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Sophie sits nervously alone in her car, outside her friend's house, twiddling her fingers and fidgeting uncontrollably. She wasn’t this nervous when talking to them and planning this event.

But she is feeling nervous now, it was only fair for a first-time experience, especially one of this nature. She brushes her wavy blonde hair behind her right ear to get it out of her face.

“I can’t back out now,” She whispers to herself under her breath, before letting out a short sigh.

She knows deep down she wanted it, she was getting herself worked up just thinking about what was going to happen even before leaving. Though it was only a short fifteen-minute drive, the entire time she was so tempted to slide her hand up under her skirt and tease and caress her leg, but she resisted the urge.

Now that she is not driving, she sees no harm in having a little feel. She rests her right hand on her right thigh; the soft feel of the nylon tights feels good against her palm. Slowly, she slides her hand up her leg, moving it up under her skirt.

The feeling of the touch grows in intensity as she approaches, the sensation of being touched so close to her pussy, especially while out in her car sends shivers down her spine.

As her hand reaches its destination, she breathes in and holds her breath for a few seconds. Gently biting her lower lip as she holds it, then she lets out a short sigh. Her fingers danced around and teased her through her clothes, her muscles tensing, shifting and swaying her shoulders slightly.

“Please, no!” Escaped from her lips in no more than a whisper “You can’t touch me like that.”

At first, she didn’t even realise she was saying it, more like a subconscious thing that just happened. But as she said it the sensation grew, she became more aroused at the act of her protesting, which made her fingers move quicker over herself.

She is suddenly aware of where she is, it is late and dark out but there could still be people walking by. She moves her left hand to grab the wrist of her right, to try and pull it out from under her skirt. It takes a little extra force than usual, but with a sharp tug, her fingers detach from herself.

This little tease got her so worked up that she now craves more. Grabbing the plastic carrier bag that she left on the passenger seat, with a newfound courage she impatiently swung the car door open and hopped out to her feet, closing and locking the car behind her. She heads up the driveway at a fast pace, she starts to slow down as she approaches the door.

She just needs to knock on the door before she thinks too much about it. As soon as he answers there is no turning back.

She gives the door three short strikes... Nothing. No answer.

After a few more seconds the door slowly swings open, but not fully, just enough for someone to peer out.

Upon seeing her face, he fully opens the door.

Standing in the doorway is a tall handsome man, his name is James. Standing at six foot or one hundred and eighty-three centimetres tall, broad shoulders. With light brown hair that is neatly trimmed and a thick but well-maintained beard.

“You’re late!” He says in a sharp but firm tone. As his dark green eyes peer through his glasses and into her own.

“Yes, sorry I was busy...” With each word she says, her voice gets quieter, her head lowering slightly.

“Sounds to me, like you were nervous.”

“Yeah that too, well maybe a little.”

“No need to be nervous.” He says moving out of the way of the door and gesturing her inside. “Now get inside, quickly.”

She scurries through the door almost bumping into him as she moves past him, getting close enough to get a breath of his deodorant. A fresh, wood scent with a hint of spice.

“Living room!” He says in a deep demanding tone as she walks passed him.

She feels a little nervous hearing the door click shut, followed by the sound of the chain rattling. No turning back now.

Turning left into the living room, sitting on the sofa is her best friend. She heads over and takes a seat on the sofa next to her.

Zoe is one of her oldest friends, they go way back. Her long dark hair which is usually kept in braids, is flowing free and untamed today, but still well-kept and brushed.

“Hey Sophie,” Says Zoe as she approaches, making eye contact with her as she says it before she pauses for a second, slightly stunned.

“Wow you are radiating nervous energy,” She adds in a very shocked tone, “No need to be, you are safe with us.”

James walks into the room, with a glass of water, he sets it down on the coffee table in front of Sophie and takes a seat on the opposite sofa.

“Thank you, I have no idea why I am so nervous!” Sophie says while reaching for the glass.

