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CHAPTER ONE
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The Bandit

Kayden ran through the woods. His adventures in fantasy were getting more and more dangerous. Arrows whizzed past his head. Kayden had never seen real archery before—he'd shot a bow at Cub Scout camp a few times, but he'd never even watched archers in the Olympics. His only experience in archery came from playing an elven archer in D&D.

And now he was in the land of Nottingham, a small barony in the Kingdom of Tobliss, where the local sheriff's men were shooting arrows at him. These were not fictional arrows being shot by a fictional fourteenth-level elf. These were real arrows with sharp arrowheads, shot by trained humans who wanted him dead. These arrows slid six inches or more into the trunks of trees that they hit, a fact that made Kayden fear for his life—he was, after all, much softer than a tree trunk. One of those arrows would go much further in him than a tree.

"Scoundrels!" a voice rang out from somewhere in the woods.

And then there was another volley of arrows, but this time they flew in the other direction. There were more archers in front of him. Kayden stopped cold.

His instinct was to take out his machine and try to activate it before he was surrounded. If these men captured him, they'd take away the machine—just a small metal ball to them, who would have no way of knowing how to activate it—and he'd be stuck in Nottingham until he got it back.

Kayden was an inventor. He was from Earth, the real Earth. He had invented a glorious machine that enabled him to travel between the worlds of fiction and fantasy.

There was only one thing to do with a machine such as this, as far as Kayden was concerned—rough trade. He used that machine to travel between realms and seek out the hot alpha males he had been fantasizing about since he was a boy. He'd jerked off the Serpent King of Al-Sabir, been sodomized by the warrior Jammarcus the Brave and even had a torrid affair with a half-ogre named Chuthing.

But now he was stuck, and the machine would only switch him between worlds, not take him home.

He realized only slowly that the men in front of him, shooting arrows in his direction, were, in fact, shooting over his head. If they were aiming at him, they were aiming very poorly.

They weren't aiming at him. They were aiming at the sheriff's men, who fell back, barking orders at each other. Kayden stopped running. He gasped for breath and leaned over to heave. He thought he might throw up. People in fantasy novels were in such good shape, and Kayden hadn't yet gotten fit enough to keep up.

"Good afternoon, gentle sir," came a deep, ringing voice.

There were a handful of men in front of him, carrying bows and quivers of arrows. They wore green-and-brown clothes that worked like camouflage—that was why Kayden didn't see them until the moment they popped out right in front of him. The leader, the one who stood in front of the others like he was in charge, was a godawful handsome blond with broad shoulders and a tangled mess of hair hidden behind a dark green cap. That was who had spoken to Kayden.

"Oh, uh, hello," Kayden said, still gathering his breath. He blushed, wondering how weak he looked to them.

"I am Robin Hood," said the man, who removed his cap. "And these are my Merry Men: Friar Tuck, Will Scarlet and Nonesuch. We are glad to have you in our fair Sherwood Forest."

"Oh. Oh!" Kayden said with a smile. This was the first time he had taken the fantasy machine to a realm whose fiction he recognized. This was the Robin Hood.

"Come with us," he said. "Break bread with us. Let us feast and be friends forevermore!" The other Merry Men all cheered along with him.

They led Kayden away, to a hidden copse of trees in which they made their home. There was a campfire smoldering, and an entire pheasant had been cooking underground with herbs and root vegetables. They dug it up and served it as a feast.

It tasted good, though Kayden did not see it as much of a feast. It needed salt. That was one of the biggest disappointments since he came to the world of fantasy—salt was rare and expensive, and nothing tasted right without it. Still, he appreciated the effort, and he listened politely as though he didn't already know the story as Robin Hood explained how he stole from the rich to give to the poor.
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"It looks like you must be one of the latter," Robin Hood said. The sun was going down, but the night had already come in this shadowy copse of trees. If it weren't for the firelight, it would have been pitch-black already. "Are you in need, good sir? I know of a place in East Carangia, there's a lot of nubblins there, but it's safe."

