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Tonight was like any other Friday night; passing by the same burly bouncer into the most popular strip club in town: Transcendance. Not that it was unusual. Several guys that I knew who were no older than sophomores in college regularly attended the club to get hammered, hookup, or both. But I came for a much different reason, and always on the same night.

Femboy Night. Also known as Femboy Fridays.

And the reason for my ritualistic attendance?

The performers. Well, one performer in particular… but we’ll get to that.

A little about me I suppose. I’m a futa. Futanari, trans, shemale… girls like me have many names and monikers. I may be six foot and stacked, with big tits and a naturally toned but sinful body, with a massive dick to boot, but I’m as timid as a mouse.

Years of being picked on and near-constant name calling will do that to a girl, nevermind my big dorky glasses and nerdy demeanor. Yep, I was far too shy and insecure to find a partner in real life, so I drowned my sorrows in the lewd and tawdry world of strippers. I called it ‘window shopping’.

Thus, here I am on a Friday night, back at my regular haunt, ready to ogle the sexiest piece of ass I had ever seen.

The boy in question was always there waiting for me, ready to shake his ass or grind against his pole. No awkward dates or fights like normal couples, no. He and I were different. There was an understanding between us. He brought the flesh, and I brought the cash.

I always made it a point to slip a twenty into his tiny G-String whenever he danced. Hell, I’ve spent entire paychecks on him, but I didn’t care. He was worth it!

Not like he ever realized me, not in the sea of men and women that he danced for each and every night, but it felt good to help him. To give back. I told myself it was just my little way of appreciating his mastery of the stripper pole.

And so, every Friday night, I would pay to get into the club, order my same fruity drink, watch the other patrons in various intoxicated states, and wait until Rune came out to dance.

The anticipation was almost better than the reveal. I would try my best not to drool over the gorgeous boy as he worked; and when he was finished, I would always place my meager offering into his underwear while blushing like mad, never able to make eye contact. Then inevitably, I would leave, only to live in wait until the next Femboy Night.

His name was Rune, or at least that's what he went by on stage.

At 5'3" and maybe a scarce hundred pounds, ‘Rune’ was the quintessential twink. His body was flawless, with the hair on his head perfectly trimmed and styled at all times, and not a single strand elsewhere on his entire form. He always wore a light dusting of makeup to accent his girlish features too, making him look more girl than boy most nights. He looked to be no more than eighteen, a staple at Transcendence during Femboy Night, but I didn’t care. He was meant to be on stage. Born for it. Made to be gawked at and fawned over…

Soft, cute, and inviting, he had short, brown hair that framed a lovely, feminine face, and the glint in his gorgeous, pale, blue eyes spoke of some sort of forbidden knowledge.

But while his face exuded innocence, his body delivered sin.His toned and coltish legs went on for miles, carrying a thick and robust posterior that stuck out like a damned shelf. His chest was flat and athletic, but his thick, pointy nipples stuck out like gum drops. His body was thin, with a narrow waist and wide, shapely hips. He was beyond sexy!

And that little tart knew it.

Much to my dismay, our ‘relationship’ never flourished. I frequently heard him offer lapdances to various clients in the backrooms, but everytime he asked me, I was always too shy… too intimidated… always shaking my head with a bashful ‘no’.

Each time he would pout, or frown, but then shrug and move on to the next, leaving me fidgeting in my seat.

It was the same routine, every Friday night… for months.

Tonight however, I had a surprise waiting for me.

There I was, sitting in my usual seat, when the DJ called his name: Rune.

The lights dimmed and out he came, one long, coltish leg at a time, sauntering onto stage in a black g-string, black nipples pasties, fishnet stockings and matching heels.

He was incredible as always, moving and swiveling and shaking his assets for the crowd. There wasn’t an ounce of fat on him, save for his hefty ass, and he made it a point to slap it so we could all watch it jiggle.

I caught sight of him, gliding about the floor. He danced alone: moving, wiggling, and shaking his juicy ass to the grinding rhythm.

For the few minutes he was on stage, all my hours of waiting was worth it. Each new dance he did was better than the last, and I couldn’t wait to get home, phish my cock out, and beat it mercilessly thinking about Rune.

Even now, it strained the very possibilities of my jeans. He made me so hard that I thought the button might pop off my waistband!

