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I hear his soft footsteps on the wooden stairs, then the door slowly opens. Immediately I feel my senses sharpen and I bristle. I want to yell at him; ask him where he has really been till one in the morning; Chess club my ass! 

But I don’t. 

Instead, I lay mute and naked in his bed, my arms still tightly bound by his old school tie, sulking. 

Jason quietly closes the door and turns to face me. I see his eyes check out the pert mounds of my breasts peeking beneath the sheet, and although it covers my body, his eyes still travel slowly down. 

“Well, well, well, hello princess!” He says finally, a soft smile playing at the corner of his lips as he pulls off his disgusting sweater and drops it to the floor.

“Hello yourself!” I reply coldly. I know my bottom lip is pouting childishly but I can’t help myself. I’d cross my arms if I could. Instead, I look away, avoiding his eyes.

“Ah, what’s the matter Candice? You angry that I made you wait?”

Now, I really can’t help myself. 

“Yes, I fricking am! How dare you screw me like that and then leave. You have been gone for hours! Where the hell have you been, Jason? Who the hell do you think you are?”

“No Candice! Who the hell do you think you, are? I have been to Chess Club, I told you.” He replies shrugging nonchalantly. “I have no need to lie to you. Now, I’m guessing by the fact that you are still here that you are ready to give me everything?”

I wave my bound hands at him, “Well I couldn’t very well leave, could I?” I tell him sarcastically, although the thought had never actually entered my head.

Jason smiles and walks to his desk. He reaches in his pockets, takes out his phone and wallet and places them carefully down.

“One pull in the right direction and you could have undone it, Candice. Did you even try?” He asks, trying to suppress a smile.

I stare hard at him. Had I? Had I even tried to free myself? 

“No!” I eventually admit, shaking my head and feeling like a dumbass. Four hours he had been gone, had I really not even tried? 

“Good girl, Candice. I was right about you.” He moves abruptly and disappears into the bathroom, returning a second later pushing a large wooden mirror. He pushes it in front of the bed and angles it slightly. My reflection suddenly appears, my naked shoulders and wild hair staring back at me, and I look quickly away.

“What do you mean, right about me? What are you doing, Jase?”

“I want you to see this. I want to see this and from every angle. Now I suggest you wipe that look off your face and come over here, I have waited long enough.” He tells me, his voice is deep and low. 

I hesitate, trying to gain some sort of power over the situation, that is until he beckons me forward with his finger and gives me a look which compels me to jump to his command like the horny bitch I am. I hate myself but without a shred of dignity I jump out of the bed and run towards him. 

However, when I am less than two feet away and about to loop my arms over his head and press my eager body against him, my lips against his; he abruptly raises his hand. 

“On your knees.” 

I stop abruptly, checking his face to see if he is serious. He is.

“What you thought that because I’d fucked you, we were going to be all romantic?” Jason smiles slyly. “Oh no, Candice. You still have a long way to go to convince me you are worthy.”

“Worthy?” 

“Yes, worthy of my time and attention. Plus, I like my girls to be compliant.”

“Your girls? Compliant! Wow! Jason, have you heard yourself?” I laugh incredulously but Jason just looks at me quizzically.

“What, why is that so funny to you Candice? Because to you, I’m a nerd! You think you know me. You don’t know shit. You aren’t the only one gagging to have my cock inside them.”

“Oh, I. I guess I just thought.” I watch Jason carefully. My feelings for him were confusing. Was that jealously I could feel pricking at my senses?

“Now, get on your knees and show me how much you want me.” 

Jason frowns sternly, raising an eyebrow and then smiles suddenly, breaking the mood.

“Yes Sir!” I giggle, as Jason kicks of his shoes, unbuckles his jeans and steps out of them. 

His cock is semi hard but my desire for it has only multiplied in the hours he has been gone. I’ve had plenty of time to think about it after all.

I sink to my knees in front of him and lick my lips. I watch in delight as Jason runs his hand down his sizeable shaft, gently tugging on the end. 

“Now, little princess, I want you to lick my balls till I tell you to stop.” He tells me, reaching down and tugging hard on my right nipple, rolling it between his finger and thumb. Then he pulls my head abruptly forward, pressing it against the softness of his balls.

With no choice, I do as he says, and lick at them, long sweeping licks, before I take one gently in my mouth and hold him there. I hear Jason groan and feel him jerk against my touch. I look up. His head is back, and his eyes look closed. I like it, seeing the pleasure he is getting. As I lick and suck at his balls and then his shaft, his cock grows with force, and he holds it in his hand. I work hard, spurred on by his earlier comment, giving him as much pleasure as I can, till my knees start to hurt. 