"Uh-huh, I'm not really that poor."

"Oh? Then why does the Sheriff of Nottingham want you dead?"

"Well... I didn't follow all the rules he laid out," Kayden said. "I offered one of his guardsmen some money to do something that the Sheriff thought of as shirking his duty. So I was to be arrested for corrupting a guardsman."

Robin Hood scrunched up his eyebrows. "What did you do? The guardsmen are interested in little more than drinking and carousing."

"Yeah. That's it."

"What?"

"I offered him mead, and then I... touched him. With his permission. He gave me permission before he started drinking," Kayden said. He blushed. A long, pregnant pause filled the air. Kayden wasn't sure if Robin Hood and the Merry Men were even aware what he was referring to.

It was Friar Tuck who spoke up. "When you say you touched him, what does that mean? Did you carry him to his barracks because he was drunk?"

"No... I pleasured him. I jerked his dick. I would have had him stick me in the ass but he came too quickly," Kayden said.

That awkward silence continued. Finally it was broken by Friar Tuck again, who rumbled, "Well, boys... You know my position. I'm a man of spiritual-"

He was interrupted by a torrent of laughter from the others. Nonesuch laughed as though he had never heard anything so funny. "A real lavender boy! How convenient! We don't even need to go to the bathhouse." He stood up and grabbed his dick through his breeches.

Will Scarlet stood up. He was a dark-haired, square-jawed willowy type, with deep, dark eyes. He was entirely too handsome for Kayden, who liked his men with a little grit (or even a lot, but at least a little). Will Scarlet looked like a soap opera star, and even in a soap, he'd be typecast as a prettyboy. He was cute, but not hot. Nonesuch was not really any better; he said he was twenty-two, but he looked like he was about ten, just with some extra hairs on his chin. Friar Tuck was fat and jolly. None of them got Kayden's engines roaring, though he could have gazed into Will Scarlet's eyes for hours.

Friar Tuck backed away, holding his hands up as he continued to quietly counsel the Merry Men to remember their sexual ethics. Will Scarlet and Nonesuch stood and began to take off their clothes until Kayden stopped them, while Robin Hood just watched with a wry grin on his face.

"Wait, stop, stop," Kayden said. He blushed. Will Scarlet was stark naked already. He was a bit skinny, his chest entirely too smooth for Kayden. Nonesuch had a surprisingly big cock. They stopped when Kayden held his hand up. "I, uh... I didn't say I wanted you guys."

"Oh, are you picky?"

"Are we too dirty?" Will Scarlet asked. He sniffed at his own armpit and wrinkled his nose.

"No, that's-"

"No, lavender men like it dirty," Nonesuch said.

"Perhaps he is attempting to overcome his inner, baser nature," Friar Tuck said. "We should encourage that."

"It is not-"

"Maybe it was simply a matter of money," Robin Hood said. He was the only one who remained seated. "He said that he touched the guardsman in exchange for money. He did not say that he wanted to. We have all known men pushed into the most disreputable of activities by this land, by the poverty and deprivation the Sheriff of Nottingham manufactures. We should not judge him, as I have never judged you lot."

"I actually paid him though, not-" Kayden tried to jump in, but the others were speaking so fast they talked right over him.

"He does not look like a gutter-tramp."

"Lookit him though, he kinda looks a bit limp-wristed," Nonesuch said. "I bet he likes it."

"Please, everybody, stop!" Kayden barked for attention. "Hey! Please! Let me explain. Everyone stop speculating." He paused. "I'm into that, but I'm not going to jerk you all off."

Friar Tuck threw his hands in the air. "Thank you! Finally a victory for ethical-"

"Hush, Friar Tuck, sorry. I'm not going to jerk you all off because I think only one of you is really worthwhile," Kayden said.

Will Scarlet beamed. He obviously thought it would be him. He had put his pants back on, but his shirt remained off. He smiled at Kayden and took a step closer as though he was about to receive a trophy. His pecs rippled.

