


[image: See You Next Tuesday by Kate Stayman-London. An illustrated couple in a central, rectangular scene in the foreground is set against a pink background. The couple are looking at each other and smiling. The man on the right has dark brown hair and is cradling the woman’s face with his left hand. The woman on the left has curly, dark brown hair and has her head tilted upwards to meet the man’s gaze. At the top-right corner of the rectangular scene, there is a call-out that reads: “In every election, they are the issue”. The pink background features various stickers that are semi-transparent and have the word “vote” written on them.]





‘See You Next Tuesday is refreshing, real and romantic. Kate Stayman-London wrote the perfect enemies-to-lovers dynamic with a political twist. I couldn’t put it down’

Joss Richard, bestselling author of It’s Different This Time

‘A West Wing love story with Heated Rivalry storytelling? Sign me up. See You Next Tuesday brings all of the heat of an enemies-to-lovers romance and all of the adrenaline-pumping excitement of a political drama! You won’t want to miss this charming, propulsive, topical novel’

Iman Hariri-Kia, bestselling author of A Hundred Other Girls and Female Fantasy

‘Full of delicious banter and tense longing over the course of many years, See You Next Tuesday is The West Wing meets The Hating Game – a dream combo. This is impossible to put down and a romance that will stick with you long after reading’

Maurene Goo, author of One & Only

‘See You Next Tuesday is everything you want in a romance novel: smart and complex but devastatingly sexy. This one is for political junkies who still manage to believe – against all odds – in happy endings’ 

Alexandra Romanoff, author of Big Fan

‘An absolute treat – the kind of book that reminds me exactly why I love a romcom. The fast-paced world of political campaigning was the perfect backdrop for two characters who have no trouble keeping up with each other – Anya and Gabe’s sparring was the stuff of legend. As soon as I picked it up, I knew I wouldn’t be putting it back down. Sharp, witty and full of heart. I loved it!’

Rachel Wood, author of Annie Knows Everything

‘A promising candidate for best contemporary romance of the year. Stayman-London’s latest makes excellent use of the inherent tension thrumming through the political world . . . but what really fuels the story is the skillfully crafted enemies-to-lovers dynamic that slowly unfolds . . . Despite the speedy narrative, there’s no insta-romance here; both characters experience meaningful growth as well as painful losses over the course of the story, and the happily-ever-after is a hard-earned triumph. And though Stayman-London, a political strategist herself, is honest about the dirtier aspects of campaigning, the book can still serve as a distraction from the news, and readers longing for a simpler time in American politics will find it here’

Kirkus (starred review)
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For Julia Masnik

I’m so grateful you decided not to work in politics.




How to Use this ebook

Look out for linked text (which is in blue) throughout the ebook that you can select to help you navigate between notes and main text.




Campaign Glossary

Campaign manager—The leader of the campaign, the person who runs the team and all its departments (except they very much still answer to the candidate, the donors, the consultants, the PACs, the party committees, etc.).

Field—The field department is responsible for direct voter contact and turnout, like phone banks and door knocks, as well as managing staff and volunteers in the field. The most frequent (and usually best) department for new campaigners to cut their teeth and rise quickly.

Comms—The communications department oversees the campaign’s public-facing message, including all candidate remarks, and interfaces with reporters and the media. A department often populated with people who grew up obsessed with The West Wing and/or people who refer to themselves as “hotshots.”

Digital—In the early days of the internet, no one paid much mind to the digital department—it was the young kids doing Facebook posts or making videos no one understood. Over the years, digital grew to be a powerhouse, cutting across almost every area of campaign work, including messaging, voter contact, and grassroots fundraising. The fundraising element is what gives digital staffers their power in office squabbles: In campaigning, money is king.

Finance—Speaking of money, the finance department is responsible for more traditional fundraising, which usually means high-dollar donors and fundraising events. A job that can be glamorous on its face, but the vast majority of time is spent listening to rich people complain.

Political—The political department manages a campaign’s relationship to all other political entities, like elected officials, unions, advocacy organizations, etc., which is especially important for getting endorsements.

Research—The research department pulls information for other departments as needed, fact-checks all outbound communication from the campaign, and digs up dirt on the opposition.