Sadly, Rune’s performance came to an end and he vanished back behind the curtain. The next dancer came out, Sweet Cheeks, and so I went back to my drink. Sweet Cheeks was hot, but he was no Rune, so I planned on finishing my drink and hitting the road.

But remember, I told you I had a surprise coming didn’t I?

Suddenly, a light tap came down on my shoulder.

At first I thought it was just some drunk frat guy or random patron (I get hit on often, but have learned the right words to get them to piss off) but as I turned, I gasped and nearly dropped my drink!

It was Rune!

Standing there, in the flesh, wearing the exact same thing he had worn on stage, was my tiny little femboy dreamboat, staring up at me with a big smile on his face!

With a tremendous amount of effort I crack my eyes, pushing off the embrace of sleep to find myself in a hospital. I try to sit up, but the small exertion is overwhelmingly painful and I cry out. A slight gasp from the window at the end of my room captures my attention and reminds me of the voice I heard pleading with someone to emerge from their comatose state. After several painful seconds I'm able to turn enough to see Rune at my side, looking very tired but sincerely happy.

"Rune...? What are you? Wha-”

“Ssshh, no questions,” he said quickly. “I recognize you.”

I shake my head, completely unprepared for what to say or respond with.

“Yeah. Every Friday. I see you in the audience.” Rune continues.

“I… I…”

“Ah, ah, ah,” he quiets me again, “I wanna show you something. Come with me!”

Without another word, Rune took my hand and pulled me off my barstool and we floated towards the back of the club.

It was like we were floating, or at least I was! Totally -NOT- in control of my body, being led down a dim corridor lined with black doors.

At the end of the hall, he opened the last door on the left, itself adorned with a gold, star-shaped placard with the name ‘Rune’ engraved on its face.

The boy led me inside, shutting the door behind him. The room was fairly plain, dark save for a warm, pink-ish light overhead. In the center was a large heart-shaped bed, neatly made, with a cavalcade of pillows strewn about it.

I stood there, rubbing my hands together nervously, at a total  loss for words, while Rune moseyed about the room. He touched up his makeup at a small vanity, then checked his outfit in the mirror before approaching me.

“I’ve had my eye on you for a while now, babe.” He said, stepping up to me, first staring at my breasts (which were eye level to him) before looking up into my eyes.

Babe… I thought… holy god I was so nervous… what does he have planned?

“It’s okay,” he said slowly. "Considering you've been giving me twenty bucks a week for months now, and you've never asked me to go home with you, I felt like I owed you one of my famous private shows.”

I swallowed hard.

Holy shit… he HAD actually known.

My lips part to say something… anything… but Rune softly shushes me, and pushes up against me. As he leaned in, my erection brushed against his arm, and Rune gave me a knowing smile.

Though he moved with precision and confidence, I on the other hand was shaking like a tiny leaf in a hurricane.

“S-s-sorry, uh, Rune…” I stammer out. “I’ve just-just never done this before.”

He paused. “You mean… nothing?”

I shook my head.

"Not even a kiss?"

The question caught me off guard, but Rune's beautiful eyes turned up to meet mine.

"N-no..." I croaked out with no more than a whisper.

My cheeks flushed red at the realization that here I am, twenty-two, and a virgin. Having never had a boyfriend, never been kissed, and still a virgin.

The thought was disheartening.

“Just relax…” he whispers, curling a dainty little hand around my neck and pulling me towards him. “I’ll do everything.”

He stands up on his tip toes as he pulls my face to his. A second later and our lips connect, and I’m given my first ever kiss!

The feeling is better than I had ever imagined… It's so tender and intimate.

My cock stiffens even further, and I’m aroused like never before.

All too soon he breaks the kiss, and leans back on his heels, leaving me reeling with lust, want and need.

"That excited from just kissing, huh?” Rune said with a coy smile. “Imagine how hard it'd be with my lips wrapped around it."

His fingers brush across the tented bulge for just a moment before he laces his fingers into mine. He stands on his tip-toes, and kisses me again. Only this kiss is different somehow...while the other one was soft, sweet, and innocent, this one pure, unbridled lust and sexual energy. 

The strain in my jeans only gets tighter as my dick is drawn like a magnet towards Rune and his hot little body. But once again, Rune breaks the kiss sooner than I would have liked.

