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Heidy leaned on the branch she’d been using as a staff while she shook a pebble out of her boot. Looking up at the sky between the fading trees she looked forward to the coming reunion with her new beau. She knew that Gustaf would sweep her up in his arms and take her away with him as soon as she found him. She just had to find him. The handsome merchant’s son had left with his father’s caravan without saying anything and had been on the road for over a day. After a whole day of asking around Cheydwick, she’d crept out in the middle of the night with a bundle of clothes and her mother’s old field boots, climbed through a crumbled section of the town walls and set off to find her first love. 

She’d been wandering the forest for hardly an hour before the brigands found her.

‘What’s such a pretty girl doing out here all alone?’ a voice came from the trail and she dropped her boot in sudden alarm.

There were three of them – lean men in their twenties and perhaps thirties wearing torn breeches, faded hoods and cloaks and colorful if stained shirts. They carried bows, hand axes and sheathed daggers and looked hardened, with rolled sleeves revealing toned, tanned arms and scarred faces under a stubbly shadow.



‘She’s a peach isn’t she?’ one of the men, a flat-faced youth with a dark, stubbly chin said.

‘That she is,’ agreed the apparent leader, a wiry, black-haired one with handsome if sly features. He wore a faded red bandana on his head, from under which a stray black fringe protruded; his left ear was adorned with a heavy gold ring and he wore several necklaces and bracelets of beads and lace. ‘Imagine what could happen to a gem like this out here in the hills.’

Heidy wiped her fine golden hair from her blue eyes and picked up the boot. ‘Tell me good sirs,' she said composing herself and trying to sound posh, ‘did any of you see a merchant caravan pass this way? Wagons and such...'


‘Wagons take the low road, girl,’ the leader said as he stepped forward. ‘You’ve strayed too high on the back roads.’

Heidy took a step backward and looked around. There were only three, but she guessed they’d be better runners than she was. She had nowhere to go really.

‘What do you think a bunch of outlaws would do to a pretty golden lass like you?’ The leader asked, sidling up and stroking the same lock of hair she’d just brushed from her eyes. Heidy averted her eyes and tried not to imagine.

‘What is your name, lass?' His scent was feral, the smell of sweat and manliness. He was not especially tall but looked to be in shape. He was not unhandsome either, though he carried a roguish gypsy demeanor.


‘Heidy,’ she replied, averting her eyes again. ‘Heidy Walkleigh.’

‘The innkeeper’s daughter? Thoryn Walkleigh? I’ve been there. It’s a nice place.’

Heidy did not respond for a moment and instead went on the offense. ‘And what is your name?’

‘Hylth,’ he answered plainly. ‘I’m from south of Belcroft, you wouldn’t have heard of the place. But I have been in Cheydwick before.’

‘And why have I never seen you there then?’

‘Ahh,’ he stroked the dark stubble on his sharp, almost feline features. ‘A disagreement with the watch – nothing to get excited about.’

‘And what do you propose to do with me?’ she demanded, regaining her courage.

‘A lot less than real outlaws would. We're freedmen. We don't ravish maidens in the woods if you even are a maiden. We protect the innocent and you are surely out of your depth.'


‘I was just looking for someone,’ Heidy protested. ‘If you let me go I can find him.’

‘A caravan? Carts and horses passed by hours ago, down there on the low road.’ He gestured off into the fading autumn depths of the woods. ‘You won’t catch them before dark and you don’t really want to camp out here at night do you?’

‘I’ll look for them in the morning,’ she insisted.

‘Well whatever you’re looking for out here girl, you won’t find it. You’d best come with us, or who knows what will happen to you? There might even be goblins about.’

Heidy didn’t really see that she had any choice and allowed them to lead her off to their campsite.
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‘So this merchant’s son, he’s going to marry you?’ asked Hylth. They sat around a warm campfire in a circle of tents. The forest was dark around them but surprisingly alive. There were two dozen men, as many women and children about; a right little gypsy camp. Some were smithing, others tanning, some cooking and cleaning and cutting and sewing and smoking meat. Others still played music on old lutes, harps and drums. The children ran, tumbled and played. Heidy felt no sense of malice. All the folk were kind and they were feeding her well.

‘Yes, he promised,’ she answered with determination. ‘As soon as I find his caravan we can run away together.’

‘Poor dear,’ cooed Sheryl, who was a petite yet curvy dark-haired beauty. She was Hylth’s cousin and had a husband among his men and two young daughters. She was a few years older and seemed to have lived a few lifetimes more. ‘I knew a boy like that years ago. That’s where my first girl came from. The children stay: they don’t.’

Heidy looked up at her momentarily distraught. ‘What do you mean?’

‘I mean if he wanted you or if he were coming back don’t you think he’d have said something instead of just disappearing with the caravan?’

