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    TRANS IN LAW 
 
    Derek’s father is about to tie the knot with his new girlfriend, which means Derek is about to get a new step-mom, and with her, a new step-sister: the insanely beautiful Kelsey.  
 
    After Derek sees Kelsey’s picture for the first time, his dad has to tell him not to get too excited. The reason? Kelsey’s got a big, throbbing secret between her thighs. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    When I saw my future sister-in-law’s picture for the first time, I was practically a drooling mess. She was hot. She had that long, straight hair that all the hottest girls had, and by the looks of it, she some nice, big, perky tits. She was a vixen, an easy ten out of ten. “Wow,” I said when my dad showed me the picture, not even noticing the image of my future mother-in-law (she was nothing compared to her daughter). “She’s going to be living here? With us?” I asked. 
 
    My dad laughed, but I couldn’t figure out why. Surely he could see that his future daughter-in-law was a total fox. He had eyeballs, after all. “What?” I said. 
 
    “Don’t get too excited, Derek,” he said, slipping the picture back into his wallet.  
 
    “Why? Is she dating someone or something?” 
 
    “She’s a he,” he said. It took me a minute to register what he’d said. “She’s been undergoing a sex change for the last four years.” 
 
    “Let me see that picture again,” I said. I didn’t believe him. I thought for sure he was just screwing with me, tricking me into making a big fool of myself. After he handed me the photo, I was even more certain he was just messing with me. The girl in that picture was absolutely gorgeous. There was no way in hell that was someone born a man—it just couldn’t be. “Nice try,” I said. 
 
    “I don’t know what to tell you. Ask Trish yourself.” Trish Morgan was my dad’s fiancée, the woman he was going to marry that very week, the woman who would be living in my house before the weekend. I took a closer look at the photo. There was no evidence to suggest that the vixen was really a man. There was no Adam’s apple, no masculine features, no visible hair clips—nothing.  
 
    So later that night, I creeped her Facebook page. Her name was Kelsey Morgan. The posts on the page only went back a couple of years, which wasn’t necessarily evidence one way or the other. I found her Twitter page, and it was the same deal—created just a couple of years back. There were no statements admitting to undergoing a sex change, there were no before and after photos anywhere, no friends’ comments alluding to the allegation, and she wasn’t part of any LGBT groups. “He must be fucking with me,” I said to myself as I scrolled through her pictures.  
 
    There was one particular picture of Kelsey in a skimpy bikini, where you could see her cleavage and her side-boobs perfectly. There was no sign of surgery that I could see, though I knew some implants went in through the areola, so there wouldn’t be a scar—so that wasn’t much proof either.  
 
    I just didn’t believe my father—until I creeped my future mother-in-law, Trish’s Facebook page. There was an old family photo from her previous marriage, in which she was holding a young boy. As I continued my search, I found another handful of photos of her with the young boy. I did some more investigation, finding myself on her employer’s website. In the team section, I found Trish’s bio, which started with “Trish Morgan, senior-executive at Holt Insurance, mother of one…”  
 
    So she was a mother of one, with plenty of old picture of her with a young boy—was that enough proof to make me believe? It seriously should have been, but I just couldn’t accept it. 
 
    I didn’t get too close to Kelsey at my father’s wedding at first. I saw her from across the room. She was wearing this knee-length red dress that was skin-tight, hugging her perfect tits miraculously. Her legs looked like they belonged to a goddess. Her hair was done up beautifully in a curly sort-of half-bun (excuse my lack of hair terminology). I made a point of checking out her feet, on which she had in a pair of red heels to match her dress. They didn’t look like big feet, like you would expect from a person born a man. Even her hands looked small.  
 
    I even made a point of getting a good look at her throat. I thought that, if she was really a transgender, maybe she was photoshopping her Adam’s apple out of her photos. Maybe she wasn’t so convincing in real life, but there was no sign of any lump on her throat. She really was convincing. 
 
    I looked around at the other men in the room, trying to see if any of them had invisible Adam’s apples or small feet that could possibly fit into small pairs of heels. I mean, there is no surgery or treatment to make your feet small, is there? Can you get rid of your Adam’s apple? 
 
