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CHAPTER ONE


STUDENTS WERE FILING into the large auditorium as an electric energy filled the air with anticipation. On stage, two podiums were facing the crowd. Evergreen University's green and white crest engraved on each. To the side, a moderator was shuffling papers as they prepared for the event.

Alex Matthews stood in the wings, tugging at his tie for the third time. His fingers trembled ever so slightly as he took a deep breath to calm his nerves. He closed his eyes and inhaled again. He hated large crowds, and dreaded public speaking, but he knew if he expected real change to happen at school he needed to be the one to do something about it.

"Hey, you've got this,” came a soft voice from just behind him.

Alex turned to see Jess standing there, her blond hair styled in a messy bun, her soft blue eyes sparkling with encouragement. She wrapped an arm around his waist with a smile, before reaching out to straighten his tie with practiced ease.

"Thanks," Alex murmured, his eyes feasting on her toned body.. "I just hope I don't trip over my words out there."

Jess's smile lit up her already stunning features. "Just be yourself. That's more than enough."

Alex's gaze lingered on Jess and her piercing blue eyes. Suddenly he was back in his parents' living room, the coffee table strewn with textbooks and crumpled papers. Jess hunched over her work, brow furrowed in concentration, the dim light catching the shadows under her eyes. Her pencil moved furiously across the page, pausing only when she reached for the chipped mug of cold coffee at her elbow.

"Just one more problem," she'd mutter, more to herself than to Alex, even as the clock on the wall ticked past midnight. In the kitchen, the dryer hummed - Jess's waitress uniform tumbling inside, ready for her early morning shift.

The scene shifted. Jess stood frozen in her too-big thrift store blazer, clutching an envelope bearing the Emery High School crest. Her hands shook as she read the scholarship offer, her voice barely a whisper as she said, "Alex, I did it."

Now, here she was, her presence commanding the stage of Evergreen University's debate hall. The whispers that had once followed her - "diversity admit," "charity case" - had long since faded, replaced by grudging respect and, from some, outright awe.

As Jess gave his tie a final adjustment, her fingers sure and steady, Alex felt a familiar swell of pride. The girl from the wrong side of the tracks, daughter of a struggling single mom, had silenced her doubters not with words, but with an unwavering determination that seemed to radiate from her very being.

A hand clapped Alex's shoulder, startling him from his memory. "'Ready to dazzle them, man?"

Cameron Reeves stood there, looking every bit the politician's son in his tailored suit. The easy smile on his face was a sharp contrast with the intensity in his eyes. A look that Alex was quite familiar with, after more than a decade of friendly competition.

"As ready as I'll ever be," Alex replied, attempting a small smile. "May the best plan win, right?"

Cameron grinned widely. "Oh, I will," he said with a wink at Jess, who laughed and rolled her eyes, before strutting up on the stage and waving to the crowd that was hollering for him.

Alex watched him go, a knot forming in his stomach. He felt Jess squeeze his hand. "Remember why you're doing this," she whispered.

Nodding, Alex stepped onto the stage, the bright lights almost blinding him. As his eyes came into focus, he saw his classmates, the very people he hoped to serve. The knot in his stomach loosened and was replaced by a sense of purpose.

The weight of the moment settled on Alex's shoulders as he approached the podium. Evergreen University wasn't just any school, it was a breeding ground for future leaders. Three former U.S. presidents had walked these very halls, all having served as student body president. His gaze swept over the audience, recognizing faces of classmates whose families held seats in Congress or headed Fortune 500 companies.

Alex clutched the sides of the podium, as his heartbeat picked up. This, after all, wasn't just a campus election for him, it was possibly the first step toward really making a difference and changing this school for the better. He thought of the expanded mental health resources he wanted to implement, the affordable textbook program he had worked on, and the opportunity for enhanced work-study that he was determined to set in place.

"The first debate of this year's student body presidential election at Evergreen University is now officially called to order. We are honored to be joined tonight by two prestigious candidates. First off, Cameron Reeves."

Cameron stepped forward, the charisma rolling off of him as he gave a winning smile. "Thank you, everyone, for coming. Most of you know, public service is in my blood. My father currently serves in the Senate, and my mother is the Mayor of this great city. But, I'm not here to ride on their coat-tails." He paused, his smile fading as he got more serious."I'm here because I believe in the potential of Evergreen and every student here. My plan is to leverage my connections to bring more internship opportunities to campus, ensuring that Evergreen graduates are first in line for top jobs."

The crowd murmured appreciatively. Alex felt a flutter of anxiety but pushed it down. He knew his own strengths.

"And now," the moderator continued, "Alex Matthews."

As Alex stepped forward, he caught sight of Jess in the wings, her eyes filled with pride and admiration. For a moment, he wondered if she was thinking about the opportunities this election could bring her. The internships, the connections, the potential for a better future. He pushed the thought aside, focusing instead on the faces of his fellow students, many of whom he'd helped through the student assistance program.

"I share Cameron's belief in Evergreen. But my emphasis is on what's happening now. For the past two years, I've been part of the Student Assistance Program. With the student body coming from diverse backgrounds, my role here has been to mentor the students on the challenges they face trying to fit into college culture. I've seen firsthand the challenges many of us face, from financial struggles to mental health issues. As president, I'll fight to expand our mental health resources and work to make textbooks more affordable for everyone."

As Alex spoke, he noticed heads nodding in the audience. He glanced toward the wings, where Jess was beaming proudly at him, boosting his confidence.

The debate continued, with the two candidates outlining their respective visions for the university. Cameron's proposals were grand and ambitious, while Alex's focused on immediate, tangible improvements to student life.

As Alex gained momentum, the audience responded positively. Cameron noticed the shift. As Alex elaborated on his mental health plans, Cameron's gaze drifted to the audience, where his eyes met his father's. The elder Reeves's expression was stern, communicating clear disappointment.

Cameron's fingers curled around the edge of the podium. His heart hammered against his ribs, each beat a painful reminder of his father's disappointed gaze.

"Your response, Mr. Reeves?"

Cameron scanned the crowd, all eyes were on him. He knew he had promised to play fair, but he didn’t expect Alex to be so polished. He couldn’t allow himself to look like a fool, especially with his father in attendance. Cameron gave a coy smile as he looked over at Alex. "While my opponent talks about expanding mental health resources, I have to wonder if this stems from personal experience. After all, this is the same Alex who is so self-conscious l that he changes in the bathroom stalls rather than the locker room with the rest of us."

The crowd broke out into a laugh that rumbled through the auditorium. Cameron locked eyes with his father again, a smile forming on his lips and a silent nod. “Well done son. That’s someone I can be proud of,” he seemed to say with his eyes.

Alex's face burned as the laughter swelled. He couldn't believe Cameron would stoop so low as to bring up such a personal detail. His eyes instinctively sought out Jess in the wings, only to find her biting her lip, a mix of concern and amusement on her face.

Alex felt familiar panic rising in his chest as he struggled to catch his breath. But then, something shifted. He took a deep breath, straightened his shoulders, and stepped back to the microphone.

"You're right, Cameron. I do struggle with body image issues, like many of our peers do. And yes, that experience is partly why I'm so passionate about expanding our mental health resources. Because no student should have to face bullies alone, whether they're in locker rooms or college debate halls."

A smattering of applause broke out in the audience. Alex continued, his voice growing stronger:

"My plan isn't just about helping students who are struggling. It's about creating a culture of empathy and support on our campus. So that maybe, in the future, no one will think it's okay to use someone's personal struggles as a political weapon."

As the event wound down, Alex felt a mix of exhaustion and exhilaration. He'd held his own against Cameron's polished performance. As they shook hands at the end, Cameron leaned in close.

"Not bad, Alex. But remember, it’s a marathon not a sprint. Let’s see how you hold up as the pressure gets turned up."

Something in Cameron's tone sent a chill down Alex's spine. As he watched his friend work the crowd with effortless charm, Alex couldn't shake the feeling that this campaign might test more than just their political acumen.

As the crowd began to thin out, Jess made her way towards the stage. Her head was already spinning with ways they could improve going forward. She was proud of Alex, of course. His sincerity and dedication had shone through every word. But she couldn't deny a lingering fascination with Cameron's performance, the way he'd commanded the stage with such ease.

