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Ok, so I’m early. 

A pathetic, cock hungry, forty-five minutes early!

I know, it doesn’t look good for a girl to appear too keen. But at least I haven’t knocked on his door yet. At least I’m still in my car, just round the corner from his house, and safely out of view. 

But let’s be honest, I’m counting down the minutes.

Even so, I’m desperate not to give Jason the satisfaction of turning up too early, particularly after last time. He might recognise the dirty little slut in me, but I don’t want him to think he holds all the cards, even though he clearly does!

I mean, the way he treated me should have me running for the hills. And I still can’t believe I effectively agreed to be his plaything. I mean it’s Jason Valance, the so called class geek! What the hell is wrong with me? Years of social climbing and I’ve been reduced to this. 

But geek or not, there is no denying my last encounter with Jason has me spinning and the sad reality is I’ve been ready for hours. The promise of what might happen this evening is tantalising but also so out of left field that I genuinely don’t know what to make of my emotions. All I know is I’m horny as hell and I’ve had to change my panties twice already.

I check the time again. Still only six forty-six! I groan, how is that even possible? 

I admit our last study session hadn’t exactly gone as I had imagined, and since then I have scarcely thought about anything else. I was more turned on than I’ve ever been, and it’s left me a conflicted mess. I mean, if I told my friends that one look at Jason’s mammoth cock and I’d been on my knees, letting him fuck my face and creaming myself, they’d crucify me. The fact that I wanted more, I mean, it would literally be social suicide. 

And yet, here I am. 

If I’m honest, I was kind of shocked at my reaction to his cock. I mean, yes, it’s a frickin’ beast but even so I’ve seen plenty in my time and none of them made me react like that! But what shocked me the most was how he had treated me and how much I had liked it. I’d never been treated like that before, I mean, I’m a virgin, so my experience is obviously limited, but he had sparked something in me. I wanted to be his dirty little slut, but most of all, I wanted that thing inside me. What had he done to me?

One thing I was certain of was that I had underestimated Jason Valance.

I can feel the heat between my legs rising again just thinking about him. I swallow down my pride and start the car. Screw it! I’d just say I was passing and there didn’t seem any point going home.

Twenty seconds later I pull up outside, and despite my best intentions, find myself almost running up the path to the house. I knock hard and then stand back to give him a good look at my outfit. Tonight, I have on another short dress, which hugs so tight there is literally no hiding. It’s white this time, which I hope will be symbolic. 

I put on my best smile, as the door swings open.

But instead of Jason, his dad is standing there and suddenly I’m eight, long pigtails and band aids, knocking on the door and asking if Jason is coming out to play.

“Oh, err, hi Mr Valance. Remember me? It’s Candice? You used to live down the street from me.” I smile again. “I’m here to see Jason.”

He looks me up and down and I’m instantly aware how inappropriately dressed for a study session I am, and I want to wipe off the deep red lipstick I’ve carefully applied.

“Oh yes, Candice, I remember. Well, well, aren’t you a sight for sore eyes. How are you dear?” He says, stepping back so I can enter.

“Good, Thank you Mr Valance. You?”

“Yes good. And your mother, how is she?”

“Uh, you know.” I shrug and he nods. The less said about my mother the better and Mr Valance appears to agree, as he nods again and turns, leading me through into the brightly lit kitchen. As I enter, I see Jason sitting at the table eating and despite the hideous sweater he is wearing, a rush of excitement runs up my arms making me shiver.

He looks up as I enter the room, then looks pointedly at his watch and smirks, shaking his head. His stupid floppy hair bouncing about. I feel my cheeks blush scarlet; he knows why I'm here so early. It’s so obvious, it’s pathetic!

Suddenly I feel conflicted. Like, why am I here? Assignment aside, do I really want to be throwing myself at Jason? I mean am I really that desperate I am willing to give my v plates to this geek with attitude? 

Before I can consider this further, Jason’s mom appears.

“Candice! How lovely to see you after all these years.” Mrs Valance says, coming through from the kitchen area and smiling warmly. “You haven't changed, how are you?”

“Oh, I'm fine thank you, Mrs Valance.”

