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The Boy Who Couldn't Say No


I was your typical young woman in her early 20s. I cared about typical girly things, like being obsessed with my boyfriend. I was extremely supportive of him.

I used to hang out with my boyfriend and his male friend all the time. We all openly considered my boyfriend’s friend to be the third wheel, in a supportive and friendly way. My boyfriend drove his car, I was in the passenger seat, and he was in the back seat.

He was a really nice guy. And since he had his own money and was comic relief sometimes, we didn’t mind having him around. Also he stayed out of my way, and he complimented me in front of my boyfriend frequently. I guess he knew what was good for him.

That was what kind of got me wondering, “Is he gay?” It seemed kind of gay the way he would tell me I looked nice today and stuff, and my boyfriend didn’t consider it threatening.

My boyfriend said, “He’s not gay, but I don’t think he has ever had sex before.” I said, “Oh my God. That’s so sad.” I suggested that we try to hook him up with my best friend.

I should have known they weren’t a good match. My best friend was basically single because she was hard to get. She was hotter than I was. People considered her to be gorgeous, and she knew it. But I figured playing cupid was worth a shot. None of us were that busy. And just maybe she would like him. He was definitely cute. He was just socially awkward.

When the date came, he looked like he had spent all day getting ready. He looked good. Again, I wondered if he was gay. I figured, “We’ll see.” My best friend was looking great too, when we picked her up.

They basically had nothing to say to each other. He was obviously nervous, and he awkwardly tried to engage me and my boyfriend in conversation a couple of times. My best friend was cool as a cucumber about the whole thing, just sitting there like a princess whose shit didn’t stink.

We went bowling. That gave us something to do, so it was less obvious that he wasn’t clicking with her. I went to the bathroom with my best friend. I asked her what she thought of him. She said, “Are you sure he’s not sucking your boyfriend’s dick behind your back?” She was such a bitch. I should have expected something like that out of her.

I said, “No, they’re definitely just friends.” And I laughed. Anyways, she took everything as, “He’s not into me for some strange reason. He is so fucking gay.” She fixed her hair and her makeup, went back out there with me, and gave him a big smile.

That night didn’t go well. I felt bad for him. I spoke to my best friend over the phone about him a few days later. She was still being a bitch. She was grilling me about him. When she learned that he basically followed us around and did whatever we wanted to do, she said, “Tell him you want him to suck your boyfriend’s dick. See if he will do it.”

I didn’t argue with her. She kind of inspired me. It sounded like a fun challenge. Could I get him to suck my boyfriend’s dick? It seemed at least possible.

And you know how high I was on my boyfriend. I thought it would be a privilege and an honor for his friend to give him a blowjob. My boyfriend was gorgeous, cool, and had a beautiful cock. I was salivating thinking about sucking it again, myself.

From that day forward, I treated my boyfriend’s friend like he was a female. It was subtle. Especially in the beginning. And what could have possibly been weird about me obsessively talking about how amazing my boyfriend was?

I consulted my boyfriend’s friend about all things girly. “Do you feel like these boots go with this outfit?” “Do you think he will like them on me?” “What do you think of Michael Kors? No, I mean the bags and shoes.”

My boyfriend was saying that he didn’t pay any attention to whatever fashion designers are hot with women. I told him that his friend knows these things. I gave him an easy one, and asked “What logo is this?” And his friend said, “Chanel.” I encouraged the shit out of him. I said, “That’s right! See, HE knows about these things. I acted so proud of him that my boyfriend was clearly annoyed.

I knew what I wanted to do. I wanted my boyfriend’s friend to be the cameraman while I gave my boyfriend a blowjob. It was great for so many reasons. I had been wanting to make a sex tape with the man I loved. Both of the guys were OK with their roles in this. It didn’t take any persuading.

I helped my boyfriend clean himself up for our sex tape. We groomed him well, with a focus on his cock. I did the research without telling him, and I had a list of ways to make his cock look amazing.

We started preparing him days in advance. We completely shaved his entire pubic area. He used coconut oil every day to moisten his penis and balls, and give them a healthy shine. 

It wasn’t easy for him, but he didn’t ejaculate for over three days before our sex tape. He took a warm shower right before the shoot, to make sure his scrotum was looser and fuller. He warmed up with a light workout in order to increase blood flow and bring out vascularity, trying to make his penis look more defined.

I had already made sure the lighting was going to be flattering for him. Then I brought out the prince, who was breathing a little heavy from the light workout he was doing in the other room. I directed his friend, “Remember, keep the camera cropped around my head and his penis. Don’t zoom too far in or out.”

I unsheathed his cock from his pants like I was excited about opening a gift. When his beautiful, healthy cock was revealed in all its glory, I dropped my jaw and made a face of surprise and total happiness. I subtly showed it off to the camera by stroking it in the direction of the camera. His beautiful cock had never looked finer. It really looked delicious.