Pushing the thought aside, she reached Alex, enveloping him in a warm hug. "You were amazing," she said, her voice muffled against his shoulder.

As the auditorium emptied, Alex found himself in a quiet corner with Jess and Cameron. The adrenaline from the debate was wearing off, leaving him feeling exposed and self-conscious.

"Jess," Alex began, his voice low, "I saw you laughing when Cameron brought up... you know. I thought you understood how self-conscious I am about my…”

Jess's eyes widened, a look of guilt flashing across her face. "Oh, Alex, no. That wasn't... I was laughing nervously. I couldn't believe Cameron would say something like that. You handled it perfectly, though. I'm so proud of you."

She reached out and squeezed his hand, her touch reassuring. Alex nodded, feeling some of the tension leave his body. He then turned to Cameron, his brow furrowed.

Across the stage, Cameron was talking to a couple of school reporters about how he felt the debate went. He kept his confident smile and cool attitude as he talked about Alex with a nonchalant attitude remarking that his opponent did well but Cameron has the pedigree the school needed in a leader. 

As Cameron continued to speak, a commotion near the auditorium exit caught their attention. They saw Cameron's father, Senator Reeves, striding towards them, his eyes dark with anger.

"What was that?" the Senator hissed, gripping Cameron's arm and pulling him out of ear shot of the reporters. "You let him walk all over you with that mental health nonsense. Where was your rebuttal?"

Cameron's shoulders tensed, his easy smile replaced by a grimace. "Dad, I-"

"Not now," Senator Reeves cut him off, noticing Alex and Jess approaching. "We'll discuss this over dinner."

As Jess and Alex walked past, they shot Cameron sympathetic looks. "I'm sorry," Jess mouthed, her eyes filled with concern. Jess didn’t have a lot of interactions with Mr. Reeves but he had always intimidated her. 

Alex nodded in solidarity, but Jess was already turning back to him, her mind racing with ideas. "You did great up there, but we need to tighten up your affordable book policy. Maybe we could..."

Her voice faded as they moved away, heads bent together in deep discussion. Senator Reeves watched them go, his eyes narrowing calculatingly.

"You see that?" he said, turning back to Cameron. "That girl, she's sharp. She's the key to winning this campaign."

Cameron frowned, confused. "What are you talking about?"

"Drive a wedge between them," Senator Reeves said, his voice low and intense. "Get her on your side. Use her knowledge, her insights. She'll be your secret weapon."

Cameron recoiled, disgust evident on his face. "Are you serious? Dad, They're my friends. I'm not going to manipulate them for some stupid college election."

"This is bigger than friendship, son," Senator Reeves growled. "This is about your future. Our family's legacy. You can't let sentimentality cloud your judgment."

"No," Cameron said, shaking his head. "I won't do it. There has to be another way."

Senator Reeves' face hardened. "There isn't. This is politics, Cameron. It's time you you started playing the game."

Cameron stared at his father for a long moment, a war of emotions playing across his face as he fought back tears. Finally, without another word, he turned and walked away, his hands clenched into fists at his sides, leaving his father glaring after him.

The hallways around the near empty auditorium seemed to close in around Cameron as he strode aimlessly, trying to shake off the lingering anger and disappointment from his father's words. His mind raced, replaying the debate, his father's harsh criticism, and the suggestion that made his stomach churn. Use Jess? Betray Alex? The very thought made him feel sick.

As he rounded a corner, a familiar laugh caught his attention. Through the open door of a nearby classroom, he spotted Alex and Jess, heads bent close together over a laptop. For a moment, he hesitated, torn between the desire for the comfort of his friends and the shame of what his father had proposed.

Taking a deep breath, Cameron stepped into the doorway, plastering on a smile. "Hey, guys. Mind if I join you?"

Alex and Jess looked up, their expressions a mix of surprise and concern. "Of course," Jess said, scooting over to make room. "Are you okay? We saw what happened with your dad..."

Cameron waved off her concern, settling into a chair beside them. "It's fine. Just the usual family drama, you know?"

An awkward silence fell over the group. Cameron could feel the tension radiating from Alex, could see the way his friend's jaw clenched and unclenched. Finally, Alex spoke, his voice tight.

“Look, Alex, I…” Cam started before Alex cut him off his eyes darting with anger.

"Save it, Cam," Alex said shooting up to his feet. "What was that about anyway? We agreed to keep things civil."

The accusation hit Cameron like a physical blow. After everything with his father, after choosing his friends over his family's ambitions, this felt like a betrayal. A spark of anger ignited in his chest, fanned by the stress and emotional turmoil of the day.

Cameron clinched his fists in rage, ready to fire back. But the practiced politician came out of him and his easy smile returned."Come on, man. It was just a bit of playful banter. Politics is a tough game, you know? Besides, you handled it like a pro. If anything, I did you a favor, the crowd loved your response."

Alex opened his mouth to argue but closed it again. He couldn't shake the feeling that something had shifted between them, but he wasn't sure how to address it.

As Alex opened his mouth to argue, Cameron felt something shift inside him. His father's words echoed in his mind: "This is politics. It's time you learned how the game is really played." For the first time, he allowed himself to truly consider the possibility. What if his father was right? What if friendship and loyalty were luxuries he couldn't afford?

His gaze drifted to Jess, noting the way she bit her lip as she looked between him and Alex, the concern in her eyes. She was brilliant, beautiful, and suddenly, Cameron saw her not just as a friend, but as an asset. A key to winning, just as his father had said.

"Right," Alex said taking a long breath. "Just... maybe we should stick to policy discussions from now on?"

"Sure thing, buddy," Cameron replied, clapping Alex on the shoulder. "Let’s see who really has the goods, right?"

As Cameron turned to leave, he casually adjusted himself, allowing Jessica to clearly see his impressive size. He then gave her a smile and a wink before walking away, leaving her flustered.

Alex, oblivious to Cameron's subtle display, turned back to Jess. He noticed her gaze was still fixed on Cameron's retreating figure, an unreadable expression on her face.

"You okay?" Alex asked.

Jess's eyelids fluttered, as if she had just come out of some kind of trance. "Yeah, of course," she said, her voice a little tight. "You were really awesome up there, Alex. Really."

As they turned to leave, Alex caught sight of Cameron standing near the exit. Their eyes met briefly before Cameron gave a casual wave and cocky smile then disappeared into the crowd.

Alex felt like the ground beneath his feet had shifted as they walked out of the auditorium. The campaign had begun.


The weeks following the debate slowly began to transform Evergreen University. Campaign posters plastered walls as whispers about everyone's favorite candidate could be heard down the halls. Every available surface was covered in slogans and catchphrases.

Alex sat in the busy student coffee shop on campus, staring down into his lukewarm latte. He'd nursed it for the past hour. The table was covered in chaos, papers littered with hastily scribbled policy ideas and word vomit. Rubbing his eyes, he felt the pressure of the campaign already taking its toll; he was exhausted.

"Earth to Alex," Jess's voice broke through his concentration. She set a fresh, steaming cup of coffee on the table, deftly maneuvering around the scattered papers. Her green apron, emblazoned with the coffee shop's logo, was slightly stained from a long shift. "You looked like you needed this. It's on the house."

Alex's face softened into a grateful smile. "You're a lifesaver," he said, taking a sip and feeling the warmth run through him. "How's your shift going?"

Jess sighed, glancing around the busy shop. "Busy, as usual. But I can't complain. I need all the hours I can get if I want to afford next quarter's books."

Alex nodded, then his eyes lit up. "Hey, while you're here, could you take a look at this policy idea? I'm trying to flesh out the details on the affordable textbook program."

Jess's smile faltered slightly. "Alex, I'd love to, but I really can't right now. I'm already behind on orders, and I can't afford to lose this job."

"I know, I know," Alex said quickly, "but it'll just take a second. Your input is crucial, Jess. You're the one who inspired this whole idea."

Jess bit her lip, clearly torn. "Alex, please. I promise we can go over everything later, but right now-"

"Just one more thing," Alex pressed, holding up a paper. "I swear it'll be quick."

Jess sighed, drawing her lips together as her eyes darted toward the clock.Just then, the bell above the door chimed, and Cameron walked in, his campaign entourage notably absent.

