
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    Obedient Little White Boy 
 
    The stripper was amazing. Her ebony skin shimmered in the dark lights of the club. She had long legs, a gorgeous full ass that curved down from the narrowest of waistlines. Her tiny waist tapered up to a trim, muscular back and shoulders. She was tall and incredibly fit, but she was still superbly feminine. Her long, tangled curls hung over her dark face, beautiful full lips forming a friendly, easy smile. Her eyes were soft and curious. “You’re handsome,” she said as she approached his table. “Mind if I sit down?” 
 
    He said he didn’t and he started to gesture for a chair but she sat down right on his lap. Her ass was full and firm, but still soft as it pressed against his crotch.  She wore huge heels even though she was over five foot ten without them. She ran a hand across his stomach and chest, her thin arms toned and beautifully graceful. She smiled irresistibly. 
 
    “I haven’t seen you here before,” she said. 
 
    “I’m kind of new,” Jody said. He was feeling a little nervous actually. He had just been through a bad breakup and he was feeling insecure. He thought by the time he reached the age of thirty he would be over all his shyness and his deep insecurity. But here he was at thirty two and he was just as bumbling and awkward as he’d been in high school. It didn’t help that all his friends were finding the loves of their lives and getting married, or off banging gorgeous, younger girls, and he still could barely keep a girlfriend. His last two girlfriends had cheated on him several times before they finally left him, and he had been so ashamed he had just pretended not to know. Several times he pretended not to notice as he’d come home to a house that was thick with the scent of another man. 
 
    “I’m Tatiana,” she leaned in to purr it into his ear. “Want to get a table dance, handsome?” 
 
    Jody almost blushed. He knew it was just for money, but damn it did feel good to be called handsome by this gorgeous black girl. She was probably about twenty five. He stared at her large breasts pressing against her tight bra, the impression of her nipples enticingly clear. He had been almost afraid to walk in here. He had just been driving home from work and thought, why the hell not?  
 
    He was glad he did. The second he walked in the door he was amazed by the multitude of beautiful women dancing on the stages or next to the tables, barely dressed or not dressed at all, none of them minding the least bit if he stared at their hot young bodies. “Yes,” he said to Tatiana, “I would like a dance.”  
 
    “Good boy,” she said, she took his hand and began to pull him towards a darker part of the club. He grabbed his beer and let himself be dragged along, watching her amazingly firm, round ass swaying in front of him. She took him to the corner and pressed him down into the bench. She hovered over him, hands on his shoulders, knee rubbing up and down his crotch. “MMMM,” she purred. “I love little white boys.” Then she moved back and took off her bra, revealing her gorgeous, full breasts. Her dark nipples were long and pointed, reminding him of Hershey’s kisses. 
 
    She pressed her tits to his face, nipple pushing against his lips. “Don’t be shy, baby,” she said. “Suck my nipples.” 
 
    He let her beautiful, dark nipple pop into his mouth and began to suck and nibble on it, looking up at her. She rubbed her other breast with her hand as her head turned back, exposing her long, perfectly formed neck. She moaned so softly that he could barely hear it over the music. 
 
    Her knee was tender and smooth as she pressed it against his hardening dick. She slid it up and down against him with such perfect placement that it was as if she had him in her hand, gently stroking him. He let out a soft moan. 
 
    She laughed lightly. “Are you getting hard for me?” 
 
    He groaned again, too embarrassed to answer. 
 
    “I like that,” she purred. “I like making you hard.” 
 
    He reached up and put both his hands on each cheek of her amazing ass, squeezing his fingers against the dark, firm softness of her. 
 
    “That feels so good baby,” she said. “But you’re going to get me in trouble.” 
 
    He released his hands from her ass and looked up at her, letting her wet nipple slide out of his mouth. “I’m sorry,” he said. 
 
    She laughed again. “You’re too cute. You want to go up to the private room? Anything can happen up there, baby. And sweetie, when I say anything, I do mean anything. Anything your little heart desires we can make happen up there.” Her soft, sultry voice washed over him like cool water, quickening his heart beat and deepening his breathing. 
 
    “How…” he stuttered, “how much?” 
 
    “Four hundred dollars for an hour,” she answered. 
 
    Jody swallowed. “I can’t… I don’t…” 
 
    “Oh, poor baby. You don’t have enough money?” Her hands felt incredible as she ran them under his shirt, feeling his soft skin. She pressed her body against him, her tits soft against his arm. “I have a discount for good looking, obedient little white boys,” she whispered in his ear. “Are you an obedient little white boy?” 
 
    He nodded his head eagerly. He didn’t care what she called him at this point. He needed to be with her. 
 
    “Half price,” she said. “But I get to be the boss.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Jody agreed. “That sounds good. You can be the boss.” Who were they kidding? She was going to be the boss no matter what they said. 
 
    She giggled and kissed his cheek. “We’re going to have fun. Well, I’m going to have fun at least. I think you’ll have fun too. You look like a little freak.” She took his hand and began to lead him upstairs to the private rooms. 
 