    No one else seemed to be too curious about her. The people I saw talking to her didn’t look put off and they didn’t seem to question her female validity. Maybe my dad was just screwing with me. Maybe he was just worried I would fall for my step-sister, so he was doing some questionable damage control. But then how do you explain the old pictures of Trish with the little boy? What happened to that little boy?  
 
    I excused myself to use the bathroom, making a point of passing Kelsey to get a closer look. I got within five feet of her, but she looked over at me and I panicked. I kept my gaze on the bathrooms and I didn’t get a chance to get a good look at her, though I did get a good whiff of her. She smelled amazing. I thought, if she planned on wearing that perfume at our house, I wouldn’t be able to control myself. I would be a weak mess, a puddle. 
 
    Later in the night, I watched her take to the dance floor with one of my cousins, some apparently handsome football jock. She was a good dancer, and it was nice to watch her long, smooth legs work their magic. I don’t think she was wearing a bra, because her perfect tits had a good, drool-inspiring bounce to them. My cousin clearly had the hots for her, taking glances down her cleavage whenever he had the chance, getting his face as close to her as possible whenever the music slowed down. He didn’t get any further than that, but I still found myself feeling jealous. Though I made myself feel better by reminding myself she might not have even been a she at all. 
 
    It was near the end of the night that she came up to me. She tapped on my shoulder. “You’re Derek, right?” I turned to her and found myself frozen and useless. She was so beautiful and she smelled so good. She had a glow about her that was irresistible. And her voice wasn’t even remotely masculine. I just nodded my head stupidly. “Ready to live together, starting tomorrow?” 
 
    I found myself staring into her eyes, lips parted, lost in her perfection. If she really was a man, she had the greatest team of surgeons on the planet. I’d seen pictures of trans people on the internet—none of them were really convincing, let’s face it. Sure, some of them looked alright, but you could always tell. “Huh?” I ended up saying. 
 
    “Are you read to live together?” she said again. 
 
    “Oh yeah, totally,” I said. 
 
    She smiled. “I feel like we should hug. Are we technically brother and sister now?” 
 
    “I guess so,” I said, still in a half-daze. She reached her arms around me and gave me a tight hug. God, her body was soft. I could feel her tits pressing against my chest. They felt incredible, and real. She sure as hell didn’t feel like a man. She was small and light. I could have picked her up and squeezed her. She was like a ragdoll. I could have done anything with her. And my God, that perfume—that tantalizing, heart-melting perfume.  
 
    “Maybe you can help me set up my room,” she said. 
 
    “Sure.” I was slightly disappointed when she finally released me—and I was slightly glad. Just at the end of our hug, I thought I felt something: a bulge. Maybe it was in my head, or maybe I really felt it gently press up against my thigh. I took a quick glance down, but couldn’t see any bulge. If she was a trans girl, did she still have her cock? 
 
    The worst part about the whole mystery was the fact that there was no way to really know for sure. Unless Kelsey or her mom told me outright that she was in fact born a man, how could I know? Maybe that was my dad’s plan all along, to plant that seed in my mind so I would keep my hands to myself, and it was working. If Kelsey was for sure a woman, I would have been all over her. I would have been on that dance floor, pulling her tightly into me, slipping my hand subtly onto her perfect ass. God, what I would have done to grab a handful of that perky, round butt! 
 
    The next morning (or I should say, early afternoon), I was awoken by the rumbling of an approaching moving truck. Kelsey and her mom—my new step-mother and step-sister—were arriving. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    Nursing a bit of a hangover, I decided to stay in bed while my dad helped the girls unload their truck. The hangover was also a nice excuse to get out of doing the work, though it didn’t last long. I’d barely begun to doze back off when there was a knock at my door. “What’s up?” I called out, and then the door opened. 
 
    Kelsey slipped into my room. She was wearing a loose-fitted tank-top. The arm-holes were cut so deep, you could see the whole sides of her tits, and she wasn’t wearing a bra. The sight alone was enough to make me half-hard. “Tired?” she said. 
 
    “I’ve got a pretty nasty hangover.” I rolled over. 
 