Taking in the scene before him, Cameron's smile faltered for a moment. He approached the table, his voice light but his eyes sharp. "You guys ok?"

Jess shot him a grateful look. "It's fine, Cam. Alex was just leaving, weren't you, Alex?"

Alex opened his mouth to protest, but something in Jess’s gaze made him reconsider. He sighed, gathering his papers. "Yeah, I guess I should get going. Sorry, Jess. I didn't mean to add to your stress."

Jess's expression softened. "It's okay. I know how important this is to you." She paused, then added with a small smile, "Hey, I get off in about an hour. Why don't we all head to the lake after? It's been ages since we just hung out."

Cameron's face lit up, his campaign persona slipping away to reveal the friend they'd known for years. "Now you're talking! What do you say, Alex? A little R&R before diving back into the political trenches?"

Alex hesitated for a moment, looking at his scattered notes, then back at his friends. Finally, he nodded, a genuine smile spreading across his face. "You know what? That sounds perfect."

"Great!" Jess beamed. "Now, if you'll excuse me, I have some lattes to make. See you guys in an hour!" 

An hour later they arrived at a secluded spot by Lake Evergreen, Alex nervously clutched his towel, eyeing the nearby bathrooms. "I'll just go change quickly," he mumbled, starting to move away.

Cameron laughed, shaking his head. "Come on, Alex. We've been friends for way too long to be self-conscious now." With a presumptuous smile, he slid off his shorts, revealing his nude form for the world to see. He casually put on her blue board shorts, but not before he was sure both Alex and Jess got a look at his long thick cock.

Jess let out a surprised gasp and quickly averted her gaze, feeling flustered by Cameron's boldness. However, she quickly ran to the bathroom to change before her thoughts got any racier.

Alex froze, acutely aware of his own smaller than average cock compared to Cameron's. He shifted uncomfortably, trying to hide behind his towel.

Cameron laughed and tried to reassure Alex. 'Seriously, man,' he said. 'It's just us. No need to be shy.”

Alex nodded, still hesitant. "I know, I just... I'll be quick." He headed to the bathrooms, passing Jess on her way out. She wore a bright red bikini that immediately caught both guys' attention, though not entirely for the reasons she might have hoped. The top seemed a size too small, straining slightly against her frame. The bottom piece rode up uncomfortably, and she kept tugging at it self-consciously. Both guys couldn't help but stare at her for a moment, their jaws slightly agape. She looked absolutely stunning.

As Alex changed in the privacy of the bathroom stall, he couldn't shake the feeling of inadequacy that had washed over him. He took a deep breath, reminding himself that these were his friends, that it shouldn't matter. But as he emerged from the bathrooms to see Cameron and Jess chatting by the water's edge, he couldn't help but feel like an outsider in his own trio.

After their brief awkwardness, Alex and Cameron were in the water, engaged in a splashing war that had them both howling with laughter. Jess sat on the shore, her feet dipped in the cool water, watching them with a fond smile. She reminisced about their summers together in high school. The boys goofing off and acting like kids while she tried to get a head start on her studies for the next school year. She hated that she felt like the three of them were growing apart, but then wasn’t that just part of growing up?

"Come on, Jess!" Alex called out, shaking his wet hair like a dog. "The water's great!"

"Yeah, don't be a spoilsport!" Cameron chimed in, his usual polished appearance replaced by dripping wet hair and a carefree grin.

Jess rolled her eyes good-naturedly. "Someone has to stay dry to document this madness," she said, holding up her phone to snap a picture.

Suddenly, she shrieked as both boys rushed out of the water, scooping her up between them. "No, no, no!" she laughed, but it was too late. With a triumphant whoop, Alex and Cameron carried her into the lake, all three of them tumbling into the water in a tangle laughter.

As they floated on their backs, allowing the gentle waves to rock them, a comfortable silence fell over the group. For a moment, there was no campaign, no competition - just three friends enjoying each other's company.

"Remember when we used to do this every weekend?" said Jess, her voice tinged with the wistfulness of memory.

"Yeah," said Alex, taking her hand. "Before life got so complicated."

Cameron was silent for a moment, his eyes fixing on Jess. "We really need to do this more often," he finally said, his expression more serious than his voice, "no matter what happens with the campaign."

They all nodded in agreement, making halfhearted plans to meet up again soon. As the sun began to set, they reluctantly made their way back to shore.

As the sun began to set, they dried off and gathered their things, the easy camaraderie of years of friendship back as the stress of the campaign was all but forgotten.

"I can't believe how fast the day went by," Jess said, wringing out her hair. "I don't want it to end."

Cameron's eyes lit up. "Who says it has to? My apartment's not far. We could order some food, maybe open a bottle of wine..."

Alex and Jess exchanged a glance, then nodded in agreement. "Sounds perfect," Alex said, slinging his bag over his shoulder.

The drive back to campus was filled with laughter and reminiscing about their high school days. As they pulled up to Cameron's apartment complex, the sky had deepened to a rich purple, the first stars twinkling into view.

Inside, Cameron's spacious living room welcomed them with plush couches and modern decor. While Alex was calling in their usual pizza order, Cameron uncorked a bottle of red wine, pouring out generous glasses for each.

"To old friends and new beginnings," he toasted, raising his glass.

By the end of the night, having had quite a bit to drink, they grew much more animated and less guarded in their conversation. The pizza box lay empty on the coffee table, and they had moved on to their second bottle of wine.

Jess leaned back on the couch, her cheeks flushed from the alcohol and the warmth of the room. The day's swimming and sun had left her feeling relaxed and uninhibited. She looked at her two friends, seeing them in a new light.

"You know what's funny?" she said, her words slightly slurred. "I've known you guys forever, but I feel like I'm seeing you both differently lately."

Alex raised an eyebrow, curiosity piqued. "What do you mean?"

Jess giggled, the wine making her bolder than usual. "I don't know. It's like... you're not just my dorky best friends anymore. You're... men now."

The night wore on, and soon enough, empty bottles of wine were scattered across the coffee table. The trio's laughter escalated, their banter growing more animated from the loosening of inhibitions from the alcohol. The warm, golden glow of the apartment lights softened the edges of reality, making everything feel dreamlike and far away. 

Alex, now slouched comfortably in an armchair, reached across his body to fill his glass from the bottle. His movements were slightly uncoordinated, and he chuckled at his own clumsiness. "Maybe we should slow down," he suggested, though half-heartedly, as he topped off his drink.

"Where's the fun in that?" Cameron replied, his words carrying a hint of challenge. He leaned back on the couch, stretching his arms along the backrest, his posture exuding confidence.

Jess, squeezed between them on the loveseat, felt a wine-buzz warmth coursing through her body. The wine had heightened all those residual feelings from their day at the lake, the sun on her skin, the water lapping at her body, the memory of both men's gazes on her. She found herself hyper-aware of their presence, of Cameron's arm just inches from her shoulders, of Alex's eyes on her from across the room.

Suddenly, a thought that had been nagging at the back of her mind all day pushed its way to the forefront. Before she could catch herself, she leaned forward covertly, her cheeks flushed and her eyes glassy.. "You know what I can't stop thinking about since the lake?" Jess slurred, her eyes darting between Alex and Cameron.

Alex raised an eyebrow, a smirk appearing on his lips. Through his alcohol-induced haze, an alarm was ringing, warning danger ahead. Curiosity won. "Do tell, Jess," he said. "What's got you so… preoccupied?

Jess giggled, the wine making her emboldened. She bit at her lip, knowing she was about to cross a line but unable to stop herself. "Well, it's just. there's such a difference between you two." Her eyes remained on Cameron, traveling down his body before stopping at the noticeable bulge in his swim trunks.

The room seemed to charge up with tension; the easy atmosphere of only moments before evaporated like mist under the sun. Alex squirmed uncomfortably in his chair, and Cameron went stiff, surprise and intrigue crossing his face.

Alex shifted uncomfortably on the chair, his gaze fixed on his wine glass. He remained silent, a knot forming in his stomach.

Noticing Alex's discomfort and silence, Cameron leaned in closer to Jess. “Oh? What kind of difference are we talking about?” he asked, his voice low and teasing.

