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Waking Up

––––––––
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It was the harsh sunlight that woke 18-year-old Clark up. When he opened his eyes, he was surprised to find out he was lying on a beach. Clark looked around him, trying to make sense of how he got to what seemed like a deserted island. He couldn’t remember. Clark stood to his full six-foot three height, brushed off the sand from his jeans, t-shirt, and finally from his wavy blond hair.

“Hey, Clark! Over here Clark!”

Clark turned in the direction of the voice. He saw a figure in the distance, he couldn’t make out who it was, but he moved in the direction of the voice. He moved towards the voice until he discovered it was Bo Dallas. The excitement Clark had felt at not being alone dwindled when he realized his only companion on a deserted island was one of his rivals. 

Clark and Bo were both point guards on the college basketball team. Bo had been the starting guard when Clark joined the team, while Clark came in the closing stages when the game was won. 

However, Clark’s performances began to get him more game time to Bo’s annoyance. It all came to a head when Clark started the new season as starting point guard, and the team went on a winning streak. Bo had confronted Clark in the dressing room after a game when their team had won by thirty points. Clark had had fifteen points, twelve assists, and ten rebounds.

Clark was in the shower, gladly replaying the game in his mind when he noticed the cubicle was a little crowded. Clark washed the soap from his eyes and turned around. Three hulking naked black boys formed a crude semicircle around him. The person at the center of the semicircle was Bo.

Clark had an inkling of what was about to happen. He was the only white guy on the team, and he knew Bo was quite popular. The guys flanking him were Skinny Bill, and Lance. Clark tried creating some space for himself, but it was impossible in the tiny cubicle. Going for bravado he didn’t feel, Clark smiled at Bo.

“I didn’t know you guys wanted my autograph so bad, calm down I’ll sign anything you want as soon as I’m done with my shower.”

Bo moved closer, his face mere inches from Clark’s. Bo had couple of inches on Clark, so Clark was looking directly at his mouth. Clark had an uneasy thought that Bo had a sexy mouth. To change that thought, Clark’s eyes ran down Bo’s chiseled chest and abs, and rested on his dangling member. To his surprise, Clark felt some sort of sexual frisson.

Clark was surprised because he had a girlfriend, and to the best of his knowledge he was attracted to breasts and pussy, not other guys. So, his attraction to Bo’s physique was a bolt out of the blue.

Bo who probably didn’t have an idea what Clark was thinking snarled at him.

“You think you are such as smartass, asshole? You think because you are doing great currently, you’re on the fast track to the NBA? Well, you are not. You are in my spot, and you need to butt out. Because I’m a good guy, I’ll give you an opportunity to tell the coach you no longer want to be part of the team.”

Clark’s smile was wintry; it hid the anger he was feeling. He wasn’t scared of Bo and his cohorts, when push came to shove, he could handle himself. Clark put his hand on Bo shoulder, a move he was sure would annoy him. Bo pushed Clark’s hand away angrily and was about to punch him when everything went black.

For some strange reason, Clark didn’t remember anything that happened after that until he woke up at this beach. He walked towards Bo, determined to beat the answer out of him if possible. As soon as they got close to each other, Bo surprised him with a haymaker.

“You bastard, you stupid asshole, you used your white voodoo to bring me here? Where are my boys? Where’s Lance? Where’s Skinny Bill?”

The blow had stunned Clark, but adrenaline had reduced the pain and spurred him to quickly rise. He peppered Bo’s jaw with two quick right jabs, followed it with a left jab to the body. Clark had been boxing since he was five, Bo might be fit but he wasn’t trained in the art of fighting.

In less than five minutes, Bo was a sprawling heap in the sand. Only then did Clark say what was on his mind.

“I have no idea how we got here, one minute we were naked in the shower, and the next thing I know we are on this island.”

Bo glared at him but made no move to attack him again. Instead, he stretched his hand for Clark to pull him up. Clark complied. Both of them decided to explore the other side of the island to see if there was anything of interest. To their surprise, they found Nathan sitting by the beach staring into the flames of a log fire. Nathan was the captain of the basketball team, and one of the most popular students at their school. He looked at them as they approached and smiled at them. When they got in front of him, he pointed to a log and waited for both of them to sit down. 
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Captain Nate

––––––––
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“Welcome gentlemen, I hope your stay hasn’t been uncomfortable. I’m here to give one of you a way to get back home. The other one unfortunately has to stay back here until the portal opens again. The last time the portal opened, I was a freshman. Before that, the portal hadn’t opened in half a century. Let’s get down to business, the only way to get back to our world is by fucking both of you.”

