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PROLOGUE



THE WAKE-UP CALL


Olivia opened her hazel eyes, her vision still blurred from the night before. She glanced at the clock lighting up the hotel room: 7:03. She’d been working campaigns long enough to understand that an extra chair beside the bed in a hotel room in Iowa made that room a presidential suite. She thought the bed felt a little softer than the one in her own room, which, as she connected the dots, she realized was downstairs. Her room barely allowed space for a bed, let alone a chair. And there was no way she could have overslept on that rock-hard mattress. This room was painted dull beige and above the bed was the obligatory landscape portrait that hung in every hotel on the road, the painting of the idyllic view that should have been outside the window but was not.


This hotel in particular was in the parking lot of a strip mall. Literally. Right smack in front of a Super Target. Which actually, Olivia had thought when they pulled in the night before, was pretty great. That was campaign frame of mind: you pulled up to a hotel that had a totally useful store nearby, and it far outweighed the fact that you would be sleeping in a parking lot.


I should probably stock up on some stuff I need, she thought. I wonder how much I could fit in my suitcase. Probably not much.


When traveling with a candidate on commercial flights Olivia did not check luggage. That lesson, Campaign Lesson #5 in politics, became crystal clear the first time she traveled with a gubernatorial candidate. Only a year out of college and thrilled to be filling in for her sick finance-director boss on a two-day trip to Texas, she had packed in preparation for any and every situation that could possibly arise. She would never forget the annoyed look on the candidate’s face as they waited for her luggage on the carousel. She was new then so he didn’t scream, despite the fact that her bag was the very last to come across the conveyor belt. Threw off the entire day’s tightly–packed schedule. Now, four years later, equal to about sixteen campaign years, if she made a mistake like that, the politician paying her salary would blast her so severely that an onlooker might suspect imminent murder. Needless to say, Campaign Lesson #5 was to pack light. Wrinkle-free suits could look totally different with a new shirt, and a black shift dress worked for everything.


Maybe I could fit a small box of Q-tips and the Neutrogena face wash I like.


The buzz of a BlackBerry shifted Olivia out of her Target trance. The blinking red light beckoned. It couldn’t be anything that bad. She had checked her messages before falling asleep two hours earlier. Post-sex BlackBerry check. It was the campaign equivalent of a postcoital cigarette, though admittedly far less sexy. Still, the thought of what awaited yielded a flurry of worries.


Where are we on the budget? Do I have enough calls scheduled today for the governor? Will Henley come through with the fifty he promised? What if Alek’s check doesn’t get here in time?


She reached for the BlackBerry and as she shifted, the arm around her pulled her back in. God, his timing was good. He tightened his hold on her slender waist and she decided to let him. Usually, on most mornings after, she’d feel as claustrophobic as Scarlett Johansson in He’s Just Not That Into You when her boyfriend in the movie, E from Entourage, is sprawled on top of her and she can’t escape. But with him it was different. There was a space right between his chin and broad shoulder where she fit perfectly. She thought his body was flawless, strong enough to hold her tight but not so muscular that he bulged out of an oxford shirt. Even the feel of his steady snore was sexy to her; it was more like calm, heavy breathing and it just took her over. He was it, everything she’d always wanted in a man. In these rare moments of closeness away from the craze of everyday campaign life her insecurities washed away, and she knew this was love for both of them.


Rrrrriinnnngggg.


“Go away,” he mumbled as he pulled her closer. He ran his hand across her stomach and then her back as she turned toward him. “You’re going to make me answer that, aren’t you?” His eye was half-open. “Wouldn’t it be better if we just found something else to do until it stops ringing?”


“Noooo. I’m afraid not,” Olivia said. “No time.”


“Think of it this way,” he said, grabbing her by the hips. “I’d be in a much better mood. And that would be good for everyone.”


She pushed him off. “Pick up the phone.”


The truth was that she wanted him as badly as he wanted her. Or more. But the hotel phone was never a good thing. It was a given that everyone kept a constant eye on their BlackBerry, so if someone was using a landline, it was urgent. He took her advice, as he did most of the time. She could barely hear the voice on the other end and yet the caller might as well have had a megaphone to her ear.


“You’ve been caught with your pants down.”


“I what?”


Suddenly they were both very awake and very aware of their surroundings. As the terror sank in, a flutter of emails, texts, calls, and moments whirled through Olivia’s mind. Which message did they find? This feeling of terror was exactly as she had always imagined it would be: instant and crashing.


“What is he talking . . .” She didn’t have to whisper. Words were barely coming out of her mouth and his face was flushed white.


“The trade deal. They know we spoke about it in Colombia.”


And breathe. Well, for her. He switched into yell mode. It was amazing how quickly he did that. She wondered if it was a guy thing to be able to switch emotions as easily as shifting gears in a car.


Regardless, her breath resumed and it was back to reality and the start of a day. And the realization that it was 7:18—past the hour when it would be safe for one of them to slip out of the other’s room, way past the hour when she could afford to be daydreaming. She jumped out of bed. She hated this part. It was the instant 180—one moment would be perfect and the next, reality would come crashing in, leaving her sneaking out of a room she shouldn’t have been in to get away from a man she shouldn’t have been with.


She glanced over at the man who had left her world. He was yelling so intently that he barely noticed her slinking around the bed looking for her bra. Just as well, she figured as she grabbed up the rest of her clothes and tied back her hair. A kiss good-bye or a “See you at work, honey” didn’t seem appropriate anyway. It was time, yet again, for the ultimate walk of shame.


As Olivia slipped into the hallway the significance of the late time hit her. This hotel had two elevator banks and she wasn’t supposed to be walking out of this one. Not such an issue at the usual four a.m., but it was now seven thirty a.m., and the news of her walk back to her room could spread around the world as fast as a sex tape featuring Kim Kardashian.


Please, let the world be still asleep. Please, please, please. She pleaded with the universe.


As the elevator doors opened she put her head down and pretended to read her emails. But she couldn’t help taking a quick peek up. Reflex.


Shit. She put her head right back down.


Jacob had a seat at breakfast with a prime view of the elevator, waiting, no doubt, to catch her boss before someone else did. He was the worst-case scenario; he would know exactly where she was supposed to be and where she was coming from. Head down, she turned a quick corner, confident that he hadn’t noticed. But her heart raced, shaken that she had come so close. As she power-walked to her room she kept her eyes to the floor. Now she was in an appropriate part of the hotel, but it didn’t matter—she knew the path she had just taken was wrong.