    He followed her, mesmerized by her gorgeous ass swaying in front of him, her long, silky dark legs glowing in the black-lights. “Just remember,” she reminded him, looking over her shoulder with a devilish smile. “I get to be the boss. I’m one hundred percent, no, one thousand percent in charge. Okay?” He nodded and she led him upstairs, taking him into a small room that closed with a curtain. She pushed him back onto the little leather couch that was up there and she straddled him. 
 
    She kissed his mouth passionately. Then she leaned back and held out her hand. “You have to pay for the first half hour up front,” she said. 
 
    Jake took 100 dollars out of his wallet and handed it over. 
 
    She patted his head. “We’re going to get along just fine,” she said. “I love adorable, obedient little white boys.” 
 
    Jody felt embarrassed and a little ashamed, but his blood was pumping and his heart was pounding and he wanted this beautiful and exotic woman more than he had probably ever wanted anything. He leaned forward and pushed his lips to hers once more. She accepted his kiss; her hands sending thrilling chills through his body as her nails lightly traced their way down the front of his chest. He reached up and put his hand on the back of her head as he pressed his tongue into her mouth. 
 
    She reached up and took his hand suddenly, pressing it down by his side. “Don’t ever mess with a black girl’s hair, Sweetie. Didn’t anyone ever teach you that?” 
 
    “I, um… I’ve never been with a black girl before,” Jody answered. 
 
    “Really?” she asked. “A handsome white boy like you? Why not?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Jody said, afraid to admit how intimidating black girls, and black people in general were to him.  
 
    “Well, after tonight, you’re not going to be able to say that again.” She leaned in and kissed him once more, her hands worked down his chest and down his stomach to the buttons of his pants, expertly unfastening them. Her smooth, dark hand reached under his pants, under his underwear and wrapped around his throbbing hard dick. Her skin felt luxuriously soft, exhilaratingly cool and comfortingly firm. She laughed as she stroked him in her soft, strong grip. “Wow,” she said. “You’re a little guy aren’t you?” 
 
    Jody’s heart felt like it stopped as his whole body froze with shame. He had never had a girl say that before. He knew he wasn’t big, but he at least was average, wasn’t he? 
 
    She continued to stroke him as if nothing had happened. Her beautiful dark tits pressed against his chest, her pussy pressed against his tummy with just his shirt and her thin panties between him and the warm wetness of her pink cunt. “So tiny,” she purred as if it was a sexy and desirable thing. “Such a tiny little dick.” 
 
    Jody wanted to cry, he wasn’t sure if it was from shame at the acknowledgement after all this time that he really did have a small dick, or if it was from joy and excitement that this beautiful woman actually seemed to prefer it. Tatiana let go of his dick and sat her weight down on his lap, her soft round ass pressing against his hardness through his pants. She took his shirt in both her hands and began to pull it up over his head. She began to kiss her way down his thin torso, kissing down his chest and belly till she reached his waist. She looked up at him on her knees at his feet. “You ready?” she asked. 
 
    Jody nodded eagerly and she pulled his pants down to his ankles. She opened her mouth and slid his dick through her soft, pillowy lips. She sucked him down, easily swallowing him. She held his cock in her mouth, buried to the base, and she opened her mouth wider, her lower lip halfway down his ball sack as she let her tongue out, licking his tender balls even as she held the entire length of him in her soft, wet mouth.  
 
    Jody moaned. Never in his life had he felt a sensation like this, his cock swallowed to the base, awash in a pool of swirling saliva, the softly abrasive touch of a tongue tickling the sensitive skin of his balls, spit running down his balls and his taint, cooled by the blowing air of the vent above them, sending chills through his body. She made a loud sucking noise as she slurped some of the spit that ran down his testicles, pulling it back into her mouth. She worked her head back up, her lips clamped on his shaft.   
 
    She stroked him a few times with her powerful lips then she pulled her mouth off his dick and looked at him with sensual curiosity. His dick glistened from her spit as she wrapped her fingers around his prick and began slowly stroking him.  “Your dick is so adorable,” she said. “I just want to dress it up in doll clothes and have it serve tea to all the real men’s dicks I sucked tonight.” 
 
    Jody felt the shame coming back inside him, but the pleasure was too intense for him to complain. He wondered how many dicks she had really sucked. He’d just been kissing her. He thought about her hot, musky breath and wondered if that had been the smell of other men. He shuddered with shame but gave into the feeling of pleasure as she wrapped her lips around his cock once again. 
 
    Her lips were like a feather soft vice, clamped around his throbbing prick. His toes curled and his fists closed as she worked her head up and down over his lap. He was about to cum. 
 
    Suddenly she stopped. She just sat there, staring up at him wickedly, holding his dick in her unmoving hand. He groaned with impatient need, wanting so bad to have his orgasm and shoot his seed in that beautiful mouth. “I’m…” he whimpered. “I was so close.” 
 
    “Already?” she asked with a cruel smile. “That’s kind of pathetic isn’t it? You paid for half an hour and it’s barely been five minutes.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said, not sure what else he could say. 
 
    “You are sorry,” she teased. “You are a sorry little white boy; a pathetic excuse for a man; and an insignificant spec on the world.”  
 