    “Too bad. You said you’d help me set up my room. Get up.” She walked up to the side of my bed and bent over. Her nipples were pushing up against the soft fabric of her top. She smelled different, sweeter, but still amazing. I had this sudden desire to pull her down onto the bed with me. Had I been totally sure she was a woman, I just might have pulled her down onto the bed with me, explored her soft body with my hands, squeezed those perfect tits. Instead, I played it cool.  
 
    “Give me a minute to get dressed,” I said, and then she smiled and left. I really needed a minute to get soft. Her body was like a cock magnet—the closer she got to me, the harder I got. I gave myself a minute to calm down and then I got dressed.  
 
    I was surprised at just how much stuff Kelsey and her mom brought with them. Their entire truck was packed full, and somehow, they managed to get all of it into our house. Kelsey must have had twenty boxes that needed unpacked in her bedroom—books that needed loaded into her bookshelves, old stuffed animals that needed to be scattered about. I didn’t know where she wanted anything, so I got the job of unloading the many boxes of books. “Order doesn’t matter,” she said, which made things straight forward enough.  
 
    I found myself distracted more than a few times—the first time when I noticed Kelsey was unpacking some lingerie into her closet. My Lord, it was some spicy lingerie, with lots of lace and straps and so on. She held up one particular red number, which I started to imagine her wearing. It wouldn’t have done much to keep her tits in place, and it was sheer enough that you would have been able to see everything. From what I could tell, there was an opening where the pussy went—or maybe where her cock went. I still didn’t know what she had down there. 
 
    When she bent over to make her bed, I found myself staring once again. Her little short shorts rode up and I could see her red panties. It looked like there was a bulge in there, but that could have been the bulge of her plump pussy.  
 
    At one point, while I was sitting on the ground, putting books into her bottom shelf, she stepped up behind me, leaned over me, and started to place some of her teddies into the bookshelf. Her thighs were touching my shoulders and her crotch was against the back of my head. If she was a woman, all I would have had to do was tilt my head up and I could have been eating her out. Then again, if she was a man, her ball sack was currently pressed up against the back of my head. Talk about feeling conflicted. 
 
    At the bottom of the final box of books was a vibrator. I had to do a double take when I saw it. It was long and purple, with a gold handle. I looked over my shoulder at Kelsey, who had her back turned to me. I picked the vibrator up and looked at it. It was thick—thicker than my own cock, which wasn’t a bad size. I was pretty sure every girl owned a vibrator, but what if Kelsey wasn’t a girl? Did that mean that big, vibrating purple cock went up her asshole? Would it even fit?  
 
    “What, you’ve never seen a dildo before?” she said, her lips right next to my ear. I nearly jumped into the air and screamed. She must have snuck up behind me. She took the vibrator from me with a sly smirk on her face. “You look devastated. You aren’t religious or something, are you?” 
 
    “Huh? Me? No,” I said, trying to play it cool. I couldn’t get the image of her out of my head—the image of her on her back, naked, legs spread out, vibrator pushing up into her asshole, her big hard cock laying on her stomach. No matter how hard I tried, that image remained in my brain. 
 
    “Your cheeks are all red,” she said, giggling. “That’s cute. It’s just a dildo. Get over yourself.”  
 
    “I know—I don’t care. It’s fine,” I said. It would have been fine had I known for sure she was a woman. But I didn’t know that. My curiosity was only getting more intense, more unignorable. Sure, I was planning on moving out in a few months, but did that mean I would have to endure a few months of this obsessive mystery? 
 
    She stood in the middle of her bedroom, holding the long purple vibrator up, with one hand on her hip. She still had that sly smirk on her face, and damn, did she look hot in that loose top and those tiny short shorts. It was amazing, just how smooth her skin was, how piercing her eyes were. She was seeping into my brain, taking over, turning me into nothing but mush. 
 
    “That’s all your books. I’m going to go and get some homework done,” I said, and then I zipped out of her room. I had a throbbing erection. I just couldn’t shake that image from my brain, her on her back, vibrator in her asshole, rigid cock on her stomach. I could just imagine her plunging that big toy in and out of her body, using her other hand to stroke the length of her cock, getting faster and faster, eventually beating herself madly, head rolling from side to side in a state of euphoria.  
 
