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In her one-woman tent, Cordelia snuggled deep into her sleeping bag with a blissful sigh. Long forgotten were the admonitions that it wasn't safe for a young woman to go backpacking alone, that more than being mauled by grizzlies, a lone hiker who just so happened to be female had to worry about the dangers inherent in her fellow man. On this, her first night of what was sure to be an enriching yet character-building trip up half the Pacific Crest Trail, Cordelia felt only happiness and sweet anticipation.

Girls like her weren't the sort that men tied up and held captive in their basements anyway; though Cordelia knew she had muscles of iron under the stout curves of her legs, she knew she was less often described as athletic than as having a pretty face or a nice personality. She absently stroked one of the two long braids she wore to bed, that being the only style she found comfortable to sleep in, though it looked a little silly on a grown woman. Her hip-long thick brown hair was her one shining glory, and in spite of other people's doubts, she knew she could take care of it on the trails even for months.

Even the strange hootings and snufflings native to the pine forest at night couldn't frighten away her good mood. She was safe here, particularly since she was still in a populated area with other campers nearby to whom she could always call for help if she needed. Not that there weren't also disadvantages to being so near civilization; she frowned as, not for the first time that night, loud laughter erupted from the campsite next to her.

The three frat boys who had taken up residence there had joshingly offered a beer as she ate her last non-dehydrated meal for awhile, but she'd known by their laughter that she wasn't really supposed to accept the proffered can. They were just teasing her, enacting that seemingly universal cool-kid fantasy that they were so free-wheeling they'd even invite the fat girl over and welcome her into their group—but not really.

She put them firmly out of her mind. No matter. They'd probably wander off without a map and fall down a ravine before long anyway.

Suddenly, something hit the side of Cordelia's tent and she nearly jumped out of her skin. She was sitting up half out of her sleeping bag, heart racing, before the aluminum sound of the empty beer can falling to the ground registered. She wasn't being attacked by a bear or even a rabid raccoon; she was merely the butt of yet another joke, as she could hear all too well by the laughter. Still, this was going too far. She gathered herself up, flannel Tigger PJs and all, rammed her feet into her hiking boots without bothering to lace them, and dove unceremoniously out of her tent head-first.

This only brought more laughter, which she ignored. “Ooooh, watch out, you woke the she-bear!” joked the lean white boy with the blond surfer hair in his eyes.

“Aw, nah, Shawn, look at her—she's more like a little cub. Hey little girl, like your PJs,” joked the Asian-American one she thought of as Mr. MBA—he obviously worked out just enough to make it look like he cared, and his black hair was carefully styled into a “professional” look even at this hour of the night.

“Thanks,” she replied warmly, deliberately ignoring the sarcasm. Telling these boys off for making too much noise after ten, against the campsite rules, would go better if she made friends first, so now she put on a smile, held out her hand to Mr. MBA, and said, “Hi, I'm Cordelia.”

His corporate instincts kicked in before he could stop himself and he automatically smiled back and shook her hand. “I'm Mike. Pleased to meet you.”

“Shawn,” said the surfer boy, shaking her hand with an ineffectual toss of the bangs over his eyes.

The third member of the boys' party, a buff African-American man with trendy glasses whom Cordelia read as the kind of hipster who refused to put anything but indie tunes into his workout iPod, held out his hand. “I'm Darryl,” he said. “And all of us are pleased to meet all of you.” He looked her up and down slowly as he said this, as if to make as plain as possible exactly what he meant. All of her. As if she were so big she represented a whole nation on her own.

Though she knew he wasn't really checking her out, just making a show of registering her size, Cordelia felt her body respond to the appraisal with a small jolt. She'd always had a thing for funky glasses. Actually, who was she kidding? She'd always had a thing for being on the receiving end of male attention no matter whom it came from.

“Hey, little girl, come sit on my lap,” Darryl continued, the beer on his breath making him smell like a baking loaf of sourdough. Cordelia loved sourdough; it was far superior to plain old white bread.

“Listen,” she said, ignoring his request. “I didn't just come over to say hi. I'm actually trying to get some sleep over here. Do you think you could maybe keep it down for a bit? And, oh, I don't know, maybe also not throw beer cans at my tent?”