Bo, who had been listening intently, snorted.

“You must be out of your damn mind if you think I’m going to let your uncircumcised dick get anywhere close to my ass. I’ll rather live here for another fifty years.”

Nathan shrugged his wide shoulders and turned his attention to Clark. 

“What about you, Clark? Is your ass too good for my dick?”

Clark didn’t say a word; he didn’t know what to say. He was hoping that Nathan would burst out laughing and tell him and Bo that this was some sort of elaborate prank. Nathan looked gaze him a quizzical look, as if he was expecting an answer from Clark.

“I don’t know what to say, Nate. Can you give some time to think about it?”

Nathan nodded, “You guys have five minutes to think about it.”

Bo exploded again, “Five minutes? Five fucking minutes to decide whether I want to stay on this island forever or fuck you? I don’t know about small-dick Clarky-boy here, but I think we are entitled to sleep over something like that.”

Nathan was about to say something, but Clark cut him off.

“I’ll do it.”

Both of them turned to Clark in surprise, but they couldn’t have been more surprised than Clark himself. As soon as he said it, Clark felt excited. He was straight but since the time he had felt aroused by Bo’s body in the shower; he had wondering how bad it would be to make love to another guy. Besides, he could in some way contribute to Bo being stuck on this island forever, he would gladly take it.

Nathan shrugged, looked at his side and a cooler seemed to magically appear. He opened it and handed Clark a bottle of cold beer. Clark wasn’t in the mood for beer, he wanted to get this over with. At the back if his mind, he felt there wasn’t about Nathan’s story that didn’t add up. He was about ask a question, when Bo who had been muttering to himself since Clark had made his decision blurted out.

“Fuck it, I’m in. But if I find out that you all this is an elaborate plot for you to get laid with both of us, I’m going to make sure you regret it if it’s the last thing I do.”

Instead of replying, Nathan pointed towards the setting sun and said,

“Why don’t we take this to a cozier environment.”
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Time for Sex

––––––––
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Again, as if by magic, a small cottage appeared in the distance. Nathan led the way, with Clark a few feet behind, and Bo at the end.

When they got into the cottage, Clark saw various sex paraphernalia including dildos, butt plugs, some other things Clark didn’t know their names. Nathan was already naked, his sinewy African frame and throbbing cock, making Clark swallow in nervousness. It was hard to take his eyes off of Nathan’s beautiful cock. It was bigger than he thought. Of course, when Clark saw it for the first time in the shower, Nathan was flaccid. But now, Nathan had a boner and it was clear why he was the man on the team. 

Nathan’s black dick looked like something not of this world. It was 8 inches in girth. But it’s length...

“Yeah...,” smiled Nathan, seeing the shock on Clark’s face. “It’s over 12 inches. That’s the magic of this island. It’s both a blessing and a curse.”

Clark was speechless. How was he going to get that huge dick in his butthole? Would it hurt? 

Bo walked in a moment later and took in everything without saying a word.

“I have to say at this point, that only one of you gets to go back with me,” said Nate. “The one who lasts longest goes, the loser stays on this island forever. Gentlemen, let the pleasure begin.”

Clark undressed and walked towards Nathan. As he bent to kiss him, Nathan imagined he was kissing Sally, his cheerleader girlfriend. Nathan’s lips were firmer, but they moved in sync with his. When Nathan’s tongue forced its way into tongue, Clark began to feel aroused. He forgot about everything other than giving and receiving pleasure.

Nathan’s hands roamed over Clark’s body, resting just over his pubic hair. He waited a bit like he was giving Clark a chance to change his mind. When Clark didn’t move away, Nathan took his throbbing cock in his hand, caressed it lovingly, then to Clark’s surprise Nathan went on his knees and took every inch of his cock in his mouth. Clark’s initial reaction was to move away, but Nathan held him in place.

“Enjoy this, Clark, you are going to do the same thing to me and Bo. Remember, the only way to get out of here is to please. By the time I’m done, I’m sure you will be blown out of your mind.”

Clark relaxed let Nathan’s mouth and hands give him pleasure. At first, he was thrusting gently as pleasure overtook him, then his pace increased until he was deep throating Nathan and suddenly, he came in violent bursts. Nathan removed his mouth and let Clark’s semen pour on the ground.