What am I doing? By the time she reached her room, the shame and fear had boiled up from the knot in her stomach into warm tears. She leaned against the closed door and slid down to the floor as she cried.


Seriously, Olivia, seriously? She berated herself. What am I doing? How did I get here?


She knew how she got here. It was like it had happened yesterday. And a lifetime ago.





ONE



Could we maybe try a different route?” Olivia half-shouted through the Plexiglas to the cab driver as she hung up from what had seemed like an endless conference call. She looked down at her BlackBerry and watched the time turn to 4:04 p.m.


Traffic never failed to appear when she was running late. More like Parked Avenue. She looked down at her watch, annoyed that she had not left herself more time.


Well, at least Jacob is used to my being late. He’ll know to make up an excuse for me.


Jacob Harriston and Olivia had worked together on a congressional campaign in Connecticut five years back. Right before he started working for Landon Taylor. Campaign colleagues were a lot like summer camp friends. Some you kept in touch with more than others, but either way, there was a bond that couldn’t be entirely broken regardless of space and time. They had been through a war together. Slept on the floor of a dirty office while doing the seating for concert halls full of supporters, huddled together while getting yelled at by candidates and donors or both, did shots together as thunder rumbled minutes before huge outdoor fundraisers. They were in constant contact for months in a row.


Still, a year could pass after a campaign with both people being too busy to ever check back in. Jacob’s call two weeks ago had caught Olivia completely by surprise. They needed a national finance director for the Landon Taylor presidential campaign, he said. Olivia had first assumed he was calling her for a referral to someone she had worked for. It had not even crossed her mind that they would be offering the job to her. “I’ve told them I think you could do this better than anyone,” Jacob said. She stammered through a response, assuring Jacob she could raise many millions of dollars in eighteen months, without actually thinking about whether or not this was true. In reality, she had worked on only three campaigns and had not even attended two national conventions, let alone been responsible for getting a candidate there—she had only just reached her twenty-seventh birthday. The job of national finance director of a presidential campaign was reserved for someone with greater seniority, management skills, and experience. She had heard buzz that Jacob was taking the reins of the campaign, stepping up as the unofficial campaign manager and bringing in a younger, fresher staff, but she couldn’t believe he would go this far.


The two weeks since that call had catapulted Olivia into interviews, e-mails, and an emotional tizzy that left no time to reconsider anything. Not that there was anything to reconsider. This was her dream job. Being the national finance director of a presidential campaign was the apex of a fundraiser’s career. She couldn’t remember ever hearing of anyone near her age doing it. Youngest national finance director in political history, she proudly thought at least three times an hour, imagining the headline in the paper, the bio box that would hang next to her head when she was called in to comment on her favorite CNN show. This was it. The big leagues. The presidency. And not just any presidency, the imminent presidency of Governor Landon Taylor, her political hero. This would be the first time she actually met Taylor, so he could sign off on the hire that Jacob and the rest of the upper-level staff had approved—her. One of the most important days of her life, and she was running late. Only five minutes. She looked down at the clock on the dashboard. Seven minutes.


“I’ll just get out here,” she yelled to the driver, seeing the hotel a block away. She jumped out and checked the seat to make sure that she hadn’t left her BlackBerry, the nightmare she had the habit of living through when she was in a rush. And she was always in a rush.


As she waited for the crosswalk light to change, she took a quick look down at herself and realized what a mess she was offering. The conference call had lasted the entire cab ride, so she hadn’t had her usual five minutes to tuck in her shirt and slap on some makeup. Everything in Olivia’s makeup bag was smudgeable, meaning it could be put on with fingertips rather than brushes in the dark or in the backseat of a moving cab, or, if need be, both. She was never much of a makeup girl. She left that type of thing to her older sister. So being able to apply it while in a cab, otherwise known as Campaign Lesson #8, made the whole process more bearable. Or at least less of a waste of time.


Thank goodness for Brooks Brothers wrinkle-free, she thought as she carried her bags, tucked in her shirt, and crossed the street all at once. The shirt was her saving grace. It stayed crisp no matter what hell she put it through. She didn’t know who invented iron-free technology, but whoever did should win a Nobel Prize. And why hadn’t every other designer followed suit? Why would anyone make non-wrinkle-free shirts anymore?


Why would I buy ones that weren’t? Why do I only have one? I’ll buy another one this weekend, she pledged to herself, knowing full well she wouldn’t be making it out to the stores. Focus, Olivia.


She ran her hands down the sides of her brown pencil skirt, trying to force out some of the old-school wrinkles. It was one of her few classic go-to outfits and she was glad she had picked it. It made her feel better about the fact that her only makeup was a glop of Juicy Tubes lip gloss, smeared on as she walked in the door. She touched at the ribbon tied around her straight brown hair, literally long overdue for a haircut.


At least Jacob won’t make fun of me for overdressing for Taylor.


Landon Taylor was not like other politicians. He was not one of those awkward-looking men who ran around DC in ill-fitting suits, concerned only with the sound of their own voice. Taylor stood six feet tall and had high cheekbones and youthful blue eyes that complemented his prep-school hair. He always looked like he should be standing alongside the Kennedy brothers in a black and white photograph, staring out at a horizon that only a few leaders would ever really see. When he spoke, his Southern accent blended with a sharp intellect to create the right mix of smarts and accessibility. And although a few years of campaigning had left her with a degree of jadedness, Olivia found her adoration for Landon Taylor was untouched.


Her senior year in college, only five years earlier, she had written a paper about the impact of his campaign speeches on the American dialogue about poverty, and later, while she was interning for the Democratic convention, she had the chance to see him in person. She remembered it like a girl looking back on her first kiss. It was one of the rare moments in politics when the world quiets down enough so you can truly listen to another person. The moment he began speaking, the massive, chaotic convention hall hushed, becoming more and more rapt with every word. To this day, Olivia couldn’t imagine anyone hearing that speech and not being moved to do something more with their life. Of course, near the end of the speech she was jerked out of her trance by a donor asking for a ticket to the Maroon 5 party the next night.


“What a waste of time,” the donor had said. “Does anyone really think this guy has a chance against the Republican machine in Georgia?”


