John finds me <&
before those
soldiers do.

| can't
wove wuch
of anything
and I've been
out here
for three
days.

- Ya Il don't stop tracking down
{ that darn fox! We don't rest undil
A we re hauling him off ’ro jall' _,

soldiers of Prince John's

dowe quite a number
on we.

there are only holly
berries around. Nothing
to eat- Huh?

Qoo,
darn wolves
and rhinos

everywhere!

-gurrrale-

1 thought
living out in
Sherwood Forest meant
I'd never have to deal with
that no-good Prince and
those dumwy qguards. What
are they doing out
here for so long
anyway?

-grooooan-

-robin Hood?
| never thought
I'd actually run into
you. I'm J-Jess.
Oh, goodness. I'm
stamwering.




Stamwmering
is very wwuch so Mouse. All
unbecoming of a lady | can swell and
as I've been told. Oht hear is mouse.
You're hurt! Pid ite si
those soldiers e
do that?

Please!
Pon't eat
we! PLEASE!

| can't
do it. 's
just not
right. I'm
$0 sorry,
maam,

|
can't run
or even walk
any longer
until | get healed
and | haven't

Well, as flattering as it is to
look tasty enough to be eaten by a rogue like you, |
can be of sowme better assistance. | can give you sunflower
seeds in that bag there and get some bandages and healing
ointwents from howe. It's only five minutes

So please
don't lose heart,
Robin.




I'm just glad
you snapped out

being held in
the wmouth of such a
handsome fox like
yourself is . ..
such a blush-
worthy
thought.

| knew
you'd feel
guilty later
for eating we,
but | wouldn't be
against you
having a little
taste now that
you can think
clearly.

B-but |
know that
is foo odd
for even
you to
approve
of.

Well, | wouldn't
say "“too odd". | mean
I'd just be having
a little taste.
Not anything
wore.

Ninh-
Sorry. it
aches a lil.

Oh, don't
worry. Just open
your mouth and
I'll climb in.




Well, I'll try to hold onto your

tongue. Pon't wanna get poked by those

teeth of yours.

o

q

AN

/4
*slosh®

You taste
heavenly even
with some
cloth over
You.

*GULP* /

You look
pretty hurt.
Need we fo

carry ya
back to the

hideout?




Next time we urp
gotta rum, let's not split Yeah y.|o-|’

up. You know they're mainly waking that

after you.

wistake ever
again.

*SQUISH*

*squish*

A

Can he
even hear
O me?

0Oh, she's
woving around
$0 much in there.
| don't want Little
John knowing about
we actually eating
a wouse.

Even though,
she was the
tastiest thing l've
had in years
it seems.

MUCH LATER

Krr—
sorry about
that, but
does it help fo
know you tasted
wonderful and
were so
filling?

*says dryly,*
Ooh-de-la-lay.

That all
happened more
romantically in

wy head.