    I locked my door and whipped out my cock. I started to jerk myself off. The only way I could think to get the image out of my mind was to indulge and get it out of my system. I imagined her big tits jiggling gently on her chest. I imagined her coming into her clenched fist, her cum squishing through her fingers as she slowly stroked her length, spreading her warm goo all over her cock. I imagined that big vibrator deep, deep, deep in her asshole, buzzing, making her quiver and squirm. It didn’t take me long before I ejaculated, spraying a warm, heavy load all over the side of my desk. It felt amazing. And it was good, it was what I needed. I was able to regain control of myself, realize I was getting lost in an inexplicable lust. 
 
    It didn’t last long. The moment I saw her again, I was a mess. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    That weekend, our parents went away together for their honeymoon. They didn’t go far, just a few hours away to a ski resort for the long weekend, but it left the house to me and Kelsey. 
 
    And I was starting to get the thought that Kelsey wanted me to make a move on her, like she was trying to seduce me. Every time we crossed paths, she would let that sly little smirk slip (that smirk alone was enough to make my legs weak, and I think she knew it). She would take showers with the door open slightly—just across the hall from my bedroom. Surely she knew I could see inside, and with the help of the bathroom mirror, I could see a sliver of her naked body through the slit in the curtain. She wasn’t afraid to walk around the house wearing nothing but a tiny towel which hardly covered her nipples, and only extended a few inches below her crotch. 
 
    All I needed to do was pretend like I dropped a pencil and I would have gotten the answer I was looking for, whether she had a cunt or a cock. 
 
    “What are you watching?” she asked, while I was sitting on the couch, watching a movie. 
 
    “I don’t know. Some old action flick,” I said, and she took a seat right next to me, leaning into me. Her body was warm.  
 
    “Mind if I watch?” she asked. 
 
    My heart was aflutter. We were cuddling, but was I cuddling with a man or a woman. She was soft, fresh out of the shower, smelling amazing as always. She had an old t-shirt on and a tiny pair of cotton pyjama shorts.  
 
    Did it even matter if she was a man or a woman? She was sexy regardless. She felt, looked, smelled, and acted like a woman, so what difference did it really make? It’s not like if I was attracted to her, that somehow made me gay, right?  
 
    After about an hour, I could see through the television reflection that she had fallen asleep, her face nestled against my side. My arm had found its way around her body and my hand had found its way onto her stomach, just inches from her crotch. It was my chance to solve the mystery, to see what was really there. My heart rate sped up drastically, pounding against my ribcage. If that didn’t wake her up, then nothing would. 
 
    Carefully, I let my hand creep down. After a deep breath, I subtly slipped it over her crotch. My plan, if she woke up, was to pretend as though I was asleep, that my hand just slipped there by accident.  
 
    There was a slight bulge between her legs, though it was hard to tell what it was. It was soft. It could have been a plump pussy, or it could have been a flaccid cock tucked between her legs. I was still nowhere closer to knowing for sure.  
 
    But my little move didn’t seem to wake her up. How far could I go without waking her up? I took another deep breath. If putting my hand over her crotch didn’t wake her up, why would it wake her up if I was under her shorts? 
 
    I carefully pushed my fingers under the waistband of her cotton shorts. I was so nervous, I could hardly breathe. If she woke up now, it wouldn’t be so easy to explain. ‘Oh, I fell asleep and my hand slipped under your shorts. Woops!’ No one would have believed that. She wasn’t wearing panties. Her pubic hair was soft and neatly trimmed. I pushed my hand down further. 
 
    And then my hand was on it: her flaccid cock. She had a cock. That was no pussy. I could feel everything—her long shaft, her bulbous tip, her warm ball sack. My dad wasn’t screwing with me after all, she really was born a man. She really was undergoing a sex change.  
 
