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His Campaign

He's the Man She's Never Forgotten

Rebecca Jones and Jon Whitaker were childhood sweethearts — since the day she ran his campaign for president in the sixth grade. He was destined for politics, and Rebecca was going to be there to support his campaign. And then one day, she overheard what he really thought of her, and she fled.

Now Rebecca is a professor of political science, and she's caught in a web of politics around freedom of speech, the Idaho legislature and a law banning critical race theory. Not that the legislature actually knows what CRT is, she gripes to her best friends on Friday night. 

Jon Whitaker is running for the Republican governor nomination. And he's got a problem. A big one. His father and uncle urge him to reunite with the girl he once scorned as bright, but not pretty enough for him. But Rebecca Jones has grown up. She isn't interested in his family's games. And Jon can't blame her. But she still might be just what he needs — even if she's considered the most liberal professor on campus.

But what does Rebeca need? She doesn't know, but she's pretty sure it isn't the man who broke her heart and left her with panic attacks at a man's touch. 

His campaign. Her classroom. How can love find a way through all of that to bring an HEA to two people so polar opposite? Maybe with a little help from Rebecca's friends. For her, they'll even pitch in to solve the problems a conservative politician brings to their world. (Anonymously. Dear God, says one. Don't let anyone know I helped you.)

Book 1 in Rebecca's trilogy, and book 9 in the series, Small Town Secrets. Four women friends who have each other’s backs. With that kind of support, you might even be willing to take another chance at love.

His Campaign
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Chapter 1
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Rebecca Jones wasn’t sure what there was about the man in line ahead of her that made her think of the past. The coffee line was moving very slowly at Starbucks this morning, and something about him caught her eye. And not having anything better to do with her time, she gawked.

Even from the back, the man was worth gawking at. He was a big man — tall, broad-shouldered — with dark hair that curled at the nape of his neck. He was wearing a black T-shirt that looked painted on; it stretched tight across his back and even tighter across those biceps. It was a T-shirt that proclaimed here was a hard-bodied man. 

She hadn’t seen biceps like that in 10 years. Maybe that’s what brought him to mind. Dark hair that curled at the nape and biceps. She drew in a shuddering breath, let it out slowly. Think about your upcoming class lecture, she ordered herself. Think about the problems of explaining a constitution written by slave-owners being used by a strict constitutionalist Supreme Court. Think about anything but the past.

It did no good. Her mind was going back in time, and it was on a groove it knew well, like a bobsled on its course. It wasn’t going anywhere else until it was through the whole course. She closed her eyes briefly and left the line. She’d have to face her class uncaffeinated. She fled out into the bright sunny March day. March 1? Of course she’d be remembering the events of 10 years ago — to the day, no less.

She needed 10 minutes in her office to let her mind finish its painful recall and to recover. Therapy had been helpful. If she couldn’t stop the recall, at least she could cope with it. But damn it, it had been 10 years. Would the anxiety attacks never go away?

Apparently not. Because she was back in the past.

***
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She’d gotten to her fiancé’s campaign office early that day — a surprise. She was excited to tell him she’d been accepted into a doctoral program in political science at Boise State University. It was perfect. He was running for state senator in west Idaho, and he was expected to win. He’d be in Boise most of the time. So would she now. Who knew what might happen now that they might actually be in the same city more nights than not?

She and Jon Whitaker had grown up together. Small town kids, both eager to get out to the big city lights. Jon had gone to Boise State on a full-ride football scholarship. She’d gotten academic scholarships to Idaho State University in Pocatello. Not ideal, but only three hours away. And the small town they’d grown up in — Payette, a wide spot in the road near the Idaho-Oregon border — was just 40 minutes further. She went to see him play every home game.

Rebecca was shy. She didn’t really make friends with the girlfriends of the other players. Jon assured her that was fine. “I don’t need to party with them,” he said. “I have you.”

He’d been her first boyfriend. Her first kiss. Her first lover. She glanced at the ring on her finger. And grinned. He’d proposed at Christmas. She still got a bit giddy when she got a flash of the diamond in her ring. Just a small one, set into the ring so that it didn’t set up and catch on things. She loved it.

When Jon graduated from college and went home to Payette where his family owned a furniture store, there were already murmurs about him having a future in politics. His grandfather had represented that district in the statehouse for decades. His father was mayor of their hometown. The plan was for Jon to work for a couple of years, make connections, raise some money, and then he’d run for public office — probably for state Senate. The man who held the seat was getting near retirement. Jon Whitaker would step in, and the seat would be held by a Whitaker again.