“Stop.” He states suddenly letting go off his cock, so it springs forward and hits me in the face. He doesn’t need to say anything. I open my mouth wide, ready for him and lift my bound wrists so I can cup his shaft with my hands. It almost chokes me, but I greedily take him as deep as I can. My lips spread around him; I begin to move my head with purpose. I want him and I want him to know it. I hear him groan, as his fingers wined through my tousled hair.

I take him as deep as I can, then slowly move my head.

“Yes, fuck!” He grunts, holding my head still and slamming his dick in hard. I emit a muffled moan of protest, but Jason holds me fast, pulling my hair tighter round his fingers. My pussy which had already started to ache for him, ignites in throbbing ecstasy as he exerts his power over me. I wonder briefly if there’s something wrong with me that I like this, this feeling of being powerless. But then I start to gag, and Jason begins pulling my head rapidly back and forward and all thoughts other than how fucking hot this feels disappear as my juices begin to drip between my legs.

“Look at me Candice. Look at me!” Jason suddenly commands.

I cast my eyes upwards, which elicits another groan.

“Yes, that looks fucking hot Candice, you look fucking hot!” He tells me, his jaw clenching, winding my hair tighter around his fingers. I bask in his compliment, even though I can feel drool slipping down my chin. “You like this don’t you Candice? On your knees, my hard cock rammed down your throat.” 

I blink back in response through watery eyes.

“Are you ready to give me everything, princess? He pulses his hips menacingly and sick rises in my throat. I give an almost imperceptible nod of my head, as far as I dare move.

Jason laughs.

“Correct answer.”

My eyes widen, then he releases me. In one swift move he bends forward and taking hold of my bound wrists, pulls me sharply to my feet.

“Why is it wet?” He asks looking at the tie and then me quizzically.

“I tried to have a bath, but it was really hard.”  I tell him.

Jason lets loose a deep bellow.

“It’s a good job it’s not just your mind I’m interested in!” He says, pulling hard on the tie. It comes loose with ease and falls forgotten to the floor. He rubs my wrists gently for a second and my eyes meet his.

I can’t hold back and kiss him hard, pressing my lips against his, forcing them apart with my tongue but I pause when I taste alcohol on his breath, and smell the stench of smoke in his hair.

“You’ve been drinking?” I can’t help but ask, an accusatory note creeping into my voice that sounded just like my mother.

“We often drink at Chess club.” He says, wiping my chin with his hand. “You’d be surprised.”

“I doubt it!” I murmur sarcastically, as his head drops swiftly to my breasts. His teeth bite down firmly on my left nipple and his tongue swirls achingly over the bud. “What else do you geeks do at chess club?” I sigh, closing my eyes as his fingers grip and massage the other breast. 

“What goes on at chess club, stays at chess club. At least for now!” He tells me, looking up and giving me a wink and a sly smile.

I smile back even though I have no idea what he is talking about. I couldn’t imagine anything at all interesting happening at a chess club. 

Jason slowly runs a finger down my neck, to the centre of my chest, then slowly his fingers trace a line across my right breast. His touch is soft like a whisper and makes my breath freeze in my chest. And then it is gone as Jason swings my body abruptly round till, I am facing the mirror, one arm firmly around my waist, holding me tight against his body.

“Look at us Candice!”

“What Jason!” I say squirming against him, trying not to look. “What!”

“Look!” He says, his hand flying to my neck and holding my head till I am forced to confront our reflection. “I’m the man who took your precious cherry, princess. See how good we look together. I want you to feel how perfectly your body fits against me.” His eyes are staring intently at our reflection as his fingers move gracefully over my body. “See how beautiful you are when you are aroused? Look at yourself, without that stuck up look on your face, without all that makeup!” He demands his grip around my throat tightening. “You are so pretty, and yet you degrade yourself trying to be a carbon copy of those bitches you hang around with. Take a good look at yourself Candice, is that who you are, who you want to be?” 

I look at Jason in the mirror and then at myself. My cheeks are flushed pink, and any trace of make-up has long since vanished, I look young and wild eyed. My chest is rising and falling and as I look Jason’s hand moves across my body, from my waist to between my legs and his palm stretches as his fingers slip gently inside me. “Look, at yourself, Candice, I want you to watch as I make you cum, I want you to see what I see.”

He bites down on my neck, his eyes still staring hard at my reflection, as he slides his fingers from my clit, deep into my pussy, his thumb pressing and rubbing my clit.

“Oh shit, Jason!” I mumble, leaning back against
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