Jess bit her lip, wavering for a second before the alcohol gave her the shove she needed. "You know… size-wise. Cam, you're so… I mean, compared to Alex…" She clapped a hand over her mouth, her eyes wide with the realization of what she'd just said.

Alex's face flushed red, but he remained silent, pushing himself back in his chair as far as he could. Cameron's eyes flickered to Alex, noting his lack of protest. A calculated look crossed his face as he turned back to Jess.

"Well, Jess," Cameron whispered seductively, moving to sit beside her on the loveseat. "If you're that curious, why don't we give you a closer look?" He placed a hand on her thigh, his touch light but unmistakable.

Jess's heart thumped in her ears, her eyes darting to Alex, silently pleading for him to say something, anything. But Alex remained frozen, his eyes downcast, unable or unwilling to intervene.

Cameron, inspired by Alex's silence, leaned in closer to Jess. "We're all friends here, right? Very… close friends. There's nothing wrong with a little... curiosity." His hand inched higher on her thigh.

Jess's heart raced as the sudden thrill of being touched by Cameron battled with the guilt eating away at her conscience. She looked back at Alex once more, noticing the pain written across his face mixed with something else that she couldn't place. Part of her wanted to give in to Cameron's advances and fulfill that nagging curiosity. Surely, if things progressed too far, Alex would speak up.

"I... I don't know," Jess stammered, her voice barely audible. She didn't move away from Cameron's touch, her body betraying her conflicted mind as she felt a familiar warmth building between her legs.

Cameron's fingers slipped over her inner thigh. He could feel the goosebumps forming on her legs. "It's okay to be curious, Jess," he murmured, his lips close to her ear. “Aren’t you at least a little curious about how big it actually is?"

Jess closed her eyes, her breath shallow. For a moment, she leaned into Cameron, the warmth of his body intoxicating. But then she remembered Alex, and she felt a surge of guilt.

"N-no," she said, her voice shaky and uncertain. "We... I shouldn’t." She placed her hand over Cameron's, not quite pushing it away but stopping its advance. She broke out into a nervous laugh. "Wow we really drank a lot, didn’t we?" Jess’s face was beet red as her eyes darted around the apartment at all the empty bottles. She was looking for anything to act as a distraction. 

Cameron studied her face for a moment, then nodded, a smile forming on his lips despite the disappointment evident in his eyes. "Yeah, things really got out of hand."

Jess stood up, swaying slightly. "We should probably go," she said, not meeting either man's eyes. "It's… late."

As Jess gathered her things, she couldn't help but steal glances at Cameron, her mind racing with what-ifs and maybes. Alex rose silently, his face a mask of hurt and resignation.

Cameron nodded, standing up and giving her a hug that lingered a little too long. She couldn’t help but feel the weight of his cock pressed against her thigh and she bit her lip to keep from reacting. Eventually, he released the hug and turned to Alex, a strange mix of emotions swirling in his chest as they said goodbye to each other with a slight nod.

The ride home was thick with tension, unspoken words hanging heavily between them. As they pulled up to Jess's apartment, she turned to Alex, her eyes filled with a mix of guilt and confusion.

"Alex, I'm sorry. I didn't mean for things to go that far. I—"

"It's fine," Alex cut her off, his voice hollow. "We were drunk. Let's just... forget about it."

Jess nodded, but as she watched Alex drive away, she knew things had irrevocably changed. The image of Cameron's confident smirk and strong hands played in her mind, warring with the guilt she felt over Alex's pained silence. She couldn't shake the curiosity, the desire to explore what Cameron had offered, even as shame washed over her for even considering it.

Inside his apartment, Cameron was still smiling as he checked his phone. His good mood evaporated instantly when he saw the missed calls from his father.

Reluctantly, he dialed back. "Yeah, Dad, I know how important this is," he barked into his phone, his voice tight. "No, I'm not taking it for granted. I've got it under control."

As his father's voice continued to drone on about legacy and expectations, Cameron began flicking through pictures on his phone when he suddenly paused on one. It was the picture Jess had taken earlier that day,  the three of them laughing in the lake, carefree and happy. For a moment, his expression softened, a flicker of doubt crossing his face.

But then his father's words cut through again, sharp and demanding. Cameron's jaw clenched, his eyes hardening. "Don't worry, Dad. I'll make sure the Reeves name comes out on top. Whatever it takes."

As he hung up, Cameron sank into his plush office chair, the weight of expectations pressing down on him. He spun to face his computer, pulling up his campaign strategy document. His fingers hovered over the keyboard as he contemplated his next move.

The race was still friendly, for now. But as Cameron stared at the screen, a plan began to form in his mind. A plan that would secure his victory, but at what cost?

He glanced once more at the photo from the lake, then minimized it on his screen. There was work to be done.


CHAPTER TWO


THE REST OF the week continued for Cameron as if everything was normal. The three continued to hang out, as if the campaign wasn’t even taking place. Cam focused on his events while Alex and Jess worked on theirs, and no one talked about the awkwardness at Cam’s apartment. As new polls came out, Cameron found himself trailing Alex but a decent margin. He tried not to let his panic show as he stood at the podium in Evergreen University's largest lecture hall, addressing a packed crowd of students. The town hall was going well, with Cameron fielding questions on everything from campus housing to environmental initiatives.

As the event wound down, a student in the back raised her hand. "What's your response to the allegations that your family's wealth gives you an unfair advantage in this election?"

Cameron blinked, caught off guard. "I'm sorry, what allegations?"

The student looked confused. "At his town hall last week, Alex Matthews suggested that your family connections might compromise your ability to relate to average students. He implied that you might prioritize wealthy donors over student needs."

For a moment, Cameron was speechless. He hadn't heard about this. Recovering quickly, he plastered on a smile. "Well, I believe my background gives me unique insights into how to bridge gaps between different socioeconomic groups on campus. My goal is to create opportunities for all students, regardless of their background."

The answer seemed to satisfy the crowd, and the town hall concluded without further incident. But as Cameron packed up his notes, he couldn't shake a feeling of unease. He'd known Alex his whole life - surely his friend wouldn't try to undermine him like that?

Back in his apartment, Cameron paced, replaying the moment in his head. It wasn't that bad, really. Just typical campaign talk. But something about it didn't sit right with him.

His phone rang. It was his father.

"Hey, Dad," Cameron answered, trying to keep his voice neutral.

"I heard about the town hall," his father said without preamble. "And about what Alex said last week."

Cameron sighed. "It's not a big deal, Dad. Just normal campaign stuff."

"Normal campaign stuff?" His father's voice sharpened. "Cameron, he's painting you as an out-of-touch rich kid. He's undermining your entire platform."

"I don't think that's what he meant-"

"Wake up, son. This is politics. There are no accidents in what candidates say. Alex knew exactly what he was doing."

Cameron frowned, doubt creeping in. "But we're friends. We agreed to keep things civil."

His father's laugh was cold. "Friends? In politics, there are no friends. Only allies and opponents. And right now, Alex sees you as an opponent he needs to take down."

"That's not true," Cameron protested, but his voice lacked conviction.

"Isn't it? Think about it. He's been positioning himself as the underdog, the voice of the common student. What better way to reinforce that than by casting you as the privileged elite?"

Cameron's mind raced, recalling other moments from the campaign trail. Had there been signs he'd missed?

"I don't know what to do," Cameron admitted finally.

"You fight back," his father said firmly. "Use every advantage you have." There was a pause. "What about Jess? I told you at the debate she was the key. What are you doing to neutralize her?"

Cameron bristled at his father's words. "Neutralize her? Dad, what the hell? Jess is our friend. She's the same girl we grew up with. I'm not going to 'neutralize' her, whatever that means."

His father sighed heavily. "You're not thinking strategically, son. Jess is brilliant, and she's the backbone of Alex's campaign. You need to get closer to her, bring her to our side."

"And how exactly am I supposed to do that?" Cameron asked, his tone laced with sarcasm.

"There's an opening on my staff," his father said smoothly. "Entry-level, but with room for growth. Perfect for someone like Jess. Offer it to her."