Rebecca Jones had complete confidence he would do it. And she’d be there to help. She’d been running his campaigns since class president in the sixth grade. She fast-tracked her BA and got her master’s degree so she could be by his side when he started his first race. She was confident it wouldn’t be his last.

Her BA was a double major in history and political science. She did it in four years. Everyone said she was smart. Scary-smart, was what Jon said when he teased her. She’d been class valedictorian. He’d been most likely to succeed. He’d been homecoming king, and because he was, she’d been homecoming queen. 

Only in a small town like Payette — and with a boyfriend like Jon Whitaker — would a plain girl like Rebecca Jones ever get elected homecoming queen. And to be honest, it wasn’t even something she wanted. Jon did. He said he was proud of her. So she sucked it up and smiled a lot.

Rebecca’s father was the pastor of the local Baptist Church. She’d grown up wearing hand-me-downs in a family with more kids than money. She loved them all and wouldn’t trade any of them or any of their life as a family for better clothes and makeup. Those things were never important to her. And the things that were? Like books? Well, that’s what libraries were for.

***
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Now, Rebecca practiced the breathing exercises her therapist had taught her. Just get me back to the office, she prayed. She didn’t want to have a meltdown outside Starbucks where everyone could see. Damn it, she thought, what triggered this? Just a man with biceps and a curl at the nape of his neck? After ten years?

Rebecca was short, and it always looked like she needed to lose weight, but really? She was just a DD on top, and not enough ribcage to have a waist to show it off. She wore massive bras for support and to suppress them, because she’d always been embarrassed by her big breasts.

Jon had laughed, and told her never to be embarrassed by big boobs — every man wanted a woman with them, don’t let anyone tell you otherwise. Her shoulder-length hair was dishwater blond, although she never understood why the color was called that. Most certainly her mother never let dishwater get that color before draining it and starting fresh.

Pale blue eyes. Plain features. But it hadn’t mattered. She looked at Jon and knew he loved her and that was all she would ever need.

Well, that and books. And someday a house full of kids, maybe.

The memories rolled on, but Rebecca was back in her tiny cubicle of an office now, and she could shut the door. She sat behind her desk, looked at the clock on her computer, and set an alarm for 10 minutes before her class. It would take eight minutes to get there. She reconsidered and set it for 15. She didn’t want to show up with red eyes.

She tipped her head back against the chair’s head rest and let the memories flood on. Get it over with, she thought. She was due for an inoculation against men anyway. This daymare as she called it — a nightmare but while she was awake — would serve that purpose quite nicely. 

***
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So, the quiet, bookish mouse and the football star who was going places? Rebecca had been really happy. She finished her master’s in time to work on his campaign, and the campaign was going really well. She wasn’t his campaign manager like she’d been in school, of course. His uncle and his father had that in hand. She showed up when she was told to, stood by him and smiled when they decreed. And if she disagreed on some of his campaign platform? Well, it was his platform. What troubled her was she didn’t think he agreed either. When she tried to talk to him about it, he’d brushed it off. Got to get elected to make a difference, Jon said. 

True enough. But it bothered her anyway. It felt calculating to tell people what they wanted to hear instead of what you knew to be true. And in this polarized world of social media and information echo chambers, it was even more important that he speak the truth to his voters. But, it was his campaign, not hers. Although truthfully, it wasn’t his either. He just showed up when he was told, too.

But that morning, her acceptance to the PhD program at Boise State arrived in the mail. Rebecca came flying down to the office, running in the back door. She could hear Jon’s father yelling. Jon was shouting back. She slowed down to listen. Jon’s uncle was trying to reason with them.

“Your catting around is going to get out, Jon,” his father said. “You’ve got the perfect fiancée, a preacher’s daughter no less, and you’re out chasing fast women, and partying late into the night in Boise? I get one scandal hushed up, and there’s another waiting in the wings. Do you want to be elected, or don’t you?”

“Of course, I do,” Jon said impatiently. “And I will be. But I am 24 years old. Maybe being saddled with a wife who doesn’t know how to have any fun is fine for you two — you’re in your 50s. And Dad, don’t think I don’t know about your affairs on the side, all right? But I want to have a good time. Rebecca wants to read. Fine.”

