You know, there’s been a heap of legends and tall tales about Robin Hood. All different too. Well, we folks of the furry kingdom have our own version. It’s the story we like to pretend happened in Sherwood Forest. Incidentally, I’m a bored perverted furry writer and my job is to give you perverted furries the fantasy you want to enjoy, or fap to, or whatever…

*
*
*
Robin Hood and Little John were walking through the forest laughing back and forth at what the other has to say. They were reminiscing this and that and having such a good time. Never thinking of any danger, they found a clearing and quickly stripped their clothes. Robin Hood lubed his cock and then began pounding Little John’s ass. The men grunted, enjoying something they’ve done many times, and unaware that the scheming sheriff and his posse was watching them through the forest. Sex outside of the home was outlawed, and frankly the sheriff was looking for any excuse to nab Robin Hood. 

Robin Hood came and then heard a twig snap. He gasped and quickly put his clothes back on while alerting Little John. The two after quickly redressing began to run away as arrows fired. Luckily, they all missed as the two outlaws evaded through the trees. Eventually the two hid in a stream, using makeshift tubes to breath until the posse gave up and went back to Nottingham. The two emerged from the stream and got to the bank to dry themselves.

“You know something Robin?” asked Little John as he shook some water off, “We’re taking too many chances.”
“Chances?” chuckled Robin, “You must be joking. That was just a quickie.”

“Oh yeah?” retorted Little John, “Take a look at your hat. That’s not a candle on a cake.”

“This one almost had my name on it, didn’t it?” sighed Robin as he observed the new arrow-pierced hole in his hat, “They’re getting better, you know. You’ve got to admit it, they are getting better.”

“Huh, yeah,” Little John grunted, “The next time that sheriff will probably have a rope around our necks. Pretty hard to laugh hangin’ there, Rob.”

“Ha!” sarcastically laughed Robin as he jokingly took a fallen arrow for a pretend sword, “The sheriff and his whole posse couldn’t lift you off the ground. En garde!” Robin Hood had to confess that when it came to men he did prefer bears.

“Hey watch it, Rob!” Little John protested, “That’s the only hat I’ve got!”

“Oh, come along. You worry too much, old boy.”

“You know somethin’ Rob?” Little John asked, “I was just wonderin’…are we good guys or bad guys? You know, I mean, uh, our robbin’ the rich to feed the poor.”

“Rob?” Robin Hood objected, “That’s a naughty word. We never rob, we just… sort of borrow a bit from those who can afford it.”

“Borrow?” chuckled Little John, “Boy, are we in debt.” Their laughs suddenly got interrupted by the sound of some trumpets.

“That sounds like another collection day for the poor. Eh, Johnny boy?” Robin asked as he schemed away.

“Yeah,” laughed Little John, “Sweet charity”

Meanwhile in the royal carriage, Prince John was laughing greedily with all the tax money, his ex-partner Sir Hiss by his side.

“Taxes! Taxes! Beautiful, lovely taxes!” laughed Prince John. Sir Hiss despite being the prince’s ex still loved him. They had only broken up because the prince’s mother forced them apart, claiming he would need an heir not a lover. Still, he tried whenever he could to tempt Prince John back into a round of some fun.
“Sire, you have an absolute skill for encouraging contributions from the poor,” Sir Hiss complimented.

“To coin a phrase, my dear counselor,” Prince John retorted, which admittedly hurt Sir Hiss when he was referred to with only his title, “Rob the poor to feed the rich. Am I right? Now tell me, what is the next stop, Sir Hiss?” Sir Hiss, much better.

“Uh, let me see…” Sir Hiss answered while looking at the map, “Oh yes! The next stop is Nottingham, sire.”

“Oh!” Prince John exclaimed, “The richest plum of them all: Nottingham.” Prince John tried to fit the crown on his head but he had to stretch his ears to make it fit just right without loosely falling lower on his head.

“A perfect fit, sire,” Sir Hiss buttered up, “Most becoming! You look regal, dignified, sincere, masterful, noble, chival—”

“Don’t overdo it, Hiss.” Prince John cut him off, “This crown gives me a feeling of power! Power! Forgive me a cruel chuckle.” Prince John loved his theatrics.