Cameron felt a wave of disgust. "You want me to bribe her? Dad, that's-"

"It's not a bribe, it's an opportunity," his father interrupted. "One that could change her life. Think about it, Cameron. You'd be helping her while helping yourself."

"I can't do that to her," Cameron said, but his voice lacked conviction.

As the call ended, Cameron was left feeling conflicted and uneasy. He pushed the idea out of his mind, determined to win the campaign on his own merits.


The dining hall was busier than normal today and was filled with noise as Cameron waited in line, scrolling on his phone. A commotion at the cash register caught his attention.

"I'm so sorry, but you don't have enough credits on your account," the cashier said, her voice both sympathetic and frustrated.

Cameron looked up to find Jess, her face flushed in a shade of embarrassment, digging through her bag. "But I'm sure I added money last week,” she said in protest, her tone hesitant. “Please, there has to be some mistake.”

The line behind Jess was getting restless, and Cameron could see the tears welling in his friend's eyes. "I can take care of it," he said as he shouldered his way to the front of the line, thrusting his card at the cashier.

Jess turned, surprise and relief washing over her face. "Cam, you don't have to-"

"It's no problem," he said reassuringly with a warm smile. "Come on, let's find a table," he said, placing his hand on the small of her back, trying to soothe her.

As they sat down, Jess stared at her tray, not meeting his eyes. "I'm so embarrassed," she whispered. "I swear I'll pay you back. It's just things have been tight at home, and with the campaign."

The sight of Jess, the usually tough Jess, so vulnerable, caused a pang in Cameron's heart. "Hey, don't sweat it," he said in a low voice. "We're friends, right? That's what friends do."

Jess looked up, her eyes shining with unshed tears. "Thank you, Cam. You have no idea how much this means."

As they ate, Cameron found himself genuinely concerned for Jess's situation. But his father's words echoed in his mind: "Jess is the key. What are you doing to neutralize her?" He pushed down the unease those words stirred in him, focusing instead on the opportunity at hand.

"Listen," Cameron said, leaning in, "I might be able to help. There's an opening on my dad's staff. It's entry-level, mostly filing and data entry, but it pays well. I could put in a word for you if you're interested."

Jess's eyes widened. "Really? That'd be awesome, Cam. But... wouldn't that be weird, with the campaign and everything?"

Cameron shrugged, aiming for casual while his mind raced. This wasn't neutralizing her, he told himself. This was helping a friend. "Maybe a little, but I think we could make it work. Besides," he added with a wink, "I could use someone I trust on the inside, if you know what I mean."

Jess looked at him quizzically. "What do you mean?"

Cameron hesitated. His father's voice whispered in his head: "Use every advantage you have." He lowered his voice. "You know how politics can get sometimes. If I could get some inside information on Alex's campaign, it might give me an edge in the race."

Jess shifted uncomfortably. "I don't know, Cam. That doesn't seem right."

Cameron felt a pang of guilt but pushed through, flashing his best smile. "Come on, Jess. It's just a little quid-pro-quo. I help you out, you help me out. It's not like you'd be doing anything illegal."

Jess chewed on her bottom lip shaking her head. "Alex is supposed to be your friend, Cam. Where is this coming from?"

"Think about it," Cameron pressed, channeling his father's confidence. "If Alex wins, he'll need to get used to this kind of thing. To get anything done, people will want favors from him. He needs to learn how it works now if he's going to stand a chance."

As Jess hesitated, Cameron felt the weight of his choices. Was he really doing this for her, or for himself? But the memory of Jess's tears at the cash register convinced him. He was helping her, he insisted to himself. If it helped his campaign too, well, that was just good strategy.

Jess hesitated for several minutes the silence defining, before finally nodding slowly. "Okay, fine. But only if it's nothing too shady. I don’t feel right about this."

Cameron grinned. "Of course. Nothing too shady. Just a little friendly competition, right?"

"So," he said casually, "how's it going with Alex's campaign? You've been pretty busy. What's he got you working on?"

Jess nodded gingerly. She had a bad feeling about this, but she was desperate for the cash and Cam didn't appear to be asking for anything too sensitive. "It's been crazy. Alex has just been working so hard trying to reach kids from poor backgrounds. You know, close to 40 percent of Evergreen's student body is on some kind of financial aid?"

Cameron's eyebrow rose, and he worked hard not to let a smirk creep onto his lips. "I didn't realize it was quite that high."

"Very few do," Jess continued, warming to the subject. "Alex has been pushing issues like textbook affordability, expanding work-study programs, and, listen to this, he's even talking about working on providing students diverse food options in the dining halls for those who simply can't afford to eat out for every meal. "

As Jess spoke, Cameron's mind whirred with the implications of this information. He felt a twinge of guilt at using their friendly conversation this way, but he couldn't deny the value of what he was learning. Jess was even better at her job than he imagined. He realized he didn’t just need Jess for this campaign, he needed her by his side for good.

"That's really impressive," Cameron said, his tone genuine. "Alex always did have a knack for understanding people's needs. And you", he reached across the table, holding her hands tenderly, "the way you have been able to get this data, it's incredible."

Jess nodded, grinning in pride, as her face turned pink. "Thanks, Cam. He does, you know. Understand people. We're planning this big town hall next week to address student concerns directly. I think it's a game changer."

Cameron nodded, logging the important information in his mind. "You guys seem to have a solid strategy," he said, making sure to remain neutral as he let go of her hands.

As lunch drew to an end, Cameron stood and embraced her warmly. Cameron's stomach twisted with guilt, but he pushed the feeling aside as he offered Jess a warm smile.

"Thanks again, Cam. For lunch, for the job opportunity… for everything. I don't know what I'd do without friends like you." Jess held Cameron's gaze a heartbeat longer than she'd intended before turning and leaving the dining hall with mixed feelings of excitement and regret.

Later that evening, alone in his room, Cameron sat looking at a strategy document on his computer, hovering his fingers above the keyboard. The information Jess give him could be a serious advantage. He could counter Alex's town hall with his own event, focusing on the same demographics, using his charisma and connections to win them over.

As he began to type, Cameron tried to reassure himself that what he was doing was right, just as he had tried to convince Jess. He was being smart, he was using what was available. That's the way this game was played. He'd helped Jess, she owed him.

While he worked late into the night, fine-tuning his new strategy, he couldn't shake the image of Jess's grateful face and the pride in her voice when she talked about her work with Alex. The victory he was inching toward began to feel hollow, tainted by the deceit he was practicing on those who trusted him.

Meanwhile, his father’s voice rang in his ear, taunting him about what it would cost not just him but the entire family if Cameron lost the race. Not just his trust fund, but all the connections he had made would suddenly disappear. And what about Jess? She would certainly get kicked off his dad's staff and continue to struggle to scrape by. He convinced himself he was doing the right thing, despite the optics.

As the days started to pass and Cameron continued to tweak his strategy with the information Jess provided, he saw himself beginning to gain ground in the polls. His father would give him an approving nod at family breakfast, telling him that perhaps he didn’t screw this up too bad after all. He found himself getting deeper and deeper into the deception, too far gone to turn back now. 


Cameron's town hall meeting was a success, shifting the momentum of the race. New polls showed him trailing Alex by only two percentage points. As the final debate grew closer, the tension on campus was through the roof. Campaign posters plastered every available surface, and heated discussions erupted in classrooms and dorm rooms alike.

In a once-empty classroom, Alex paced back and forth, mumbling talking points to himself. His words came out in fragmented sentences, betraying his scattered thoughts. Jess sat at a desk, dividing her attention between Alex and her phone, juggling campaign messages with texts about her new job at Senator Reeves' office.

Alex glanced at Jess, noticing how her eyes lit up at each ping from her phone. The sight made his stomach churn. "Are you listening to me at all, Jess?" he finally snapped.

Jess looked up, startled. "Of course I am. You were talking about the proposed changes to the work-study program."

Alex ran a hand through his hair, disheveled from hours of preparation. "No, that was five minutes ago. I've moved on to discussing the mental health initiative."

"I'm sorry, Alex. I'm just trying to coordinate some last-minute campaign volunteers while also managing some work stuff for the Senator's office."

Alex's eyes narrowed. "The Senator's office? Cameron's dad? Seriously, Jess? We're fighting for our lives here, and you're concerned about a job with our opponent's father?"