“Rebecca is smart, scary smart,” Jon’s uncle said quietly. “You don’t think she’s going to figure it out? What then? Do you think she’s going to put up with it like your mother did? It’s a different generation, Jon. And your mother is not scary smart.”

Jon had snorted at that.

Rebecca liked Jon’s mother, but she had to agree, scary smart wasn’t a description anyone would use to describe her. She wasn’t sure it was meant as a compliment when they used it to describe her either.

“I get elected, and I won’t need the preacher’s daughter on my arm,” Jon said. “I will need someone people can admire — and admire me because I’ve got a beautiful wife. And let’s face it, if no one called Mom smart? No one has ever called Rebecca beautiful. She’s a little brown wren of a woman. That’s not what I need.”

Rebecca had swallowed hard as the words had hit her like hammer blows.

“And if you think she’s going to figure it out? She hasn’t yet. And I’ve been playing the field — as they say — for a very long time.”

There was a moment of silence. “It occurs to me that maybe we should run Rebecca and let you party,” Jon’s father said disgustedly.

“Like you’ve got room to talk?” Jon said back at him.

Rebecca swallowed hard. She pulled off the engagement ring she’d worn since she left for Idaho State. She had a flash of the evening Jon had proposed and had the ring waiting for her. She walked into the room. Jon’s uncle saw her first.

“Awww, shit,” he said. He turned around and walked out the front door. Jon’s father looked bewildered by his brother’s exit, and then he saw her.

“Rebecca?” he said. “What are you doing here? We weren’t expecting you for a couple of hours yet.”

Jon had turned then. She met his eyes, and she knew. Knew he’d never loved her, never been faithful to her. None of it had ever been true. It had been a political strategy. She would reassure older voters that their charming, handsome candidate was also a sincere, mature man.

Her eyes filled with tears but she refused to shed them. Instead of handing him the ring as she intended, she carefully set it down on the credenza and turned around and walked out of the office. The outer office, full of volunteers, most of whom she’d known her entire life, was silent. She didn’t say a word. She walked through that office and outside into one of the first bright sunny days of the year. March 1. The tears clouded her eyes, and now she brushed at them angrily as she found her car. 

Jon’s uncle was standing there.

“I’m sorry, Rebecca,” he said quietly. “But better you find out now than after you’re married and have two kids like his mother did. Jon has grown up with a piss-poor role model, and you’re paying the price. But I’m truly sorry.”

She looked at him. “And what kind of legislator do you think he’ll make?” she asked. 

He shrugged. “No better, no worse than most of them,” he said. 

She nodded. She got into her car and drove to her parents’ home. She packed her things, and then she called and accepted the offer to the doctoral program at Washington State University instead of Boise State. They’d offered a great package two weeks previously, but she’d been holding out for Boise State because it would’ve been just perfect.

Jon didn’t win his first race for state senator. The incumbent decided he wanted to keep the Senate seat for another two years, and there was too much scandal whispering around Jon for him to be able to win the primary. He did win two years later, and he’d made the whole ‘man about town’ work for him that year. A woman on his arm at every function. Different women. His handsome looks. The college sports career. The connections.

Rebecca got her doctorate the same year Jon was re-elected to the state Senate. University of Idaho right across the border in Moscow hired her. Her dissertation on John Evans and his role as a Democratic governor in Idaho’s conservative politics had been much praised, and she’d been able to rewrite it as a book. That book got her tenure at UI in Moscow last year. The nucleus of the idea for her dissertation was the question she’d asked Jon: How can you run on a platform you disagree with? And his response, before you can change things, you’ve got to get elected. So you say the things that will get you elected, the things voters want to hear. Well, Governor John Evans begged to disagree.

At University of Idaho she made friends. Marilee Dupont had taken her under her wing — she was known as a member of Marilee’s Squad, which made her laugh. She knew some of her colleagues thought she was gay. She wasn’t.

She thought it might be easier if she was.

No, she was just heartsick.

And she had been for 10 years.

It wasn’t the buzzer on her computer that pulled her out of the well-worn path her mind had taken. Someone knocked on the door. She glanced at the computer clock. She needed to go. “Coming,” she called. She dabbed the tears out of her eyes with tissues. She had this down. These daymares didn’t happen very often anymore. She couldn’t recall the last one she’d had, maybe a year ago? Probably when Jon had announced his candidacy for governor.

