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My heart was beating through my chest as I raced home, speeding through the dimly lit streets of my neighborhood..

What the hell just happened? Why did Veronica have a dick? How was that possible? I had heard stories of 'transgendered' people in the world but nothing like this. Nothing like that I had just witnessed. Veronica was stunning in every aspect. Did she actually, at some point, be a man? How did a woman as beautiful as her be one of them? I mean, I had never met one before. So how would I know? But are all 'trans women' like this?

What the fuck was I talking about? What was I thinking? I was straight. The straightest, hottest guy in school. I could get any girl I wanted, who cares about Veronica. Yet just then I hit a bump in the road and my ass twitched. The slick, saliva still oozed around my ass crack and my butthole puckered. Memories flooded back. Visions and sensation of Veronica lapping at my virgin backside made every hair on my body stand on end. I felt a shiver go through my spine and my dick sprang to life again, hardening instantly in my pants. I shook my head. I had to focus or I just might crash. Fuck. Why did that feel so good? Why did her tongue feel so incredible!?

I don't remember stopping for any lights or stop signs, nor do I recall how long the journey even was. One minute I was running out of a house, the next I was parked in my driveway.

Finally home, I flew through the house, only stopping briefly to acknowledge my mother and step father as they watched television in the family room. In just those few seconds, I was told dinner was in the fridge and that they hoped football practice went well. It was the ruse I gave them to sneak off that evening to go see Veronica. I rushed upstairs and locked my bedroom door, tossing my pants off my legs as I made my way to the bathroom. Inside I yanked down my underwear and grabbed my stiff, aching cock.

God, I was so horny. My balls were still swollen and full again from Veronica's tonguing. I stroked my dick furiously, using the pre-cum as lube to ease the friction.

“Fuck... mmm, yeah. Veronica!” I huffed. I couldn't help it. I was too turned on to be quiet. Images of Veronica danced through my mind. Her lips. Her tits. Her.... cock. Oh my God, why was I thinking about that? It was no use and I was too close. I imagined whatever flooded my brain. I wanted her tongue in my ass again. I should have never left...

My hands moved on their own, one on my shaft, jerking wildly, the other slipping behind me and finding my still slippery, eager, hairless hole. I turned around, putting a knee on the edge of the sink. My hole was still wet, and it winked periodically like a pulse or a heartbeat. Able to see now, I twirled a finger around my rosebud, sending electricity through my body. My legs almost gave out. I moaned, massaging more. I could feel my balls swelling. I was so close. And when my finger somehow slid inside me I grunted, cumming hard onto the bathroom tile.

When lust and wild perversions finally faded, I crumpled to the floor. What had I done? What did I just do?! What the hell was wrong with me?

Not even two hours ago I was Taylor Mitchell, soon-to-be Prom King, star athlete and the most popular guy in school. Now I was a pervert who just got his ass licked by some chick with a dick... and I think I loved it.

With incredible shame I wiped up my cum, cleaned off the sink and counter and put on clean boxers. Maybe it was from exhaustion, or maybe just not wishing to think about it any further, I fell right to sleep.
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The next morning was a haze. At some point I must have crawled into bed, but my mind was still a foggy mess, like when you’re not even sure what day or time it is.

Slowly, I glanced at my clock on the nightstand: 7:15 a.m, just a few minutes before my alarm.

I shut it off prematurely and it was only then I realized the massive erection straining in my boxers. I chucked the sheets away, revealing my smooth, chiseled chest and budding abs. It wasn’t the first time I took admiration in my athletic body, but it was the first time I saw it in such an erotic light. Sure, every girl in school wanted me and every guy wanted to be me, but laying there gazing over my near perfect chest and stomach, with a rockhard erection tenting my boxers, I felt a new type of sexual hunger.

As I looked down over my adonis physique, I slid my hands down to the waistband and let my cock free. My seven inches popped free and I gripped it hard, immediately stroking: throbbing base to inflamed tip.

With a soft moan I closed my eyes and bit my lip. Images of Veronica flooded my minds’ eye. Her massive tits, perfect lips and glorious cock invaded my senses. I was lost in her beauty, her touch and her intoxicating sensations.

My stroking intensified. I stifled a moan hoping I didn’t wake my parents. Faster I jerked
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