“Now that wasn’t so bad, was it?”

Nathan asked smiling at Bo. When Clark turned around, he was surprised to see Bo naked stroking his massive cock. When Bo saw Clark looking at him, he shrugged.

“You aren’t the only one who wants to get his dick sucked. Now move over, let’s get this show on the road.”

Nathan, who had stood from his crouching position shook head. He went to the table with various sex toys and picked a bottle of sex lube. He turned to Bo and Clark and smiled.

“Here’s the real test, the person who lasts longest comes with me. Clark, you have this, this is what I want you to do.”

When Clark heard what Nathan had in mind, his eyes widened and he swallowed a nervous spit. He had never received it in the butt before, despite Nathan’s assurances he wasn’t comfortable. Again, he willed himself to imagine he was with Sally.

Nathan and Bo had begun to kiss, and Clark noticed that for someone who had been against the whole thing in the first thing he was enjoying himself. Bo’s hand ran through Nathan’s corn rows, the other teased one nipple after the other. Clark had the sneaky feeling this wasn’t Bo’s first experience with another man. 

Clark gently pried them apart, went on all fours, and held Bo’s cock in his hand. He stroked it gingerly, put the head in his mouth, then proceeding to give it a series of licks like it was an ice cream cone on a hot summer day. 

When Clark heard sigh escape from Bo’s lips, he got bolder and put more of his cock in his mouth. Behind, Nathan had applied some of the lube to his cock, and some to his hands. Then he started to kiss Clark’s cute ass. Clark who was engrossed with Bo’s cock didn’t seem to notice. As he kissed the Clark’s booty. Nathan gently inserted a lubricated anal bead in Clark’s anus.

He felt Clark stiffened a little, but he stroked him like one would stroke a nervous horse or dog. 

“Aw...fuck.”

“You’re okay,” assured Nathan.

“Wait.”

There was brief pause. 

“Okay,” he said.

When Nathan felt Clark had relaxed enough, started moving the beads in and out slowly. This went on for like five minutes. When Nathan was sure Clark was primed, he removed the anal beads and replaced it with his hard dick.

The anus was tight, just the way Nathan liked it. It was a very tight fit. This was clearly Clark’s first-time getting butt fucked. Nathan watched Clark’s butthole stretch as his dick slowly went deeper into the wet hole. Clark sucked in a hiss as the thickness of Nathan’s dick continued to stretch his tender hole. Clark tried to pull the massive dick out. Nathan entered Clark’s butthole again, this time with no mercy. He sank all inches of his big dick in that tender, wet, and helpless butthole.

He knew it was essential not to rush, he wanted to enjoy the experience for as long as it lasted. He moved slowly, allowing Clark to adjust to the feel of a dick in his ass. Surprisingly, Clark started to move his ass to accommodate more of Nathan’s dick.

“Yes, Clark, that’s just the way to do it.”

The three of them continued like this for another ten minutes, Bo ramming his dick into Clark’s mouth while Nathan was ramming his into his ass. All of a sudden, the tempo increased. Before any of them could nut, Nathan pulled out.

“Bo, on your back.”

Bo murmured to himself as he did. He clearly was still protesting the idea. Very swiftly, Nathan brought his huge dick into Bo’s face and slapped him with it. Then, very forcefully, he held Bo’s legs over his head and squeezed his super large cock into Bo’s hole. A loud moan escaped Bo’s mouth. He watched all of Nathan’s meat sank deeper into his hole. At once, the pounding began. Nathan was like a machine. BAM! BAM! BAM! His inner thighs hit the bottom of Bo’s juicy black booty. It was a merciless pounding.

Bo was whimpering like a bitch, but he was enjoying it. Clark watched Bo stroke himself fiercely wanting to bust a nut so badly. Nathan wasn’t joking about what he said about leaving the island. For one hour, he pounded Bo in that same position. Bo was drooling with a dazed expression stuck on his face.

Finally, Nathan pulled out. Bo’s legs fell to the ground, but he was still jacking himself off. Then his hand fell to the ground. He was exhausted. Nathan laughed. He singled for Clark to join them again. Nathan grabbed both Bo’s and Clark’s penis.

“Jack me off, Clark.”