I spent several minutes kissing the head, looking up at my boyfriend and giggling, and lightly sucking the head. My boyfriend was thoroughly enjoying all this positive sexual attention, and he was fully hard. 

I gave him a great blowjob. I looked like I was having the time of my life, and I was. I was so wet thinking that there was no way his friend wasn’t impressed with my boyfriend. He was putting on a Godlike performance. I was so proud of him.

He blew his load in my mouth and all over me with a groan. He wasn’t used to not cumming in days, and it was by far the best climax I had ever seen out of him. It was perfect. He must have felt like such a stud as we were wrapping up.

As soon as I had his friend alone for a minute, I looked for his approval. “Can you believe how great he is?! He has a dream cock. And on such a cool, amazing guy.”

I tried to make sure he could look at the video in his spare time. Actually, I wanted him to look at the video in his spare time. And masturbate to it. Out of the three of us, he was the only one who had any skill with video editing, so he was the obvious choice to edit the scene for us. I doubted any alarm bells were raised at any point so far.

It took a while, since he “really didn’t know what he was doing,” but he edited the video. I really hoped he had been masturbating to us, but I didn’t know.

Next time I had him in private, I said, “You did a really good job helping us make that video.” He said thanks. I hadn’t even cleared this with my boyfriend, but I said, “Hey, you know... I’d be totally cool with it if you did that to him... It’s so much fun. You should try it.” He said, “Uhhh, I’m not gay. I like women.” I acted understanding and like a real friend and said, “It doesn’t matter. Who cares if you’re gay or not? You can like women and still have fun. We wouldn’t tell anybody!”

He seemed like he wasn’t really into it. But I had observed that he always did whatever my boyfriend and I wanted to do, so I didn’t give up. I said, “How can you NOT be into it? You are into literally everything that I am. That’s probably why I have got along so great with you. Trust me. Give it a shot.”

He thought for a second and said, “You’ll set it up? I can’t just like, ask him.” I thought, “YEHHSSSSSSSSS! Do it!” But I kept calm and said, “Yeah, we’ll figure it out.” My boyfriend got back in the car, having no idea what was up. I kind of devilishly smiled at his friend in the back, and he smiled back.

Next time I was alone with my boyfriend, I said, “I talked your friend into blowing you.” He said, “Bro... Nuh uh. Fuck that.” But I was determined to make this happen. He was supposed to be the easy part of my plan. I got annoyed and said, “He already follows you around like a dog. Don’t you want to make sure he knows you’re above him? He’d be on his knees, literally worshipping your dick. That’s power. And it will be so much fun for all of us.”

He said, “I mean... that’s just weird, though. Like... What if it gets awkward?” I smiled. “Awkward? Baby, you’ll be getting sucked off. The only one feeling awkward will be him. But I think he always feels fucking awkward, so what else is new?” Eventually, I talked him into it. He was in.

I called my girlfriend to give her the update. She acted like she wasn’t surprised. She said, “I told you he’s fucking gay. He didn’t even give a shit about his date with me.” I really didn’t think that was what happened that night. I think he was too shy and socially poor to communicate properly. My friend was simply way out of his league.

She was happy about what I had pulled off. She suggested that I make sure my boyfriend stays hard, and that I make sure the blowjob is a success. It was good advice. She was always so smart.

My boyfriend already took great care of himself normally. But I noticed a genuine increase in the time and energy he spent staying in shape and looking good. I was very happy about this.

He prepared for his blowjob the same way I helped him prepare for our sex tape. He was sex starved and his cock was hungry. He came out from his warm shower and followed it with a light workout. I was ready for the moment too, with my hair and makeup done.

I tried to help them get started by stroking his cock with my hand, and he got fully erect for me. I stopped, stood up, and very quietly told my boyfriend, “There is no way he has a cock like that.” His friend may or may not have heard me. His friend was holding the cock with one hand now, and he said, “Now I’ve never done this before...” I commanded, “Just go.” And he slowly started giving the blowjob!

I tried to distract my boyfriend from the fact that he was getting his dick sucked by another guy. I stood behind his kneeling friend so he could look at me. I really wanted to keep him hard, so I made a lot of faces, mocking his friend. I made every facial and hand expression I could think of, pretending I was sucking and enjoying a nice dick like his.

I knew I was having a great effect, because my boyfriend was staying hard and he was way more into it than he should have been. I was running out of ideas, and I had already recycled all my gestures several times. I walked over to the side of them and told his friend, “Look up at him.” He did look up at my boyfriend while continuing to suck his fully erect penis. My boyfriend smiled and said, “Will you stop?”

I walked behind my boyfriend, put my hand on his shoulder and rubbed up on him. I quietly told him a few words of encouragement. I was saying things like, “You are so big.” “Now he feels your power.” And with
















































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
The Boy Who
Couldn't