GOTV—“Get out the vote” usually refers to the all-hands-on-deck sprint to turn out as many voters as possible during the last four days of a race, all leading up to Election Day. Which always happens on a Tuesday.




The next time a woman of whatever color, or a dark-skinned person of whatever sex aspires to be president, the way should be a little smoother because I helped pave it.

—Shirley Chisholm

How can we lose when we’re so sincere?

—Charlie Brown, from Peanuts by Charles M. Schulz






Chapter 1
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Beihl for President– Portsmouth, New Hampshire

The second Anya Katz walked into the Portsmouth field office of Senator Mike Beihl’s presidential campaign, she saw at least three things that needed changing.

First, the walk packets were laid out on the same table that held the grimy coffee urns—a spill waiting to happen, and hours of painstaking work cutting turf and highlighting maps to show volunteers which doors they were knocking that would have to be redone.

Second, the tables full of phones for voter calls were in a room with no door—no way to keep outside noise from bothering the callers, or the callers from bothering anyone else trying to accomplish literally anything. Anya supposed the placement was largely for the media’s benefit; it gave the office a lively, bustling feel to hear a constant thrum of phone calls, and reporters would like to see that kind of energy when they inevitably stopped by. But Beihl was a long-shot candidate, a beloved progressive in a field of stern, electable moderates with identical suits, expensive haircuts, and free-trade neoliberal policy positions. Anya knew it was far more important that Beihl’s callers actually hit their numbers than for the media to see them, and they’d be better able to do that in a room with a door.

Third, and most obviously, there was no front desk with someone to direct incoming traffic. Anya would see to fixing that immediately—as soon as she found her new supervisor, which she wasn’t sure how to do without someone to direct her.

Despite these glaring flaws (all easily remedied), the office had a good vibe. People were smiling, and there were platters of homemade muffins and brownies. It was too early in the day for stacks of pizza boxes, but Anya was sure those would come later. Portsmouth was a sweet city on New Hampshire’s slim slice of coastline between Massachusetts and Maine. It was an ideal place for Anya to spend the summer, knocking doors for a candidate she genuinely loved, making new friends, hiking on the weekends, chilly beach bonfires at night, maybe a summer fling. She was lucky her old boss from her internship in Senator Beihl’s office in DC had been able to get Anya supporter housing here; she easily could have been stuck living in the UNH dorms in Manchester instead of bunking with a kindly grandmother whose second-floor porch had a view of the sea.

Anya glanced down at her notebook, where she’d jotted the name of her new supervisor: Gabe Hunt. She wondered who he was and how he fit in here: Was he the office director, or would Anya have to needle her way over his head to get things running properly?

“Excuse me?” Anya stopped a curmudgeonly older woman with frizzy hair. In Anya’s limited but instructive experience, such women were the least friendly but most useful people in any given field office. “Do you know where I can find Gabe Hunt?”

“Over there. Tall one.” The woman jerked her head in the general direction of the coffee urns and kept moving with a great deal of crotchety purpose, barely acknowledging Anya as she passed.

Anya turned toward the coffee urns to see which “tall one” Gabe might be, and stopped when she found . . . one of the most attractive men she’d ever seen.

He was tall, but not overly so—about six feet. (Though at five-foot-three, everyone seemed overly tall to Anya.) The thing she immediately noticed about him, that was impossible not to notice about him, was how golden he was. His suntanned skin, sandy brown hair, light brown eyes that glinted amber—they all had the same hue that made him look like his skin was always warm, like he’d just come in from the sunset. He had a lean, athletic build; he wore faded jeans that really fit him and a soft white button-down shirt with the sleeves rolled up to expose his forearms. He had a clipboard in hand, and he was smiling as he greeted volunteers—a megawatt, blinding smile, with teeth so white and straight she wondered momentarily if they were real.

Anya ran her tongue along the backs of her own teeth, which were, despite years of painful and expensive gadgetry, still a bit crooked. She knew she wasn’t conventionally gorgeous, not like Gabe was. She was more likely to be called cute, with her curvy size-eighteen figure, unruly dark curls she usually pulled back for the sake of expedience, wide brown eyes, plump cheeks, prominent nose, and heart-shaped mouth. Anya never kissed a guy until college, never had a boyfriend until she volunteered on her first campaign the summer after freshman year. Anya discovered that on campaigns, unlike most of the other places she’d ever been, being smart, organized, and hyper-competent didn’t make you the girl no one invited to parties. It made you the volunteer everyone wanted on their team. And it made you fucking hot.