Heidy looked at the licking flames of the small fire and said nothing. She knew Sheryl was right.

‘Come picking berries with me tomorrow and we’ll talk,’ Sheryl suggested. ‘I have to go and cook dinner right now.’

Sheryl left it at that and swayed off to see to her family. Heidy looked at Hylth in need of solace. He sat beside her on the log and threw another branch on the fire.

‘He’s a merchant and you’re a taverner’s daughter. He’d never stay in a backwater like Cheydwick.’

Heidy was disappointed but not desolate. She needed a man to hold her, arms to embrace her. She could do with more than that as well. ‘Which is your tent, Hylth?’ she asked him, looking up with deep blue eyes that flickered in the firelight.

She didn’t know why she wanted to do it, but she knew that she had to prove she was not beholden to her girlish infatuation with Gustaf. Hylth took the lithe blonde’s hand and led her a few paces away to his crude pitched tent with a bedroll underneath, safely away from the firelight to offer some privacy.

She sat down facing away from him and he kneeled behind her, placing strong hands on her shoulders. She could feel his hot breath on her neck and smell his manly, slightly sweaty appeal. She felt a tingle down her spine and a flush in her loins. This was more of an adventure than even Gustaf could provide: a dark-eyed gypsy captain with a soft deep voice.

‘Is this what you wanted him to do?’ He asked, stroking her cheek. ‘To touch you like this?’

She nodded against his hand and he removed it. As she turned around to meet his gaze he stopped her and held her facing away from him. Heidy heard a rustle of cloth as he reached into his pocket and removed something. While whispering encouragement into her ear he raised a strip of linen in front of her face. She felt the fabric against her cheeks and could smell the slight scent of perfume as he wrapped it around her eyes and tied it tight. She sat with her heart thundering but offered no resistance.

‘As long as you stay on your best behavior and be quiet, you don't have to do anything but enjoy yourself, he whispered huskily and she felt a tingle of aroused fear as she let him blind her.


‘If I can't see, how can I do my best?' She breathed. 

Silently, very gently he took her wrists and put them together in front of her. Taking a length of rope and tying it around her wrists. Before she had any inkling of what he was doing he hoisted her arms into the air and tied off the rope against the sturdy tent post. She gave a slight gasp. He leaned closer to her ear. She imagined she was not the first woman to be tied up in this rogue’s tent.

‘Look at you, now,’ Hylth’s husky voice came from in front now. ‘You’ll do all I ask, is that understood?’ She nodded and slowly she felt hands on her waist pulling down her skirt to her ankles. A heartbeat later a strong hand slapped her firm round backside. 

‘Ouch,’ Heidy whimpered.

‘I asked you a question,’ the gypsy reminded her with another stinging spank.

‘I understand,’ she croaked hoarsely in a weak voice, her crotch burning with need. 

‘I can’t hear you!’ This time he pulled down her undercloth and slapped her bare backside. The sound snapped through the tent and she wondered if it was loud enough for the others to hear. The distant music and laughter continued and she realized this was going to be a new kind of passion to experience. Heidy sniffed and cleared her throat to answer more boldly, ‘Yes, I understand’. 

She could feel his body pressing against the exposed flesh of her rear now. He was already hard, his cock straining against his leather breeches. If anyone looked over from across the camp they'd see her tied and bound and blindfolded and half-naked. It was incredibly exciting. But then she heard the tent flap rustle shut. Now a stab of fear pierced her chest. He could do anything and nobody would see. Would he beat her? Impregnate her? She had no idea but the fear only heightened her arousal and she felt a growing dampness between her young thighs.

Heidy kneeled bound and blindfolded, unable to stop Hylth if she wanted to. She was hot and hungry and aching from the inside out. The power and control seemed to be in the handsome rogue’s hands. The gypsy captain started to caress her inner thigh from the top to the bottom. She could feel him looming over her when his lips met hers in a warm, probing kiss. She responded eagerly, their mouths melding together and tongues intertwining. Her chest swelled and her skin tingled under his soft touch.

He moved to her neckline and then to her ear. Kissing and licking, pulling and nibbling. He kissed down the pale skin of her throat and over her collarbone, while his other hand held onto the other side of her neck, moving slowly down to her firm round breast. He slipped a palm beneath her blouse and grasped one of the swollen mounds hard eliciting a little squeal. Heidy’s arms bound above her were growing uncomfortable, but the pleasure outweighed the pain. He now pushed up her shirt so it exposed her velvety flesh and his tongue found a ripe pink nipple as her blouse was pulled down. He licked and pulled on it with his lips as Heidy reeled from the excitement of the ordeal. 

He kneaded the other breast as he sucked on the first and pinched and pulled at her springy hard nipple, tugging it away from her fleshy mound before
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