She wanted to raise her hand to the sky and scream, “Me! I do!” but she knew Taylor didn’t have a chance. She had been following his race as closely as if she were working on it. Every poll, even his internals, had him down double digits and he was being outspent three to one. Every hired political gun was urging him to center his message, but he stuck with his passion. For Olivia, as he spoke with fervor about everything she believed in, his impending loss was a substantiation of what she had just started to articulate to herself: that there used to be real leaders who could silence the world enough to argue for truth, but now they were all quieted by the circus that politics had become.


But something had happened with Landon Taylor. After an explosive surge in the last two weeks of his campaign for governor, he won, by more than a few votes, the race that everyone agreed he couldn’t win. True, his victory was mostly due to the revelation of his opponent’s insider-trading scandal, brought to light by that candidate’s third wife. But still, Landon Taylor won. That was enough to keep alive Olivia’s hope that a decent man, a real inspiring leader, could succeed. Since then he had gained accolades for the Georgia state government and consequently was selected as the vice presidential candidate in the last election. Though the ticket had lost (something she blamed entirely on Taylor’s running mate), the publicity and exposure left him in an ideal position for a future run for president. He was an inspirational long shot who had beaten the odds to become someone with a real chance at the White House. Just thinking about it left Olivia with a renewed belief in the existence of the type of politics that had filled the posters on her old dorm room wall.


She studied him like an ongoing thesis project, picking up every fact, big or small. From his antipoverty speeches to the kind of shoes his gorgeous wife wore—Christian Louboutins, of course—Olivia knew the governor inside and out. He stood in stark contrast to the transactional candidates she had come to know in the last few years. They changed positions on major issues when public opinion shifted, made bland speeches so as not to ruffle any feathers even when the feathers clearly needed to be ruffled, and would say just about anything to get a donation. But with someone like this, like Taylor, her fundraising could serve a cause, not just her résumé.


So here she was. Running late, half-put-together, but as excited as she’d ever been for this life-changing meeting in the misleading calmness of the Brinmore.


The Brinmore was one of the most exclusive hotels on Park Avenue. It used to be the place ladies went to lunch, but fundraisers in New York had turned it into a political cafeteria. Its dining room, lined in dark wood and deep red fabric, had enough of a library feel to project gravitas, and it was just overpriced enough to make a politician feel fancy, yet affordable enough to not seem excessive to the donors, who always picked up the check.


Jo, the hostess, was a short, well-put-together woman who could best be described as a yenta, except she never gave away the gossip she collected. She ran the place with a gracious composure. Her control over where people sat at breakfast made her one of the most knowledgeable and powerful women in New York. Knowing who wanted to be near, or far, from whom gave her insight into every friendship, political alliance, affair, and divorce, often well before the heartache flamed up. Yet she held that power through a combination of intelligence and withholding. She never gossiped, never gave a single detail away. Not to anyone. When Jo knew something about you, her subtle glances and moves told you she did, but they never seemed to tell anyone else. She also had an uncanny knack for knowing exactly who someone was meeting as soon as they walked in.


As Olivia turned the corner into the restaurant area of the hotel, she gave a quick smile to Jo, who blew a kiss, called her “sweetie,” and knowingly pointed to the back of the dining room. Olivia looked and saw the two men sitting in the large, couchlike chairs at a table in the back corner. The governor was laughing as she approached and Olivia caught herself smiling along. He had a nice way about him. His hair bounced lightly over his blue eyes, which could be seen from a mile away. There was something much more familiar about him than she had expected. She switched her coat and two bags to one hand and smoothed out her hair in an effort to condense the mess that she felt she couldn’t completely contain.


“Hello.” The governor stood and reached for her hand. “How are you today?” His Southern drawl was the perfect add to the smile. It was clear why everyone was drawn to him, she thought. He took her hand and clasped it with his other hand, holding on just a little too long.


“Sorry I’m late.”


“We wouldn’t expect anything else,” Jacob said, chiming in with his normal dose of candid humor.


Olivia turned and hugged Jacob, struck by how much he and the governor looked alike. Jacob was a little taller, standing at about six foot one, but he had the same sandy brown hair and effortlessly charming smile. She wondered if he had let his bangs grow a little long so they would flop over his brown eyes just like the governor’s did. As Olivia sat down on the couch next to the governor she wondered if campaign staffers spent so much time with their candidate they could actually start looking like them, the way people said dog owners did with their dogs.


“Nooow, sit down here,” Taylor said with an extra-slow drawl, settling back into his chair and ushering Olivia with an outstretched hand. “Jacob here tells me that you are interested in education reform. Do you know that down in Georgia we’ve started to build communities that are working toward complete integration with every public school?”


Olivia knew but found herself hardly able to respond, she was so mesmerized by his desire to start off on policy. He fed right into the part of her that still believed in changing the world.


From as far back as Olivia could remember she’d gotten the same rush of excitement when a politician spoke with flair that most girls got from the high school quarterback’s waving to them from the field or from buying a new bag. She wasn’t immune to cute boys or new bags and was the first to admit she wanted a big white wedding dress and lots of kids. Five to be exact. But she had yet to meet anyone who could make her feel as alive as she did at a political rally. That was a foreign thought to the kids at her suburban high school, who’d rarely signed her petitions or even known when Election Day was. In her seventh-grade English class, Olivia was the first to volunteer to read her essay on love aloud. “Darkness cannot drive out darkness; only light can do that. Hate cannot drive out hate; only love can do that,” she said, quoting Martin Luther King, Jr.


She continued on talking about love’s role in civil unrest. It wasn’t until she sat back down that she noticed the giggling around the room. The next forty minutes had seemed like forty hours. Olivia sank into her chair, feeling more alienated every time a new classmate got up to talk about Justin Timberlake, Britney Spears, or David, the star of the junior high basketball team.


Though her parents supported what she did, they never quite understood where it came from. Her father was a Republican, her mother a Democrat, but neither had a strong enough attachment to either party to keep them from voting for Perot in ’92, despite Olivia’s best arguments.


“Born that way,” her mom would say when asked why her twelve-year-old daughter, Olivia, was protesting about environmental issues outside the middle school. Her sister’s good looks and her brother’s natural talent for sports were much easier to appreciate, even for Olivia, who herself had no explanation for why she loved politics. It was understandably simpler for her parents to come to school to see her sister in the school play or her brother in the state championship basketball game. A protest wasn’t really the kind of thing they could pull up a chair to or invite the grandparents along to. Working on campaigns, though, had been the home she had always been looking for. She could eat, sleep, and breathe world events. The age-old question of why she had not yet found a long-term boyfriend was answered not by the incomprehensible idea that she would rather change the world than fall in love, but by the simple fact that she was just too busy.