So while Gabe Hunt was undeniably, gobsmackingly handsome, Anya didn’t put much stock in that particular metric of personal valuation. All she needed to know was whether he was good at his job.

But as she approached him, she noticed several volunteers (from any number of generations and genders) were jockeying to chat with him as he handed out walk packets. Anya sighed and elbowed her way to the front of the group.

“Excuse me, are you Gabe Hunt?”

When he turned to face her, he broke into a warm smile, like it was the first spring day after a long, cold winter. “You always hope it’ll be someone like you asking that question, but it almost never is.”

Anya found his leading-man charm a bit unnecessary for a professional environment, but if he was going to be her supervisor, she needed to win him over as quickly as possible. So she returned his grin with a confident smile of her own.

“I’m Anya Katz,” she said smoothly. “I interned for Senator Beihl in DC last summer?”

“Right—and this summer you’re with us.” Gabe ran his finger down a list on his clipboard. When he found her name, he tapped it twice. “You have perfect timing.”

“Oh yeah? Why’s that?”

“Because I need help unloading some toilet paper.”

Anya laughed. She had a loud, ungoverned laugh; she’d always felt self-conscious about it. Gabe wrinkled his brow.

“Something funny?”

“I thought you were joking,” she said awkwardly.

He pointed toward the rear of the office. “Let’s go.”

She followed him through a couple of hallways, turning left and then right, volunteers looking up to greet Gabe with a smile as he passed.

“So how long do we have you for?” he asked Anya. “You heading back to school in the fall?”

“I graduated in May.” Anya straightened up with pride. “My parents wanted me to come home to Chicago, but I really wanted to do this. So I’m here until my student loan payments kick in or you guys start paying me or Senator Beihl drops out of the race, whichever comes first.”

“Drops out?” Gabe looked down at her. “You don’t think he can go the distance?”

“Are you serious?” Anya tried to be polite, but the question was absurd. “The Union Leader has him polling at two percent.”

“Wow, so you don’t believe in him at all.” Gabe leaned in conspiratorially and dropped his voice low. “Does the senator know you feel this way?”

“You’re hilarious.” Anya folded her arms, which brought out her cleavage in her scoop-neck tee, and Gabe obviously noticed, and snickered, and oh god, did he think she’d done that on purpose? He pushed through the back door into the sunny morning, and she hurried to follow.

“So if you don’t think Senator Beihl can win, that means you’re here for something else,” Gabe mulled, turning to look at Anya as he walked. “Are you hoping to make some connections? Build out your network so you can hop on another primary after Beihl drops out?”

“Because the only reason I’d be on this campaign is that it might be good for me?”

“If you don’t think Beihl can win—”

“It’s not always about winning!”

Gabe abruptly stopped walking and turned to face her as they reached the parking lot.

“Oh yeah? Enlighten me.”

She knew he was goading her, but she was completely unable to resist the bait.

“Mike Beihl is a progressive hero and a great leader,” she started, “and his message is good for the country. If we do our jobs here and move the needle to the left with voters, we kick the door open a little wider so the next progressive has a better shot. And even if we don’t move the needle at all, even if we fail completely, I would still rather work for a candidate I actually believe in than spend my life trying to get worked up about some empty suit just because I think he might win.”

“Wooooow.” Gabe let out a long exhale.

“What?” Anya shifted her weight, feeling uncomfortable under his gaze.

“Nothing, it’s sweet. Next you’ll tell me your career goal is to make people’s lives better and change the world.”

“What’s wrong with that?” Anya said. “My parents protested for civil rights, and against Vietnam. They raised me to believe I could do something meaningful with my life, and someday when I have kids, I want to pass the same values down to them.”

“It’s cute how your values make you all huffy,” Gabe teased.

“Adorable that I actually believe in things,” she said dryly. “What’s your goal, then?”

“Oh, you know, run a presidential campaign, win the White House, be on the cover of Time, get remembered as one of the greatest political operatives in history.”