“That was him,” Shawn said, pointing at Mike with mock consternation.

“Shut up. No it wasn't. That was all you,” said Mike, shoving Shawn playfully. “He's just flirting with you the only way he knows how,” he said, inciting a fresh round of noisy laughter.

Cordelia smiled at them as if in on the joke.

“Yeah, Shawn's pretty stupid that way. Everybody knows,” began Darryl, standing up from the log by the fireplace smoothly, “that what girls really want,” he continued, stepping toward Cordelia with a conspiratorial smile on his face, “isn't some kind of nice guy trying to please them.” Cordelia forced herself to stand her ground, though her smile was drooping as she realized just how far this man towered over her five-foot-one frame. “What girls want,” he said, the intensity of his handsome dark-eyed stare almost making up for how intimidating he was as he generalized freely about womankind, “is to be taken.”
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Cordelia gasped and the other boys howled in glee as Darryl stooped over to grab her buttocks and press her body into his as he forced his lips onto her upturned face. Unprepared, her first impulse was to struggle, but his arms and his mouth kept her in place. His tongue was hot in her mouth, and though she grunted protests against it and tried to turn her head, he seemed intent on holding her fast. She thought of using her teeth, then decided against it. After all, it was just a kiss, even if it was one she hadn't asked for, and it would be over soon enough.

Yet the strange thing was that her body was responding to the powerful kiss; guiltily, Cordelia worried that she was proving Darryl's point of view right when instead she ought to be reasoning him out of his misogyny. Because surely he, too, could feel how her skin had flushed, how she had to hold her body back from grinding against him, and especially how her hands had involuntarily reached for his biceps and now squeezed them tight.

Despite the circumstances, this was the best kiss of her life; it wasn't a pity kiss, as her first one had been. Nor was it tinged with the shame, as kisses with her sort-of boyfriend of two years had been while he struggled to accept that he liked big girls. Ultimately, he'd failed to do that as he hid her away while publicly dating thinner girls. He'd never gone all the way with her, saving that for women he could actually picture as being his wife someday. She hadn't been too sorry when he went away to a faraway college in another state and they'd broken things off.

Darryl's cock was hard for her against her belly, just as her boyfriend's had been, but he seemed unabashed to express his drunken ardor for her even in front of his two buddies, who had now exhausted every jeer in the book and were probably simply gaping. On one level, she couldn't believe this hot black man could possibly want a dumpy white girl like her. On another, she wanted to be more offended than she actually was that he'd approached her so bluntly and without her permission. Yet a third part of her cried out for her to cease dwelling on her angst and simply enjoy what had turned into passionate expert kisses. After all, at any minute, Darryl would surely realize what he'd done and break off the firm silken flow of his lips over hers.

Instead, he simply kept kissing her, but when she heard Shawn and Mike rising and walking toward her, she finally wrenched her head away from Darryl to eye them nervously. She'd thought she was immune to being victimized, that though there were men here and there who might like her ample buttocks, they were few and far between enough that she'd be safe from their lust while on the trails. But now, she could see even by the firelight that Shawn and Mike both had the crotches of their pants distended as they approached her.

Should she scream? Should she try to fight her way out, though she'd been putting off attending a women's self-defense class for years now? But the men made up her mind for her, Darryl's mouth finding hers again as his hands roamed upward to caress her sides. The heels of his hands ran over her breasts down under her armpits and over her ribs, spots that were normally ticklish on her but now seemed instead to be exquisitely sensitive. Meanwhile, unidentified hands—Shawn's or Mike's, she didn't know which—groped her ass. Someone spanked lightly her once, and she jumped with a little cry of surprise and unexpected delight.

Darryl paused the kiss for a moment to tug at her braids. “So cute,” he pronounced his ruling of her girlish bedtime look. “So adorable. But honey, you ain't no child under that. You all woman. Sexy,” he finished, leaning back far enough to cup her full breasts, which she had freed from the confines of a bra for the night. If it was true that more than a mouthful was wasted, then surely her breasts, overflowing even his long-fingered hands, were pure decadent wastefulness. Her body was abundance, and all around her, three men provided more than ample attention until even the huge barrel that was Cordelia's capacity for happiness spilled and her
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