Jess stood up, frustration evident in her voice. "This isn't just some job, Alex. This is a big deal. It's something that could help secure our future after graduation. It’s a chance for me to finally have something for myself!"

"Our future?" Alex scoffed. "Lately, it seems like you're more invested in impressing the Reeves family than helping me win this election. And don't think I haven't noticed how you act around Cameron."

Jess stepped back, shock written across her face. "What are you talking about?"

"The lingering looks, the inside jokes, the way you light up when he enters a room. It's like I'm not even there anymore."

Tears glistened in Jess's eyes. "How can you say that? After everything we've been through. After all the time I’ve devoted to this. All for you!"

"I don't know what to think anymore, Jess. All I know is that I'm falling behind, and it feels like I'm fighting this battle alone while you're cozying up to the enemy."

Jess's hurt eyes turned to anger. "Enemy? Cameron is our friend, Alex. And if that's how you really feel about me, maybe you should fight this battle alone." She snatched up her bag and stormed out of the classroom, leaving Alex standing there, regret washing over him.

Jess ran through the hallways, tears streaming down her face. As she burst from the building, she collided with someone.

"Whoa, easy there," a familiar voice said, strong hands steadying her. Jess looked up into Cameron's concerned face. "Jess, what's wrong?"

Unable to speak through her sobs, she shook her head. Cameron gently led her to the side of the building, away from prying eyes.

"Hey, it's okay," he soothed, pulling her into a comforting embrace. "Whatever it is, we'll figure it out together."

Jess melted into his arms, her defenses crumbling. "It's Alex," she managed between sobs. "He... he accused me of betraying him. For you."

Cameron's arms tightened around her. "That's ridiculous. You've been nothing but loyal."

Jess pulled back slightly, looking up at Cameron. Their eyes met, and suddenly, the air between them felt charged. "Have I? Because I feel like I’ve been working as some kind of spy," she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Cameron's hand came up to cup her cheek, his thumb gently wiping away a tear. "Jess," he murmured, his voice low and intense. "I’m so sorry. You deserve so much better than this."

Their faces were inches apart now, both of them breathing heavily. The moment stretched, taut with unspoken tension. Jess's mind raced, her heart pounding in her chest. She thought of Alex, of their years together. But then Cameron's words echoed in her head: "You deserve so much better." Did she? Could she?

As Cameron's lips met hers, Jess felt a surge of conflicting emotions. There was guilt, yes, but also a thrill of excitement, of possibility. Cameron's kiss was confident, assured, so different from Alex's hesitant affection. For a moment, Jess allowed herself to imagine a future with Cameron: a world of connections, of opportunities, of never having to worry about making ends meet again.

Lost in the moment, Jess was oblivious to Alex's presence as he rounded the corner of the building. His apologies died on his lips as he took in the scene before him. There, in the shadows, he saw Cameron and Jess locked in an intimate embrace.

Alex froze, his face etched with hurt and betrayal. Unable to bear the sight any longer, he turned and walked away, his heart shattering with each step.

As the kiss ended, Jess pulled back slightly, her mind whirling. "Cameron, I..." Jess began, uncertainty clear in her voice. But before she could finish, she noticed Cameron's eyes flicker over her shoulder, a flash of triumph crossing his face. She caught sight of Alex's retreating form over Cameron's shoulder. The realization of what had just happened hit her like a bucket of cold water.

"Cam, what the hell?" Jess exclaimed, pushing him away. Her voice trembled with a mix of anger and confusion. "Did you... did you plan this?"

Cameron's expression shifted seamlessly from triumph to concern. "Jess, calm down. Think about this rationally," he said, his voice smooth and reassuring as he brushed a stray hair from her face. "Don't you see? This is what's best for everyone."

Jess shook her head, trying to clear her thoughts. "Best for everyone? How can you say that?"

"Look," Cameron continued, his voice lowering confidentially, as he lightly touched her arm, guiding her to focus on him. "you deserve to be with someone who can provide for you, someone with connections and power. Someone who can open doors for you that you never even knew existed."

Jess opened her mouth to protest, but Cameron pressed on. "Remember that night we were all drinking? Alex knew what was happening between us. He saw the connection, the chemistry. But did he do anything? No. He just stood by and watched."

"That's not... he wouldn't..." Jess stammered, her certainty wavering as Cameron subtly emphasized his words with small gestures, like gently touching her hand or leaning in closer.

"Deep down, Alex knows you should be with me," Cameron insisted, his eyes locked onto hers. "He just doesn't have the guts to admit it. He can't give you what I can, Jess. The opportunities, the security, the future you've always dreamed of."

Jess felt her resolve crumbling. She wanted to argue, to defend Alex, but Cameron's words were seeping into her mind, playing on her deepest insecurities and desires. As he continued to speak, his hands moved in small, comforting circles on her back, lulling her into a sense of safety and certainty.

"But Alex and I, we've been through so much," she whispered, more to herself than to Cameron.

Cameron's voice softened, becoming almost gentle. "I know, and that friendship doesn't have to end. But don't you think you deserve more? Don't you want more?" He gazed into her eyes, his touch becoming more intimate, his fingers lightly caressing her cheek.

As Cameron continued to speak, painting a picture of a future filled with success and stability, Jess found herself nodding along. The rational part of her mind screamed that this was wrong, that she was betraying Alex. But another part, the part that had always yearned for something more, began to believe Cameron's words.

"I… I need to think," Jess finally said, her voice small and uncertain.

Cameron smiled, pulling her close again. "Trust me, Jess. This is the beginning of something amazing for both of us."

As they returned to the debate hall, Jess struggled with conflicting emotions. She was torn between her loyalty to Alex and the allure of Cameron's promises, unsure if she was making a grave mistake.

Alex paced backstage as the debate was about to begin, struggling to focus amidst conflicting thoughts. He took a deep breath as the moderator started speaking. He walked on stage, momentarily blinded by the bright lights, while across from him, Cameron strode confidently to his podium, flashing his trademark winning smile at the audience.

"Good evening, ladies and gentlemen. Welcome to the last debate of the year among student body presidential aspirants," the moderator announced. "We'll start off with opening remarks. You go first, Mr. Matthews."

Alex walked to the microphone, his mouth suddenly dry. "Thank you," he began, his voice shaky. "As... as your possible president, I..." He trailed off, losing his train of thought. The faces in the audience melted together and for a moment, all he could see was Jess caught within Cameron's embrace.

"I believe that our university should be a place where every student could succeed," he said next but with far less passion and spirit in the words. "We have to focus on things like affordable textbooks and… mental health resources."

During Alex's stumbling opening statement, the audience seemed confused at first, as low murmurs ran through the crowd. This was not the confident, articulate candidate to which they had become accustomed.

Cameron at this point saw blood in the water and seized his opportunity. When it was his turn to speak, he delivered a polished, impassioned speech about unity, opportunity, and progress. He addressed the concerns of underprivileged students while also appealing to those from more affluent backgrounds, presenting himself as a bridge between worlds.

Throughout the debate, Alex struggled to regain his footing. His responses were disjointed, his rebuttals weak. Cameron, on the other hand, seemed to grow more confident with each exchange, his charisma on full display.

When the moderator opened the floor for questions from the audience, Alex's distraction became even more apparent. He fumbled simple inquiries about his platform, while Cameron provided clear, concise answers that resonated with the crowd.

As the debate concluded, the contrast was clear: Cameron exuded confidence, while Alex, typically passionate and articulate, appeared defeated.


CHAPTER THREE


FOLLOWING THE DEBATE, Cameron surged ahead in the polls, while Alex struggled with the aftermath of his poor performance. Alex found Cameron and Jess in the student union, huddled over campaign materials. His blood boiled at the sight.

"We need to talk," Alex said, his voice tight with anger.

Cameron looked up, triumph flashing in his eyes before concern masked it. He stood, pulling Jess close and kissing her tenderly. "Of course, Alex," he said, his arm still around Jess's waist. "Let's use a private room."

Once inside, Alex didn't waste time. "I saw you two before the debate. Don't deny it."

"Alex, it's not—" Jess began, but Alex cut her off.

"Save it. This whole campaign, you've been feeding him information, haven't you?"