    She moved. My heart sprung into a panic, but instead of pulling my hand out from her bottoms, I froze. She wasn’t awake, she was just repositioning herself. Still asleep, she reached down and put her hand over mine, pushing it down against her cock. Shit—now I couldn’t move. I couldn’t pull my hand out without waking her up. She had me trapped, my hand sandwiched between her hand and her cock. She started to rub my hand, forcing me to rub her long shaft. She let out a cute little sigh. I made sure she was in fact sleeping and her eyes were in fact closed—they were, and she was. 
 
    I needed to think. If I pulled my hand out too quickly, she would have been jolted awake. Though I wasn’t sure I would be able to pull it out slowly either, not without her noticing. My other option was to wait until she repositioned again and moved her hand so I could escape discreetly. That option didn’t look too likely either, seeing as she really had a good handle on my hand between her legs, forcing me to massage her dick—and she was getting hard, fast. 
 
    Holy shit, she was getting hard. I had my hand on my sleeping step-sister’s cock, and it was getting hard. The thought alone was absurd. The fact it was really happening—I thought for a minute I was dreaming, that I would wake up any second. But I wasn’t dreaming. I was really massaging her cock. I needed to think of an out. I needed to just find the right timing to pull out quickly, so quick that when she wakes up, she doesn’t realize I was ever down there at all. 
 
    She reached over and slipped her free hand over my cock. She started to rub and fondle my dick. I became frozen. Was she still asleep, or was she just pretending? Was it possible she was dreaming of giving me a handjob? Like a dog dreaming of chasing a rabbit, kicking its legs in the air as it bounds through a field—except unlike the rabbit, my cock was really there. I looked down again. Her eyes were still closed, but that didn’t necessarily mean anything. 
 
    She was rock-hard now, and somehow my fingers were wrapped around her impressive girth. She finally released my hand, using her newly freed hand to reach up and squeeze her tit. It was my chance to pull out of my conundrum, but I didn’t. I kept my grip on her cock. I allowed her to continue massaging my dick. It felt too good to put an end to. Besides, it was quite the sight—the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen snuggled up against me, massaging my dick as she squeezed her perfect tits. Except she wasn’t actually a woman. She was a man. I was getting my cock rubbed by a man. I had a firm grip around a man’s throbbing erection. 
 
    She slipped her hand into my pants and took hold of my cock for real, skin-on-skin. She started to stroke me, her eyes still closed, maybe asleep, maybe not. I played along, carefully beginning to stroke her length. 
 
    I couldn’t believe how big her cock had grown. How was she able to hide such an impressive beast between her legs? Especially in that skin-tight dress, and those little short-shorts she wore. Wasn’t she worried she would get aroused accidentally? In that red dress she wore at the wedding—her erect cock would have ripped right through the thing for crying out loud! 
 
    She moved again, making my heart skip a beat. This time, she reached down and shimmied her shorts down to her thighs before reaching back up, slipping her hand under her shirt so she could fondle her nipples. If she was sleeping, I wondered, who was she fucking in her dream? Was it me she was giving a handjob to? Was it me jerking her off? 
 
    Her cock was out in the open now—in plain sight. There was no possible way of denying it—she was born a man, and a well-endowed man at that. That cock was definitely no prosthetic, no fake. I couldn’t believe I actually had my hand around it. I couldn’t believe I was actually jerking it off. What if I actually got her to come? Would that wake her up? Would she realize she was getting a handjob from her brother-in-law and then freak out?  
 
    She had me rock-hard in my pants and she was working my shaft like a seasoned pro, sliding her fingers up and down my length with just the perfect pressure in all the perfect spots. There was no doubt she had experience with this kind of thing—I suppose it helped that she had a cock of her own to practise on. 
 
    “I’m going to come, baby,” she said, her eyes still closed. My heart skipped a beat again. “Oh fuck, I’m going to come.” She bit her lip and let out a long, soft sigh. God, it was cute. She was beautiful. Cock or not, she was perfect in every way imaginable. “Fuck, baby, here it comes.” She turned her face into my body and then released a muffled moan. She came, her warm cum shooting up, hitting me, hitting her, and then the final few eruptions billowed down over my fingers. It was a mesmerizing sight—totally seducing. 
 