“What are you doing here, then?” she scoffed. “If you’re all about winning, why are you working for a candidate who has no shot?”

“Simple. No serious players at this campaign, they’re all working for one of your ‘empty suits.’ While they go negative knocking each other bloody, I’ll be climbing the ladder here with my hands squeaky-clean. Whichever one of them wins, they’ll be much happier to hire me than someone who worked for one of their real enemies.”

He looked so pleased with himself, Anya couldn’t help laughing.

“I’m sorry,” she giggled. “I mean, come on! You’re a staffer in a New Hampshire field office, not conducting international espionage. You don’t need to make some grand plan like you’re a character in A Game of Thrones.”

“What’s that?” Gabe frowned.

“A fantasy novel.”

“Princesses and elves?”

“More like dragons and incest, but close enough,” Anya cracked.

“Ohhhhhh, so that’s why you’re not into me. I’m not your cousin.”

“What?!” Anya sputtered. “It’s just a book! And they’re twins! I’m not— I certainly don’t—”

“Twins? Wow.” Gabe turned to face her again. “And I was kidding. You’re obviously into me.”

His eyes flashed, and in that second it was clear to Anya that he was into her, which made blood rush to her cheeks where it was immediately visible under her creamy complexion, and Gabe was looking at her like this was a tennis match that he’d already won.

“This is me,” he said, opening the trunk of a shiny tan Land Rover that looked brand-new.

“Holy shit,” Anya muttered, realizing Gabe wasn’t just annoyingly hot; he was also annoyingly rich.

“What?” He looked vaguely self-conscious.

“Oh, um, that’s a lot of toilet paper,” she covered.

“Enough for the rest of June!” Gabe winked and handed her a big cardboard box. It was light but incredibly unwieldy, and Anya had to widen her gait considerably to keep hold of it.

“You okay there?” he asked. He was carrying his box with one arm.

“Fine,” she insisted.

“Because I can help you,” he offered.

“I thought the whole point was that I was helping you,” she huffed.

“Let’s talk about that,” he said. “What do you hope to do here this summer?”

Anya’s nerves buzzed as she clicked into her most confident and professional persona—something she always loved doing, although never before had she done it while carrying a giant box of toilet paper.

“I’ve volunteered on campaigns for the last three years, mostly in field,” she said. “I have extensive experience with canvasses and phone banks—cutting turf, managing volunteer shifts. And last year on Congresswoman Kantor’s campaign, I even helped write call scripts, so I’d love to do more of that.”

“That’s excellent,” Gabe said, and Anya felt a thrill of approval. “I think you could be an important part of my team.”

“Really?!” Anya turned to him with excitement . . . and nearly plowed into the office door.

“Easy, killer.” Gabe swept in front of her to open the door with his obnoxiously free hand. But instead of letting her pass, he stood in the doorway, gazing down at her. “I was saying, I think you could really help me out here. I could see you being, like, my deputy.”

“That’s amazing,” Anya blurted, forgetting to play this even remotely cool. She was used to rising quickly on campaigns, but a promotion from no-name volunteer to deputy whatever-Gabe’s-title-was in the course of a single conversation? That was good, even for her.

“Yeah.” He smiled broadly in the sunshine, which made him look so beautiful it was frankly unfair. “I mean, I’ve been thinking it would be great to have someone run the more operational aspects of my workload, keep things humming while I put out fires.”

“Definitely.” Anya nodded vigorously. “And do you think— I mean, is it possible this could be a paid position? Not a lot or anything, maybe enough to eat something other than Easy Mac for dinner?”

“No promises, but I can certainly put in a good word.” Gabe held the door for Anya to follow him back into the office. He led her to the kitchen, where he laid his box on the floor and took hers to stack on top of it, their fingers brushing as he did.

“Gabe, where are the paper plates? They’re not under the sink.”

Curmudgeonly frizzy-haired woman was back. She didn’t seem impressed by Gabe at all.

“We have all those cleaning chemicals under the sink, so I figured better to keep the plates in the hall closet? Seemed safer,” Gabe explained. “What do you think?”

He was looking at her like a puppy dog waiting for a pat on the head—odd for a paid staffer to seek approval from a volunteer. Anya supposed he was one of those guys who needed everyone to tell him how great he was.