The governor leaned over to her with that stare she had only heard about. With quiet earnestness he said, “This world needs people who believe in the promise of a better day—not just in words and in rhetoric, but in every step we take. We’re going to build something that will reroot this country in the freedom and justice it started on.” She was sold. He would do something about poverty, about justice, the issues that literally kept her awake at night, aching with a desire to stop the suffering. Amazingly, she thought, there wasn’t anything corny about what he said. And his hand was enveloping her bicep to emphasize his sincerity. Hook. Line. Sinker.


“My man,” a voice bellowed a few feet from the table.


Governor Taylor looked over her shoulder and got up with a huge smile. He moved to hug the enormous man looming over them.


Olivia shook off her rapt haze as she recognized the statuesque man.


“How are you, man?” Taylor was saying. “You remember Jacob, right?”


“Of course.” Dikembe Mutombo casually threw a fist-bump toward Jacob. “Jacob introduced us!”


“And this,” the governor said as he put his hand gently on her back, “is Miss Olivia Greenley, the most sought-after political fundraiser in New York.”


Olivia shook her head in humble disagreement but she couldn’t hide her smile. She knew it was a typical political embellishment, but she didn’t care. Here she was being introduced to one of her favorite athletes by one of the nation’s most famous politicians as “sought after.” She hated to admit it even to herself—as a hardened staffer she was supposed to be above the celebrity factor of it all—but this was Dikembe Mutombo and she was excited. “Olivia, this is—”


“Dikembe Mutombo.” She cut him off, trying her best not to sound like a schoolgirl.


“Ahhh, a basketball fan in our midst apparently.”


“More specifically, a Hoyas fan. Class of ’06.” Olivia smiled.


“Gotta love a Hoya,” Dikembe replied. “Sorry to interrupt, but I was just telling my office to reach out to yours. I have a charity event coming up next month and we’d love to get you out there. Three-on-three for kids. All the old Hoyas are in—Touomou, Owinje. David Henley is hosting.”


“Done. I will be there. Jacob, let’s make sure that’s on my calendar. I’m shocked that Henley hasn’t mentioned it already.”


Dikembe looked a bit confused. He said, “Oh, I thought he was going to tell you about it, Governor.”


“I bet he’s already emailed me and I missed it,” Jacob said, falling on his sword as all good staffers reflexively do. “Let me get the details from you.” He smiled.


Olivia knew exactly what Jacob was thinking. She was thoroughly aware that he knew full well that the governor would not be going to that event. A good deal of staffers’ time was spent “getting things on the calendar” and then breaking the news to people when they didn’t stay on or, more likely, had never gotten on in the first place. Politicians had an uncanny ability to cancel and move things without reprimand. If Olivia or Jacob had gone into film or finance or anything else after college, either one of them would probably have given life and limb for a meeting with Jamie Dimon, Orin Kramer, Harvey Weinstein, or even Dikembe Mutombo. Olivia would have probably have shown up an hour early to any of those meetings.


Instead, Olivia knew that Jacob, at the age of twenty-nine, was as accustomed as she was to calling his financial idol to tell them that his candidate wasn’t going to make it to the lunch that started in twenty minutes, but they could squeeze the financier in later in the day for a forty-five-minute coffee (to which Taylor would undoubtedly be fifteen minutes late). If that had been a business meeting of the highest importance, a call like that would have been answered with a dial tone and a cancellation of all future business. But this was politics, so the response usually sounded something more like, “Perfect, see you soon.”


“I have all the paperwork with my staffers over there,” Dikembe said, pointing toward the lobby. All of a sudden, he seemed more like a schoolgirl than the seven-foot-two basketball superstar that he was.


“I’ll come grab it,” Jacob said. “I’m pretty sure we have a Habitat event the same day as your event but let me get the info and double-check.”


That was another trick that any good staffer used to smooth the we-can’t-make-it message: tell people that there was something else scheduled on that date from the get-go. If the governor had seen the specific date before he said yes, that always made it a little more difficult. But for a staffer, looking at an invite and saying, “I know we have yada yada on that date but let me see if I can try to move things around,” crafted a win-win situation. If the boss didn’t go to the event in the end, it was clearly because there was something important on the calendar. And if by some off chance the candidate could go, the staffer was the hero who moved things around to make it happen.


Being a hero to the donors definitely garnered privileges. Donors needed contact with the candidate to feed their egos. And wealthy donors’ thank-yous for that access ranged from tickets to sold-out concerts and sports games (like the ones to last year’s Final Four that Olivia scored), to Hermès bags, to weekends at their Caribbean homes. While those staffers working in government offices were limited in what they could accept (Jacob’s friends on the Hill couldn’t even be bought more than $20 in drinks), campaign workers were completely unrestricted in what they could accept.


Jacob followed Dikembe to the lobby. As he disappeared out of sight, Olivia joked with the governor, “Jacob seems so smitten by Dikembe. Are you worried he’s over there asking for a job?”


The governor laughed with ease. “Please, he could never leave—his grandmother loves me. Plus, there’s more basketball on this campaign than in any of Dikembe’s days. Seriously, did you see the last Dick Vitale March Madness scouting report?”


“No, but I’m interested in working on any campaign that promises good basketball talk. Where does someone even get the scouting report? Is it part of your presidential-run briefing?”


“If I had my way it would be! Dick did some events for us down by Chapel Hill and I figured getting on his scouting email lists might be even more valuable than his fundraising.”


“So you adhere to God, family, and then college basketball as the natural order of things? I love it.”


“Something like that.” He smiled like a five-year-old boy. “Here,” he said, flicking through his BlackBerry, “I’ll add you onto his list. What’s your email? Consider it a welcome to the team.”


She spelled out her email address, beaming.


Taylor barely looked up, seamlessly turning the conversation from basketball back to the campaign. “This is a big job we have here,” he said, hitting the SEND button. “You really ready for this?”


“Definitely.” She tried to disguise her total insecurity in the answer.


“This is going to be a good one. We’re going to change the world.”


Even now Olivia felt as if she were reading a really good book about the beginnings of a great social movement or a heart-shaking romantic tale, one she would get so lost in that she could believe the world really was the way she wanted it to be: the man really does come running back for his true love; and the woman overcomes her fears and admits she adores him too; and a kiss at sunset promises a long and happy life together. Olivia was a political romantic and those moments—which had become fewer and farther between—when she could really believe, as she could with Governor Taylor, made her feel completely high.


