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She took a long sip of the glass of white
wine, feeling the chilled liquid slip down her throat and the chill
caress her warm body. In front of her were her final grades from
the Spring semester at Seattle University. Shelley had barely
gotten above a 3.0, but considering how much harder the university
was compared to any school she’d even been to, she was proud of her
grades. The second glass of wine was to calm her nerves, the
semester had been rough and she had no idea how some people did it
while holding down a job. It made her all the more grateful that
she had Matt supporting her, and for Summer break.






Shelley already had arrangements for a part
time position at a local coffee house as a barista, it was Seattle
after all. She’d been tempted to go for the place where the
baristas all did their jobs in bikini tops, seriously tempted as
she’d heard the money was good. At the last minute though, she
decided against the idea, not wanting to risk exposure. Such was
her life, always that constant concern about being exposed. That
was why she had treasured the cruise, it allowed her to truly be
herself, albeit a little drunk and wild but she chalked that up to
the oppression of her normal life holding her back. The fact that
she’d even entertained the idea, though, felt like progress to
herself in accepting herself.






The cruise had led to her finding a group
that was open and accepting of people of all walks of life, most
were seeking to understand themselves sexually like she was. At
first she’d been quite active but as the semester waned on, Shelley
had become swamped with papers and constantly being tested. There
was one professor she swore was trying to bury their students by
quizzing them twice a week and randomly during the PowerPoints.
Whoever had invented the iClicker deserved a special place in hell
as far as she was concerned. Spring Break had been full of catching
up on projects, papers, and studying for upcoming tests.






Now she was just taking the time to catch up
on the goings on of the group, happily noting that the group had
grown a bit in size and activity. Shelley made a quick scan of the
listing of upcoming events and then settled in to start reading
through the new threads and announcements. Of particular interest
was the thread where the group had been discussing potential
locations to start building their private getaway. A sigh escaped
her lips when she realized just how long the thread had gotten.
Shelley poured another glass of wine before digging in. A few pages
into the thread and she finally gave up trying to wade through all
of the bickering and went to the last page, about fifty posts in
when she got there.






There she was surprised to find the amount of
work that had apparently been hashed out on the thread once the
bicker had been ceased. It seemed like they’d settled out on a
property and using the funds from the membership fees, the group
had purchased about twenty acres. The land was far from prime but
the idea of getting some privacy was what had driven the desire for
a large chunk of real estate. At the end of the thread there was a
link to a new thread to discuss some of the plans for the land.






In the new thread the first thing being
discussed was some form of shelter. It seemed that the initial
plans to be able to put the land into use this summer involved
clearing an area for a campground and putting up a semi-permanent
building. The creators of the group had settled on a yurt, a sort
of wooden framed tent placed upon a wooden platform, as the central
building. It was to be thirty feet in diameter, hopefully large
enough to house everyone in case of a storm. Shelley mused this
over, she’d never been camping though the movies almost always made
it seem like fun, save for the horror movies. She shuddered as she
thought of the Jason movies, then shook the thought out of her
head. If she remembered right, Matt had some old camping gear
somewhere. Out of the room she went to try and find it.






Convincing Matt that night to take a weekend
off to go play with power tools and sleep out in a tent was
surprisingly not that hard, at least she was surprised at how
easily it went. Later in the night she’d realized what exactly
she’d asked him to spend his weekend doing, smacked herself on the
head, and reminded herself that most red-blooded American males
would voluntarily decide to spend their weekends doing that. Either
way, she was getting the weekend she wanted and was looking
forwards to actually getting to feel and see real progress being
made on the dream.






**********






Matt nodded along as she laid out everything
that was going on with the group, glad to see that she was taking a
vested interest in this. He’d heard of the group through work, some
in the local LGBT community had caught wind of his relationship and
started to come to him for legal advice. While his bosses probably
had their concerns about why he was suddenly popular in the
transgender community as a lawyer, they were not complaining about
all the extra business that was bringing in. There was even talk of
sending him out for more training in LGBT specific law, maybe even
hiring him a paralegal knowledgeable in the topic.






There had been a number of surprises to him,
particularly in women that he knew that hadn’t been born as women,
starting with his secretary. After the first couple of reveals
though, he’d started getting used to the idea that he couldn’t
judge people so well by their outside appearances. When he’d heard
of the group and the cruise, he’d jumped at the idea; both to give
Shelley a chance to feel like a normal person and so that they
could feel like a regular couple.






It wasn’t that he liked to keep secrets
necessarily but more that he was enjoying letting Shelley explore
the group herself that kept him from letting her know everything
that was going on. He wanted to be encouraging and not feel like he
was being overly pushy. It also allowed him time to explore for
himself the sense of confliction he had within. Mostly that dealt
in feeling how his world had changed; his own enjoyment of sucking
his girlfriend’s cock, and the curiosity of what it would be like
to have that cock within his ass. These were things he’d never
thought he would consider doing prior to Shelley and it still
conflicted with what society had taught him growing up, giving him
just a bit of hesitation.






He knew the lack of her getting to be on the
giving side of anal was a bit of an irritant to her. While he would
still be the one giving it primarily, she still desired the chance
to once in a while. Matt just wasn’t ready for it emotionally.
Physically he’d been slowly working himself towards it, hoping that
it would help break the emotional barrier. When she’d gone off to
night classes, he would take out the starter set of plugs that he’d
purchased and hidden away. With ample lube, Matt had taken the time
to slowly work on stretching out his ass until he was ready to try
an actual dildo. So far he’d only gotten the nerve and time to try
it three times, each time imagining it was Shelley’s cock instead
of a piece of silicon. Each time he told himself that he was one
step closer to giving himself to her and to finally accepting
himself.
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