She opened the door to tell whoever it was to come back later, during her office hours. And looked up into the familiar face of Jon Whitaker. She briefly registered the black T-shirt of the man from the coffee line earlier.

“Hello, Rebecca,” he said quietly.

She looked at him, and then she pushed past him and walked down the hall.

“I have class,” she said without looking back. “Go home, Jon. There’s nothing for you here.”
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Chapter 2
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Jon Whitaker stood in the doorway of Rebecca Jones’ office and watched her walk away from him. Hell, he thought. That wasn’t the way he’d planned for things to go. What did she say? She had to teach class?

He closed the door to her office and checked to make sure it was locked. Then he went down to the Political Science office. “Dr. Jones had to go teach,” he said, and he smiled at the office manager. “Can you tell me when she’s done with it? And where it might be?”

The office manager studied him a moment. “You’re Jon Whitaker, aren’t you?” she said. “You’re running for governor?”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said, turning up the charm.

“Blue country. Latah County. Birkenstock Central,” she reminded him. He laughed, and let his practiced smile relax into something more natural.

“Fair enough,” he said. He wasn’t likely to carry Latah County, no matter how much he turned on the charm. “But Rebecca and I grew up together. I’d hoped to catch up with her. And I caught her as she was flying out the door. All she said was, “No time. Have to teach.”

“Sounds like her,” the woman said. “She’s got a lecture in Renfrew Hall. It’s an hour class — out at 10 minutes ‘til. Here’s a map. Her office hours are this afternoon from 1 p.m. to 3 p.m.”

“Thanks,” he said. He took the map, oriented himself. He nodded at the woman and strode off. He should have a jacket, he thought. But it had been warm in that Starbucks. He hadn’t expected he would be chasing Rebecca all over campus. He had time, he could go back to the car for his jacket. Or he could track her down now while he still knew where she was.

He didn’t think Rebecca had aged at all in 10 years. They were both 34 years old. He had aged. A lot. Too much alcohol. Too many drugs. Too many late nights, partying. One failed marriage. A second one on the rocks. And he was in the midst of a campaign for governor. The second wife was going public with her request for divorce any day now. And it was going to be ugly. She wanted money — a lot of money — money he didn’t have. He partied away what money he did have.

Going into politics so young meant he hadn’t built up a nest egg of any kind before getting elected. He was basically a government bureaucrat. And not a particularly well paid one at that. Not that Kristin cared. She was pissed. He had cut off her money she’d been spending on coke and forced her into rehab. She was due out this week. And her claims against him weren’t pretty. He’d already heard them from friends.

Well, not friends. People he knew. People he partied with, even if they were supporting his opponent in the primary. And his opponent was going to gleefully use Kristin and her allegations to cut away his chances at the nomination. He didn’t care if they were true or not. 

Hell, some of them were true. He did party. He had used weed, still did discreetly. How else was he going to manage the stresses of the campaign? And coke, too, although he’d stopped that when it was decided he should run for governor. He drank too much, as well, and too often. 

And yes, there had been other women. Kristin might act outraged, but she was one of the other women who caused wife number one to leave him. Seemed hypocritical to scream about them now. He shrugged.

He partied a lot. It was the life he knew in the state capital. One hard slog of a session. Long days. Longer nights. Most of it paid for by lobbyists who wanted something from him. 

Everyone wanted something from him.

He found Renfrew Hall and Rebecca’s classroom. He hesitated, looked at his watch. She still had 30 minutes. He grinned and opened the door quietly to slip into a seat in the back row. It would be interesting to hear Rebecca teach.

It was a large, lecture-style class in a stepped auditorium. Must be 200 students in it, he thought. Rebecca was down front. He had no idea what class this was. He looked around at the students who seemed to be listening. Amazing. He had always been bored in large lecture classes, preferring to sit in the back, pass notes, and send texts on his phone. 

He focused on Rebecca. His first impression had been right. She had hardly aged at all. Same hair style, same full breasts. He smiled. He had always liked her breasts. She was wearing a blue plaid shirt-style tunic with a short, blue skirt. She had good legs for it. And she was wearing low heels, also blue. Someone had taught her how to dress, he thought. Her clothes were flattering. 