Jacob returned with a T-shirt draped over his shoulder. He dropped a handful of papers about Dikembe’s charity on the table.


“Papers for you, shirt for me. See,” he said, showing Olivia the extra-large neon tee complete with a caricature of Dikembe on it, “this campaign gets the good stuff!”


Another cup of coffee later, Olivia’s job was solidified, the final approval in, and Jacob was eyeing their next meeting, who had just walked in the door. Knowing the look on Jacob’s face from firsthand experience, Olivia understood that he was concerned with transitioning from one meeting to another. She said her thank-yous and excused herself from the table.


The governor stood and shook her hand. “Welcome to the team, kiddo. Get ready for the adventure of a lifetime. I can’t promise we’ll win, but I promise we’ll change lives.”


“Be careful of that one, sweetie,” Jo said to Olivia as she said goodbye to her in passing.


“Okay, thanks!” Olivia might have said the words too cheerfully and too quickly. She turned back to ask what Jo had said, realizing she hadn’t really heard the exact wording of the warning, but Jo was already showing someone else to his table.


As Olivia walked out of the hotel, the day seemed more vibrant than it had been when she walked in. She had gotten lost in the dark library-like dining room and even more so in the governor’s gaze, which seemed to have a magnetic quality to it. She felt almost flustered by his genius.


She grabbed at her BlackBerry, which had been out of her hands for longer than she was accustomed to, and read down the thirty-two new messages. Ugh, she thought, back to life.


By the time she got to her apartment, a cozy junior one—or at least that was the way the ad had described the tiny one-bedroom apartment—it was six p.m. It was much earlier than she got home most nights. Her soon-to-be-ex-boss, the newly elected district attorney, was traveling this week, so she could savor a few early nights. He was off to California until Tuesday, partially on vacation, but with a few meetings squeezed in. It was a trip she would usually have gone on, but with no need to fundraise so soon after the election, she had talked him out of taking her. Though she liked having a little time to herself and the relative quiet of a post-election fundraising job, she had to admit she missed the craze of a real campaign and was excited to start a new one.


She reached for the box of pasta that sat on the counter because her cabinet could only accommodate two boxes of cereal and threw her culinary specialty on the stove. As she waited for the water to boil she began to Google Governor Taylor. The articles were endless, and that was just from today. She couldn’t wait to be an official part of the team that would “re-dream America” and get to work.





TWO



What a waste of time, Jacob thought as the next meeting slid into the chair at their table. Lori Sanders adopted her signature perfect posture as she unbuttoned the jacket of her maroon tweed suit, which looked like the ones his grandmother wore whenever she saw the governor. “Proper church clothes,” she called them. Lori’s blond hair was tied up in such a high bun on top of her head it looked like it pulled her eyes skyward. Hah! Probably her attempt at a cheap face-lift!


Jacob sat back and began rewinding the meeting with Olivia as the governor and Sanders began their small talk. For a second, Jacob let himself admit that it wasn’t the smartest plan to bring his buddy into the campaign.


When he’d first suggested Olivia he wasn’t completely serious. He and the governor had been through three fundraisers in the last year, all of them unable to keep pace, and they weren’t getting any traction from their other prospects for the job. Their main opponent, Senator Kramer, was the former head of the Democratic Senatorial Campaign Committee, and since almost all good fundraisers went through there at some point or another, he had close ties with just about everybody. Jacob had tried them all—Dara, Annie, Dennis, Jill, Allison, Meredith, Emily, Stephanie, Rachel, Leigh, Hildy, both Jennifers, Jordan, Lenny, Jamie—the list went on and on. People didn’t necessarily want to work for Kramer, but they didn’t want to work against him either.


She can do it, he thought, trying to reassure himself, remembering that Olivia had pulled rabbits out of hats to get the new DA boatloads of money. Plus, she was one of the hardest-working people he knew and she seemed to still have that idealistic shtick going.


Then he let his mind slip to the thing that hovered in the back of his thoughts. Olivia was a friend and he knew the governor’s effect on people, especially campaign people. He could draw them into his world with a grip tighter than any of Jacob’s old wrestling chokeholds. And he knew how hard this campaign was going to be. It won’t get tough for a while, he thought. She’d have time to learn to be the highest-powered campaign fundraiser in history before she really needed to set historic fundraising records. He reminded himself of one of his favorite sayings: Campaigns and long-term thinking don’t really go hand in hand. Relax, he thought, it will all work out. And having her around couldn’t hurt the governor’s mood.


Jacob wondered if there was any project in life other than a campaign that relied so heavily on the mood of one person. Whatever the long-term strategy or policy ideas were, on a day-to-day basis, especially for—but not exclusively for—the “body guy,” in this case him, the candidate’s mood was the most essential part of everything they did. An annoyed candidate would cancel meetings, events, calls. An angry candidate could easily fly into a rage and upend the staffing or power structure of the entire campaign in an hour. At his worst, a mad or tired candidate could slip up in public and say something explosive in front of the press. And in the new age of the Internet, a small mistake could cause a big downfall.


All campaigners had their way of dealing with candidates. Jacob’s friend, who was Governor Ashton’s body guy, once told him Ashton wasn’t a morning person, but a crowd could turn him around in a minute. So on particularly tough mornings, his staff would set up rope lines—rope-and-stanchion setups to keep crowds at bay, or in this case to build crowds behind—wherever he was. A minute into walking down the aisle of any rope line, the governor would shed his morning grumpiness, and the staff knew they could start the day.


For the senator whom Jacob used to work for, Senator Marks, all Jacob had to do was mention a car part or something similar that Marks could fix. Staffers could stop him in his tracks in the middle of berating someone with a quick, “Do you hear that clicking noise?”


On one road trip that was filled with painfully long and eminently annoying events, a Marks adviser brought along an old-school leaf blower that no longer worked. Sure enough, after the first day of events, Marks was near implosion, snapping at Jacob as soon as they ducked around any corner. To this day Jacob could picture the senator grabbing at his arm and asking if Jacob “planned on being useful at all.” Then, before the last event, where press would be observing, the staff took the senator to a conference room for an hour’s break. To Jacob’s surprise, out came the leaf blower.


“I don’t know what’s wrong with it,” the adviser said, as if it were the most normal thing ever to have a huge, rusty old piece of lawn equipment cradled in her overnight bag.


“Let me see that.”


