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Tonight, I should be hanging out with my friends; checking out the fit guys at Jimmy’s sports bar and trying to finally get laid. But instead, I get to spend my evening with socially awkward geek, Jason Valance. 

You know when your day starts badly and then every little thing seems to go wrong, well that is what happened today. I overslept for a start, which meant I did not have time to fix my hair or plan my outfit to perfection like I normally do. Then Betsy, my usually trusty car refused to start. By the time I made it to my first class, social sciences, with the dreaded Professor McLeish, I was a sweaty mess of unruly hair, and to my horror, my top was inside out. 

Then to make matters worse, I had been paired with Jason for the term assignment.

Don’t get me wrong, I have nothing against the guy, but he just wasn’t cool. Or fit.

I had known Jason for years as we had gone to the same schools, and I guess we used to be friends, but I had barely had anything to do with him once we hit high school. I am not academic like Jason or particularly streetwise and I quickly realised my only way to survive was to cling like hell to the popular kids. And yes, that meant I had ditched anyone I perceived to not be cool enough, including Jason, which I guess makes me kind of a bitch.

Now we are at college and unfortunately for me, this assignment is a big deal and will make up forty percent of the final grade, so for the next few months, whether I like it or not, I will be hanging out in geeksville.

I slow the car and peer out at the unassuming house, 339 Kings Avenue, this was it. Why I had agreed to meet at his house, instead of the college library or somewhere else neutral, I did not know and the thought of spending the next few hours trapped in his sweaty bedroom fills me with dread. 

I pull up and park outside and even though I find Jason as attractive as a wet fish, I fix my makeup and fluff up my long brown hair. No harm in looking my best, particularly as I plan to persuade Jason to do most of the work.

God, I could think of so many better ways to spend my evening; my increasing desire to have sex being my main priority. I was like a coiled spring just waiting to do whatever it is that coiled springs do. But I could not afford to fail any more classes, still I guess the upside of being paired with a geek, was at least I would ace this assignment.

I make my way up the path and knock on the dark wooden door. From here it looks as though the house is in darkness and I am just about to scarper, when the door opens suddenly, making me jump. Jason stands in front of me in dark jeans and a hideous sweatshirt and seems to appraise me coldly. He seems different. Less awkward and he’s lost that nervous stare.

“Come in.” He says not smiling.

Hardly the warm welcome I had been expecting. 

He steps back to left me pass and I realise how much he has filled out since we used to hang out as kids. He is also a lot taller up close and now towers several inches over me.

“Hi Jason,” I say brightly giving him a wave as I step forward.

“Candice. Come through” he says, walking past me and leading me towards the back of the house. The house is in near darkness and smells faintly of lemons. He flicks on the lights, and we enter a large white kitchen.

“My parents are out so I thought we could work in here. You want a drink?”

“Yeah, sure. You got any juice?” I reply, relieved that at least I would not be subjected to his bedroom.

I watch, as he takes a glass from the cupboard and pours some juice from the fridge.

“Thanks.” I say, trying not to touch his fingers as he passes the glass. He doesn’t say anything else and leans back against the counter. This feels suddenly awkward.

“So, how have you been Jason?” I ask, looking round and trying to look interested. The kitchen has a table and chairs in one corner and a large marble topped island in the centre. Large abstract art hangs on the walls. It looks modern and expensive and not at all what I imagined.

Jason looks at me.

“Yeah fine, you know.” He shrugs. “Want to take your coat off?”

“Sure.” I smile and slip it off slowly, giving him a chance to check out my body in the tight black dress. All part of my plan to wrap Jason round my little finger and get him to do exactly what I want. In my head I figure I will be out of here in about twenty minutes, but I am annoyed to note he does not even look, taking my coat and hanging it over the back of a chair. Then he turns and looks me in the eyes.

Go on, take a look, I urge him to myself, geek or not, you are still a guy, aren’t you?

Nothing, not even a flicker!

I’m surprised to find I’m a little disappointed that he doesn’t want to check me out. Certainly not the normal response I get from guys when I wear this dress, but Jason’s eyes remain firmly above my chest. 

We stand in awkward silence.

“So...” I offer eventually, raising my eyebrows.

Jason turns and takes a seat at the table and opens his laptop. He does not say anything, so I take this as my cue to sit next to him.