He had learned to recognize such things. Presentation was everything. Clothes mattered. He was wearing a black T-shirt and black jeans today — confident man on vacation. His suits in Boise were expensive, and he looked good in them. He’d better. He had an image consultant to make sure he did. She also curated a selection of suits for campaigning. Less expensive ones, more in keeping with his voters. He looked like a successful small-town businessman, he thought, which was exactly the image voters wanted. Or so he was told. Successful but approachable. Someone they might know.

“So, the founding fathers were writing a document that they hoped would set the direction of the republic,” Rebecca was saying. “And we have not only honored those words, we’ve set them in stone. We forget the context that they were said in, and that the context we live in is very different. The men who wrote the constitution talked about ‘the people’ but they meant ‘people like them.’ White men who owned property — and yes, property included slaves. Men who were educated, prosperous. Even then, they thought they were being brave to be so inclusive. Ironically, they had borrowed liberally from the government structures of the Iroquois and then deprived them of any standing in the new country. So, let’s take a look at the government the Iroquois had designed.”

Jon raised an eyebrow at that view of the U.S. Constitution. That was... a controversial thing to say, he thought. Did people know what she was teaching? He continued listening.

She was an effective teacher. She had visuals that she used to explain the history of the Iroquois and how their ideas had influenced the early leaders of the new nation.

“We also want to turn to the French philosophers of the Enlightenment. The French revolution would follow our own, but the Enlightenment began there and influenced our leaders immensely. Its ideas of justice, liberty and freedom heavily influenced the early leaders.”

He looked around the room again. People were taking notes on their computers. Well, he thought they were. They could be writing email for all he knew. A few were actually using pen and paper to take notes. Body language said they were actually paying attention. 

“A recent controversy has forced historians to re-examine the roots of what made us a country, and to think more deeply about the role of slavery in both the revolution and the formation of the government. There is evidence that the revolution was actually a revolt against the trends in England to end slavery. Our slave-owning founding fathers rebelled to keep their slaves. In that light, you could say that the Confederacy didn’t rebel against the Union, but that the Union was rejecting the long commitment to slavery that had influenced the Revolution. The Union was advocating for a “more just and equitable Union.”

Jon blinked. Was Rebecca teaching the 1619 Project? In an Idaho university? He was pretty sure they’d passed a law preventing that. Had it been signed into law? He was sure it had. Damn it, Rebecca!

“For the next class, you will find reading materials in the online section for this week,” Rebecca said, wrapping things up. “Pick one and write a short summation of its three key points. Pick a second article you feel disagrees with the first and summarize. Finally, write just a paragraph or two to give your analysis of the two pieces. Please remember to apply our previous discussion of the difference between summary, analysis and opinions.”

There was laughter at the last, and Rebecca grinned at them. Jon got the feeling her students liked her, and that she liked them. But dear God, had he just witnessed a professor breaking the new law?

Well, maybe not the letter of the law, he thought. The intent? Oh, hell, yeah. But the law had been written in language that tried to cast the conservative concerns about critical race theory and all this revisionist history crap as a concern for equal treatment of all races in how history was taught, and that ‘no individual should be blamed for the past actions of their race, gender,’ etc. etc. And they might still get hoisted on their own petard for that, he thought sourly. He’d argued against the proposal, although he’d voted for it like a good little party member. But the far-right wing was in control of the party right now. Jesus, one member had used To Kill a Mockingbird as evidence that CRT had been creeping into schools for a long time. Never mind that it was a classic novel that had been taught in schools forever, and that it actually pre-dated CRT. Those idiots were making them all look stupid. 

Jon had a great respect for the ACLU and their lawyers. He could just see them now, figuring out ways to use that language in all kinds of ways that would appall his conservative colleagues. Hell, he partied with some of those bastards. He knew they were laughing at conservatives for handing them a weapon to be used against them. 

The conservatives said history doesn’t matter.

And Rebecca Jones had just delivered a lecture that said it did. Did she know she was in defiance of the law? Was this just a lecture she’d delivered many times before? Or was she deliberately defying the law? And how long would it be before one of her students ratted her out?

Hell, he thought. One of her students? He, a state senator who had helped to pass the damn law, had just sat here and heard her lecture. What was he going to do about that? Pretend he didn’t understand the significance of what she was teaching? Sounded good to him, quite frankly. But he had to wonder what the list of articles was that students were being asked to read and respond to.

No. He didn’t want to know. It had nothing to do with why he was here. 

