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The forest of Sherwood offered no sanctuary to the weary, yet Robin moved through the dense thicket with the silence of a ghost. The afternoon sun struggled to pierce the canopy of ancient oaks, casting long, distorted shadows across the mossy floor. In his right hand, he gripped the leather drawstrings of a heavy purse, the silver coins within clinking softly with every stride. He had intercepted a carriage of wealthy merchants near the northern crossroads, their guards having fled at the mere sight of his brawny frame and the sharp glint of his blade. Robin was a man of thirty and two years, his skin the color of dark earth, a stark contrast to the pale inhabitants of the surrounding shires. His body was lean and forged from years of survival, every muscle defined beneath his weathered tunic. Short brown hair fell to his shoulders, framing a face that bore the marks of a man who knew both the cruelty of the world and the necessity of kindness.
He emerged from the treeline as the sun began its slow descent toward the horizon, painting the sky in hues of bruised purple and orange. Before him lay a small, secluded village, a collection of timber-framed cottages with thatched roofs that seemed to huddle together for warmth. This place, like so many others in the kingdom, had been hollowed out by the king’s endless wars. The men had been marched away months ago, leaving behind a ghost town of women, children, and the elderly. Robin felt the heaviness of the stolen gold in his hand, a burden he intended to shed before the moon reached its zenith. He did not seek glory or thanks; he sought only to balance the scales of a world that took everything from the poor and gave nothing back.
As he walked down the main dirt path, the silence was eerie. No blacksmith’s hammer rang out, and no tavern songs drifted on the breeze. The only sound was the distant lowing of a lone cow and the rustle of wind through the dry grass. He stopped near a small cottage at the edge of the village, its garden overgrown with weeds. A woman stood by the well, her back to him. She was young, perhaps nineteen years of age, and her most striking feature was her hair. It was a brilliant, shimmering blonde, cascading down her back like a waterfall of silk until it reached her very buttocks.
Robin cleared his throat, his voice deep and steady. "Good evening to thee, mistress."
The woman turned sharply, her eyes widening as she took in his appearance. She was Marion, a girl whose beauty seemed out of place in such a desolate setting. Her face was heart-shaped, her skin fair and dusted with light freckles across the bridge of her nose. Her bodice was laced tight, straining against her small but perfectly round breasts, which rose and fell with her quickened breath. She did not look at him with fear, but with a burning curiosity that made Robin’s pulse quicken.
"Thou art the one they speak of in whispers," Marion said, her voice trembling not with terror, but with a strange, frantic energy. "The man who takes from the rich to feed the forgotten."
Robin stepped closer, extending the leather purse toward her. "I have no need for these coins, mistress. Take them. Buy grain for the winter. Ensure the children of this village do not go hungry while their fathers bleed in foreign lands."
Marion looked at the purse, then back up at Robin. She did not reach for the gold. Instead, she took a step toward him, her long blonde hair swaying around her hips. "The village is well enough for food, Master Robin. We have our gardens and our livestock. But there is a hunger here that gold cannot satisfy. The men have been gone since the first thaw, and the nights are long and cold."
Robin frowned, his hand still outstretched. "Surely there is something thou dost require. Tools? Seed? Cloth?"
"I want none of thy stolen trinkets," Marion replied, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. She reached out, her fingers brushing against the dark skin of his forearm. Her touch was electric, sending a jolt of heat through Robin’s veins. "I have heard tales of thy kind, Robin. Tales of the strength in thy limbs and the secrets hidden beneath thy clothes. They say thou art different from the men of these parts."
Robin felt his cock stir beneath his breeches. He was a confident man, well aware of the effect his presence had on women, but there was a raw desperation in Marion’s eyes that caught him off guard. She was a woman who had been starved of touch for too long, her body aching for the friction of a man’s skin.
"Mistress, I am but a man," Robin said, though his voice lacked its usual resolve.
"Then prove it," Marion challenged. She moved closer, the scent of lavender and sweat clinging to her. She looked down at the bulge in his breeches, her eyes tracing the length of his dick as it strained against the fabric. "I have heard tell of a hood of skin that covers the head of thy member. A curiosity I have never seen on the pale boys of this village. I would see it for myself?"