But Kayden turned to Robin Hood, whose ruggedly handsome face was drenched in shadows cast by the flickering firelight. "You, Sir Robin Hood-"

"I am no knight nor landed gentry nor any kind of noble, you need not address me as sir-"

"Him?! Okay, first of all, women love me way more than him. He is older and he is plumper and he does not have my eyes and he has a woman-" Will Scarlet appeared genuinely offended that he wasn't chosen.

"Will!" Robin Hood snapped at him. Then Robin smiled at Kayden. "I'm sorry, he is right though. I am engaged with the beloved Maid Marian. I can not betray her trust. You would be better served with Will. He is popular with women and-"

"Hey!" Nonesuch's tiny body jumped in front of Will. He had never put his breeches back on, so his massive cock swayed between his legs. "I have the meat to satisfy any woman-"

"Only between your legs though," Will Scarlet said with a haughty laugh. "You are too short and skinny. Women do not like that. Women do not care how big your meat is. They like my handsome eyes."
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"Robin Hood, you steal from the rich to give to the poor, right? Even though stealing is wrong?" Kayden asked. The Merry Men continued their argument, but Kayden took Robin's hand in his and gripped it casually.

"Indeed. Theft is wrong, but so is allowing the poor to suffer when they do not have to."

"I totally agree," Kayden said. "But I am offering to jerk you off however you want it, you can ramrod me-" Robin Hood blanched as though he didn't like hearing it put so explicitly. Kayden just smiled and kissed the back of his hand. "And I'll pay you. I'll give you a hundred gold pieces. You don't have to steal it. You'll give it to the poor, and they'll laud you as a savior and a saint. So cheating on your beloved Maid Marian is wrong, yes, but it is less wrong than stealing and it is much less wrong than allowing the poor to suffer and die."

Robin Hood flared his nostrils. He glanced back at his Merry Men, who laughed and shushed each other. Finally Robin nodded.

"Allow me to see the gold first. A hundred gold pieces is a lot. We could build that orphanage..."

Kayden's machine provided him with appropriate money and other items needed to survive in each land he travelled to, as well as translated words and provided the needed background information for each world he visited. The hundred gold coins in his pocket was the last of his money. He pulled it out and counted it. He wasn't worried about these men stealing it, ironically enough, because it seemed Robin Hood had enough honor to earn it when he could.

Robin Hood's cock popped out of his breeches. It stank like the woods, Kayden noticed, his nose wrinkling as he got a whiff of it. It didn't smell bad, but there was a mustiness to it, a musky quality that made Kayden's cock hard in his pants. He flickered his tongue over the tip, which made it twitch and Robin Hood's entire body shake.

The others turned around like they couldn't bear to watch. They stood there, whispering jokes to each other and laughing.

Robin Hood's dick began to perk up. It was a little slow to awaken, probably because he was nervous, but once Kayden's tongue got into action, that throbbing shaft became as hard as rock. It was veiny and thick, just the way Kayden liked it.

"Have you ever done this before?" Kayden asked.

"Never!" Robin Hood shouted. Judging from the snickering of the other Merry Men, that wasn't entirely true. But Kayden didn't ask for more details because he was focused on swallowing that cock down to the root.

"Oh yeah, aside from in the Watchward Inn that one time."

"Two times."

"Two times!"

"And the tall guy, remember him?"

"And the dungeon in Carramour-"

Robin Hood growled, showing real hostility for the first time since Kayden had met him. He turned his head to face the others. "Hush! None of those times counted! In a dungeon, it's... It doesn't count in a dungeon, or when you've been drinking-"

"Or when he's tall?"

"Shut up!" Robin Hood bristled. He wrapped both of his hands around Kayden's head. He began to sway his hips too, moving his dick around within Kayden's throat. Kayden choked and sputtered on it, his hands caressing Robin's bubble-butt. Robin cleared his throat. "That tall man was... Just shut up, all of you. I can not concentrate with all of you prattling on."

"And don't forget that dark-skinned man from Botabica."