    “Stop,” Jody whimpered, not able to take any more humiliation. 
 
    “Don’t tell me to stop. If you paid full price you could tell me to stop but you wanted a discount.” She was stroking him with her dark hand again, kissing the head with her beautiful, full lips. “So now I get to do whatever I want and say whatever I want while I play with your pretty little dick.” 
 
    Jody moaned, the feeling of her hand slick against his spit covered shaft was thrilling. 
 
    “If you want me to lie to you,” Tatiana continued, “and to tell you that you are a big, strong man; a real man; it’s not too late to pay me the other half. You can cum in my mouth and go home pretending you made some conquest. You’ll never have to hear me tell all the strippers back stage what a little dick you had, and you’ll never have to hear them all laughing at you and calling you a little pussy bitch.” She laughed as she said it, her beautiful face looking up at him, her dark hand indifferently stroking his throbbing erection. 
 
    Jody whimpered, he was so embarrassingly close to orgasm, but he tried to hold it back. He tried to resist cumming while he was being treated like this; like he was a piece of garbage who didn’t matter. She pressed her pink tongue against the pink head of his dick. She stroked him harder now, his dick slapping back and forth against her wet tongue with every movement of her wrist. He groaned with pleasure and uncontrollable desire, his fleet flexing, his fists closing. He looked down at her beautiful face and down at her amazing tits. He looked down at her gorgeous legs, bent beneath her as she slapped his dick roughly against her open mouth.  
 
    He couldn’t fight it any longer.  His whole body flexed as he began to cum. She wrapped her lips around him at the last moment, letting his hot jizz fire into the warm depths of her mouth. “Oh fuck,” he cried. “Oh fuck! Your mouth feels so good. So fucking good!” She ran her lips up and down his shaft even as he spurted out the last drops of his salty semen.  
 
    Finally his body relaxed and he exhaled deeply. She moved up and straddled his lap, her slick black body pressed against him. 
 
    “MMMM,” she purred. She took his face in her hand like he was a child forcing his mouth open and pointing his face to her so she could kiss him again. 
 
    Her mouth was hot and musky and he could taste the saltiness of himself on her tongue as she pressed it into his mouth. He reached up and felt her gorgeous full ass. She moved her face back and looked at him with a devious smile. He looked away, suddenly ashamed.  
 
    Tatiana laughed. “Oh Sweetie, did I hurt your feelings? I was just playing baby. I didn’t mean any of it.” 
 
    “You didn’t?” Jody asked. 
 
    She shook her head, her gorgeous tits pressed against his chest. “No baby.” 
 
    “So I don’t have a small dick?” 
 
    “Well, yes Sweetie, Of course you have a small dick. But I love it. A lot of girls prefer something a little more petite.” 
 
    “Really?” Jody asked again, feeling skeptical. 
 
    “I tell you want honey,” Tatiana said. “I get off in another hour.  Why don’t you meet me out front and you can take me home.” 
 
    “Like, drive you to your house?” 
 
    “No. I was actually thinking your house. I’m kind of between places to live right now. Just got evicted again actually. What do you say? Do you have any extra room tonight? There’s lots more fun we could have.” 
 
    Jody was nodding his head up and down before his brain had even finished processing the question. “Yes. Okay. Yes. I’d like that.”  
 
    “Good boy,” she said again.  
 
      
 
    Less than two hours later Jody was sitting on the couch in his living room, looking at the tall ebony queen sitting across from him. She looked flawless and bewilderingly sexy, sitting there proud and relaxed in a short skirt and tight blouse. Jody had made some mixed drinks and she sipped on hers casually, seeming to be waiting for something, while Jody tried to make small talk and get to know her better. Suddenly the doorbell rang.  
 
    Jody looked at his watch, it was almost midnight. Before it registered in Jody’s mind what she was doing, Tatiana had gone to the door and opened it. He wanted to warn her he wasn’t expecting anyone, that she should check who it was first but it was too late. 
 
    A muscular man, standing over six foot tall, with coal black skin, a shaved head, and intense, dark eyes walked into his house like he owned the place. 
 
    “Baby,” Tatiana cried in a musical voice as she jumped into the stranger’s arms.  
 
    He kissed her with passionate intensity as he held her off the ground with one arm; the other arm pushing the door closed behind him. 
 
    “What is this?” Jody asked. 
 
    The stranger set Tatiana down and she turned to Jody. “Jody, this is Jamal, my boyfriend. He’s going to be staying here with us.” 
 
    Jody stuttered. “I don’t… That’s not…” 
 
    Tatiana took something from Jamal’s pocket then turned and pointed it at Jody. She pulled the trigger of her stun gun and shocked Jody with an overwhelming flood of electricity. “Don’t be rude, Sweetie,” Tatiana said to him as he convulsed on the floor. “As much as I love an obedient white boy, I just can’t stand a rude one.” 
 
    She laughed as Jody’s body twitched with the last pulses of current shocking through his system. She kissed him on the cheek and patted him on the head. “Just promise you’ll do better, Sweetie.” 
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