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Shelley slid the lavender halter top over her
torso, covering over the American flag bikini top, and pulled her
hair out of the inside of the shirt. Fingers flew over the cash
register the girls used to clock in and out of the coffee shop,
clocking herself out for the day and starting her 4th of
July weekend. It still amused her that just over a month ago she’d
been worried about appearances coming to work at this place, and
yet had ended up taking the position. The money offered had been
too good. Quickly she also discovered the staff was much more
pleasant to work with than the other servers at the restaurant she
used to work for. Often she’d wondered if it was the opportunity to
constantly flirt with the customers and each other or if it was the
pleasantly large tips. Either way, the place made for a hell of a
summer job, and even caused her to entertain the idea of working
part time through her junior year of college.

 


What mostly amused her though, was the
thought of wondering how some of her regular customers would react
if they knew she wasn’t born physically looking like a girl. A few
tended to make it a point to try and catch as much of a glimpse of
her chest as possible. While sometimes it was downright annoying,
mostly when the morning rush was in full swing, the rest of the
time it made her feel a little good. She was attractive enough to
draw attention from the men and occasionally a woman too.

 


But for now her thoughts returned to the fact
that it was a holiday weekend and somehow she’d managed to get the
entire three day weekend off! On top of that they had a lake cabin
reserved to share with Katie and Allie from that night through
Sunday afternoon. While the quartet had gone off on several double
dates, they hadn’t quite had the chance to spend quality time
behind closed doors since that night in the tent. She still
remembered falling asleep next to Matt and Katie, her ass full of
Katie’s cum while feeling both of them curled up against her, their
soft cocks resting against her thighs. Just the thought of it
always made her a little stiff and very anxious to jump into bed
with them again.

 


Now it was her task to run home and finish up
the packing for the weekend. On the bus ride home, she made a
mental checklist of everything that she’d need and hoped that there
wouldn’t much be a need to go out shopping. Granted she loved her
shopping like any self-respecting girl would, but in theory that
had already been done the past weekend. A new bikini awaited her at
home, with the hope that she could show it off at the lake, or
maybe left packed away due to not needing to cover up. The brochure
had promised a private setting for the cabin and porch and she had
every intention of using whatever privacy was offered up.

 


She ended up making a quick stop off at a
Walgreens along the way to make sure that she had enough of the
essentials, sun lotion, snacks, and plenty of KY Jelly. That last
purchase had gotten a raised eyebrow from the guy working the
counter, she’d just given him a big grin, waggled her eyebrows, and
kept quiet. Going out the door she thought she heard him mutter
about a lucky guy and grinned to herself, knowing he had no idea at
all.

 


Finally home, she was a couple of hours ahead
of Matt’s usual time to get off of work; giving her enough time to
finish up the packing and throw together a quick dinner. Matt’s
clothes were already packed away in a small duffel, how he got away
with a bag so small she didn’t know, but it certainly wouldn’t work
for her gear. That her clothes tended towards smaller only added to
the annoyance. But this weekend, this trip, she felt a lot of that
annoyance and stress roll off of her back. It was a holiday weekend
with friends, close friends, and she wasn’t about to let any of the
petty concerns bring her down.

 


No, she had other things to worry about, like
making sure the reservations were printed out and one final repack
of her luggage to be sure everything she wanted was there.
Satisfied again that the clothes she’d need were packed away,
Shelley worked on setting out her clothes for the trip. First came
a red tartan skirt with a black lace bottom, just long enough to
show off her favorite asset. She debated the need for a bra,
wondering if it would be better to be a little conservative or to
embrace her smaller chest and that she could get away without
wearing one once in a while.

 


The bra was packed away into her purse just
in case she felt the need to wear it.

 


A light pink, button-up blouse completed the
ensemble, just dark enough to hide her nipples. The soft cotton
felt cool and refreshing after having worn the bikini top all day
long at work. She had to resist reaching up to tease herself a bit,
her body wound up with thoughts of what the weekend ahead would be
like.

 


There was much celebrating to be done, not
only for finally being able to get some much needed time alone, but
also for a certain Supreme Court decision that was handed down just
a week prior.

Shelley had wept the entire day that the
court decision had been handed out. There was no word in the
English language that could describe the amount of joy that she’d
felt at finally feeling a little bit more like a human again. Yes,
there was still much more to be done to feel equal to everyone
else, but for now she was content just to savor the moment. The
boards had been flooded with threads of cheers, and occasionally
threads reminding each other of the work to be done. But mostly,
they’d been full of joy and over the weekend the boards were
populated with long time couples showing off pictures of weddings
and marriage certificates. It was enough to make a grown girl cry
tears of joy all weekend long.
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