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They say you never forget your first time. Your first kiss, first date, first time having sex, sleeping at your man’s house, getting married, divorced, etc. This is true.

Trisha sat on her couch sipping some hot tea from her bone china as Bobbi, her crosssdressing sissy, walked through the front door of her house with the mail placing it down on the dinner table before resuming her maid duties. Trisha had on her lovely red bra, panty, stockings, and garter set relaxing on this Saturday afternoon.

A year ago, life was so different. Trisha was coming off a bad divorce buying herself a starter home on the other side of town set on restarting her life.

Trisha’s first husband had a very good job, not that Trisha did not, but her husband spent far too much time after work frequenting strip clubs under the pretense of wooing clients.

At the time of the divorce, Trisha’s husband claimed she never wanted to have sex, boring in bed, and never cared about him or the house.

The divorce filing and subsequent proceedings left Trisha in shock. Once she moved on by buying a new house, everything settled down. Life started to turn for the better, if slowly.

There were some nice clubs in the area full of men for her to get her groove back. In terms of a relationship, however, nothing more than fodder to be cast aside the next morning.

Trisha sighed placing her bone china tea cup down on its holder before placing it on the end table. One snap of her fingers, a quick point to the ball gag, and another between her legs and Bobbi was moving at the speed of light.

In seconds, the ball gag was on and Bobbi on her knees between the legs of Trish who rested her legs on Bobbi’s shoulders. Bobbi could sniff but was not allowed to lick or touch at this moment. Just sniff the contents.

Trisha leaned back smiling for a moment thinking back to the moment she first met her neighbor, Bob.

The grass was getting high and Trisha missed the early season sales on lawnmowers. She thought about paying one of the neighborhood guys, but everyone seemed to be wary of helping the recent divorcee.

Just what Trisha thought, a prude neighborhood. The absolute worst. She brings home different guys three Friday nights in a row and suddenly she is the neighborhood slut.

Bob was nice enough to mow the lawn with Trisha noticing that he tended to let his eyes wander just a bit much when she bent over while wearing her tight, grey leggings. Maybe Trisha was showing off just a bit because the leggings were a size too small, but it was her yard. If Trisha wanted to wear see through leggings in her backyard, so what to some of the neighbors? 

Normally, Trisha would have just invited Bob over on a Saturday night for some wine and fun, but Bob was different.

Bob was average height and build. Nothing special. He was sweet enough but he never seemed to have a girlfriend. A few neighbors speculated he might be gay, but Trisha did not get the same feeling. The vibes Trisha received from Bob were from a different source.

Trisha’s feelings were confirmed a couple of weeks later when it got unusually hot one day in the Spring. A few lights were out in the kitchen and Trisha asked Bob to stop over. Bob pulled out the step ladder climbing up to remove the light fixture and peer at the bulbs. When Bob reached up, Trisha noticed he was wearing a pink thong causing her to take a deep, but quiet breath.

Bob told Trisha that these lights were not regular bulbs so he would have to run down to the hardware store to get the proper brand. Trisha nodded not letting on while hoping to get a confirmation when Bob returned. Sure enough, when Bob returned he bent over giving Trisha another clear view of his pink thong. As if to reinforce this information, whenever Bob picked something up in front of Trisha, he daintily picked up the item rather than cupping his palm over or around it.

After Bob left, Trisha sat down on the couch for a couple of hours to process the information she learned today. The panties would indicate that Bob was at the very least a cross dresser. 

Now that she had that information and safely put him in the friend zone, it was time to play.

Bob was never the type of guy Trisha would date. Average height, slight build. Nothing particularly special about his job or house. Just an average, boring guy. Some women were into that and good for them, but not Trisha.

Trisha decided that she would see how far she could push Bob. How far could she wrap him around her finger. In Trisha’s marriage, she was the one always on the defensive or submissive side. Now it was time to see what it was like to play in the aggressive side of the field.

A few days later, Bob stopped over to mow the lawn with Trisha deciding it was time to give Bob a nudge. Bob had on some low hanging shorts showing off a teal thong, which Trisha correctly read as showing off his femininity.

Trisha took a clean red panty out from her bedroom placing it in the living room on the coffee table all by itself.

Because of the odd layout of her property, Bob had to walk through the living room at least three times. On the first pass, Bob ignored the panties. Well, not ignored. Bob clearly saw the panties cringing for a moment as conflicted feelings ran through his body.

On one hand, Bob had feelings for Trisha. He heard from some people that she recently divorced and liked bringing home young, single guys for the night. Bob never had a steady girlfriend, always being socially awkward. On dates, Bob came off as the nice guy rather than the rugged boyfriend who treated them poorly looking for women to try and change them.
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