Clark did as he was told. All three dicks were being stroked. The boys moaned in sync. Then the moaning became extreme as the three of them came at the same time. Nathan’s nut, however, was the strongest and shot the furthest out. Cum was everywhere. Clark and Bo’s load was done, Nathan kept busting his load. Clark put his mouth over the massive head and let all the cum shoot into his throat. He had to prove himself. He had to get off the island.

When Nathan could nut no more, Clark swallowed it all. He felt a little woozy, but he was in better condition than Bo.

After they had rested for a while, Bo asked Nathan the question that had been uppermost on Clark’s mind.

“So, who won?”

As if he had to ask. Nathan smiled. 

“Clark because he’s still standing.”

A portal opened from behind Clark.

“But don’t worry, Bo, we’ll be back with the whole team next time.”

Bo was too tired to curse or protest. He just closed his eyes and smiled.
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Tricked

––––––––
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“You didn’t think it would be that easy, did you?”

The deep, mocking voice echoed in the sudden, ringing silence. Clark blinked, the last shimmer of the portal’s light burning ghostly streaks across his vision. He wasn’t standing in his dorm room. He was still on the hot, sandy shore of BBC Island, the twin suns beating down on his pale skin. And Nathan, his six-foot-five team captain, was standing before him with a grin that was all sharp, predatory teeth.

“Nathan... what the fuck?” Clark stammered, taking a step back. His heart hammered against his ribs. “The portal—”

“—was a one-way trip for you, my little white trophy,” Nathan purred, his voice dropping an octave, becoming richer, more resonant. He began to stretch, his muscles swelling and rippling under his dark skin like living things. His shoulders broadened. His chest expanded, casting a deeper shadow over Clark. The sound of bones popping and reshaping filled the air, a grotesque, terrifying symphony.

Clark could only watch, frozen in horrified fascination, as Nathan grew. And grew. And grew. He towered over Clark, an eight-foot-tall monolith of pure, carved muscle. His shorts strained, then tore, falling away to reveal the truth. A long, thick, veined black dick hung heavy between his powerful thighs, already half-hard and curving upward like a weapon. The head was a deep plum, glistening with a single pearl of pre-cum, massive and intimidating.

“Welcome to my kingdom, Clark,” the giant rumbled, his voice vibrating in Clark’s bones. “I am King here. And you... you are my virgin prisoner.”

Virgin? The word cut through Clark’s panic. It was true. The magic of the island, after his frantic tryst with Bo, had reset him somehow. He felt a tight, untouched clench deep inside, a hollow that suddenly ached with a traitorous need. His own cock, trapped in his shorts, stirred painfully.

From the dense, vibrant jungle surrounding the beach, figures emerged. Dozens of them. All eight feet tall. All built like obsidian gods. All sporting the same impossible, beautiful, terrifying cocks. They moved with a predatory grace, forming a loose, inescapable circle around him. The air grew thick with the scent of salt, sweat, and raw, masculine power. Clark’s mouth went dry, but a different heat pooled low in his belly, warring with his terror.

Nathan took a single, ground-shaking step forward. “The only way off this island,” he said, his gaze burning into Clark’s, “is when I say you can go. After my tribe and I have had our fill. After we’ve broken that virgin chut of yours for days. You want to run? Run. It’ll just make the hunt more fun. But you want to go home?” He grinned. “Then you get on your knees and beg for my black cock.”

Clark’s mind screamed at him to bolt. His legs trembled. But his eyes were locked on Nathan’s monstrous cock, on the sheer, primal dominance radiating from him. The sight sent a jolt of pure, electric lust straight to his groin. He was hard, achingly so, his own length trapped and throbbing. A bead of his own pre-cum dampened his briefs.

“I... I...” Clark couldn’t form a sentence.

“Your body is already saying yes,” Nathan chuckled, closing the final distance. His huge, warm hand wrapped around the back of Clark’s neck, pulling him in. Clark’s face was pressed against the hot, firm plane of Nathan’s lower abdomen. The musky scent of him—salt and earth and pure man—flooded Clark’s senses. His cock slapped against Clark’s cheek, the heat of it searing. It was so heavy. So real.

“Open your mouth!” Nathan commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument. “Taste your king.”

A whimper escaped Clark’s lips. A plea or surrender, he didn’t know. His jaw unhinged, his lips parting. The broad, plum-colored head of Nathan’s cock pushed past his lips, stretching them wide. Clark gagged instinctively, his eyes watering. It was too much. It filled his mouth completely, the salty-bitter taste of pre-cum coating his tongue.