    I ended up coming immediately after, my own hot load filling up my underwear and her tight fist. Fuck, it felt amazing. I turned my head and rested it on hers as I caught my breath and gathered my composure.  
 
    Carefully, I took her hand and brought it down to her cock, slipping it under the waistband of her cotton shorts. Then, I slipped myself out from our cuddle, laying her down gently on her side. She would wake up with her cock in her hand and that would hopefully explain the cum that was all over her—it was her own cum, after all. As I snuck away, her eyes were still closed and there was still that sleeping smile on her face.  
 
    It was a close call, unless of course she was actually awake the whole time. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I tried to convince myself she had been asleep, that she was completely unaware of our little mutual-masturbation session. If she was awake, she would have opened her eyes—right? Why would she pretend to be asleep? So I would keep going? Maybe she thought that if I knew she was awake, I wouldn’t have gone ahead with the jerk off. Maybe that was her way of getting an easy, guilt-free handjob. 
 
    It was strange. Even now that I knew with absolute certainty that she was born a man, I was still wildly attracted to her. When I saw her walk past my bedroom, I couldn’t help but stare at those long, smooth legs and that perfect, perky butt. Whenever she took her open-door showers, I found myself peeking in, trying to get a glance of that big, thick cock of hers. Whenever I heard that water running, I would close my homework and I would creep into the hall. It was a few days later that I actually caught her masturbating.  
 
    The door was open just enough that I could see the mirror, which reflected sight through a slit in the curtain. She had her big cock in her hand, and it was rock hard. She was stroking it quickly with a firm grip. Her free hand was above her head, holding onto the curtain rod. God, the way her tits jiggled as she stroked her beautiful rod—that was enough to get me hard. I could feel my face becoming warm, my cheeks red. I watched her bite her lip and tilt her head back. Her lips parted and she let out the cutest little moan. I watched her cock as it blasted out a seemingly endless load. 
 
    I had to retreat into my own bedroom, locking the door behind me. I rubbed one out. I had no choice. It was a desperate attempt to control the insane levels of lust that were swirling in my body. It was only a temporary fix though. It seemed like every time I saw Kelsey, that lust would just fire back up, and I would be a sloppy mess all over again. 
 
    “Want to help me bake some cookies?” she asked me one afternoon. She was wearing very little—a pair of tiny booty shorts, a loose-fitted crop top, and a cooking apron that made it look like she was wearing nothing at all. 
 
    “I should probably finish this essay,” I said, though I had just finished the essay. I didn’t want to spend any unnecessary time around her. It was seeming like the more time we spent around one another, the more out of control my desires were becoming. I still had a few months left before I was moving out—I needed to control myself until then.  
 
    “Oh, put it away for half an hour. You’ve been locked in your room all day. Come help me down in the kitchen. It’ll be fun,” she said. She had a big, cute smile on her face, and I couldn’t resist it. How can someone say no to a smile like that? How can someone deny themselves the opportunity to be around someone so beautiful. I was weak.  
 
    “Okay, I’ll be down in five minutes,” I said, and then she skipped her way down to the kitchen with that big smile still on her face.  
 
    I met her down in the kitchen, where she was busy combining flour and sugar and whatnot into a large bowl. Her back was to me and I could see the curve of her rump, poorly covered by her little shorts. She had such a perfect ass—so soft but somehow so perky. It had just the right bounce to it. “Hey,” she said, turning around. She had a little white smear on her nose. “Nice of you to join me.” She grabbed a cooking apron and brought it over to me. 
 
    “I don’t mind if my clothes get dirty,” I said. 
 
    “Oh, don’t be a drag,” she said, and then she went ahead and put the apron on for me, reaching around me to tie it up. I’ll admit, it was nice to have her pressed up against me while she fastened the thing. She smelled like vanilla and flowers. She stepped back. “You look good.” 
 
    I looked down and realized the apron said ‘Kitchen Bitch’ on it. She laughed. “Have you ever made cookies before?” She turned around, returning to her mixing bowl. 
 
    “No,” I said. My eyes drifted back down to that perfect, plump ass. I wanted to grab it and squeeze it with both of my hands. How could someone born a man possibly have an ass like that? It seemed impossible. Most models didn’t even have asses that perfect. 
 