He then spins us both around, so that my back is to the bed, and he urges me to lie down.

His hands are so soft… so gentle… yet determined.

In a flash he's on top of me, in my lap kissing and grinding against me…

I can feel his hard little dick pressing up against my chest, rubbing against my tits, throbbing and straining the thin fabric of his panties.

"Ooohh, see?” Rune purrs, grinding hard against me. “This is much better."

He takes my hands and wraps them around his tiny little waist.

I’m lost in euphoria, bucking against the sexiest femboy on the planet. I hold him close and pin him down, pushing his supple body against my mammoth erection. 

"Hmmm, so my sweet, innocent virgin isn't so sweet and innocent after all, is she?"

I stop my dry humping and blush once more, unable to look at him for a long moment. When I finally do summon the courage to glance at him, the expression on his face is teasing, but laced with sensuality.

My cheeks burn brighter.

"It's okay," he said reassuringly. “Just let me do everything.”

Rune slowly slides down, until his knees meet the floor. He spread my legs and rubs my thighs, nuzzling the enormous round bulge at the front of my jeans.

His teasing fingers find my waistband, then the button at my front. The zipper comes down next, and I watch in frozen shock as he yanks down my pants, freeing my enormous cock.

A trail of pre-cum arcs through the air as it swings out and up, like a spider web in the rain.

Runes eyes go wide at the sight.

Oh yeah? Did I mention I had a ten inch cock?

“Fuck that’s a big dick!” He said, looking up at me.

His bright smile and warm tone let me know he's either sincere, or a fabulous actor.

My eyes look away, until I feel small, nimble fingers grasp my hot, throbbing girlcock.

“Ah!” I gasped!

Looking down, my breath catches in my throat. Rune grasps my long, thick cock with both his tiny hands, as if he was wielding a claymore.

“Ahhh, ahhh… Rune!” I shudder.

I lay back and shield my eyes, completely embarrassed that another person was touching my most taboo spot.

Suddenly, a warm wetness engulfs my seething cock; and the feeling is amazing.

Wha-what was happening?

I opened my eyes to see my pants around my ankles and Rune between my legs, taking half my cock into his mouth was a wet, slurping ease!

Panic, shock and lust surge through my body all at once!

“Uh, wha, huh…” I blurted.

Needless to say, I was freaking out!

Rune’s head bobs up and down like a slick piston, effortlessly inhaling almost my entire length with each in-swing. I feel his tongue rolling on the underside of my shaft, and his throat popping open and latching around my pole each time he dives down. It was fucking magical!

I let out a soft moan that makes him glance up at me, but he doesn’t skip a beat in his insane fellatio. The scene before me is something straight out of one of my wet dreams… Rune is sucking my cock for real, and he’s even better than I ever could have imagined.

Ten inches, all inside his velvet, sodden maw.

“Ahhh…” I huff. "Rune..."

I call his name softly, relishing in the way his velvety lips wrap around me. Everything about him is exquisite. 

He looks up, his eyes are bright and lively, and he locks eyes with me as he expertly deepthroats my length.

His sparkling orbs are like heaven staring back at me. My head rolls back as my neck turns to jelly.

He pulls off with a loud, wet, “MLEH!” Seemingly to catch his breath.

My head shoots back up and I pout, still on the edge as he strokes my enormous cock that’s stranding up straight beside his face.

"Mmm! Fuck that’s a tasty dick!" He declares, breathing heavy and smiling sweetly.

Staring up at me, with oh, so, fucking, sexy eyes, he ran his tongue over his full, bee-stung lips as he stroked my seething womanhood. Kissing the tip, his mouth went around my crown, moving to the flare of the helmet. He sucked me, and all the air rushed from my lungs. The heat of his tongue and warm space covering my member spread down my shaft, and I came, so, very, close to losing my load.

“Oh-oh gawd Rune…” I murmur, ready to cum!

But suddenly he stopped, wiped his chin and trawled up the front of my body, pouting his lips for a kiss.

The scent of my musk permeates off his lips and I’m driven with a mad desire. My lips meet his, and I taste the familiar taste of my own sex organ.

Yes, I’ve blown myself. Sue me.

"Ru-Rune… That was… incredible! You’re amazing."

"Heehee! I've always wanted to see how a virgin reacted to her first blow job. You're a lot of fun to give head to. Plus you're packing more than most guys!"