An hour later the leaf blower was in working order. Two hours later the senator gave one of his most acclaimed speeches and happily bought drinks for the staff afterward.


For Governor Taylor, the key was pretty girls. Like all mood-changing secrets, it was never anything spoken aloud. But it was what it was—whenever a beautiful woman interested in what Taylor was saying was around, fewer people got yelled at, more events stayed on schedule, and speeches were better. There wasn’t a science to it, but as far as Jacob saw, it was a fact. Of all the vices Taylor could possess, Jacob thought, this wasn’t so bad. The governor was never inappropriate, and his wife, Aubrey, had a real hold on him. That was another mystery Jacob didn’t care to investigate too deeply, as it also worked for him as a campaign staffer: America loved the Aubrey-Landon romance. Use it, don’t excuse it was the philosophy Jacob had come to adopt over the years. While it sometimes felt odd to Jacob that he questioned the basis of their marriage so much, he had real reason to marvel. Why would Landon decide to love her? Sure, she was pretty in a way where you could see she was once beautiful, and Jacob could rationalize them as college sweethearts—she, the beloved Miss Georgia, and he, the brilliant, passionate quarterback who had the world knocking at his door. It all made sense in theory, but in reality, well, Jacob thought, she was just a bitch.


Jacob knew Taylor saw her mean ways: He heard her scream at interns and staffers, saw her throw tantrums when a driver was one minute late. But aside from the rare moments when Jacob could watch her obvious disapproval cause the governor to almost twitch his eyes downward with what seemed like a pang of sadness, the governor really didn’t seem to mind at all.


He’s too focused on the world to care, Jacob always thought. The two of them together could make an impact on society, and that is more important to both of them than love. It sounded weird even to say it in his head, but he knew it was true. He knew it because Taylor had practically said as much. It didn’t really make sense, but Jacob had come to accept that’s just how it was for Aubrey and Landon. And thankfully, the world bought in big-time. Aubrey and Landon were America’s version of royalty.


So who cares if the attention of a pretty girl who thinks the world of the governor makes him feel better about things. Why not? Besides, in this case, the pretty girl was a friend and a fundraiser, two things Jacob sorely needed on the campaign.


Jacob glanced at Lori, for once grateful that the governor didn’t know what an ass she truly was. Usually, Jacob would be annoyed at Taylor’s insistence on talking to people whom Jacob thought of as, quite frankly, a waste of blood. But today, when he had three meetings cancel and he had to fill their time with whomever he could get at a moment’s notice, the governor’s naïveté became fortunate. To his credit, the morning had been filled with great fundraising meetings, so really it wasn’t too bad that he had occupied the empty afternoon slot with Lori Sanders, who was now going on and on about how much money she was going to raise for the campaign.


Jacob considered Lori a Blowhard, his term for someone who always promised to raise $50,000 and then never had more than 5K when he showed up at one of their events with his candidate. Blowhards were never short on things to say, especially when it pertained to themselves or their fundraising skills. After wasted appearances happened twice, any self-respecting staffer would never rely on the Blowhard again for anything other than filling time. Jacob had actually thought about using the few hours that weren’t chock-full to catch up on work he knew they both probably had, but idle time on a candidate’s schedule was never left alone. Even if he knew Lori was a waste of time, at least the meeting kept them in the hotel and was completely containable. He rolled his eyes thinking about a campaign’s knee-jerk need to schedule every moment, knowing he wanted this campaign to be different from the others. Long-term planning always took a backseat to putting out fires and rearranging minute-to-minute activities. Today was a perfect example of Jacob himself doing it. When the union meeting had been canceled the day before, he had immediately called Lori instead of sitting back and thinking about what else could have gotten done or referring to a list of the big-picture things that needed scheming. Campaigns and long-term thinking don’t go together well. But they should. This one will. I’ll change that.


Eight years earlier, before anyone in politics knew who she was, Lori had hosted a presidential fundraiser at her town house on the Upper West Side. It was one of the first events of that cycle and the campaign packed it with their celebrities. It had become the hot ticket. The event wound up raising 1.2 million, an outrageous sum when you consider it came in $2,000 increments. And although the fundraisers knew Lori was only actually responsible for about $10,000 of it, everyone else credited her with the whole 1.2. So the myth was born, and Lori made the most of it.


For a few years she could still get a few of the celebrities and contributors she befriended to come to her house. She could pull off a fairly decent event. But, as was true for most future Blowhards, it was a slippery slope. Within a few years, Lori could never be counted on to raise more than $10K or so, the only amount she’d ever actually raised. And $10K or so at Taylor’s level was chump change. In his case $10,000 could be raised in a two-minute phone call made during one of their scheduled call-time sessions.


Jacob peeked at his BlackBerry and replied to a few emails. One of the nice things about being on the road with a candidate as his gatekeeper was that no one ever seemed to mind your constant BlackBerrying, even if it flew in the face of manners. It was as if people just assumed urgent business called. In meetings like this, Jacob relished the slack. He couldn’t stand to hear any more about how connected Lori thought she was.


“Oh, I can definitely put you together with Gerry,” she was saying. “We’re super close. He and Becky would probably love to do something at their Southampton estate. Have you seen it? I mean, it’s absolutely gorgeous.”


Jacob laughed inwardly, hyper-aware that extent to which someone quantified how well they knew someone else was usually in inverse proportion to how well they actually knew them. He thought for a moment about telling Lori that her “super-close friends” had sold their Southampton estate over a year ago but held his tongue.


That’s why I could never be a candidate, he thought. He watched Taylor listening to her next story as if they were negotiating world peace. He has to have heard this story at least as many times as I have and yet he appears to genuinely enjoy this shit. I wonder if he actually does. Jacob’s BlackBerry buzzed.


SophieMoore14@gmail.com: I can do 10:30 but I warn you I may be sleepwalking.


Keeper, he thought. He had only been on one date with Sophie but really liked her. She wasn’t a “political groupie,” as Jacob liked to call the girls who hung around political campaigns, willing to do just about anything to be close to someone close to the politician. He had heard DC called “Hollywood for ugly people” many times before, and politicians anywhere, particularly those with Governor Taylor’s status, were its stars. Jacob’s proximity to Taylor made him a prime target for the groupies, something he’d prized at first but had soon tired of.