"He only used his hand, and I was drunk and I already said that didn't count," Robin said. But Nonesuch and Will Scarlet were already laughing so hard their faces turned red; they didn't respond to Robin's protestations. Friar Tuck watched, shaking his head solemnly.

They continued to argue, but Kayden stopped paying attention. A burst of salty-sweet precum hit his tongue and he moaned with desire. He slathered spit all up and down Robin Hood's cockshaft. His hands roamed up to Robin's chest, lifting his green tunic up until Robin took it off.

He had a nice thick chest, not perfectly chiseled out of dull, pale marble like Will Scarlet—who was still shirtless like he thought he might impress Kayden yet—but with plenty of meaty muscle. He had a layer of pale blond fur too, which hadn't been obvious in the dark until Kayden's hands massaged it.

Soon Robin had stopped arguing with the other Merry Men, who were trying to get him to admit that Kayden handled his manhood better than Maid Marian did. Robin refused to comment.

Instead, he focused on grinding his dick down Kayden's throat. Kayden could tell that Robin loved this precisely because he was not Maid Marian—with his girl, Robin had to be kind and gentle; she was probably much too sweet and virginal to suck his dick at all. But with Kayden, the harder Robin rammed at his throat, the more Kayden liked it.

Soon, however, Kayden could tell that Robin was going to blow his load, and Kayden didn't want that to happen yet. He pulled off Robin's dick and licked on his heavy balls again, which, just like his cocksweat, tasted like the forest itself. Kayden savored the flavor of morning fog and ferns, moss, rotting logs, sumac and pine needles, all combining with the salty musk of Robin's unwashed muscles.

"Ew, he's licking his balls!" Nonesuch squealed.

Robin shook and moaned. Probably no one had ever licked his balls before (or at least, no woman ever had—Kayden had been to many diverse fantasy realms, but one constant was that women hated the taste of balls). He closed his eyes as Kayden pulled away from his crotch. Robin tweaked his own nipples with his eyes closed, cock twitching as it leaked precum though Kayden didn't touch it.

Instead, Kayden bent over a wooden structure that held firewood off the ground. He stuck his ass high enough for Robin to stick his dick in. Robin Hood looked down and shook his head as though he was going to refuse. But he sighed, straightened the green cap on his head and wedged his dick between Kayden's cheeks.

"Okay, I will do it," Robin Hood said. He gulped. "I am going to pretend you are Marian. Can you make sounds like a female?"

"Yeah, sure," Kayden said in as high a pitch as he could muster. He had been in this situation before, making female sounds to make it easier for a man to cornhole him. He actually enjoyed it quite a bit. He saw it as an interesting challenge to make as feminine a sound as he could.

When he was satisfied by Kayden's lilting coos, Robin Hood closed his eyes again. He pushed his dick in, grimacing and holding his breath. Then he smiled.

"Ah, that's not bad," he said. "Your ass is very smooth like a woman's. That is better than..." He let his voice trail off as though he didn't want to admit what he had to compare Kayden's ass too.

Kayden giggled and squirmed. Pain exploded in his ass, but Robin was gentle enough that it didn't last long. Kayden bit his lip and gripped the wooden structure beneath him for support.

By the time Robin Hood's entire cock throbbed within Kayden's ass, the pain was gone, replaced by surges of pleasure that peaked with each thrust of Robin's cock. Kayden moaned. Robin grunted.

His hands flailed above Kayden's back at first. Robin touched Kayden's skin, then that reminded him he was ramming a man and he let go, hands again fluttering uselessly above Kayden's body. But the more he pounded, the less concerned Robin was.

Eventually he gripped Kayden's ass with one hand and the back of his neck with the other. Like any alpha male, once he got started, he dominated Kayden, forcing him into position and even lightly pulling on his hair to make him squeal and clench.

"Hey! Get off me!" Robin Hood roared. He swiped at his friends—Nonesuch and Will Scarlet were sneaking up behind him and patting him on the ass as though they were about to ram him. Robin tried to take it as good-natured teasing at first, but then he got angry and punched Nonesuch, who couldn't get out of the way in time.
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