He grins up at me as he leans back against my chest, and reaches down to stroke my thick ten inches. We kiss again as he strokes me, gripping my pole hard and squeezing it like he’s trying to cinch a hose from spewing water.

I bit my lower lip, and my attention snaps back to Rune as he traces the contours of my hot, leaking cock head with a fingertip.

My body tenses and I gasp aloud.

And Rune giggles. "Teasing you is just too much fun!"

He laughs as he wraps his full hand around my cock, just below the head, and does a twisting squeeze!

“AH! OHGOD!” I moaned, chewing my lip to silence myself.

"You just react sooo much," Rune purrs, enjoying the way I buck my hips and moan.

"It's… it’s all… just so new..." I murmur.

I looked deep into Rune’s eyes with a hunger that I had never felt before, demanding to be satisfied.

Without words I lean forward, pressing my lips to the cherubic femboy before me, bucking my hips into his little fist in an attempt to appease my burning lust.

Rune parts his lips, and I push my tongue through, hungry and determined to feel the warmth and taste of his mouth. His tongue swirls lusciously around mine as I begin to learn the ropes of kissing.

But I need more. So much more. My cock throbs with haste. I need....

Rune breaks the kiss and starts attacking my neck with rough kisses and bites, leaving a trail of hickeys and bruises in his wake. I'm almost hypnotized by the way his hips swing and his ass shakes as he makes my body feel so good… so alive. That's when it clicks.

Rune giggled that adorable little giggle that he has, “ready to lose your virginity baby?"

"Rune I..."

A wry smile swiftly spreads across Rune’s face.

I’m breathless, panting, and needy, but am finally able to murmur out, “y-yes… yes please!”

Rune giggled that adorable little giggle that he has, then said, "Mmm good..."

He licks his lips, undoubtedly imagining my ten inch monster pounding him into the mattress.

A sudden wave of nervousness washes over me though.

“Do you… do you have a condom?” I ask.

But Rune just giggles again.

"Don't worry, I'm clean." He informs me as he props himself up on his knees.

His cock springs out in front of him, jutting out from the top of his thong like a cute little popsicle. Despite seeing nearly every inch of his body time and time again, it’s now in an all new light. A real light.

"I wanna feel every inch and vein of that thick cock of yours anyway. Condoms only get in the way!"

His words are like an aphrodisiac, and are no less potent, as a rush of blood seems to make my cock even harder, if that was fucking possible. Who cares? My dream boy is in front of me ready to get fucked, and that's all I can think about.

He lays down and pulls me on top of him, spreading his legs so that our cocks can mingle.

We kiss again, deep and heavy. I can feel his tiny dick swelling and throbbing against mine.

When finally we break apart I rise on my knees, looking down in awe at the absolute art tapestry that is Rune on his back. He lifts his legs until his knees almost to the mattress behind his ears and the sight of him in such an open, vulnerable position sends a spark through me that I can only describe as primal.

I look down and can hardly believe what I’m seeing. Rune’s asshole, pink and ready and winking, is staring back at me. My cock is mere inches away, thick and hard and wet. For a moment I can’t fathom how it will fit, but want nothing more than to try. Lubed with his spit, I shift and press my dripping tip against his hot, quivering asshole. I tease Rune's willing ass cheeks apart with my big, virgin dick.

Rune makes a muffled whimper, whether sensing my growing need to be dominant or if that's the sound he makes when he's horny and begging I don't know.

I find my target, the delicate, quivering ring separating me from worlds of pleasure. Mindlessly I push forward, willing myself to sink past his sphincter muscles and into his heavenly warmth.

“OooOOOooohhh gaaawwwd!” I groan, trembling as I sink into Rune’s juicy bottom.

He moans too, gripping the sheets so hard that his little knuckles turn white.

The feeling is better than I could have ever imagined. I push farther and farther into him, watching my thick pole disappear into the pale boyhole below me.

Rune squirms beneath me, a blissful look showing me he's enjoying it just as much as I am.

"Fuuuck…” He coos. “M-more! Stick that whole dick in me!"

He begs softly, and I'm all too happy to let go of my last few mental reservations and plow the few remaining inches into his tight insides.