“Smart,” she responded flatly, then looked at Gabe. “You’re not so useless for a guy who graduated college two weeks ago.”

She let out a little humph, then trudged off. Anya turned to Gabe with narrowed eyes.

“You graduated two weeks ago?”

“I never said I didn’t.”

“But you have a paying job here?” she pressed.

He looked at her sheepishly. “Not exactly.”

“What?! But I thought—”

“You assumed—”

“You’re supposed to be my supervisor! Thinking you were at least a paid staffer was a fair inference, not to mention you asked me to be your deputy! Deputy of what, exactly?”

“Of, you know.” He swirled his hand in a vague motion. “My purview.”

“How old are you?” she asked accusatorially, though she managed not to jab a finger into his chest.

“I’ll be twenty-three in October.”

“What day in October?” she gritted.

“The twenty-third.” He gave her a little smile. “It’s my golden birthday this year.”

“Oh, so now you have my birthday?” Anya shook her head. “We’re exactly the same age.”

“Birthday twins?! No shit!” Gabe looked overjoyed. “Anyway, should we get you your assignment?”

“My what?”

“Your assignment.” Gabe picked up the clipboard he’d left on the kitchen counter. “The reason you approached me in the first place. Unless this has all been an elaborate gambit to get my number, in which case, hat’s off, you had me fooled.”

Anya sighed. “You’re insufferable, you know that?”

Gabe beamed. “Yet here you stand, suffering me.”

“How long have you worked here, exactly?”

“Mm, two days. But I’m very good.” He leaned toward her again. “I think you’re really going to enjoy working under me.”

She swallowed hard. “You know what?”

His breath quickened—not much, but enough that she could tell. “What?”

She leaned even closer, a smile spreading across her face.

“I’m gonna spend the summer in the Manchester office instead.”




Chapter 2
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Three years later

Salditch for Congress—Columbus, Ohio

OHIO 15TH MOVES FROM LEAN R TO TOSS-UP

by Patrick Mates, posted on MatesPrognosticates.com


We’ve got a new batch of polls from OH-15 (Columbus), and with two weeks until Election Day, I’m officially moving the race from LEAN R to TOSS-UP. Democratic candidate Jenna Salditch is the beloved former coach of the Ohio State women’s basketball team, but she has an uphill battle unseating an eight-term incumbent, especially in a seat that has never been held by a woman. But the district has been hit hard by manufacturing job loss, and that combined with strong antiwar sentiment has fostered an appetite for change. I’m also told Salditch has engaged Progress Wins, the DC consulting firm known for pulling off miraculous victories in tight races. These are all good signs for Salditch, but will it be enough to get her to Congress? Adding this to our list of twenty races to watch—stay tuned!
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TEXT MESSAGE TRANSCRIPT: 
WALT, JUDY, AND ANYA KATZ

Judy [6:23am]: GOOD MORNING, BIRTHDAY GIRL!!!!!

Judy [6:23am]: How’s the packing going?

Judy [6:24am]: Are you sure you don’t want us to meet you in Columbus? The drive’s only six hours

Walt [6:24am]: I can make it in five hours flat

Judy [6:24am]: The hell you can

Walt [6:25am]: It’s 350 miles, if we miss the traffic downtown, I can average 75 the whole drive

Judy [6:25am]: And not stop for gas? Or the bathroom? Or that diner I found in Stockwell?

Walt [6:26am]: You mean Thornhill

Judy [6:26am]: The one in Indiana, you know which one I mean, the one with the home fries

Walt [6:26am]: Cottage fries

Judy [6:27am]: You and your goyesha potatoes

Judy [6:27am]: Anyway look at your watch, it’s already rush hour, we’re too late to miss the traffic

Judy [6:27am]: So Anya, do you want us to come down? We can be there in six hours

Anya [6:49am]: Oh my god you guys I was asleep, my flight isn’t until 2

Judy [6:49am]: Good, so we’ll pick you up from the airport at what, 3:15?

Walt [6:50am]: Are you checking a bag? Maybe 3:30

Anya [6:50am]: You’re so sweet, but I’m only going to Columbus for two weeks!

Walt [6:51am]: So you’re not checking a bag

Anya [6:52am]: I’ll see you for Thanksgiving, okay? Three weeks after the election!