Robin’s breath caught. He dropped the purse of gold into the dirt, the silver coins forgotten. The air between them grew thick with a tension that surpassed the simple need for survival. Marion did not wait for his permission. She reached up, her small hands cupping his face, her thumbs stroking his cheekbones. She pulled him down toward her, her lips meeting his in a kiss that was both frantic and demanding. Her tongue flicked against his, tasting of salt and desire.
Robin groaned into her mouth, his hands finding her waist. He pulled her flush against him, feeling the softness of her small, round tits pressing into his chest. She was so petite compared to him, a delicate flower against a weathered oak. Marion broke the kiss, her breath coming in ragged gasps. She knelt before him in the dirt, her long blonde hair pooling around her knees like a golden shroud. Her fingers worked at the fastenings of his breeches with a feverish intensity.
"Show me," she whispered, her eyes locked on his. "Show me the hood."
Robin watched as she peeled back the heavy fabric of his trousers. His cock sprang free, thick and dark, already fully erect and throbbing with a life of its own. It was slightly bigger than average, a formidable weapon of flesh that seemed to fascinate her. Marion’s eyes went wide as she beheld it. She reached out, her pale fingers contrasting sharply against the deep brown of his skin. She touched the tip of his dick, where the foreskin, the hood she had heard so much about, bunched up around the head.
"Tis beautiful," she breathed.
She took the length of him in her hand, her grip firm and warm. Slowly, she began to slide her fingers down, pulling the hood of skin back to reveal the sensitive, dark purple head of his cock. Robin threw his head back, a low growl escaping his throat. The sensation was intense, the friction of her skin against his most vulnerable part sending waves of pleasure through his entire body. Marion leaned forward, her blonde hair falling over her shoulders and brushing against his thighs. She opened her mouth, her wet tongue darting out to lick the very tip of his member.
"Thy pussy must be aching," Robin managed to say, his voice thick with lust.
"It is a wet pussy indeed, Master Robin," she replied, looking up at him through her lashes. "It has been empty for so long, crying out for the feel of a man. I care not for thy gold. I want thy cock. I want to feel the heaviness of it inside me, stretching my cunt until I can think of nothing else."
She did not wait for him to respond. She took the head of his cock into her mouth, her lips forming a tight seal around him. The warmth was staggering. Marion was not shy; she sucked with a hunger that spoke of months of deprivation. She used her tongue to swirl around the ridge of his glans, her teeth grazing him just enough to make him shudder. Robin looked down, watching the top of her blonde head as she moved up and down on him. The sight of this young, beautiful woman devouring him in the middle of a deserted village was more intoxicating than any ale he had ever tasted.
He reached down, his fingers tangling in her long hair, guiding her motion. She went deeper, taking more of his dick into her throat, her eyes fluttering shut as she focused on the task. Robin could feel the muscles of her throat constricting around him, a sensation so tight and perfect that he feared he might cum right then and there. But he held back, wanting to savor every moment of her efforts.
Marion pulled back for a moment. She looked at the hood of skin, which had slid forward again as she moved. She reached out and pulled it back once more, her thumb rubbing the sensitive underside of his shaft.
"I have never seen such a thing," she whispered, her voice full of wonder. "The way it slides, the way it protects the head... it makes every stroke feel like a new discovery."
She went back to work, her pace increasing. She was determined to give him the best blow job of his life, and Robin was more than happy to let her. He looked around the village, the empty houses standing like silent witnesses to their transgression. He didn't care. The world could end tomorrow, the king’s soldiers could come riding through the gates with fire and steel, and it wouldn't matter as long as Marion’s mouth was wrapped around his cock.
The pleasure was building, a fire starting at the base of his spine and spreading through his limbs. He felt his balls tighten, the precursor to a powerful orgasm. Marion seemed to sense his nearing peak. She sucked harder, her hand working the base of his cock in tandem
d2d_images/cover.jpg
Robin's Black

s - e S0 4
- \@f( ) I@ B .

\\\i\w
\\

Katie Kay





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