Nathan didn’t give him time to adjust. He fisted a hand in Clark’s blond hair and began to fuck his face in shallow, relentless thrusts. “That’s it... take it. Your first lesson.” Each inward push forced the thick shaft deeper, hitting the back of Clark’s throat, making him choke and drool. Spit dripped down his chin, slicking Nathan’s balls. The sounds were obscene—wet gags, slurps, Nathan’s low grunts of pleasure.

Clark’s hands flew up, not to push away, but to grasp Nathan’s muscular thighs, holding on as he was used. The humiliation was fire in his veins. The subjugation was a drug. He looked up, his vision blurry with tears, and saw the ring of giant black men watching, their hands stroking their own massive cocks, their eyes hungry. The sight made his own neglected cock jerk.

Nathan pulled out with a slick pop, a string of saliva connecting Clark’s swollen lips to the glistening tip. “Good boy. Now, let’s see that virgin booty.”

He spun Clark around with effortless strength, bending him over. Clark’s hands landed in the warm sand, his ass presented to the king and the watching tribe. Nathan ripped Clark’s shorts and briefs away in one brutal tear. The twin suns beat down on his exposed, pale cheeks.

A thick finger, slick with spit and Clark’s own drool, probed at his tight, clenched hole. “So fucking untouched,” Nathan growled. He pressed in, and Clark cried out at the burning, invasive stretch. The finger worked in and out, loosening him, a cruel mimicry of what was to come. A second finger joined, scissoring, stretching him wider. Clark panted, his face in the sand, his back arched. The pain was sharp, but underneath it was a building, shocking pleasure, a feeling of being filled that his body craved despite his fear.

“Please...” Clark moaned, the word muffled by the ground.

“Please what, white boy?” Nathan taunted, removing his fingers. The cold air on his stretched, wet hole made Clark shiver.

“Please... fuck me,” Clark gasped, the admission tearing itself from his throat. “Fuck my virgin booty, King.”

A roar of approval went up from the tribe. Nathan didn’t need another invitation. The blunt, enormous head of his cock pressed against Clark’s entrance. It felt hotter than the suns, a brand. Nathan leaned over him, his massive chest blanketing Clark’s back, his mouth at Clark’s ear. “This is going to split you in half.”

He pushed.

A scream was torn from Clark’s throat. It was a blinding, white-hot agony of being stretched wider than he thought possible. He felt every thick, veined inch of Nathan’s cock forcing its way inside him, burning a path through his tight, virgin channel. It felt like it would never end, an endless, brutal invasion. Tears streamed down his face, mixing with the sand.

And then, Nathan was fully sheathed, his balls pressed against Clark’s taint. Clark felt impossibly full, stuffed to the brim, every internal breath brushing against the intruder. The pain began to recede, replaced by a deep, overwhelming sensation of fullness, of being claimed. Nathan stayed still for a moment, letting Clark feel every inch, every pulse of the monster inside him.

“Now,” Nathan breathed, “you belong to me.”

He pulled back and slammed home.

The rhythm was savage, punishing. Each thrust drove Clark forward in the sand, his hands scrambling for purchase. The slap of Nathan’s hips against his bubble butt cheeks echoed across the beach, a rhythmic, wet clapping that was answered by the grunts and cheers of the tribe. Nathan’s cock pistoned in and out, a brutal, perfect machine, rubbing against something deep inside Clark that made lights explode behind his eyes.

Pleasure, raw and shocking, began to coil in Clark’s gut, entwined with the pain. His own cock, hard and leaking, swung beneath him, untouched and desperate. He was being fucked like an animal in front of a crowd, and his body was betraying him, loving it. He could feel his inner walls fluttering, trying to grip the massive shaft, his hole sucking Nathan deeper with each drive.

“You feel that?” Nathan grunted, his pace becoming even more frantic, his balls slapping hard. “You feel how your hole grips my black cock? It’s begging for my cock.”

Clark could only sob in response, his body a vessel for this brutal, incredible fuck. The world narrowed to the sensation of being split open, to the smell of sex and sweat, to the sound of flesh on flesh.
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In the Jungle

––––––––
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Clark’s body screamed in protest—a symphony of sore muscles, a throbbing, stretched hole, the ghost of Nathan’s massive cock still claiming him from the inside out. But the king’s grip had loosened for just a second, a smug pause to savor his conquest. It was all the opening Clark needed.
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