Judy [6:52am]: Are you sure you don’t want us to come today? You shouldn’t be alone on your birthday

Anya [6:52am]: I won’t be alone, my boss will be there too. I’m fine!

Judy [6:53am]: Why don’t we come down this weekend? We can knock doors

Walt [6:53am]: Your mother’s great on doors

Anya [6:56am]: Inarguably the best, but I really don’t know if I’ll have time to see you!! You should volunteer closer to home, there’s a tight race in IL-17

Anya [6:56am]: Anyway I have to get on a conference call in four minutes. Love you so much!!!

Walt [6:56am]: Love you too, Anya. Happy birthday

Judy [6:57am]: See you this weekend!
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——Forwarded Message——

FROM: Lev Chlebek <lchlebek@progresswins.org>

TO: Anya Katz <akatz@progresswins.org>

SENT: October 23, 2:41 pm

SUBJECT: You get in ok?

Call me when you land

[image: ]

“I think something might really happen with Lev tonight,” Anya whispered into her phone, a gleaming red BlackBerry Pearl that her office paid for, which made her feel like the fanciest lady on planet Earth. She was in the back of a cab on her way from the Columbus airport to her hotel room for the next two weeks.

On the other end of the line, Anya’s best friend Simone let out a weary sigh. “Anya, it’s a bad idea.”

Anya knew how ridiculous she sounded. She felt ridiculous, having spent the last two years with an all-consuming crush on her boss. There were moments when she caught him gazing at her, or when they made eye contact during a meeting, when she was so sure he felt the same way. But they were always around co-workers, at the office or at after-work happy hours or holiday parties, so there was never a time when anything could really come of it—until now. Far from the office, a cozy dive bar, two glasses of whiskey. Him wishing her happy birthday in his low, dusky voice, them leaning closer together as they clinked glasses . . .

“Babe, I obviously want you to have an amazing birthday,” Simone said. “But aren’t you ready to be over Lev? And sleeping with your boss is so messy, especially when he’s been talking about promoting you.”

“Ugh,” Anya sighed. She knew Simone was right, as always—that was the best and most annoying thing about her. Simone and Anya had become fast friends working for Mike Beihl in Manchester. When Senator Beihl dropped out of the race after Super Tuesday, Simone had gone to work for another candidate, but Anya was out of money, so she went home to Chicago and applied for every political gig she could find. Eventually, a friend of her dad’s got her an interview at Progress Wins, and when Anya got the job, she packed up and moved to Washington.

She felt incredibly lucky to have a good-paying job that enabled her to learn the ropes of all different campaign departments. And if she didn’t exactly love living in DC, wearing scratchy skirt suits and sitting in a cubicle every day, going to cheap happy hours with deludedly power-hungry twentysomethings, and feeling far from the action of the campaign trail, well . . . she couldn’t deny that she’d always dreamed of a mentor like Lev. She’d already learned so much from him, and he’d invested so much in her.

Anya’s phone buzzed against her ear—call waiting. She felt a squeeze in her chest when she saw it was Lev.

“Lev’s on the other line. Call you later?”

“NO PHONE SEX WITH YOUR BOSS!” Simone shouted jokingly into the phone—loud enough that Anya’s cab driver raised his eyebrows in the rearview mirror (but mercifully didn’t comment). Anya hit the button for call waiting, her voice instantly dropping into a lower, more professional register.

“Hey, Lev.”

“Kid! You on the ground?”

Anya’s face warmed. Lev was only six years older, but she loved when he called her kid.

“In the cab right now. Dropping off my stuff and then I’ll head to HQ.”

“Good, good.” Anya heard Lev suck in a breath and let it out slowly; she knew he was smoking. “Listen, I’m not in Ohio—had to fly to Minnesota, shit really hitting the fan with the open seats up here.”

“Oh.” Anya frowned. “Should I come too? I can head right back to the airport, I’m sure there’s a flight to Minneapolis—”

“Noooo, no no no,” Lev emphasized. “Salditch camp paid us top dollar to have a man on the ground. You’re our man.”

Anya’s stomach clenched. To say she was bummed Lev wasn’t coming was an understatement, never mind the fact that she’d now be spending her birthday alone. On the other hand . . .