“Judy, please.” she replies. “And your mother, how is she?”

“Oh, she's fine, you know Mom.” I shrug dismissively and cast a discreet glance at Jason, but he’s reading a magazine and deliberately ignoring me.

“We are just having dessert. Can I get you some?” She offers. “We have strawberries and meringue?”

I'm about to say no but I see them on the side, and they look so delicious, I agree. I’ve been so focused on Jason and this evening that I realise I haven’t eaten.

“Yes please, Judy.” I smile gratefully. “Thank you.”

“Sit down.” Jason tells me suddenly, kicking out the chair next to him and making me jump.

“Hi.” I say giving him an awkward smile as I sit. Jason gives me a long lingering look but doesn’t respond and returns to his reading. Fine, be like that! I think, turning to make small talk with Mr Valance instead. We discuss the house while Judy fetches my dessert. When she returns, she passes me a huge bowl of ripe glistening strawberries and a huge white meringue.

“Oh, Thank you.” I say gratefully taking it and eagerly starting to tuck in. As she sits down opposite me, I suddenly feel Jason place his hand deliberately and with intention on my thigh. 

It’s so cold that it makes me gasp. It is also dangerously close to my panties.

I clamp my legs together like a vice and freeze. My spoon, laden with meringue and strawberries, floating in mid-air. What the hell was he doing?

“Are you ok?” Judy asks, as I shift frantically in my seat. 

“Um, huh, oh yes, thank you, delicious.” I manage to squeak, nodding and shoving the spoon into my mouth as fast as possible.

Despite my best efforts, Jason’s hand remains firmly and alarmingly close to my pussy and I hate myself that it’s already pulsing hard at the proximity of his fingers, juices once again seeping into the thin lace. I fix Jason with a stare, please stop! 

“Oh god!” I breathe as quietly as I can, as I feel Jason’s grip tighten and move, oh, so slowly up my leg. I suck in my breath and stare desperately down at the table. I’m already so turned on that I am genuinely scared I might cum if he touches me.

“Mmm!” I moan again, as Jason suddenly presses his hand against my panties, his fingers playing at the fabric. I try to push myself up the chair, to stop him progressing any further but it’s too late. His fingers push the fabric aside and he finds my wetness.

I frantically pop a large strawberry into my mouth.

“Mmm, lovely.” I say, nodding my head excessively as Jason slowly slides his fingers along my soaking slit.

“You’re so wet.” Jason suddenly announces, turning to face me slightly, the corner of his mouth turned upwards, in an annoying, know it all smirk. I freeze, as my heart jumps into my mouth and stare dead ahead. I dare not look at anyone.

“What was that dear?” Judy asks, turning to her son. “I don’t think so, I think the forecast is sunny. Now Peter, did you book the cab? I don’t want us to be late.” She turns to her husband absentmindedly.

Jason looks at me and grins, then very deftly slips his finger into my pussy.

“Oh god!” I whisper to Jason, shaking my head and casting an eye at his parents, less than two feet away but now gently bickering between themselves, apparently unaware that their son is currently fingering me.

“No, Jason!” I murmur to him, gently shaking my head, but he just smiles and presses another finger into my hole.

It’s too much, and a second later I give in and gently easing down the chair, letting him push his fingers deeper. I can’t help but open my legs, giving him access as he penetrates me, one hand, white knuckled and gripping the edge of the table. 

“Jason!” I whisper, biting on my lip. He is watching me intently, a wry smile on his face. Then he grins and removes his hand and in full view of his parents, slowly and deliberately licks his middle finger. There is such intent in his eyes, that I forget all about his parents sitting just a few feet away. I’m overcome with the sudden urge to push his stupid glasses from his face and straddle him.

“Well, we need to get going if we to make the show.” Mr Valance states suddenly, making me jump.

“Yes, we better leave you kids to it. Nice to see you, Candice. Now Peter, did you get my dress from the drycleaning?”

“Yes, nice to see you both again.” I croak, aware I’m blushing profusely.

Jason is quiet until we hear their voices disappearing. Then he gets up and walks to the fridge. He reaches in and grabs two beers, then he turns to me.

“Follow me, Candice.”
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