Even though Prince John offered up a huge reward for the capture of Robin Hood, that elusive rogue kept right on robbin’ the rich to feed the poor. And he kept right on fucking too! But now we must witness the no-good Sheriff of Nottingham…

*
*
*
The sheriff was singing to himself a song as he strutted through the streets of Nottingham, collecting taxes. His song carried along the wind to a nearby home where a man of the church was happily sucking the cock of a blacksmith, relaxing in his chair and with a broken leg. He grunted as he came down the friar’s throat.

“Thanks Friar Tuck,” the dog panted, “I haven’t been able to have normal sex since I broke my leg. This is the first of anything I’ve had in months.” The friar wiped the cum from his lips and swallowed what was in his mouth before standing up. He then took a bag of money from Robin Hood and gave it to the dog.
“Always happy to be there, Otto,” the Friar answered before his ears perked up upon hearing the sheriff. “It’s the sheriff! Hurry, hide that bag, quick!” Otto hurriedly hid the coins in his leg cast and disposed of the bag. However, the sheriff overheard their scheme and chuckled as he knocked on the door.
“Ready or not, here I come!” he cackled as he opened the door, “Greetings from your friendly neighborhood tax collector!”

“Oh take it easy on me, sheriff,” Otto pleaded, “What with this busted leg and all. I’m way behind in my work sheriff.”

“Oh I know, Otto,” the sheriff faked sympathy, “But you’re behind in your taxes too.”

“Oh have a heart, sheriff!” Friar Tuck interjected, “Can’t you see he’s laid up? C’mon Otto, you should rest.” He helped Otto to a chair, but unfortunately the rattling gave away the coins in his cast. The sheriff smiled and walked up to Otto and grabbed his leg and shook the coins out.

“Bingo!” the sheriff grinned, “Ah, what they won’t think of next. It smarts, don’t it, Otto? But Prince John says that taxes should hurt.”

“Now you see here, you evil, flint-hearted—”

“Now, now, now!” taunted the sheriff, “Save your sermon, preacher. It ain’t Sunday, you know!” He cackles once more as he leaves the home and heads towards another. He opens the door, shocking a family of rabbits celebrating a birthday.

“Happy birthdaaaaay…toooooo yooooooou!” the Sheriff sang, the others horrified. The sheriff saw the box in the boy’s hand. “Well now, sonny, that box is done up right pretty, ain’t it?”

“Well, Mr. Sheriff, sir,” Skippy nervously answered, “It’s my birthday present, sir.”

“It sure is!” said the sheriff, “Why don’t you open it?” Skippy opened the box to discover a farthing. He smiled wondrously at it before the sheriff seized it for himself, to Skippy’s disheartenment.

“Have you no heart?” the mother angrily gritted, “we all scrimped and saved to give it to him!”

“Oh don’t take it so hard,” the sheriff said to Skippy as he began tearing up, “Prince John wishes you a happy birthday too.”
“Alms, alms, alms for the poor,” creaked a voice as Robin Hood hobbled in disguised as a beggar. The sheriff chuckled and bounced a coin in the cup to catch the three others that bounced into the air. The mother gasped at such greed as the sheriff left.

“What a dirty trick!” scoffed the mother as she went to comfort the beggar, “Why don’t you rest.” The children stared curiously at the beggar.

“Thank ye kindly, mother,” the disguised Robin said, “Tell me now, did me old ears hear someone singin’ a birthday ditty?”
Skippy sniffed before nodding: “Yes, sir…and that mean old sheriff took my birthday present.”

“Did he now?” Robin questioned before lowering the sunglasses and slipping a hole in his disguise, “Be a stout-hearted little lad and don’t let it get ya down.”

“Gee whiz!” Skippy exclaimed excitedly, “It’s Robin Hood!”

Robin Hood shook off his disguise: “Happy birthday, son!”

“He’s so handsome~” sighed the oldest sister of the family, “Just like his reward poster.”

“Tell me young man,” Robin inquired as he knelt beside Skippy, “How old are you today?”

“Gosh, I’m seven years old, goin’ on eight.”

“Seven?” Robin enthusiastically exclaimed to help cheer Skippy, “Well that does make you the man of the house, and I think I know the right present for you.” Robin whispered into the mother rabbit’s ears as a curious Skippy watched.

“Robin!” the mother blushed, “I mean…I know I told you I like that but…it’s best to stay a fantasy of the mind.”

“Nonsense,” Robin devilishly encouraged, “I won’t tell, make his birthday special and fulfill your fantasy.” The mother rabbit bit her lower lips.
“Oh Skippy,” the mother called in a slightly lower voice, “Since you’re the man of the house now, why don’t you help your mother with some fatherly duties~” She motioned Skippy to her bedroom. Skippy blushed a bit but was still ignorant to the full implications as he followed her. Robin motioned the other kids to their rooms. 

“Aw,” the older sister rabbit skulked, “I wanted to see what the present was!”

“Worry not, little one,” Robin soothed, “This needs to be private. But I’ll give you your own present before I go.” Robin pressed his lips to the young rabbit’s. She blushed but happily took it. Robin almost pressed for tongue but the sister rabbit shyly giggled and ran off, thinking she already won the jackpot of gifts. Robin chuckled and shook his head amusingly as she ran off.

Inside the mother’s bedroom, the mother opened her cloak to reveal her body. Skippy’s eyes widened and he quickly got an erection which momentarily distracted him from the beautiful body being displayed to him.

“Do not worry Skippy,” the mother assured, “That’s perfectly normal and means you’re ready to be the new father of the household.” She disposed of her clothes entirely and laid on the bed. Skippy got into the bed with her, attracted by the warmth.

“W-what do we do now?” he asked with an eagerness balanced by curiosity.

“Well my dear you just put your cock here into your mother’s pussy,” she instructed as she gently stroked his cock as she mentioned the part, “Then we’ll both feel really good.” Skippy moaned from the mere stroke, and if that felt good he figured the thing his mother was referring to would feel amazing. The mother spread her legs to reveal her pussy, already wet with anticipation, and guided Skippy between her legs. Skippy then began moving his cock in and out of the moist cavern, slow and rickety at first but quickly getting the hang of it.

“Oh wow!” he exclaimed as he felt the euphoric feeling of sex. The mother moaned with the motions, which merely made Skippy even more eager to continue. Robin Hood slipped in and admired the scene before him. He then displayed his own erect cock in front of the mother’s muzzle. Skippy blushed at how much bigger Robin’s cock was but also at how his mother looked at it. She then happily began sucking it.

“Such a good mother and lady,” Robin complimented, “Able to serve your duties to the man of the house and guests.” The mother rabbit was so deep in multiple fantasies that she almost couldn’t stay consciously focused and was practically on autopilot. Skippy shot cum up his mother’s womb and moments later Robin shot strings down the mother’s throat. The mother panted in recovery.

“Oh boys that was wonderful~” she sighed happily.

“I wanna try that thing Robin was doing!” Skippy said as he moved his fluid-covered cock to the mother’s mouth. The mother happily began sucking her son. Robin cleaned himself up.
“Well sadly I must be going now,” Robin said, “But you two keep having fun.”

“Bye Robin!” Skippy waved before pushing his mother’s head further. Robin left Skippy a hat and bow on his way out.