The tricky part, when it came to dating, was finding not only someone he liked, but someone who was okay with ten thirty p.m. dates, constant BlackBerry checks, and absurdly timed calls from a candidate. Jacob was scheduled to leave New York that night after staffing Taylor at a dinner (“staff” being a campaign term for clinging to the principal and serving his every need), but he had convinced the governor to let him stay the night and go to a morning meeting with Olivia. “She could really use my help,” he had said. It wasn’t a lie, exactly. His help wouldn’t hurt.


As expected the governor had gladly agreed to the proposal provided Jacob could be back in Georgia in time for the County Democratic dinner the next night. Brilliant plan, Jacob thought, congratulating himself, since it had left him free to meet up with Sophie, just as he had devised.


Jacob@LTaylor.com: Brinmore?


Dates at the Brinmore were the other thing he would have to explain at some point. He could “buy” her fancy food and drinks as long as he wasn’t actually paying for any of them. The campaign had its various perks but his salary was not one of them. The majority of his meager paycheck went to a large, rather ugly, and wholly unfurnished apartment in Atlanta in which he spent maybe twelve hours a month. I should try to rent it out. Or just give it up. I could get a hotel room for the two days I’m in town each month. I guess I’d need to get a storage unit for my stuff. That might cost just as much. And when would I pack?


“Everything okay over there?” Taylor asked, nudging him.


“Ah, yeah.” Jacob knew how to bounce back quickly when caught like this. “Yes. Sir. Just making sure I have your messages correctly.”


He smiled a bit, knowing he had just lost a round of the game he and Taylor played, catching each other daydreaming and then calling one another out on it. Time to pay up by getting him out of this meeting.


“Actually, Governor, I hate to cut things short but you have to get on the press call in ten minutes.” Donors and press were an amazing pair in politics. The donors were in awe of the press and would let a politician out of anything to go talk to them. And the press were not deferential to anything except a politician’s need to be with donors. It was another one of those things that made no sense, but worked so well in Jacob’s favor that he didn’t dare question it.


“Yes, yes, go,” Lori said as she put her black American Express down to pay for the meal.


The governor thanked her, making it seem like he didn’t want to leave. He followed Jacob out through the restaurant, stopping to shake hands. He thanked every waiter and server and, of course, Jo. As soon as they got into the elevator, Taylor relished his win.


“Nice of you to leave that little fantasy world of yours to get me out of the meeting.”


“You seemed to be enjoying it so much I didn’t want to get in the way of the fun.”


The ribbing continued as they walked to the governor’s “dayroom,” a small suite that hotels customarily lent politicians who spent the day taking meetings in their restaurant. A politician could use the space to freshen up between coffees and meals and do calls as if there actually were a press call. The day room was a helpful, necessary, secure place to store the campaign staffers’ collection of small black carry-on luggage and to have the many conversations that were not appropriate for public places. It somehow made Jacob also feel a little less like the nomad he had become.


He went into the bathroom to splash water on his face and liked the idea that he could reach for the towel with water in his eyes and know where it was. He wasn’t sure if it was the comfort of recognition or just the momentary break from having to think of something new, but whatever it was, it made him smile.


The owner of the hotel was a big Democratic campaign supporter and over the years, Jacob had developed a relationship with him and his assistant, Deirdre. Now that Jacob was working on a presidential bid, all he had to do was make a quick call to Deirdre to reserve just about anything he wanted.


Taylor and Jacob settled into the room. Taylor began checking his messages, and Jacob turned the TV to CNN, loud enough for them to hear but quiet enough to deal with other business. A quick call to Deirdre had extended their use of the dayroom without question, or charge, to an overnight stay, completing Jacob’s plan.


We’re in the room till six thirty p.m., he rationalized to himself. It’s not like they could’ve rented the room out anyway.


[image: ]


“Why are we eating at the Brinmore?” Sophie asked. She had a stitch of reluctance in her voice.


It wasn’t that the hotel wasn’t good enough. Just the opposite, in fact. It was too good. Good as in expensive. Really expensive.


“Whoa. You weren’t kidding when you said we were going a step up from two-for-one margarita night,” she said. She surveyed the menu with a confused look and started listing items on the menu.


Should I ask her to marry me right now, or would that be too forward? This is only our second official date. She hasn’t even experienced my man parts yet. I wonder if tonight that will change. Oh, shoot. She’s talking. Pay attention.


“Or maybe the chicken with prosciutto and sage—which do you prefer?”


Say something safe.


“You really can’t go wrong with either choice.”


“Either choice? I gave you three choices. It’s only our second date and you’re already tuning me out?”


Shit. So much for that whole man-parts thing.


“I’m so sorry. It’s just that I have a ton on my mind with work. The governor is supposed to give a lecture on the financial crisis at the University of Georgia in a few days, and I promised I’d shoot him some analogies he could use to simplify things.”


That was technically true but also bordering on dishonest, intellectually at least. It was one of those “I’m trying to impress someone” résumé lies. The governor or some economic policy adviser would likely be the one to come up with the analogy, but the governor did tell Jacob to give it some thought. To be sure, Landon Taylor was not sitting at home waiting for Jacob to write his UGA financial-crisis speech, but Sophie didn’t need to know that. Not yet at least. Especially given he was just caught paying no attention to what she was saying.


Jacob thought he had mastered the art of making yourself sound as important-as possible without lying. He was convinced every political staffer did it. As time wore on, he “wrote” a speech he’d helped edit, embellished an encounter with a celebrity, and even, on occasion, inserted himself into a story he had heard about so many times that he might as well have been there. Harmless, he thought. Saved time. And he had a pretty darn good idea where all political staffers learned the technique—from their bosses.


“Well, I certainly don’t understand the financial crisis at all, so I’d love for you to try some of those analogies out on me tonight.”


I’d prefer trying out other things on you, but I guess I’ll have to settle for financial-crisis analogies.


Sophie was adorable. Jacob had dated plenty of adorable girls, but there was something decidedly unique about this particular five-foot-four, black-haired beauty who taught public kindergarten in the Bronx. Dressed in what looked like inexpensive jeans, a simple black tank top, and a funky green knit hat, she was everything that everyone who sat at the surrounding tables was not—unpretentious, unimpressed by net worth, and dressed for two-for-one margarita night.


She was from Connecticut, although she had a kind of Southern charm about her that Jacob was looking for in a girl. Hell, it was one of the reasons he was excited to move to Atlanta after having lived in New York for a few years post-college. He’d never imagined he’d actually meet someone like Sophie in New York.