    “Your job is to separate the egg yolks from the egg whites,” she said, motioning me towards a carton of eggs and two bowls. I walked over to the little station, picked up an egg, and cracked it. I let the egg fall into the bowl, and then I thought for a moment about what to do next. How do I separate the white from the yolk?  
 
    Kelsey was laughing at me. “What the heck are you doing?” she asked. 
 
    “I’ll get it,” I said, picking up another egg and cracking it, this time leaving it in the cracked shell. When we were kids making Easter eggs, we would bore little holes in the bottom of the eggs to let the insides fall out. Would something like that work? I carefully began to open the egg up, but then it all fell into the bowl. Kelsey was laughing again. 
 
    “Let me show you,” she said, and then she stepped up behind me. She reached her arms around me, pressing her warm body up against my back. She took my hands in hers and then began to guide me through the motions. “First, we crack the egg,” she said, bringing my hand and the egg down to the edge of the bowl. She rested her chin on my shoulder. My face was pressed up against her beautiful face. “Then we carefully break it into two halves.” She helped me do that, too. “And then we carefully transfer it back and forth, letting the whites fall out into the bowl.” She giggled. “Just like that. Let’s do another one.” 
 
    I could feel the bulge of her cock against my ass as her warm beauty enveloped me. Her gentle perfume was making me crazy. She turned to face me, smiling, her lips just millimetres from mine. “See? You’re not so bad.” I kissed her. I had to. Her lips just looked so soft, so warm, so inviting. I couldn’t resist her overwhelming beauty. She kissed back. After a moment, her tongue penetrated my lips. My hands were all over her. Screw the cookies—and screw the fact she had a cock. I didn’t care anymore. She was more of a woman than any of the girls in my school. She was more beautiful than any woman I’d ever seen before. I wanted her. I needed her.  
 
    I reached down, pushing my hand down her little shorts, and I grabbed her cock. I began to fondle it. I could feel it throbbing, growing, hardening. Her balls were soft and warm. 
 
    Without breaking away from our kiss, she managed to get my pants down, around my ankles, and she was quick to get a firm grip of my cock. My heart was racing. This wasn’t just some innocent, sleepy handjob on the couch, this was the real deal. There was no wondering whether she was awake, no blurred lines.  
 
    She spun me around. “Put your hands on the counter,” she demanded, so I did. I should have felt vulnerable, standing naked in the middle of the kitchen, the windows all open on a bright, sunny day, but I didn’t feel vulnerable. I was excited. All I could think about was her, her perfect body, her perfect cock. She reached around and placed a hand on my chest, gently sliding down, back onto my cock.  
 
    Then I felt it: the tip of her hard, throbbing cock pressing up against my anus. “Ready?” she asked. But I wasn’t ready. I’d never had anything in ass before—especially not a big, throbbing dick. But I didn’t protest. I wanted her as close to me as humanly possible. I wanted her inside of me. I wanted her to do whatever she wanted with me. And that’s exactly what she did. Not waiting for an answer, she began to push in.  
 
    My legs began to shake. Her cock was so big, so thick. There was no way I was going to be able handle it. I didn’t think it would actually fit, but she made it fit, cramming it deeper and deeper into my asshole. I clenched the edge of the counter. “You really are my kitchen bitch,” she said with a giggle, and it was true. With her soft hand fondling my erection, I would have done anything she asked me to do. 
 
    She began to thrust in and out of me. It was a strange feeling at first—feeling totally stuffed one moment and then completely empty the next, and having no control over it whatsoever. But as I started to relax, the pleasure started pulsing through me. She was hitting a sweet spot. Every time the tip of her cock pressed against it, I melted a little bit more, my legs began to tremble a little bit harder. After just a few thrusts, I was a moaning mess, slumped over the kitchen counter, my head rolling from side to side in an increasing euphoria. 
 
