
“Yeah, yeah, I'm goin' already, quit poking me!” the Sheriff growled and grunted as the throng of gleeful and vengeful townsfolk prodded him along towards the town square, his hands bound behind his back by a length of strong, thick rope. Behind him trudged the defeated and humiliated Prince John, the wolf and lion's ankles chained together by chains and cuffs, his hands tied up in the same fashion. Among the crowd stood Robin Hood along with his friend and companion Little John, walking with the bound duo and keeping a close eye on them to make sure they didn't try anything untoward. With them walked the king himself; King Richard who had finally returned to reclaim his throne from his tyrannical brother. He marched the two prisoners through the streets of Nottingham, occasionally giving the Sherrif's rump a prod with his sword to hurry him along.


“Come on, you two,  hurry up!” the big bulky lion said, his deep, strong voice booming, “I don't have all day you know, a true king has important matters to attend to!”


“Tch... True king... I'll show him who's the true king here...” Prince John grumbled.


“Did you say something, brother?” Richard glared at his small and meek sibling.


“Ah! N-no, not at all.” John gulped.


“Hmph, I thought not.” Richard scoffed and continued to march them onwards until they'd reached the destination; the town square, where several wooden stocks awaited their next criminal to lock up, namely Prince John and his Sheriff.


“On with you, then!” Richard ordered, “Step up to the stocks; you first, wolf.” the Sheriff hesitated. If they locked him in there it was going to be a very long while before he was going to get out, and who knows what the horde of angry townsfolk would do to him?


“Er... Now, this ain't really necessary, is it?” he gulped, “I mean, I-I was just followin' my orders, it was Prince John who told me to shake down all them poor, innocent townsfolks!”


“What?!” John glared hatefully at him, “You treacherous little...!”


“Quiet!” Richard ordered, “Get into the stocks before I have to force you into them!” Sheriff looked down at the small wooden prison in front of him.


“Dammit...” he cursed to himself. With no way of escaping or fighting back it seemed that he had no choice. Robin stepped up and opened the stocks for him.


“'Ere, let me hold it open for you, big boy.” he said with smirk.


“Gee, yer too kind.” the Sheriff growled. He felt the rope around his wrists being cut and, for a moment, considered fighting his way out of the situation. He looked at the crowd and then at Robin and finally at King Richard. Cursing beneath his breath, the Sheriff realized how hopeless it would be. Besides, even if he did manage to fight his way past them, his ankles were still cuffed together with Prince John's which, to say the least, would slow him down quite a bit. He reluctantly placed his hands and head into the stocks and grimaced as Robin brought the upper half down. Click. He heard Richard locking it in place. He was stuck there; a bound prisoner in the same town he'd been bankrupting mere days ago. His and John's ankles were uncuffed and the lion prince was pushed towards his own stocks.


“Yes, yes, alright, I'm going!” he growled, swatting away Richard's hand as the older feline prodded him along. Prince John got into position; head and hands in the stocks, “I can't believe this. I am Prince John; do you hear me?! Prince John! You can't lock me up like some petty criminal!” click. He was locked in place.


“Oh, you're much worse than a petty criminal, you scumbag.” Robin said. Prince John glared at him, eyes filled with hate.


“You... You bastard!” he spat.


“Ha, such language, brother.” Richard chuckled and stepped up the younger prince, “Someone should plug up that mouth of yours to stop you spitting such obscenities.”


“Well, you know what usually happens to those in the stocks...” Robin smirked.


“Oh, that I do.” Richard gave a mischievous chuckle.


“W-wait...” Prince John spoke up, “What... What are you suggesting?”


“Well, since you two are all locked up and aren't going anywhere for a while, maybe we could all have some fun with you...” Robin locked eyes with the prince, a look of fear spreading across the feline's face.


“Y-you can't be serious!” he gasped, “I won't have my pride hurt like that!”


“Your pride won't be the only thing hurting when we're done!” Richard laughed.


