control over the six. They had been well conditioned over years. That much she understood. She still commanded their loyalty. That might fade over time, but if she was careful, it would last forever. In the meantime, she would require a translator and six sisters for support. 
Handshaking done between then men, Kenna took half a step to stand in front of her betrothed, but was caught by Hanandra.  “He’s not yours yet, m’lady. You’re not his.” Kenna rocked back on her heels. “You won’t be married at least until we get to his home.” She reached a little hand up to pat Kenna’s cheek. “Want your little sister to save you from embarrassment.” She flashed gleaming white teeth at her big sister. 
Kenna smelled the scent of blackmail in the air and swallowed her pride. The little minx was showing her how much she’d need her sisters. “You know what’s going on?” demanded Kenna. 
“Mostly,” said Hanandra. “I am going home.”
Kenna smiled nervously and then, quite regally, said, “Take care of our sisters, too, my sister. Make sure they understand what is going on and what is said to them.”
A day out of Navarre, two of her sisters were being courted. Kenna brought Hanandra and Gundar together. “She is 10,” said Kenna, pointing at Hanandra and then holding up all her fingers to make sure Hanandra didn’t translate incorrectly. 
“He is cute,” said Hanandra, not even looking at the 16-year-old boy that had his eye on her. Then she turned her attention to Gundar. The man spoke at length. 
She looked back at Kenna. “It’s bad for the gods if he takes too long. Don’t, please, Kenna. All the sagas say if we don’t do it now, then it will end in tragedy.”
“Define tragedy,” said Kenna. 
“Death,” said Hanandra. 
“They’re a bunch of pagans,” insisted Kenna. 
Hanandra smiled sweetly. It was a smile that had started to make Kenna nervous. “They are your gods now,” said the preteen. “My sister, I have never told them how you feel about their gods. You and I… and all our sisters, must spend our time…”
“I understand,” said Kenna, feeling so very, very sinfully guilty. Forsake God and learn the Scandinavian language. She had come to appreciate Hanandra for not exploiting her superior position of being a Viking and knowing their language and customs. The little girl they’d all so abused was turning into their devoted savior. Kenna had already learned some of the words. It wasn’t so different from what she knew, except in cadence and accent. 
Then she assumed the maternal aura over her unwed sisters, for if Gundar was to find them a man and she was to wed the big man, then she was equally responsible for them. “Tell him again…” She stopped and slowly explained, in her continental accent to her future husband. “Serlina may not wed before Terlina.”
“Ja,” nodded Gundar. He spoke several sentences and she caught things like, “Of course…no wedding… sisters… twins… daughters.  … Kenna always…” then something she didn’t understand, but ended as a half-question, half-statement. “Kenna… queen.” He looked at Kenna with eyes that said so much more than anyone had said before. She tried to make sense of the order of words and his look, but all had happened too fast. She snapped her eyes to her translator, confused over what was just said. It seemed so much more than just the problem with Serlina and Terlina. 
Hanandra said, “He understands that it wouldn’t be good to marry one twin if the other can’t, but he still says the gods favor quick weddings. He hopes that Terlina will find a man soon and offered to send her to another boat.” There were, in fact, 8 boats each with 30 men, in the small fleet. The right man might be on another boat. “He says that he is taking care of his daughters, which is how he considers us. Just to be…. to keep you happy, he won’t let Serlina wed for 30 days.”
“He said queen,” said Kenna, confronting Hanandra with her limited, but growing knowledge of her future husband’s speech. 
Hanandra smiled. “Don’t you know? He’s the king?”
She flushed at the sound of that. In the world she’d left she’d never be queen. Yet, there was something else nagging her. “What is Kenna always?”
Hanandra paused in thought for a moment and then burst into laughter. “I… I… I’m… he… oh… my… he… asked if Kenna is always…” she rolled her eyes, “… like this.”
“Like what?”
“I supposed watching out for her sisters, but like…” Hanandra ducked her head and wouldn’t look up as she added. “Just that… well, he said difficult, but truly my queen, he had affection, didn’t he?”
Kenna smiled to herself, gave a little satisfied wiggle, and said, “And did you say yes?”
The young girl lookd up at her big sister. “I didn’t need to,” she said softly. With more confidence, she said it again. “I didn’t need to. It wasn’t a question. He might change his mind if you… ummm… weren’t.”
After another day and a half at sea, they had just turned up one of the narrow fjords as Hanandra rushed up breathlessly to Kenna. “He said don’t be scared,” though the look in Hanandra’s eyes was nothing but frightening. “He wouldn’t let anything happen to you, but he has to…” She looked nervously over her shoulder.
“Has to what?” demanded Kenna. She looked over the cowering figure of her little sister to her future husband. “What?”
He pointed at the bow of the boat. “Queen show…  Navarre… Kenna… front ….”
She looked frantically back at Hanandra only to see her translator with forlorn look on her face, being pulled away by the 16-year-old that was to be her future husband.  “Trophy,” screamed the little girl as she was pulled out of sight.  
Kenna turned to face Gundar. “Exactly what in the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghooooost,  get your hands…” To his credit, she only felt Gundar’s hands, oh, yeah, his very strong hands, stripping off her clothes and then restraining her as others tied her ankles and knees together. 
To her absolute horror, multiple hands picked her up, passed her in front of the dragon’s head that graced the front of the boat, and then held her, pinned her back against the bowsprit, her head tucked under the dragon’s head frozen in a silent roar. She was lashed to the leading edge of the boat, naked and freezing as the boat cut between towering cliffs that lined the fjord. Unable to turn her head, she was the only thing charging down the narrowing strip of water. There was no boat. There was no Gundar. There were no Vikings. Just a scared little girl racing toward her destiny. The water broke behind her, sending most, but not all, of the freezing spray away from her. She looked at the far end of the fjord as it came into focus, just her skipping along the frigid water, terrified that if the ropes failed she’d tumbled helplessly into the water. Trophy? Holy Mary, Mother of God, I’m the trophy. 
The boat was travelling fast, powered by wind and oar, driving their queen toward her future. As the shore raced toward her, she wondered just what the sudden stop would do to her. Then, at the last second, oars dug in and the boat slowed, then slid to a soft, delicate, practiced halt on the sand. As a cheer went up from the crowd that discretely kept its distance.Olaf leaped in front of her and cast a heavy cloak around her body. Only then did the other Vikings rush forward. 
Wow, she thought. Does the queen know how to make an entrance or what?
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