    “Your asshole is so tight,” she said. She reached down, and with her cock still ramming into my asshole, she began to draw little circles around my anus with her fingertip. It just pushed me even further over the edge. I’d lost control completely. I probably looked so foolish, moaning and squirming on that counter, but I couldn’t help it. I was on a different plane of reality where there was nothing but me, Kelsey, and an insurmountable amount of uncontrollable pleasure. 
 
    It wasn’t long before I was coming, my cock blasting a hot, sticky load all over the kitchen cupboards and all over her soft, warm hand. “I’m going to come in your ass,” she said, leaning over me further, pressing her tits against my back as she fucked me like a dog from behind. 
 
    I thought her cock in my ass was an intense euphoria—but her cum was an even greater experience. The feeling of it filling me up deep nearly made me come a second time. I wished the moment would have lasted forever, but of course it couldn’t. As she stepped back and slipped her cock out from my ass, I knew it was over. Our parents would be home from their honeymoon soon and things would inevitably change. There was no way my father would let me fool around with my transgender step-sister. If he found out about our little kitchen romp, he would probably kick me out of the house. 
 
    And soon, I would be moving out, leaving the state. Pursuing any sort of relationship in town was silly, especially one with someone who was technically related to me. 
 
    “That was fun,” Kelsey said. She was right, it was fun. It was too fun. Now that it was over, regular life seemed a little more mundane, a little more dull. 
 
    “Look, Kelsey. We’d better not go any further with this,” I said. “Obviously our parents can’t find out, and there’s no sense in getting too attached,” I said. 
 
    She looked sad, and rightfully so. It was probably just as much fun for her as it was for me, and the thought of a lifetime of that much fun was almost inconceivable. Getting a taste for something you can never have is never a good idea. We’d already gone too far.  
 
    But that didn’t stop Kelsey. It was a few nights later and our parents were back from their honeymoon that Kelsey snuck into my room while I was sleeping and she crawled on top of me. She nearly scared me half to death. She covered my mouth to stop me from yelling, and as soon as I felt those soft, gentle fingers, I relaxed, I knew it was her. “What are you doing?” I whispered. 
 
    Instead of answering, she just kissed me on the lips. “Just don’t make any noise,” she said, and then I could feel her shimmying down my pyjama bottoms. She fucked me in the ass as I lay on my stomach until she came, then she rolled over onto her stomach and said, “Your turn.” It was hardly fair. By the time it was my turn to fuck her in the ass, I was already on the edge of coming. Still, I got a few thrusts in, and I got to explore her tight asshole with my cock. 
 
    The next day, she slipped into the bathroom with me when I went to take a shower. I could hear my dad in the next room, getting ready for work, and Kelsey’s mom, walking back and forth down the hallways. “Are you crazy?” I asked. 
 
    She just smiled. “Want to suck my dick?”  
 
    Heart racing, I couldn’t say no. “Yeah.” She hopped up onto the vanity and I sucked her cock until she came. “Want to fuck my tits?” she asked, and I did. She held her breasts together until I came all over her chin and her chest. Then, she managed to sneak out of the bathroom undetected, while our parents were having an argument in the other room. 
 
    We fucked at every given possibility. And then the day came that I left for university. Watching her standing on the doorstep as I drove away in that moving truck was heart-breaking. That sinking feeling was precisely why I didn’t want to get involved. But I just couldn’t help it. Neither of us could. It was too much fun and it felt too amazing. I knew I was going to miss her more than anything. 
 
    It was a few days later that my dad called me to tell me he was breaking up with Trish. “It was just too rushed,” he said, and then he told me Trish and Kelsey were moving out later that week. My heart only broke further. Now, I wouldn’t even be seeing Kelsey at Christmas or Thanksgiving or Easter or ever. That chapter of my life was over. 
 
    At least, I thought it was until I got that knock at my dorm room door. When I opened the door to see Kelsey standing there with a suitcase at her side, my heart burst into an excited frenzy. She was back in my life, and she was there to stay. “My mom went to travel the world, ‘to find herself,’” Kelsey said. “I thought I’d come stay with you.” 
 
    I couldn’t get her into my dorm room fast enough. I couldn’t get her panties down fast enough. I couldn’t get that perfect, warm cock in my mouth fast enough.  
 
    THE END  
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