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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.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
[image: ]


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.

Nothing about Matt was astonishingly good; he was all looks, and he knew it. So, getting the information that my husband had cheated on me with a stripper from him was like getting punched in the stomach.

I remembered the look on his face when he sent me the video through a text. He was smiling from ear to ear. Then he said those gut-wrenching words. "You're not as good as you think you are!"

Then I saw and heard my husband fucking a stripper. A young woman with long blonde hair, bolted on tits, and a plastic ass. My husband was telling her that I never let him fuck me in the ass. He had his cock in her ass, then moved it into her wide slit and went back and forth between her holes.

Then he came home to me, and never told me he had fucked a stripper in Vegas, of all places; there was no telling how many men she had been with or what he could have brought home.

"You're still thinking about it," Clyde looked at me.

"Of course I am!" I fired back. "How can I not?"

Clyde stormed out of the room and left me alone for the rest of the night. He wanted me to forget that it happened; he wanted me to move on and pretend he hadn't done anything wrong.

I couldn't do that. I couldn't just move on, like he wanted me to.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"Everything okay?" Derek asked.

"Yeah, I am fine," I faked a smile as we boarded the private jet.

Clyde hadn't spoken to me since yesterday; he didn't even meet me when I was leaving. He was acting like I had done the wrong thing, like I was the one who had cheated.

As the plane took off and headed for our first destination, I started to wonder if I was being too mean or not giving him a chance to explain himself truly.

It was a short flight, just under thirty minutes, but our state was huge, and driving would take more time and more money. From here, we could reach the other districts by the local roads.

Our first stop was a farm town. I had picked it because most of the people who worked the fields and ranches were immigrants, as well as minority groups. I didn't expect a huge turnout, but it was going to be a good start.

Derek had high hopes as we got close to the high school, and we saw banners with his name all down the roads and on large advertising posters. The closer we got to the high school we saw cars with Derek's name on them.

"Still think it was a bad idea," I grinned as we turned into the parking lot and saw people screaming and yelling for Derek.

Logan was tightly lipped.

Derek got onto the stage to a large cheer from the people. It was a much larger turnout than I had imagined.

Derek did his usual speech, and the people were quiet at times and cheering at others. The news crew was filming everything. "Make sure you get the crowd," I whispered to their anchor person.

"We did," she whispered back. "It's a bigger turnout than Brian's," she winked at me.

I was proud of myself. I looked at my phone, and there was no text or anything from Clyde. There was a pang in my stomach that told me I might return home in a few days to an empty house.

"Oh well," I thought as I focused on Derek.

I couldn't think of Clyde now; he had made his bed, now he had to sleep in it.

"Awesome as usual," I grinned as Derek stepped down from the stage.

Derek had made a huge impression, and people were still clapping.

"Do you want to head to the next county?" Logan asked. "We can be there in a hour and a half, or we can stay in a hotel here and leave in the morning, you don't have to be on stage until the afternoon."

"Let's go now," Derek nodded.

Derek hated waking up early, so I knew that was the reason he wanted to go now.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"So, what's bothering you?" Derek asked me as we were in the back seat of the large SUV.

"Nothing, just looking at numbers and polls," I lied. "I'm also...."

"Michelle you have worked for me for over fourteen years," Derek smiled. "I can tell when you are lying," he stared at me. "Everything okay between you and Clyde?"

I took a deep breath and shook my head. "He cheated on me," I whispered as low as I could. "It happened before the campaign run."

I had made it clear on many occasions that I would be part of Derek's cabinet. After the campaign, I was going back to being an assistant and nothing more. I wanted to make sure no one could use my husband's actions against Derek.

I really wanted to be with Derek all the way, but I knew any one of his enemies would use anything they could to make him look bad.

"The trip to Vegas?" Derek asked.

I nodded.

"I am so sorry," Derek said, putting his hand on my knee.

"I can handle it," I grinned.

"I know you can, you are a strong woman," Derek smiled.

I didn't feel strong at the moment. I felt like a little girl trapped in a woman's body.

We made it to the hotel, and I went up to my room. I stared at the phone as I sat at the edge of the bed. I wanted to text Clyde and tell him that I had made it safe and anything else, just to see if he would respond.

I sent a text telling him where I was and that I was safe. Clyde just responded with the thumbs-up emoji, nothing else.

I hated when he did that. I knew what it meant; it meant he was still angry, and he was just responding so it didn't look like he was ignoring me.

"Fuck him!" I threw my phone on the bed and headed for the shower.

I had to stop thinking that I was in the wrong on this point; he cheated, not me!

After the shower, I took another look at my phone, but there was nothing from Clyde. It was infuriating.

I went to bed and turned off my phone.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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It was another good turnout for Derek, something I wasn't expecting, but I was starting to think that there was a momentum shift.

"You seem to be handling it well," Derek told me as we drove to the next destination.

"Inside I am not," I shrugged as I looked at the numbers.

Derek was climbing, and Brian was starting to fall, then I looked at the news, something I had told myself not to do. It was always something bad, something one-sided, and wrong.

I smiled. "I know why you are having a good turn out," I handed my phone over to Derek.

There was a leaked video of Brian talking badly about small-town cops after being pulled over for speeding. It showed Brian yelling and screaming at the cop and warning the cop that he would regret pulling him over.

Brian's face was red, and his voice was slurred. "Looks like those rumors of him being a drunk were right," I shrugged.

It was a vest camera, and I was sure the cop in the video was the one who leaked it or someone in that precinct. Whoever it was, I was sure they got fired for the leakage.

Brian's camp was sure to try to
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