She didn’t love her job as a kindergarten teacher. She originally wanted to be a nurse and even put in two years of nursing school that she personally paid for. Certified Nursing Assistant by day, bartender by night, with some nannying and housecleaning thrown in for good measure. Having too much on her plate led her to teach little guys. Sophie felt she had let herself down. Jacob thought she was doing something wonderful for society.


Jacob and Sophie had met running around the reservoir in Central Park a few months earlier. Jacob and the governor were on what was quickly becoming a semi-monthly fundraising pilgrimage to New York City. The governor liked to schedule at least two hours of downtime to run and regroup every afternoon. Schedule-wise, Jacob was more than happy to oblige. He could use that time to work-out, make a dent in his seemingly endless voicemails and emails or, more often than not, just catch his breath from the craziness of what he deemed the PCIT: Presidential Campaign in Training.


Looking back, he was exceptionally glad that that particular downtime du jour had him waiting in line post-run at the Central Park reservoir water fountain. Right in front of Ms. Sophie Moore. Known to his friends as a “starter,” not a “closer,” he was able to strike up a conversation as usual.


Only a couple months had passed since that sweaty initial encounter, so he remembered the exact line of engagement, not one that he was necessarily proud of, but it had had the intended consequence: “You lucky enough to run around this reservoir every day?”


Jacob was always looking for an opening to tell a stranger what he did, especially if it was a cute, fit, young lady. How many twenty-nine-year-olds got to travel with a presidential candidate? His parents definitely thought it was cool.


Shoot—call Mom. She’s left like seven messages and wants to know I’m still alive, he remembered thinking.


“You don’t live here?” Sophie had asked, almost with disappointment.


Then her coolness transformed itself into the excitement he had anticipated after he said, “No, I’m on the Taylor campaign. But we get to town every couple of weeks.”


He let her cut him in line for the fountain, and after they exchanged pleasantries, they agreed to meet for a drink that night at Becky’s, a bar on the Upper West Side, near Sophie’s apartment. Fortunately for Jacob, the place was not too far from the Brinmore, where he and the governor were staying. The drink went well enough and each was sufficiently intrigued and attracted to the other that they exchanged an awkward kiss—he was ten inches taller than she—and agreed to meet again the next time Jacob was in New York.


“I know I’m going out on a limb here, but a bottle of Frog’s Leap for you and your lovely guest?” Marco said with a smile. Marco had been waiting on Jacob and the governor for years. In the lounge after a long day of politicking and fundraising, Marco would bring them a bottle of Frog’s Leap Sauvignon Blanc to take the edge off in front of whatever game was on the flat-screen TV. Jacob always thought they should be drinking something more manly than white wine, but it was the governor’s favorite, and Jacob obliged.


“Absolutely,” Jacob replied, then quickly backpedaled, remembering he wasn’t sitting with Taylor. “Well, assuming you like sauvignon blanc, Sophie?”


Frog’s Leap wasn’t the cheapest bottle on the menu, but it was close. It was expensive enough that you wouldn’t embarrass yourself for ordering it but cheap enough, by New York standards, not to warrant an internal audit by the chief of staff, Billy Wortherlin. Jacob found himself cross-examined by Billy after nearly every trip to New York. Although Billy was on the government staff, he watched the campaign finances like a hawk and always gave the governor and Jacob agita for what they spent on the road. Billy liked to sit down for hours, meticulously going through details, which drove the governor and Jacob, who liked to move at the quickest pace possible, mad. Given that Jacob wasn’t even with the governor on this particular night, he knew he’d get interrogated by Billy when he returned to Georgia. Small price to pay for not having to admit to Sophie he couldn’t even afford to take her to the two-for-one-margarita-night restaurant down the street.


“Is it red or white?” Sophie asked sheepishly.


Jacob was surprised by how off guard the comment caught him and found himself feeling a bit embarrassed in front of Marco. This was strange, given how her question was exactly the type of thing he had thought drew him to Sophie in the first place.


And his bank account was bordering on the red, so who was he to judge? Not caring what other people thought was a trait he tried to embrace but never could quite live up to. And, unfortunately, the characteristic seemed to be getting worse. The more traveling he did with the governor, the more he wanted to look, speak, and act right. Even though his dad was a well-off doctor, at home growing up, they knew the difference between Sprite and 7Up, not sauvignon blanc and Riesling. A spicy Italian foot-long from Subway was a great night out.


As if he were psychic, Marco replied, “Until I started working here, I had no idea either. I once served someone who said they wanted ‘a nice pinot’ a bottle of pinot grigio instead of pinot noir and almost got fired. Who knew that was grounds for firing? Sorry. That was a long-winded way of saying, it’s white, miss.”


Sophie smiled at Marco, clearly appreciating his friendliness. “Yes, white sounds great.”


“Wonderful. I’ll bring it right out. Are you ready to order before I go for the wine? The usual, Jacob?”


I always order a cheeseburger and fries and I just got embarrassed that Sophie didn’t know if sauvignon blanc was white or red. What’s wrong with me?


“You know what? I think tonight I’ll change it up. I’ll take the chicken with prosciutto and sage. Sophie, you can pick from one of your other two dishes and we’ll share.” Jacob winked and smiled. “Just as long as it’s not shrimp. I’m actually allergic to shrimp and my EpiPen is in Georgia. And, although they keep it immaculate, I’d rather not spend my night on the bathroom floor.”


Shoot. Too much?


“I’m allergic to shrimp too!” Sophie yelped, as if they had just found a winning lottery ticket.


“Okay, so no shrimp. Miss, what can I get for you?” Marco attempted to finagle his way out of playing the role of Chuck Woolery on Love Connection.


“I’ll have the cheeseburger, medium rare, with fries, please.”


“Very well, miss.” Marco turned to walk away so only Jacob could see his face when he silently mouthed, “She’s a keeper.”


“So to what do I owe this pleasant surprise?” Sophie said, raising her shoulders. “I thought you were supposed to go back to Georgia this afternoon with your boss.”


“Hmmmm . . . you want the truth or a lie?”


“Oh, definitely a lie. I love it when guys lie to me.” She rolled her eyes.


“Actually, I can give you both, all wrapped up into one.”


“That’s what makes me nervous about you.”


“So tomorrow morning I’m supposed to meet with David Dowling. He’s a BSD. Olivia, my friend who I mentioned to you, the one I just hired onto the campaign, she had a meeting with him scheduled tomorrow and invited me to come along.” Don’t lie. You like this girl, he reminded himself. “Okay, so I kind of invited myself so I could stay the night and see you,” he admitted.
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