L.O. To continue a legend about Robin Hood

“Trapped!” roared a voice Robin knew only too well, “like rats at the cheese…”
Robin reeled around and punched the Sheriff in the face. Blood streamed down the Sheriff’s face as he lashed out at Robin.
“Ahh!”
Robin staggered back, blood trickling down his arm,
 “Ha H…”

The Sheriff’s laugh was cut short by a strong kick from Will. The Sheriff fell back onto a leaver that activated a trapdoor, where Robin and Will were standing! Down. Down they fell into the dungeon.

“What were you doing? If nobody knew about Mortimer’s hole how come the gate was open?” spluttered Marion.
“Rescuing you, actually.” Replied Robin furiously.

        “Any way, let’s get a plan to escape this dungeon.” Cut in Will. Robin’s chest heaved up and down as he glared at Marion. Suddenly there was loud shouting as a guard stumbled backwards onto the dungeon gate, blood oozing out of a gash in his neck. A huge face with a broad smile on it loomed over the dead body… 
          “John!” exclaimed Robin. ”But…” he stole a glance at the body.

“He forced me to do it, wouldn’t let me past.” 

 “But…” spluttered Robin 
“Oh come on!” shouted John.

        Quickly John snatched up the keys from the guard’s belt and unlocked the door. Robin picked up the guards sword, it’s blade as sharp as a scimitar. Suddenly, like a snake slithering silently onto its prey, the Sheriff appeared. Robin ducked a towering blow from Nottingham’s gleaming sword and lashed out. The sheriff stumbled forward. Now Robin was between the Sheriff and the exit. 
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