“You want me to run this on my own?”

“You’ll be great.” Lev sounded like he really believed it, and Anya felt a rush of pleasure. “This could be big for you. If you bring this race home, you’ll have that promotion in the bag.”

“Wow,” Anya breathed. “And the Salditch campaign won’t be disappointed it’s just me? They’re not expecting you?”

“The fuck do they know which of us is which!” Lev inhaled—another drag on his cigarette. “You walk in there like you own the room, tell them the plan, then execute it. They’re paying for your expertise. Don’t forget that.”

“Okay.” Anya tried to sound more confident than she felt. “I can do that.”

“Good. And hey, can you get me that report on all our races in the Midwest? Latest polling, ad buys, money, everything. Boss wants it ASAP, need it by tomorrow.”

“Copy, no problem.” Anya’s brain sprang into organizational mode, already dividing out which tasks she’d need to accomplish and when.

“Anya, my Anya, what would I do without you?” Lev’s voice was gruff, and Anya felt a pull of wanting him, wishing he were there to shine his particular light on her face. But then she thought of walking into Salditch headquarters, head held high, presenting the plan she’d spent the last week laboring over, finally having the chance to execute her own ideas. That feeling was even better.
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“Would you say this is your best birthday ever?”

Gabe liked everything about Dawn Toback. He liked that she was ten years older, that she knew exactly what she was doing. He liked her dirty blond hair and her dirtier mouth, her voice raspy from her pack-a-day habit when she told crude jokes and cracked up jaded beat reporters. He liked that her drink of choice was whiskey rocks, that she never wore makeup, that she pulled him into her office to make out on his birthday even though they were both supposed to be in some waste-of-time meeting. And he liked that she had absolutely no interest in a serious relationship with Gabe—possibly, he liked that best of all.

“Mm, top five birthdays, definitely.” Gabe pushed Dawn’s hair back from her face, weaving it through his fingers and tugging slightly, the way he knew she liked it.

“Only top five?” She gave him a wicked smile and unzipped his fly. “What do I have to do to make the podium?”

“That’s a good start,” Gabe breathed. “A very good start.”

But then both their BlackBerrys started buzzing with the exact same message from their boss, Toby, the campaign manager: WHERE THE HELL ARE YOU?

“Damn it,” Gabe swore.

“We’d better get in there,” Dawn said.

“So some suit from DC can tell us how to run this race? Let’s skip it.”

“Extremely unbiased opinion given your current situation, but I’d like to keep my job, so.” Dawn zipped him up a little too fast—he gasped in surprise.

She sauntered out of the office, and he followed in her wake, glancing at his phone to see if he’d missed any other messages. There was one from his organizer out in Piqua letting him know the afternoon phone bank was up and running and asking him to grab more donuts—he fired off a response that he couldn’t be there until closer to five so he’d bring pizza instead. A slew of notifications about birthday messages on his Facebook wall, nothing from his parents (big surprise). Maybe they’d call later—not that he’d have time to talk even if they did.

Gabe shoved his phone in his pocket and strode into the “conference room,” aka the room with the Xerox machine, where the whole of the Salditch for Congress senior staff was crowded around a couple of card tables with folding chairs. The consultant woman was giving her presentation on a laptop stacked on some cardboard boxes full of flyers. She’d probably assumed they had a projector, which made Gabe snicker. She was woefully overdressed in slacks and a button-down, with dark curly hair pulled back in a neat bun. She wore tall black heels, but she was obviously petite, and every part of her was curvy: her figure, her sloped nose, her lips. She was definitely attractive; if Gabe wasn’t already seeing Dawn (and if he wasn’t so annoyed about the consultant being here in the first place), he’d be scheming excuses to take her out after work. And was he crazy, or did she look familiar? He wasn’t sure—he couldn’t place her.

“People like Coach Salditch, but they don’t know what she stands for,” she was saying.

“They know she’s a Democrat though, right?” Gabe joked as he took his seat.

The woman shot him a look. She seemed startled for a moment, but regained her composure almost immediately.

“Actually, they don’t. Well, twenty-one percent of registered voters don’t, and that’s a big problem.”

God, she was smug. Fucking consultants.

