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​ “Are you sure
you know how to set a tent up, Jerry?” Christina kicked the dirt,
hands on her hips. “Because that doesn’t look right to
me.”

Jerry sighed, frustrated. The two-person
tent lay in shambles at his feet, with tent poles protruding at
awkward angles. He knelt there, lower back aching, wondering if
he’d bitten off more than he could chew with this little camping
trip of his.

“Just give me a second, OK? It’s a new tent
and I’m not sure how it goes yet…”

“Have you ever set up a tent before?”
Christina raised her eyebrows. “Because it looks like this is your
first time…”

“It is not my first time…”

“That’s what you said the first time we
fucked, Jerry. And then, just like now, your performance gave you
up. You’ve never set up a tent before, have you?”

“Goddamnit, Christina!”

He got to his feet and met his girlfriend
eye to eye. Christina was gorgeous. Gorgeous and bitchy, a little
high-strung and a constant stress on his psyche…but
unquestionably a total and utter ten. Her lush body and curvaceous
figure made up for her less-than stellar attitude…most of the
time.

“Watch your tone with me, Jerry!” she
pointed in his face. “Don’t think you can talk to me like I’m some
dumb bitch. I’ll take the car keys and leave your ass right here in
the woods!” She crossed her arms below her heaping breasts, two
giant jugs resting on her forearms like she was balancing
watermelons. All she had on was a black bikini - the right strap
falling loosely from her shoulder. Her blue eyes pierced Jerry -
tripping him up.

“I-I-I-I’m not taking any tone! OK? I’m just
a little stressed out…it’s going to be night soon and I need
to get this tent up!”

“Then get to it,” Christina said
tersely.

Jerry dropped back to the ground on his
hands and knees, doing his best to spread the tent out and locate
some semblance of order in it. The sun was sinking fast, and he
could feel Christina’s impatience like the last light of day
beating on his bare neck.

The campsite was a dispersed forest, lush
green pine trees spaced at regular intervals. The sites weren’t
primitive; they each came with a metal grill and picnic table. It
was Wednesday evening and most of the campsites were still
available. The young couple’s only neighbor was a yellow tent about
fifty yards away, but so far neither Jerry nor Christina had seen
anyone come or go from it.

Just as Jerry began to mull over how he was
going to break the news to Christina (the news that the camping
trip was cancelled because he had failed yet again in his
attempt at masculinity), he heard twigs snapping in the leaves
nearby. Heavy footfalls in the forest.

A deep, rattling voice boomed in the quiet
wood.

“The fuck going on here?” the man said,
stepping into the couple’s campsite.

“Oh wow,” Christina’s voice trailed
off.

Jerry looked up to see a vast, muscled black
man standing amongst the trees. He was six foot six if he was an
inch, and his arms hung at his sides like black branches,
glistening and vascular. His face was grim and serious, and he
stared down at the tent mess splayed out at Jerry’s feet.

“Ever been camping before, white boy?” the
man bellowed. “Because that is not how you put a tent
together.”

“Told you…” Christina whispered.

“You with this kid?” the man asked.

“That’s my…boyfriend…”

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” the behemoth
shook his head and approached Jerry. “Fine ass woman like that
ending up with an inept wimp like you, I just Don’t understand the
world sometimes.”

“Excuse me?” Jerry said, more than a little
shocked at the words coming out of the man’s mouth. Jerry gazed
upward at the giant looming overheard, more than a foot between
their brows and probably a hundred pounds of muscle, too.

“Excuse me,” the giant mocked him.
“Try using the word please, jerkoff. Who knows, maybe you’ll
get lucky, and I’ll set this tent up for you so your fine-ass
girlfriend has a place to sleep tonight…then again, I could just
invite her over to my tent?”

Jerry’s heart raced, totally unprepared for
the confrontational nature of the shirtless stranger. The man was
insulting him to his face, even going as far as to talk about
his girlfriend. Was he really going to just take it? Jerry
didn’t know what to say, or how to respond to the aggressive
giant.

“What’s your name, white girl?” he asked,
his dark eyes like laser beams on Christina’s ample chest.

“I’m Christina,” she smiled, “what’s
yours?”

“Anton,” he said gruffly. “How long you been
with this wimp?”

“Hey wait just a second -

“Almost two years,” Christina cut Jerry off.
Her tits were sweaty in the summer heat, salty little droplets
dotting her creamy cleavage. She had a pair of short shorts on,
denim and frayed at the edges.

“Two years,” Anton disapproved. “More like
two inches, am I right Christina?”

Christina covered her mouth, stifling a
giggle.

Jerry saw the smile on her face and anger
erupted in his belly like a waking volcano.

“I think we’re good on your help,
Anton,” Jerry said indignantly, “this is our camping
trip thank you very much. So we’ll be doing the
camping…alone…”

“Will you now?” Anton cocked his chin up and
took a step forward, bumping his bare black chest into the small
white boy and nearly knocking him off his feet. “Seems to me you
got one fine fucking white girl waiting for you to provide shelter
but all you’ve been able to do so far is provide excuses…excuses
and faked orgasms, if I had to guess. Tell you what wimp.
I’ll set your little tent up for you since you’re too stupid and
weak to do it yourself…but I want to see your girlfriend’s
tits first.”