“And ain't it fair that after how much you and ol' bushel britches here screwed us all over, we get to screw you back?” Little John spoke up, glancing at the prince and then turning to the Sheriff, “To be honest, I'm more interested in havin' some fun with the big guy here than the prince.” the Sheriff stared up at the big bear.


“Tch, ain't ya gonna buy me dinner first?” he scoffed.


“Dinner?” Little John echoed, “Yeah, I got some dinner for ya. Got a big ol' sausage you can shove in your mouth.” the Sheriff grimaced and looked away, blushing slightly. He gulped. Little John wasn't actually planning on... Was he...?


Robin stepped up next to his bear companion, a wide, cocky grin on his face.


“So, are we going to teach these two a lesson then?” he said, and then addressed the crowd, “What do you say, everyone? Shall we show these two what for?” the crowd erupted in eager cheers and applause. Everyone there wanted to see the prince and sheriff getting what was coming to them. Little John chuckled with approval at the crowd's reaction and knelt down, coming face to face with the wolf. They locked eyes.


“The hell're you lookin' at?” the Sheriff growled. John ignored the question.


“Y'know, bushel britches, you ain't bad lookin'.” he said, “In fact, I got a secret to share with ya. I kinda like you. Well, your looks anyway. Personality-wise you're a piece of garbage, but, shucks, I've jerked off to you plenty 'a times before.”


“Tch... Damn pervert...” Sheriff growled.


“Pervert, huh?” John chuckled and took the Sheriff's chin in his hand, “Bushel britches you ain't even seen perverted yet.” he gripped the wolf by his shirt and leaned in close. The Sheriff opened his mouth to protest but suddenly found his maw filled with John's thick, wet tongue. The wolf struggled, but he wasn't going anywhere, and Little John certainly wasn't planning on letting him go. Robin watched as Little John kissed the Sheriff deeply and forcefully, tongue being pushed as deep into the wolf's mouth as he could get it. John's fantasies about the Sheriff weren't a secret to Robin; he knew how badly the bear wanted to fuck him. It was rather nice seeing him finally get what he wanted.


While Little John had his fun making out with the bound Sheriff, Robin circled around to see what the lupine had to offer.


“Well, let's see what you've got back here, eh?” he grinned, “I'm willing to bet you've got a might fine arse, going by the size of you, Sheriff.” he reached down, unbuckled the belt the Sheriff wore and let it fall to the ground before taking the base of the wolf's tunic in his hands and yanking it up, tossing the skirt-like garment over the top of the stocks so that it wouldn't flop back down. The Sheriff wore a simple loincloth-like undergarment which Robin managed to simply tear off of his body, leaving his nether regions completely naked and exposed. The crowd cheered and laughed.


“Oi, nice arse, Sheriff!” someone yelled out. The jeering coaxed another round of laughter from the onlookers and the Sheriff could feel his cheeks turning bright pink from the embarrassment. He gave muffled groans and gasps around Little John's mouth and tried to pull away, but John placed a firm hand on his head and gripped his fur tight, holding him in place and knocking the ill-fitting hat the Sheriff always wore to the floor. John's tongue rubbed up against the Sheriff's and the bound male shivered as the sensation tickled him slightly.


“Mrrph! Mm! G...rr...fff...!” the Sheriff tried to express his dismay but his mouth was too busy being filled with wet bear tongue for him to be able to speak. He heard Robin giving an impressed whistle behind him.


“Whew! Look at this arse!” he laughed, bringing a hand down hard on the Sheriff's rump and making him give out a muffled gasp, “Heh, big and fat and soft... Little John's really going to enjoy this!”


“Mrrph!” the Sheriff groaned and shook his head as best he could in his position. Little John continued to kiss him, their lips smacking together and making loud, lewd and wet noises. Soon enough, the big bear pulled back.


“You're a good kisser.” he grinned.


“Tch... Screw you...” the Sheriff spat.