Jess's face flushed with anger. "How dare you? After everything I've done for you, everything I've sacrificed? You have no idea how hard I've worked, how much I've given up for your dreams!"

"Loyal?" Alex laughed bitterly. "Is that what you call working for his father, spending all your time with him?"

"Because he appreciates me!" Jess shouted, tears in her eyes. "He sees my worth, unlike you. You've taken me for granted for years, Alex. I was always there, always supporting you, and what did I get in return? Nothing!"

"I loved you!" Alex exclaimed, his voice cracking with emotion. His eyes, filled with hurt and betrayal, locked onto Jess.

Jess felt a sharp pang of guilt pierce through her. She opened her mouth to speak, her eyes glistening with unshed tears, but before she could utter a word, Cameron intervened.

"That's enough, Alex," Cameron said, his voice firm but not unkind. "You're upset, and I get it. But you can't just barge in here and throw accusations around."

Alex's face contorted with anger and pain. "Accusations? I saw you two together! How long has this been going on behind my back?" He looked at Jess, silently pleading for her to deny everything, to choose him. But Jess remained silent, her guilt and confusion evident on her face.

"I think I have my answer," Alex said, his voice hollow. He turned to leave, pausing at the door. "Congratulations on your victory, Cameron. I hope it was worth it."

As the door closed behind Alex, Cameron allowed himself a small smile, pulling Jess closer. Everything was going according to plan. "It's okay,” he said softly. “He'll come around eventually. This is for the best."

****

The campaign office buzzed, just days before the polls as staffers made last minute surges to help secure the win. Cameron made sure Jess stayed close. Offering her comfort, while at the same time throwing subtle reminders about the future they would have together once this was over. 

On election night, Cameron found Jess alone in the office, hunched over a stack of polling data. Her eyes were rimmed red, her usually impeccable appearance a little disheveled.

"Hey," he said softly, closing the door behind him. "How are you holding up?"

Jess looked up just in time to wipe off a stray tear. "I'm... I don't know, Cam. Life is such a mess. I lost Alex and for what? A job? For a chance at a good life? I don't even know who I am these days."

Cameron sat down by her and gently took her hand. There was warmth to his touch, in the comfort it offered, but there was also a hint of possession that Jess couldn't bring herself to ignore.

"Jess," he began slowly, persuasively, "I know times are tough right now. But think about your future. Our future. You deserve this."

"What do you mean?" Jess asked softly.

Cameron leaned closer, his eyes intense. "Think about where you came from, Jess. The late nights waiting tables, the constant worry about making rent. After we win, that all goes away."

As he spoke, he painted a vivid picture of what kind of life he could offer her. Prestigious internships, powerful connections, a world full of opportunities that she had only dreamed of. His words wove a seductive tapestry of success and security.

"But what about Alex?" Jess asked, her heart aching as she spoke his name.

Cam's eyes hardened for a fraction of a second, and a frigid wave seemed to roll off him. "Alex made his choice, Jess. He never appreciated you and failed to see the potential rising in you. But I do. I believe in you, in us."

As Jess sat there, torn between her loyalty to Alex and the allure of Cameron's promises, the TV in the corner sprang to life with election coverage. The anchors' voices provided a quiet backdrop to the tension in the room.

Cameron turned to her, his eyes suddenly gentle. "This is our moment, Jess. Everything we've worked for. Don't throw it away over someone who couldn't see your worth."

Before she could speak again, Cameron leaned over and kissed her. Only this time it wasn't the sweet, comforting kiss from earlier. This one was hot, demanding, real physical evidence of the life he was proposing.

His arms went around her waist as he pulled her close. Jess could feel the heat that came off his body, the strength in his muscles as he held her tight to him. She knew she should fight the attraction that was building up, but she was tired of fighting. Instead, she responded to his touch with a passion she barely recognized.

His lips met hers, this time without hesitation. Jess surrendered to the passion, letting herself be swept away by the powerful emotions that threatened to consume her. Cameron's hands roamed her body, exploring every curve and contour with a hunger that left her breathless.

As they stumbled towards the desk, Jess could hear the distant sound of cheers and celebration from outside the office. But all that mattered was the man in front of her, the man who had promised her the world and was now claiming her body as his own.

The TV now showed Cameron's victory, but Cameron hardly looked at it. All of his attention was on enjoying every inch of Jess's body. There was a need in him, different from anything Jess had seen before, and that need swept her up as well.

For the past few weeks, Jess had been consumed by thoughts of Cameron's large cock. She couldn't help but compare it to Alex's, and the knowledge that it was so close to her now only fueled her desire. As Cameron lifted her onto the desk, scattering papers and reports, she could feel the hard length of him pressing against her, making her heart race with anticipation.

Cameron's lips trailed down her neck, running over the sensitive skin with his teeth as his fingers jerked at the buttons of her blouse. Jess arched her back, her breath coming in ragged gasps as he exposed her breasts to his hungry gaze. His fingers teased her nipples, sending waves of pleasure coursing through her body, but it was the thought of his cock pressed against her thigh that really drove her wild.

She hooked her legs around him, one hand on his back, the other in his hair near the nape of his neck, holding on as they sank into the kiss. Jess could feel the heat radiating from him, the strength in his muscles as he held her tightly against him. She knew that she should resist, that she should fight against the growing attraction, but her body betrayed her, responding to his touch with an intensity that she couldn't deny.

As Jess surrendered to the passion, she buried her head against his chest. The sound of the door squeaking open caused Cam to turn his head slightly, only to see Alex standing in the doorway his eyes wide filled with shock. Cameron's fingers slid down Jess's body with a cocky smirk, finding her throbbing clit. After a few expert strokes, Jess was moaning loudly against his chest. His eyes never leaving Alex's.

Alex's eyes widened in agony as he saw Jess's response, and heard her moans of pleasure. He had never seen her like this before, had never imagined that she could be so consumed by desire.

Instead of leaving, Alex felt his feet root to the spot unable to turn his gaze away from what was occurring in front of him. He knew he should leave, that he should run as far away from this as he possibly could, but something kept him in place, watching as Cameron carried on touching Jess, bringing her closer to the brink.

Cameron seemed to sense Alex's presence, and his smirk grew wider as he whispered dirty words into Jess's ear. "You like that, don't you? You like it when I touch you like this. You're so wet for me, so ready."

Jess moaned in response, her body writhing against Cameron's as he continued to stroke her. Cameron's eyes never left Alex's, and he could see the pain and betrayal in his former friend's eyes.

As Jess felt the familiar feeling of orgasm approach, she began to tug on the button of Cameron's pants. Her fingers fumbled as her body began to shake from the intense pleasure his fingers were bringing her. She rocked her hips at the same rhythm as his fingers; desperate for her own release as she finally began to pull his pants past his hips.

"I can feel how much your body wants me," Cameron said, arching an eyebrow at Alex, noticing the tent starting to form in his pants. Embarrassed, Alex took a step back, hiding more of his body in the dark hallway as he continued to watch.

Cameron's fingers continued their magic, and Jess felt the wave of climax building higher and higher. She could feel her body tense with the pressure, the pleasure rising.

"That's it, baby," Cameron could sense her release and whispered in her ear. "Cum for me. Cum all over my fingers."

With a final cry of pleasure, Jess did just that. She could feel her body convulsing, the waves of the pleasure crashing over her as Cameron continued stroking. Her eyes rolled back into their sockets as her hips continued to meet his fingers. Two of them dipping deep into her core while his thumb continued to stroke her clit.

As Jess’s orgasm finally subsided, Cam’s fingers slowed. “You want to see it now don’t you? You want to see how much bigger my cock is than Alex’s?”

Shame burned Jess's cheeks, but she nodded slowly, her fingers reaching for the impressive tool.

"I want to hear you say it," he said under his breath, but Alex could hear him. Had Jess looked up, she might have seen that they had an audience in the room, but she was too consumed by Cameron's presence to notice anything other than him.

"I want to see it. Let me see your cock, Cameron," she purred, seductive, her fingers finding the inside of his boxers and giving a gentle tug. She had always secretly enjoyed bedroom talk, but Alex was never into that kind of thing. He always said that it felt like he was degrading her.