Did it? He thought about what kind of controversy was going to explode here, centered around Rebecca Jones. Even in ‘Birkenstock Central’ it would happen, sooner or later. And he couldn’t let that controversy touch him or his campaign for governor. People already doubted he was conservative enough for the nomination. Which was exactly how Idaho had elected Democrats for governor in the past — the Republican nominee had to veer so far to the right to get the nomination that he couldn’t get back close enough to center to win the general election.

Damn it. Now what was he supposed to do?
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Chapter 3
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Rebecca Jones had seen Jon come in and sit down. Of course, she had. But she ignored him and continued her lecture. Compared to other things she had ignored over the years in her large lectures, ignoring one ex-boyfriend was almost easy. She knew when the Mariners won a game because invariably someone was watching it on their laptop, pretending to take notes, and they would forget themselves and cheer. Or the young men who thought wearing obscene T-shirts and sitting in the front row was funny. But her all-time best story had been the couple making out in the back row. And they’d been way past ‘first base’ too.

Jon Whitaker was here. And he seemed to be waiting for her as the students filed out, some giving him curious looks. She considered giving bonus points to any of them who recognized him as running for governor. Maybe she would.

She took a steadying breath. She’d had anxiety attacks for a long time after she had fled Payette for WSU. Fortunately, WSU had a good mental health center, and a sympathetic woman had given her some tools to cope. Breathing was a big one. Holding your breath when you’re experiencing anxiety was a good way to pass out. Not good in front of 20-year-old students in a large lecture class. So, she focused on breathing and on the several students who came down to ask questions after class. She liked students. She liked their questions. Even the squirrelly ones.

Maybe especially the squirrelly ones. Might be why she had the longest list of advisees of anyone in the department. She suspected the truth was closer to the fact the chair dumped advisees on her because she was young and a woman. Just like the university dumped committee assignments on her so there would be diversity on the committees — and then complained that her service record was longer than her publication list, and she needed to focus more on research. She rolled her eyes. As long as they gave her the merit pay, the complaints didn’t matter. But she did need to figure out a way to carve out time for some research before she went up for full professor.

She’d like to look into that stupid law that tried to ban history from the classroom. She was still brainstorming research approaches. She set that aside and tried to focus on the student with a question in front of her.

“I still don’t get the difference between analysis and opinion,” he was complaining.

“In short form, analysis asks did the author support the claim they were making? Opinion says I think that piece sucks because I disagree with it,” Rebecca said, tongue in cheek. The other students laughed. The young man grinned. “Got it,” he said cheerfully and walked away.

She gathered up her stuff and slowly moved toward the door, still listening to the students chattering away at her. She thought she might get away with walking past Jon and leaving him sitting there. She envisioned the expression on his face if she did, and it made her laugh.

It didn’t work. Jon stood up and joined the group around her. Her students took one look at him, and decided they could ask their questions another time.

Yup. She was going to give an impromptu question for points next class.

“I need to talk to you,” Jon said. “Can I buy you lunch?”

She considered the man beside her. He looked tired, stressed, unhappy. She was shocked at how he looked, actually. Lunch? She thought about that. She wanted to say no, but it seemed a safer way to get through whatever brought him here than pushing him away. Because obviously he was determined.

“Sure,” she said with more cheerfulness than she felt. Breathe she reminded herself. “There’s a good Mexican place at the edge of campus.”

He fell in step with her, and she tried not to let her awareness of his body and his presence show. He was just someone she once knew, who was now active in politics, and was seeking her out for a favor.

Because she knew he wanted something. Why else would he be here?

“I’d offer to help carry things, if you don’t go all independent woman on me,” he said.

She raised an eyebrow at that, and then dumped her computer and visual materials into his arms. “Thanks,” she said, keeping her purse. Although adding that to his load might be fun.

He laughed.

And it went straight through her; she bit her lip to keep from crying out. She had always loved his laugh — not the calculated one, but this one. The genuine, carefree laugh. And she loved it when she’d been able to make him laugh like that.

“Why are you here, Jon?” she asked. She couldn’t pretend the old-friends thing like she’d hoped.

“Over lunch,” he promised. “It’s kind of a long story.”

“Cut to the bottom line. You want something. What is it?”

She stopped and looked at him. She just waited. 

“I want you to join my campaign,” he said finally.

She snorted, and started walking again. “No,” she said. “You don’t stand for anything I believe in, and I openly oppose a lot of the things you have supported. I won’t even vote for you, much less campaign for you.”
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