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         Evelina Adler sat down on the chair and threw a glance at her opponent and biggest rival, Alexander Smith. He was the leader of the party that she could only ever mention using not very flattering nicknames. A man, tall and skinny with a smile that could melt ice, start forest fires and make political opponents stutter and completely lose their cool.

         But not Evelina. She saw through all that.

         They sat in the chamber, ready to vote for or against yet another Prime Ministerial candidate. If everything went as planned, this candidate would be voted down just like the last one. The uncomfortable, blue chair chafed against Evelina’s pencil skirt and everything in the room breathed authority and power.

         The chamber was enormous.

         Evelina felt like an ant in a palace built for elephants. The chamber was almost full, only one person had called in sick, and the expansive room was filled with the sound of pens against papers and whispers. The fluorescent lights in the ceiling were so sharp that Evelina wanted to close her eyes. She pulled loose some of her brown hair from the tight bun in her neck and brushed it in front of her eyes to protect herself from the light. Then she corrected the big bow on her blouse.

         She couldn’t wait for this to be over. This was all a waste of time, everyone in the room knew how it would turn out.

         At least how this vote would turn out. They had no idea how to solve this election situation. Who would be the new prime minister? Evelina, Alexander or maybe someone completely different? The election had resulted in a tie and when the prime minister of the time was tried in the chamber, she was voted down and stepped off her post. Alexander had stepped up to take her spot, so satisfied with himself that it looked as if that horrible smile was glued to his face. She saw it everywhere. On the website, on TV, in the newspaper and on every single tabloid in the supermarket. He had thrown himself over her position like a hyena. But he was celebrating his victory in advance.

         Evelina clenched her fists under the table and breathed in the scent of wood, old chairs and soap. She felt the tension. The charge. The chamber was vibrating. It was her turn to be in charge of this country. She stared at Alexander on the other side of the isle. He turned around to look at her, as if he could feel her looking at him – grey eyes under neat eyebrows. Did he paint them? His face was so chiselled that it looked like he was contouring it.

         What? his eyes said. One eyebrow raised.

         A wrinkle appeared on Evelina’s forehead. You won’t win today.

         We’ll see about that, he stared.

         The position is mine! she stared back at him.

         Evelina resisted the urge to walk up to him and push him like an angry little child. She wanted to grab his black hair, he probably dyed it, and she wanted to... pull it. She really wanted to punch him! Press him up against the wall and... and...

         Alexander was called up to the podium. “Could the next speaker approach the microphone? Alexander Smith.”

         Evelina’s hand was already hovering over the red circle on the table that said “No”. There was no doubt about it. But she had to wait until the actual vote began. She would prefer to keep pushing the button throughout the speech out of pure frustration.

         Alexander rolled his shoulders back before he stood up in front of the quiet chamber.

         And fell.

         Yes, it really happened, he fell. He must have tripped on something. The silence after the fall was unbearable, as if time had stopped.

         Evelina quickly got on her feet to help him up. It wasn’t because she liked him, but she wasn’t the devil.

         She squatted and reached her hand out, noticing the flashes from all the cameras around them. Of course. The photographers only cared about one thing – content.

         Alexander looked up. His hair was a mess and he was pale. He looked like a male version of Snow White. Shiny, pink lips and a sharp nose. Evelina tried to hide the desire that suddenly rushed through her veins – what the hell was wrong with her?

         He is hot, but...

         “Here,” she whispered. “Take my hand.” She felt like a superhero from an action movie, just dressed in comfortable and boring clothes. Her blouse was tight over her breasts. Her skirt, taut over her buttocks.

         “Thank you.”

         Alexander took her hand, but when he was about to get up, Evelina lost her balance on her high heels. Shit! She collapsed on top of him and both of them started laughing hysterically. They laughed in the same way you can laugh only with your best friend after your teacher has told you to be quiet, but you simply can’t stop.

         Evelina and Alexander finally managed to get up, leaning on each other and supporting themselves on each other’s arms. It was embarrassing and wonderful and horrible, all at once. Evelina thought about the fact that it had been so long since the last time she felt a male body against hers that she couldn’t even remember it. That’s probably why her body reacted the way it did to Alexander.

         As if it was made for him.

         They smiled at each other and, for a couple of seconds, it almost looked as if they liked each other. Evelina had never seen it before, but now she noticed that the bottom of one of Alexander’s front teeth was a different shade of white than his other teeth. As if it had broken off and been repaired by a dentist. It was an interesting observation as he came across so perfect. Also, he had a couple of cute little wrinkles in the corners of his eyes. And deep dimples on the sides of his mouth.

         The floor around them was covered in papers and pens, and everyone in the chamber stared at them. The chamber was silent, and the photographers acted like real paparazzi. Evelina felt like Angelina Jolie. Flashes everywhere. Lights and shadows. What would the newspaper write about this?

         The turnaround! Wild chemistry in the chamber.

         Adler and Smith, almost doing it in the chamber.

         The fall that made the opponents laugh until they cried.

         Smith falls for Adler’s charm and undresses her with his eyes.

         Evelina pulled away from Alexander’s warm body, backed up to her chair again and felt her heart beating in her chest. It was like snapping out of a magic spell. She blinked a couple of times, put her hands on the table, tried to gather herself.

         Oh my God, it’s just Alexander!

         Nothing to get all worked up over. He was the enemy, right? But that laughter sounded so good together with hers and made her feel fuzzy inside... It was something special about it. Had she ever heard him laugh before?

         Not around her. And definitely not with her.

         The rest of the time in the chamber passed in a haze. Alexander’s hair was still a mess after his fall. Unruly and untidy. Even though he obsessively ran his hand through it. Over and over.

         Now and again he would turn to look at her, but as soon as their eyes met, he looked away. Evelina thought about his shoulders underneath his shirt, red tie and a black suit – so fucking hot. Even if she hated the colours of his party. Of course. But on him... Well, he looked great.

         When everyone had spoken, at least Evelina thought that was the case, she couldn’t really hear the speeches through the cotton in her head, the vote showed that Alexander Smith would not be the next prime minister. At least not right now. Evelina felt relieved. Good. Everything pointed at her getting the next exploratory mission. And unlike her opponent Alexander, she would be successful. She had almost managed to sway a lot of parties over on her side. Now all she had to do was to make them tolerate each other.

         Or maybe she should try to come to an agreement with Alexander’s party? She had never seen that as an option. The former prime minister had been rude and super tough, and Alexander was hostile and stiff. But now... His back didn’t seem as stiff anymore and his eyes weren’t filled with hatred. Maybe she was imagining things. Maybe it was her longing body that planted weird thoughts in her head.
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