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Chapter 1: The Legend of BBC Island
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The morning sun streamed through the dusty blinds of Josh Anderson’s dorm room, painting sharp lines across the scattered laundry and econ textbooks. He sat at his desk, the worn wooden chair creaking under him, wearing nothing but a pair of grey boxer briefs. The air was stale with the smell of old coffee and boy odor. On his laptop screen, glowing in the dim room, was a forum thread titled “BBC Island: Myth or Reality?”

His heart thumped a strange, syncopated rhythm against his ribs. He’d stumbled onto this deep internet rabbit hole hours ago, and now he couldn’t look away. The descriptions were... vivid. A hidden atoll near the Seychelles, shrouded in mist and legend, where the indigenous population was said to be exclusively men—tall, muscular, and blessed with genetics that defied belief. The stories spoke of a mineral in the water, a plant in the soil, something that fueled not just immense size but an aura of potent, relentless virility.

Josh scrolled, his breath catching. A user, “Explorer21,” claimed to have been shipwrecked there for a week. His account was clinical yet dripping with subtext. “Their physiques are like sculptures of onyx. And their endowment... it’s not just size. It’s a presence. A gravitational pull. You feel it before you see it.”

A hot, unwelcome flush crept up Josh’s neck. He was straight. Totally, completely straight. He’d had girlfriends, he checked out women, his porn history was... conventional. But as he read the words “foot-long” and “as thick as a beer can,” a traitorous ache began in his groin. He shifted in his seat, the rough fabric of his boxers suddenly irritating. His mind, against his will, conjured an image: not a person, just the abstract, intimidating shape of it. Jet black, veined, heavy. The sheer, impossible scale of it.

His own cock, which had been soft and uninterested, began to stir. It was a slow, insistent thickening, a pulse of blood that felt more like anxiety than arousal. No, no, no, he thought, even as his hand drifted from the mouse to his own thigh. He palmed himself through the cotton, a jolt of electric shame and pleasure shooting up his spine. He was fully hard now, a distinct tent pushing against the grey fabric. It’s just curiosity, he rationalized, his breathing shallow. A biological comparison. Nothing more.

The door to the shared dorm room burst open without warning.

“Yo, Josh, you gonna hibernate all—whoa.”

Michael, his roommate, stood frozen in the doorway, his girlfriend Mary peering over his shoulder. Michael’s eyes went straight to Josh’s lap, where the blanket had slipped to the floor during his distracted reading. Josh’s reaction was pure, panicked instinct. He snatched the discarded fleece blanket from the floor and yanked it over his lap, covering the very obvious bulge.

“Dude, put some pants on,” Michael laughed, striding in. Mary, a petite blonde with a knowing smirk, followed, shutting the door behind her. “We’re going to get brunch. Wanted to see if you wanted to join the land of the living.”

“I’m... researching,” Josh mumbled, his face burning. He could feel the hard, eager line of his erection under the scratchy blanket. It felt monstrously obvious.

“For what? How to be a nudist?” Mary teased, leaning against Michael’s dresser.

“No, it’s... it’s for a cultural anthropology paper,” Josh lied, the words tumbling out too fast. “This place. BBC Island.”

Michael leaned over, squinting at the screen. He read a few lines aloud, his voice dripping with incredulous amusement. “A land where masculinity is redefined... a brotherhood of unparalleled potency...” He burst out laughing, a loud, braying sound that filled the small room. “BBC Island? Are you for real? Dude, that’s some niche gay pirate fantasy right there.”

“It’s not gay,” Josh snapped, the defensiveness making his voice tight. “It’s a cultural study. An isolated population. It’s anthropologically significant.”

“Anthropologically significant my ass,” Michael chuckled, plopping down on his own bed. “It’s a island full of dudes with monster dongs. Why would any straight guy be researching that unless he’s trying to book a vacation?” He waggled his eyebrows. “Admit it, man. You’re curious. It’s okay. We’re in a progressive school.”

“Fuck you, Michael,” Josh said, but there was no heat in it, only a desperate need to deflect. The warmth under the blanket was intensifying. Every accusation, every joke, felt like a spotlight on the secret, throbbing interest he was trying to hide. “It’s just a legend. Like Atlantis or whatever.”
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