“Aw, don't be like that.” Little John chuckled, amused at the Sheriff's clear displeasure, “I mean it; you're a real good kisser... I mean, just look what you did.” Little John stood upright and the Sheriff looked at him curiously, a lump rising in his throat when he saw the twitching and growing bulge in the crotch of the bear's tunic. Little John reached down and started groping himself, giving his cock a good squeezing through his clothes. “It ain't even all the way yet.” John gave a wide, proud grin.


“G...Geez...” the Sheriff gulped, “That... That thing better not be goin' anywhere near me!”


“Heh, aw c'mon, bushel britches, what else am I gonna do with this thing?” he took his tunic in his hands and started to undress. The Sheriff could only watch as the bear yanked off his clothes in front of him, leaving his tunic and undergarments in a heap on the floor and revealing his big, fat, semi-hard bear cock which emerged from his thick, furry sheath. The Sheriff's eyes went wide when he laid eyes on it. It was already seven inches and hadn't reached full hardness yet and it had a thick, intimidating girth to it. Little John stepped up to him and took the base of his cock in his hand, shaking it obscenely at the wolf.


“You gonna make a joke about my nickname?” he smirked.


“Tch... Too easy.” the Sheriff shrugged.


“Really? No puns or anything? Ah, you're no fun.” John chuckled, “Fine, then allow me. I guess they should call me big John, huh? Ha!” the Sheriff glared at him, unimpressed. “Ah, whatever. Here, why don't you have a sniff of it?” he grabbed the Sheriff by the fur of his head and started slapping his cock across his muzzle.


“Ack! Ow!” the Sheriff grunted. The musky scent of John's dick filled his nose and flooded his senses.


“How's that, huh? You like my scent? A lot of guys go crazy over it.” Little John rubbed his cock all over the Sheriff's face, his length still hardening, growing longer until it had reached its full nine inches.


King Richard watched on, standing next to his bound brother.


“Those three look like they're having fun.” Richard chuckled. In front of them Little John continued to slap his cock across the Sheriff's face, teasing and laughing at him while Robin toyed and played with the wolf's fat, furry ass. Richard turned his attention to his brother, “Why don't we have some fun, eh?”


“Fun?” Prince John echoed, “And what kind of fun did you have in mind? You couldn't possibly be thinking of...” their eyes met and the wicked and mischievous look on Richard's face told him everything he needed to know, “Y-you can't be serious! To me- your own brother?!”


“I am very serious.” Richard said, “After all you've done to my subjects it's only fair that I personally punish you for your crimes.” he leaned down, their faces coming within inches of each other, and then he whispered, “I'm going to show everyone here your secret shame.” Prince John's eyes widened.


“W-w-wait! There's no need for that!” he gasped, “Um, er, I... I'll... I'll give you a blowjob! Yes, that's it; just... just don't show them that!”


“Ha! Oh, you'll give me a blowjob whether I show them or not!” Richard laughed. A few of the observing townsfolk heard that and turned their attention to the two lions, curious as to what their king was planning on showing them. The King circled around and drew his sword so that he could cut through his brother's clothes.


“No! Wait! For god's sake, stop!” Prince John pleaded and begged, but Richard was having none of it. A couple seconds later and he'd cut through the prince's clothes, letting the shredded remains fall to the floor, leaving him completely naked. It took a moment for the crowd to realize what was being shown to them, but all eyes were drawn to the prince's crotch when someone pointed and yelled out.


“Look at 'is tiny cock!!” the crowd then erupted into laughter. They pointed, jeered and mocked him. Even Robin and Little John took a few moments out of tormenting the Sheriff to look at the small tool Prince John was equipped with, smirking and chuckling when they laid eyes on it.


“You... You...!” Prince John was at a loss for words. His whole face was blushing bright pink from the sever humiliation of it all. What's more, the prince was equipped with an uncut, non-sheathed cock, as did Richard and the rest of the royal family, which meant his diminutive size was clear and obvious the moment one laid eyes on it.