Cameron thought he might explode without even being touched when he heard Jess whisper those words. He wanted her in the worst way but was trying to go slow. He was really enjoying this cat and mouse game with Alex. Something had clicked inside his mind. He had started acting like his father. Cold, calculated, willing to do whatever it took for him to win.

"You've wanted to see it since that day at the lake haven't you? I should have just whipped it out there. Right in front of Alex. You wouldn't have been able to resist it, would you?" As he spoke, Jess slid off the desk kneeling in front of him. Her breaths began to come in short gasps. She was biting her lip as she tugged his boxers the rest of the way down his legs, freeing his impressive cock.

Jess gasped at the sight of Cameron's cock; it was even bigger than she had imagined, and she felt a thrill of desire shoot through her body. "Yes… If I would have seen it that night, I would have…"

Jess’s hand was already wrapped around the base of Cameron's cock, but before she could finish her sentence she saw movement from the doorway. She turned her head and saw Alex standing there, his eyes wide with shock and betrayal. 

"I…I came to congratulate you," he said hollowly as he emerged from the shadowy hall. "They're saying you've won."

"Alex, wait," Jess began, her eyes wide with guilt. "It's not..." Cam never let her get the words out as he guided her head back to his hard cock.

Jess gagged slightly as Cameron pushed his cock into her mouth, but she quickly adjusted to the size. For a few long seconds, she forgot everything else and concentrated only on pleasuring him. She could hear Cameron moaning with bliss as she moved her lips further and further down on his shaft, her tongue lapping at the underside of it.

After a few seconds, Cameron released Jess's head, allowing her to surface for a breath. When she did, her eyes flicked back toward the door to discover Alex was gone. A pang of guilt and sadness ran through her, but before she could deal with it, Cameron was dragging her up, pressing her backward over the desk.

"Don't worry about him, you're mine now," growled Cameron as his teeth found her neck and his swollen cock pressed against her clit causing a jolt of electricity to run through her.

Jess's body was still coming down from her last orgasm when Cameron pushed her back. For a second, she wanted to bolt after Alex. But his cock was hard and heavy against her wet folds, Alex faded from her mind replaced with undeniable desire. She wanted this, wanted this more than anything she’d wanted in a long time. He was right, she was his now.

Jess panted when the head of his cock pressed against her. The sheer size of him made her drip with desire.

Cameron looked into her eyes, his gaze passionate as he slowly began to enter her. Despite her orgasm, Jess's body still strained to accommodate him. She could feel herself stretching around him, her body yielding to his cock as he filled her completely.

He began to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate at first, but quickly building in intensity. Jess could feel herself being swept away by the passion, her body responding to Cameron's touch in a way that it never had before.

She wrapped her legs around him, pulling him deeper as she countered each of his thrusts with her own. Cameron's hands were tight on her hips, guiding her movements while he drove deeper and deeper into her.

Cameron's movements became more aggressive, his grip on her hips tightening as he drove himself deeper inside her. Jess could feel herself losing control, her body responding to his every touch with a fervor she had never experienced before.

"You like that, don't you?" Cameron growled in her ear. "You like it when I fuck you hard?"

Jess could only moan in response, her body writhing beneath him as he continued to pound into her. She could feel herself getting closer and closer to the edge, her orgasm building with every thrust.

"Tell me, tell me how good my cock feels inside you," Cameron taunted, feeling her pussy grip him tighter with every taunt.

"Don't stop… fuck, I'm close," Jess hissed as she slammed her hips into Cameron, trying to drive his last couple of inches inside her. Fire raked over her skin. Each thrust felt like it hit some new place inside her that had never been touched.

"Alex could never make you feel this good, could he?" As he spoke, Camron's hand slithered up her body gripping her neck as he slammed into her. Her cock dripped with more of her juices after each thrust.

"Fuuuu...", Jess's body betrayed her as she surrendered to the pleasure. She knew he was right, that Alex never made her feel this way. But somehow, she couldn't bring herself to say the words, to admit to the betrayal that was coursing through her veins.

"Say it," Cameron demanded, his hold on her neck tightening as he pounded into her. "Say that I make you feel better than he ever could."

Jess could feel her body getting nearer to the edge, teetering on the brink with each thrust. She knew she shouldn't give in, that she shouldn't give in. That she should fight against the desire coursing through her body. But she couldn't help herself.

"Yes," she moaned, she thought it was a whisper, but the words echoed through the room, reverberating in her ears. "You make me feel better than he ever could."

As soon as the words left her lips, Jess felt herself surrender completely to the pleasure. She threw her head back and cried out as her orgasm washed over her, her body shaking and trembling with the force of it. Cameron continued to drive into her, his own release coming quickly as he felt her tighten around him.

When it was over, Jess collapsed onto the desk, her body spent and exhausted. Cameron laid on top of her, his head resting on her chest as she struggled to catch her breath. 

“Don’t worry,” he said trying to catch his breath. “As long as you’re with me, you’ll always be taken care of.”

Jess smiled, wrapping her arms around his broad shoulders as she tried to make herself believe his words.


CHAPTER FOUR


A YEAR HAD passed since that fateful election at Evergreen University. Jess stood in the living room of a downtown penthouse that she shared with Cameron, gazing out at the cityscape through floor-to-ceiling windows.

She had graduated magna cum laude, which felt like a bitter pill considering how little integrity she felt she retained. Cameron's family wasted little time in getting her set up with high-profile internships and job offers, ensuring Jess remained firmly embedded within their world of power and privilege.

She had become an epitome of luxury and status, something very far from the meek and lowly upbringing she came from. The ache of what she'd lost remained, a dull throb reminding her a piece of her soul had been bartered away for this new life of luxury and power.

The click of the front door opening pulled Jess from her thoughts. She turned to see Cameron striding in, still impeccably dressed despite the late hour. His face creased with a lazy smile as he made his way over to her.

"I sure don’t get tired of coming home to you every night," he purred, wrapping his arms around her from behind. His lips found that sensitive spot on her neck, sending a thrill down her spine.

Jess leaned back into his embrace, letting the comfort of his touch wash over her. "Working late again, I see," she said, trying to keep the tone light while swimming in an undercurrent of loneliness.

Cameron sighed, the sound rumbling against her back. "All part of the master plan, love." His hands began roaming the curves he knew so well. "Speaking of which, I have an announcement."

She spun around to face him; his eyes blazed with ambition. "I've decided to run for city council in the upcoming election."

A pang of sorrow lanced through Jess's heart as she remembered Alex. Kind, passionate Alex who had retreated from public life following the campaign to instead channel all that energy into outreach programs for underprivileged youth. She hoped he'd found peace and purpose, two things that seemed to elude her increasingly of late.

Pushing those thoughts to the back of her mind, Jess managed a smile for Cameron. "That's great news," she said, trying for sincerity that didn't ring quite true. "You'll be a brilliant candidate."

Cameron grinned, his eyes flashing with the excitement of a coming battle, "With you at my side, I can't lose", he growled, taking her lips in a passionate kiss.

Stumbling toward the bedroom, discarding clothing as they went, Jess couldn't quell the little voice inside her saying she had turned into everything she once feared. A kept woman, arm to be paraded around in order to show off his success.

But then his skilled touch would pull her back into the moment, drowning out the doubts with physical pleasure and the intoxicating allure of the privileges she had bargained for with the tattered remains of her ideals.

That was her life now, one of luxury and access, but also of emptiness and hollow achievements. As Cameron's hands roamed her body with practiced possession, Jess allowed herself to be consumed by the moment, pushing aside the persistent ache of what she had lost.

She knew the path she now traveled was paved with compromise and resignation. But she still clung to the hope that one day, she would find her way back to the core of who she really was, the brilliant, ambitious girl who had once dreamed of changing the world through hard work and unwavering integrity.

For now, she would play her role, savoring what joys she could. After all, she had made her choices, and they had led her here. Perhaps one day, when the warm glow of Cameron's love burned less bright, she would find the strength to reignite the fire within herself. The fire that had been subsumed by his all-consuming blaze.

One day she would be whole again. Jess held on to that hope as if it was her lifeblood while Cameron’s drowned out the world if only for the merest glimpse of bittersweet solace.
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