When I bottom out Rune lets out a high-pitched, girlish scream, letting me know I'm doing something right. His dick is dripping profusely, leaking like a broken faucet. It’s more precum than I ever heard was possible, but it's hard to think with my cock buried in his ass.

I retreat, feeling his hole constricting around me in an effort to draw me back in. It’s a suction all its own, even more divine than his mouth. The sensation is amazing, and I slide my whole cock in again so I can experience his asshole massaging my cock again and again.

I can feel the end approaching… it just feels way too good to stop now. I push all the way in, and start banging him with short, rapid thrusts.

Rune's eyes go wide and his moaning gets louder the harder I drive into him! Those eyes, such a light blue they were almost white, told me more than mere words could.

But that didn’t stop him.

"Fuck...babe, there!” The boy howled. “Oh fuck, harder...right there!"

His hand flies to his cock, jacking himself off so fast you'd think he'd been in chastity for a week. Within seconds his dick stiffens and fires stream after stream of cum onto his supple body, painting his chest in a clear, sticky, slippery mirth: the first hits his chin, the second his chest, and the rest coats his flat, taut belly. The sight, as well as the feeling of his muscles clamping down around me send me into my orgasm.

“AH FUCK!” I bellow, shooting my pent-up load deep inside of him.

My seed spilled in thick rivulets into his eager hole. One hard surge after another. My balls ascended, and the cum rushed forth, filling him as he bellowed, grinding his ass onto my belching spear.

Exhausted, I collapsed on top of him, panting like mad.

"Rune…” I huff. That...was...amazing!”

"Welcome to the world of sex, baby. You did great; I'd forgotten how great it felt to have my prostate touched..."

He spoons the cum on his body onto a finger, looks at me with big, innocent eyes, and slowly and deliberately licks it clean. The sight is beyond sexy, and although I just emptied my balls, watching him do that starts a stirring in my loins.

I take his hand in both of mine, holding it gently. In that moment, my love for him grew to an even deeper level.

Rune hugs me and kisses me sweetly, and it's the most adorable thing in the world, getting to see a smile on his face.

"You know…” He began, twirling my hair around one of his fingers. "You never once asked me for my body, and you never groped me.”

Rune continued quietly. “And I want to thank you for that..."

Before I realized it, he's leaning in, kissing me on the cheek.

A soft, sweet, quick, yet full of expression kiss. My cheek burned hot on the place his lips had been only a second ago.

After he retreats, I stare at him, only to see him gazing at the ground.

Nervously, I slide my hand over his, and gently rest it atop his slight little mitten.

For a moment I was afraid he wasn't going to react, but then he twined his fingers in with mine. 

I looked up and was met with a smile that could melt Satan’s heart. A smile which melts away all the problems in my world. I love that smile. His smile. Rune’s perfect smile.

We sat there for a long while, entranced with one another.

It feels like my wedding day. The words swimming in my mind are all beyond corny.

Suddenly though I'm startled by the weight on my shoulder. I look down to see Rune, his head resting on my breast, his soft hair falling in every direction.

I reach my hand down to join his, memorizing how smooth his skin is. It feels like polished porcelain, delicate and fragile, yet beautiful.

“Anyways… I should probably be going,” Rune said, standing. “If you'd ever like to talk, or maybe like, get a coffee or something. Lemme know.”

I was speechless. Was this really happening? Did he really just say that?

“So yeah, feel free to call me… that is, unless you just like stuffing money down my crotch." 

We locked eyes and he winked, before handing me a card. I held it in my hand as if it was an ancient Egyptian artifact, despite it being a simple business card with a telephone number.

Bending down, he kissed my forehead, and headed for the door, swinging his voluptuous ass from side-to-side as he went.

Still unable to form words, I watched in desperation as Rune left the room, leaving me on the bed naked and covered in cum.

“Fuck…” I chuffed, still out of breath.

Oh hell, I need to get out of here, I thought, looking around for my clothes.

But a knock at the door sent me clamoring under the sheets in a mad attempt to hide my shame.

I heard the door open and close, and I waited, but all I could hear was silence.

Slowly, I peered out from the bedding and was surprised to see Rune standing there with his hands behind his back as if waiting for a treat at a candy store.

“Just kidding!” He said with a laugh. “This is my private room!”

Then he locked the door.

“I’ve got you aaalll night!”

THE END
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