The wind died on the air and the forest fell
quiet.

“What did you just say?” Jerry whispered,
his voice quivering.

“Did I stutter or are you hard of hearing in
addition to every other fucking thing?”

“Now you listen just a minute Mr. I am
not going to let you -

“It’s fine, Jerry,” Christina said.
“It’s not a big deal, Jerry…and if we Don’t get the tent set up
soon, we’re going to be fucked.”

Jerry turned to his blonde bombshell of a
girlfriend in disbelief. His eyes clouded with panic as he saw her
reaching for the straps of her black bikini top.

“What! NO!” Jerry screamed. “Don’t you
dare, Christina! You Don’t have to expose yourself to
this…this creep! I’ll get the tent set up! I swear I
will!”

“Will you?” Christina’s eyebrows raised over
her dazzling blue irises. “Because it looks like you can’t
do it, Jerry. Looks like you’re not even close…and if Anton here
wants to do it for you, maybe we should let him.”

“Absolutely not! Not like this! I will not
condone -

“You heard your lady,” Anton said, pushing
past Jerry, “she said she’s game…and you best watch your tone and
show some damn respect when you speak to her or me, boy. You
might be able to pull that shit back home but I’m not gonna stand
for it.”

Jerry tried to speak but there was no breath
in his lungs. He saw the way Christina was looking at Anton, the
way she’d reacted to his remark about respect. She was smitten.

“Well, go ahead girl. Let’s see the goods.
Pull your tits out.” He was standing right in front her, little
daylight between their perspiring summer bodies.

“Wow you’re really forward, aren’t
you?” Christina giggled, sliding her fingers into the straps of her
bikini top, beginning to pull them from her sun-kissed
shoulders.

“I’ll show you fucking forward,”
Anton barked, knocking her hands away from the straps. He grabbed
the cups of the bikini by the front and tore the garment away with
a CLICK that echoed through the empty forest.

“OH!” Christina gasped, her milky tits
spilling out into the alpine air.

“There we fucking go!” Anton belched.

“Christina no…” Jerry choked out.

Christina’s tits swung back and forth for a
moment, adjusting to gravity now that they were free of
restriction. The beads of sweat that had collected on her cleavage
now swam downward, sizzling past her pale pink nipples and dripping
off the perfect teardrop curve of her breasts.

“Nice fucking titties, girl,” Anton reached
out and snatched one in his calloused hand, sinking the tips of his
fingers down into the flesh and pushing her fair skin between his
digits. “I bet that fucking wimp over there doesn’t have a single
goddamn idea what to do with these things.”

Christina’s bright blue eyes were wide with
shock, darting back and forth between her sad boyfriend and the
giant alpha fondling her. Face full of uncertainty she tried to
speak but only a slight, squeaking moan escaped her supple mouth.
Christina’s full lips pouted pink; she didn’t know what to do.

“Don’t look so nervous,” Anton said,
grabbing hold of her other tit so that he clutched both in a tight
grip. “It’s OK if I slap them a little? Like this?” He batted at
the overflowing sides of her breasts with open palms, volleying
them around like soccer balls.

“Y-y-y-es,” she trembled in his grasp. “Oh
my goodness…” Christina was weak in the knees but tried not
to let Jerry see, tried to keep that same stunned look of
indifference across her face.

“Good girl,” Anton breathed heavy, giving
every inch of her fleshy, colossal breasts a touch and a pinch. He
juggled them in his palms, taking in their weight and feel.

Jerry stared at them, red in the face, lava
like anger boiling in his core. He was trying to muster come
courage, but it was taking him a while, and the sight of the
violent stranger touching his girlfriend made him wish he had the
strength to do something about it.

“Your boyfriend doesn’t mind I’m coping a
feel, does he?” Anton taunted. “Don’t answer that, actually. Know
why? Cus I really Don’t give a fuck how he feels about it.
You on the other hand…you like it, don’t you Christina? You like a
strong man, a real man to touch you, don’t you?”

“Oh I…I...” her voice trembled; eyes darting
briefly to Jerry. “I Don’t know…are you really going to help us set
up camp?”

“What do you think?” he grinned, running the
balls of his thumbs over her hard nipples. “Don’t you think I’m a
nice guy? Why would I leave you hanging?”

“Oh…OK…” she whined. “Yes sir…”

“Good girl, that’s it,” Anton grinned.

“Stop it,” Jerry said firmly, finally. “Get
your hands off my girl!”

“I’ll stop when she tells me to, cuck!”
Anton spit a wad of white at Jerry and missed by a few inches.
“What’ll it be white girl? Want me to stop playing with your
titties? Is your little cuck boyfriend getting upset?”

Christina tried to catch her breath, but the
way Anton touched her was entirely unique. Something in his grasp,
in the urgency of it…so manly and safe, so with it…so in
charge, deft and experienced.

“Maybe you could start on the tent?” she
managed, gasping between the words. “Like you said?” She looked to
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