Sir Hiss ignored the request of halting the compliments and continued: “…and how well King Richard’s crown sits on your noble brow.”

“Doesn’t it?” Prince John agreed before realizing the name that was uttered. “King Richard? I’ve told you to never mention my brother’s name!”

“A-a mere slip of the forked tongue, your majesty,” Sir Hiss apologized, “We’re in this plot together, if you don’t mind my saying so. Remember, it was your idea that I hypnotized him and—”

“I know,” Prince John chuckled, “and sent him off on that crazy crusade.” 

“Much to the sorrow of the Queen Mother.”

“Yes…” Prince John sighed, “Mother always did like Richard best.” Sir Hiss was desperate to have another round of love with Prince John, he wanted to show John he still cared for him. He knew John needed to relax before he would disobey his mother.
“Your highness, please, don’t cry,” Sir Hiss assured as he warmingly wrapped around Richard’s chess before locking eyes. He began hypnotizing John into a trance, his swirling eyes soon mirroring in Prince John’s. “Just relax…let’s love each other like old times…”

Prince John relaxingly smiled and hypnotically began to obey to the suggestion. The two opened their mouths and after a few kisses gently locked them, sharing tongues. Sir Hiss’ thinner tongue sexily wrapped around John’s large tongue, and he felt more passion and happiness than he had in a long time. Sir Hiss’ tail began to lower down into Prince John’s pants to rub his cock, giving it an erection. Suddenly Prince John realized what was happening and overpowered the trance.

“No! None of that!” he objected as he threw Hiss off. Prince John wanted to continue admittedly but he couldn’t disobey his mother. He just couldn’t. 

“I was only trying to help…” Sir Hiss depressingly sighed. Prince John caressed him briefly to show he wasn’t upset.

“Now look here,” Prince John responded, “We’re still friends, you’re still my counselor…and maybe someday we can continue as lovers. But for now—”

“FORTUNES! LUCKY CHARMS!”

Outside the carriage was Robin Hood and Little John disguised as female fortune tellers. Prince John looked outside to see them and then ordered the parade to halt.

“Sire, sire,” Sir Hiss objected, “They may be bandits!”

“Oh poppycock,” Prince John objected as the two outlaws in disguised approached the royal coach, “My dear ladies, you have my permission to kiss the royal hands.” 

Robin Hood smiled and femininely responded: “How gracious and generous!” He kissed the royal jewels and managed to steal them with his mouth. Sir Hiss seemed to be the only one who noticed and scowled at them.

“Sire!” he objected before Prince John angrily cut him off.

“Hiss I’ve had enough of you today!” the Prince snarled, “Go back in the coach!”

As Robin Hood distracted the Prince by telling him his fortune, Little John began sneakily stealing all the gold he could. He filled his shirt with some, giving him the illusion of large breasts. One of the guards noticed and gave him a whistle. Little John playfully winked before going behind the carriage, noticing even the hub caps were solid gold. After stealing them, he saw Robin laughingly running away with some gold and even the king’s royal robe.

“WE’VE BEEN ROBBED!” the Prince shouted as the two disguised outlaws ran away. “SEIZE THEM!” The guards hurryingly began to chase after him, but the royal coach without the hub caps quickly lost stability and collapsed in the mud, allowing the thieves to escape. 

“Oo-de-lally, oo-de-lally!” taunted Robin Hood as he waved back. The guards stopped to help the Prince and fix the broken carriage. Once they went back to their safe spot in a cave, the two laughed and took off their disguises.

“Fuck that was exhillerating,” Little John chuckled before getting on his knees and showing off his ass, “Let’s celebrate~” Robin grinned lustfully and then mounted Little John.

“I know we’re not romantic,” grunted Robin Hood as he thrusted, “but I love you sometimes, John.” Little John chuckled and moaned as he took thrust after thrust.

“I certainly love your cock, that’s for sure,” Little John winked. Robin Hood gripped his partner’s ass harder as he neared closer to finishing. “But pull out, will ya?”

“S-sure!” grunted Robin as he quickly managed to pull out and spray his cum all over Little John’s back.

“Well…” Little John sighed and then chuckled, “Maybe inside would have been better.” He went to the cave’s water and began washing. Robin chuckled and joined him.

[To be continued]