“So, I was thinking we could start by identifying the underlying patterns of behaviour and then correlate the macros in accordance with the parameters, under part a?” He pauses, reaching for a pen.

“Umm yes. We could do that.”

Shit, I had literally no idea what he was talking about.

Jason takes my non-committal response as an encouraging sign and continues to reel of information which whilst sounds familiar, makes absolutely no sense and only a few sentences in, my mind starts to wander. 

I glance at Jason as he talks. He would be kind of cute, if his nose wasn’t so big and he ditched the dorky glasses that were held together at the side with black tape. He had no hair style to speak of, just an unruly mess on the top of his head and his fashion sense was retro to be kind.

“So, we can do that tonight and then are you ok to do that part” He says pointing at the screen, “And then we can meet Friday and compare notes?”

I realise he is waiting for a response. I take a deep breath.

“Gosh, Jason, you are so good at this.” I gush, placing my hand on his arm and leaning forward so I can press my breasts together. “I’d forgotten how smart you are.”  I smile encouragingly at him, but he gives me only a cursory glance and carries on reading.

“Jason,” I say, not to be put off. I am used to getting my own way. “I am worried I will slow you down and I would hate that. Maybe it would be better if you did the analysing and writing part and I can help out with putting it all together? You know, use our skills to their best advantage.”

I lean back pushing my breasts forward, giving him the perfect opportunity to admire them.

He pauses reading and I note a flash of irritation cross his face as he pushes back his chair and turns to face me.

This time he does look. He stares at my breasts, openly, like I am a piece of meat and he is considering if they are worth it. I arch my back a little more.

“Better for who, Candice? Better for you? What is the matter with your back, have you hurt yourself?”

I wither under his stare and hunch forward. This was not going to plan.

“No, I just thought...”

“Yeah, I know what you just thought Candice, forget it, ok!”

“What, Jason? I don’t know what you mean.” I purr, all innocence and light.

Jason sighs.

“You thought one look at your tits, and I will be your lap dog, give you an easy ride, didn’t you? God, do you think I am so desperately pathetic. Is that it? You think a bit of tit and I am going to do all the work?” He shakes his head and laughs but not in a nice way. 

“Oh!” I say, taken aback as his abruptness. “I just think I will slow you down. That it would be easier...”

“You think you are too good, don’t you? Too precious? Is that how you graduated?”

“No, Jesus Jason! there’s no need to be like that!”

“Like what Candice?” He scowls. “We used to be friends, good friends I thought, and then we get to High school and suddenly you are too good to talk to me?”

“I...”

“And now you turn up here and think you can walk all over me again. And for what, a look at those things.” He snaps, pointing his long fingers disparagingly at my breasts.

“Alright Jase, take a chill pill.” I try to make light, but I’m genuinely taken aback. I had not expected as to pick up where we left off, but this was a lot of animosity. I also hadn’t expected to get blown out by a guy like Jason. I assumed the opportunity to have a perv would be right up his street, in exchange of course, for an A grade assignment.

“Take a chill pill! Man, you really are something else.” Jason shakes his head.

“Oh, come on Jason. You know what it’s like. Kill or be killed.” I try to laugh but it catches in my throat as I catch his eye. 

“Hey! Remember the time when your dad built that den for us in your backyard, that place was so cool. I loved hanging out in there, till you dorked it out with all those Star Trek posters.” I giggle nudging his ribs gently. I pull my hand back in surprise at the hardness of his abdomen. I had not expected to him to be ripped.

“Star Trek is not dorky. It is a cult classic for your information.” Jason cracks a smile for the first time.

“Yeah, right!” I giggle, relaxing and sitting back in my chair and crossing my legs. I see Jason’s eyes flick momentarily downwards.

“Yeah, and I remember when we camped out in my aunt’s back yard and you ate so many sweets you threw up everywhere. And the summer when we rode our bikes down to the creek.” He pauses.

He does not need to say anything else. I remember. I’d long since put it to the back of my mind, like so many things I wasn’t proud of, but I remembered. My first kiss. We had gone swimming and then afterwards standing on the riverbank, I had seen Jason staring at the wet fabric of my t-shirt. I don’t know why but I had taken his hand and placed in on my chest. I had stood there shivering while Jason stood with his hand placed firmly over my breast, like two stupid kids. Then I had kissed him.

“Yeah, I remember.” I smile, we had got in so much trouble when we got home.

“Then we started High school.” He states
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