Disclaimer: All characters property of Tony Robinson. But he won't mind, he's lovely. Apologies in advance for any historical/geographical errors.

Chapter 1 - Marian

Marian sat by the fire dejectedly. She could hear the vague snorings and gruntings of her Merry Men from the direction of the crude tent behind her. She gazed distantly at the twinkling stars above her, before cupping her chin in her hand and letting out a deep sigh. Marian, she thought, get a grip! If she wanted a little more excitement in her life than occasionally cajoling the Merry Men into some half-hearted archery practice, she was going to have to go out and look for it. She stood up, took a final look around, and strode out of the camp, her full green skirt swirling around her.

She walked purposefully through the dark forest, small nocturnal animals scattering from beneath her angry footsteps. As she approached the village of Worksop, she could hear the sounds of carousing coming from the one hut from which a glow still shone. Marian stood at the entrance to Snooker's house, which also served as the unofficial village pub. A motley collection of inebriated peasants glanced up at her through bloodshot eyes.

"'Ello Marian," Snooker slurred, "where's Robin?". Marian glared at Snooker. "As a matter of fact", she said through gritted teeth, "he isn't here. He does not have to go everywhere I go, you know." Snooker looked hurt. "I only meant... aw, never mind. D'ya want a drink?" Marian grasped the wooden tankard of beer that was held out to her, and took a deep swig. The peasants cheered.


Chapter 2 - Lost

Some time later, Marian weaved her uncertain way down a muddy road. She was dimly aware that this was not the way back to the camp. "Shtuff them," she muttered "bet they've never even noticed I've gone". She had the vague thought that the drinking contest with Mad Maurice from the village may have been a bad idea, then dismissed it. "I showed them," she slurred, then stumbled on the muddy track and fell on her ankle. "Soddit," she thought dimly, before passing out. A dark shadow which had been following Marian from behind paused, as if deciding what to do.

Marian was jolted awake. She was laid over the saddle of a large, black horse, which appeared to be making it's lonely way along the track unguided. When she made a conscious effort to focus her eyes, however, so she saw merely two of everything, she could just make out the silhouette of a figure walking alongside the horse. He was wearing a long black cloak with a hood that covered all his body. "Robin?" she whispered. The horse stopped. The figure paused, and then turned to Marian. "No, actually...", he flung back his hood dramatically "I am, the Sheriff of Nottingham!". Marian felt a cold sensation of dread spread inside her stomach. Normally she wouldn't have thought twice about making a witty retort, followed by a physical threat and/or public humiliation, preferably involving mud. However, this had always been in the daytime, with a backup of either her Merry Men, or peasants bent on anarchy. Now she was alone. She reached for her dagger. It was gone. The Sheriff smiled, oilily. "This is it Marian. You have noone to rescue you. You are... at... my... mercy..." he said, leaving a significant pause between words. Marian groaned inwardly. The Sheriff was not known for his merciful nature. Lost for words, she thought it best to feign unconsciousness until she felt less sick and more able to deal with the situation.


Chapter 3 - Sheriff

The Sheriff eyed his sleeping prisoner with amusement. "Soon, my dear, soon." he whispered softly. What luck he had had, coming back to the castle after a hard's night sneaking, coming upon his arch enemy and primary obsession sprawled in the middle of the road. He clicked to his horse, and started trudging back to Nottingham.

