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Derek was falling in the polls. We had to do something drastic, or this governor's race would be handed to our opponent.

"What are you thinking Michelle?" Derek stared at me.

I had many ideas, but I knew Derek wouldn't like any of them. I had led us this far, and when we started this race, there were many doubters that Derek would even get this far, especially being an independent.

Derek was only a few points behind the former governor, who was going low and bringing up things from Derek's past as a detective many years ago.

Since then, Derek's life had been a clean slate.

"I am not bowing to his level," Derek stared at me.

"I know," I acknowledged.

Derek wanted to run a clean campaign. No poking fun at any of the others or going into the gutter to trash them.

A lot of Derek's followers and people who wanted to vote for him were glad that he wasn't lowering his standards, no matter how low the other competitors went.

"We are doing horrible in the rural areas," I stated. "We need to do a tour within those districts."

"Are you crazy?" Logan stared at me from across the table. "He will be eaten alive!"

Derek was a black male, and although we had many of the state's urban cities, our main competition was the former governor, who was trying to get reelected. Brian was a lock in most of the rural areas. We needed some of the votes in those areas if we were going to win.

"We can do another surrender the guns in one of the cities," Linda added.

"No!" I shook my head. "We have the cities, we need the outlying districts, or we might as well hand the governor's mansion back to Brian!"

We all looked at Derek, who sighed. "Michelle is right, we have been avoiding this for far too long."

I sighed. "I know it's going to be tough and there will be a lot of negative fallout but if we can reach only a few people, it will do us good."

"Get the ball rolling," Derek stated as he stood up.

We watched him walk out of the meeting room and talk to the other members. I could feel the other two staring a hole through me.

"You know I am right!" I exclaimed as the two of them looked at me.

"Might as well be leading him to the firing squad!" Logan shook his head.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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I started the ball rolling on the tour, booking venues and getting security set up for each visit. I was tired by the time I got home.

"How is it going?" Clyde asked.

"Good," I replied as coldly as I could.

"Come on," Clyde stood up and followed me into my office. "How long are you going to keep this silent treatment up?"

"A long time," I responded without turning to look at my husband.

Clyde got into an argument with one of his friends. That friend sent me a video of my husband fucking a stripper on their latest trip to Vegas a few months ago. He fucked her raw, no protection. He never told me about it, and for months after he had slept with me.

Luckily, when I went to get tested, I was clean, but I didn't want to even look at him. "It was months ago!" Clyde told me.

"You are lucky that I am in the middle of this campaign or I would leave you!" I turned to look at him.

"Why?" Clyde asked. "Because I got drunk and had a one-night stand with a stripper. I don't even know her name, or saw her again!"

"Oh, you fucked a woman you didn't know, and would never see again, that's all?" I asked as I looked at him. "That makes it just fine and dandy, right?"

"I didn't mean it like that," Clyde shook his head. "I just meant it didn't mean anything!"

"Like our marriage?" I asked. "That didn't mean anything to you while you were fucking her?"

"I had been drinking, and things got out of hand," Clyde tried to explain. He had tried to explain his actions many times, but there was no way around it. He had fucked another woman.

It wasn't like I was a prude. I loved sex, I loved sex with my husband and only my husband. I turned down men left and right because I loved him.

I still loved him even though at the moment I could wrap my hands around his neck and squeeze until he turned blue.

What I hated the most about everything was finding out about it from his friend. Someone that I hated. I disliked most of Clyde's friends, but I hated Matt the most. He was one of those guys who thought all women should bow down to him, that no woman was in their right mind if they turned him down. So, what he had was the body of someone who never ate fast food, processed food, and worked out every day, so what he had a voice that could literally melt butter, so what he had a look that deserved to be in movies or the front of magazines. None of that mattered when his personality was that of someone that peeked in high school and still thought he belonged there.

Matt worked full-time behind the counter of the same gas station he worked at during high school; the only difference was that he was the manager, that was it. He still lived in the same house he lived in back then; the only difference was that his parents passed away and given it to him in their will.
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