“I am not that scary am I?” James asks jokingly.

Sophie looks over the top of her glass towards them while taking a sip of water.

“He is a big softie,” Zoe adds with a laugh.

“Oh, really I am! I will keep that in mind later tonight then.”

Zoe gives James a quick cheeky wink at his comment, before turning to face Sophie and complimenting her outfit.

“I didn’t think you would be wearing something so cute, with the possibility of it getting ripped off you.”

“Thank you, I love this style and how it accents my figure, but these clothes are a little past it. Only a bit of wear and tear here and there, but thought why not send it out with a bang? Apart from the flannel over-shirt, which is new, I will take it off before we begin. But I already have some replacements, I will wear them next time I come around.”

They sit and have a bit of small talk for the next fifteen minutes or so, to allow Sophie to calm her nerves and get prepared for what they are about to do.
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“Shall we head up and start then?” Asks James as he slightly rubs his hands together.

Sophie looks relieved that he was the one to mention it, and she nods enthusiastically.

“Yeah, I am ready, let's do it.” She says as she stands up.

“You two go ahead. I have a few things I need to sort out down here, then I will be up soon.”

Sophie turns and looks at Zoe with a slight bit of confusion. She is about to say that we can wait for her, but before she can speak, Zoe stands up and moves her mouth close to her ear. Sophie smells the sweet fruity scent of Zoe’s hair as her head is close by. It is a calming scent.

“I wasn’t joking about the James being a big softie comment. Your well-being and satisfaction are his main priorities. You will be safe with him.” Whispered Zoe.

James heads out of the living room and turns right towards the stairs. The bottom of the stairs is right next to the front door.

Before Sophie heads out to follow him, with Zoe’s head still next to hers, she takes advantage of the opportunity to do a little teasing of her own. She whispers into her ear.

“I brought the thing you suggested, for the thing we tried a couple of years back. I want you and James to do it to me tonight.” She says, trying to make it sound as cryptic as possible, to have her thinking about it while sorting her stuff out down here, but she thinks Zoe got what she meant.

Moving away before she can reply, Sophie heads out the door to not keep James waiting. He is already partway up the stairs as she follows behind him.

She is slightly taken aback and distracted by how round and tight his ass looks in his jeans. With each step, his muscles shift and bulge under his jeans. Showing off how active he is as a person.

Once they are at the top, they turn left into the bedroom, James starts to talk, and Sophie almost misses what he is saying, lost in thought of his ass.

“We have already gone over everything, but I will go over the safe words one last time.”

Snapping out of her daydream with a shake of the head, she focuses on James. Looking at his face and taking in what he has to say.

“We are going to use the traffic light system for consent and safety. Green is all good and we can start or continue. I am in control when we are in a green state. Understood?”

Sophie does not reply verbally but nods to let him know she has listened and understood what he said.

“Orange or amber, they can be used interchangeably. This is a soft stop. I will be hands-off and give you space. You use this if you need to talk, ask questions out of role play, have a break, readjust your position, or do anything else you can think of. You are in control during this state and nothing can continue until you put us back to a green state.”

“That makes sense,” She says with a nod and a smile.

“The final state is red. This is a hard stop, only used in serious situations. If you are tied up in any way, I will release you as fast as possible, without causing any extra stress. Panic attacks, loss of feeling in a body part, that kind of stuff.”

“Let’s hope we never have to use it,” Sophie says.

“I am not sure how much history you have with this kind of play, some doms say stuff like, if you use your safe word you will be punished. Not a worry here, you will not be punished for using them, they are a tool and I want you to use them as often as you need to, to stay happy, and safe, and communicate any issues.”

“Zoe was right, you are a softie.” This is said jokingly with a small laugh.

“Are you sure you want to say that with what we are about to do, I could make you regret it pretty quickly? I have a soft side, but it is not my only side.” His shoulders tense and he looks down slightly at her, to make himself look bigger as he says this.
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