“That’s a very big problem,” Toby agreed. Toby was the campaign manager and Gabe’s boss. He was short, excitable, and way too kind to be working in politics. But he was a hard worker and old friends with the candidate, and he inspired a great deal of loyalty from the staff. “What do you suggest, Anya?”

Anya. Gabe knew her for sure, he just didn’t know how. Had they hooked up? Is that why she looked so surprised to see him? He knew he hadn’t slept with her, but maybe they’d made out in a bar or something? He tried to conjure the memory of his tongue in her mouth, her hips in his hands, but came up blank. No. There was no way he’d kissed this girl and forgotten.

“You’re tight on time, but there’s a lot we can do to move message on policy: earned media, op-eds.” Anya pressed a button on her laptop to display her next slide. “And I saw you have three town halls scheduled in the next two weeks. What if we theme those by issue area? One on jobs, one on healthcare, one on education.”

“I like that.” Toby nodded.

“Hold up. Shouldn’t we let voters talk about the issues that matter to them?” Gabe was skeptical. “Isn’t the whole point of a town hall to make them feel heard?”

“These issues do matter to them,” Anya insisted. “And if we theme the events, we’ll draw the people who want to talk about our best issues. More important, we’ll get the media to focus on those issues, move coverage of the race onto our turf. We have to get our numbers up with drop-off Dems and independents, and they want to hear about middle-class tax cuts, better healthcare, keeping good jobs on American soil. For the next two weeks, anytime Coach Salditch is in public, I don’t care what the question is, the answer needs to be ‘keeping good jobs on American soil.’”

“Op-eds, earned media, town halls, bread-and-butter messaging.” Toby ticked them off on his fingers. “Good. What else?”

“You’re doing great on voter contacts—”

“Thank you,” Gabe said sarcastically.

“—but you’ve got room to do more. Your canvasses and phone banks are both dark on Saturdays.”

“Have you ever tried knocking doors on Ohio game day?” Gabe scoffed. “We’d lose more voters than we’d gain.”

“That’s true,” Toby confirmed. Gabe felt a small flare of victory in his chest, but Anya smiled.

“That’s why I went to the trouble of creating a non-football voter universe.”

She extracted a thick ream of paper from her bag and dropped it on the table. It landed with a thunk.

“Non-football universe?” Gabe peered at her.

“The VAN has dozens of data points for each voter—sometimes hundreds,” Anya said.

“Van?” Dawn asked.

“Voter access network,” Gabe explained.

“So I eliminated anyone who subscribes to Sports Illustrated, anyone who’s ever bought a ticket to an NFL game, anyone who went to a Big Ten school, anyone who’s a fan of any football team on Facebook, anyone who lives at the same address as any of those people. And all men—just to be safe.” Anya grinned, and the others laughed. “What’s left is a beautiful universe of women Democrats who don’t care about football and have turned out in at least one midterm. You only have two Saturdays left. Might as well not waste them.”

“That is a great idea.” Toby turned to Gabe. “Why didn’t you think of it?”

Gabe flushed red. It was a good idea, and he should have thought of it, but that didn’t mean he needed to sit here and listen while Anya watched him with a self-satisfied little smirk.

“Speaking of voter contacts, I have a phone bank out in Piqua I promised to stop by,” he said as he stood up. “I should head over before the traffic gets bad.”

“Oh! Piqua!” Anya started shuffling through her papers again. “If it’s not too late to adjust those call scripts—”

“It is,” Gabe gritted.

“Well, for next time—”

“Why don’t you email it to me?” Gabe tried to make his face and voice seem as friendly as possible, but he wasn’t sure how well he was hiding that this woman got on his last nerve.

Toby glanced at his watch, then made meaningful eye contact with Dawn. “Actually, it’s almost three-thirty. So we should probably all take a break?”

Anya looked confused. “I still have a lot to get through?”

“That’s okay, this will only take a second.” Dawn smiled a touch too brightly, leaving no doubt in Gabe’s mind that she and Toby were up to something.

Gabe opened the door onto the HQ bullpen—a big space that might be a phone bank, a sign-making pizza party, or a staging location for a canvass, depending on the day—and was immediately met with crowds of staff and volunteers holding balloons, wearing dumb paper hats, and blowing on noisemakers.

“Happy birthday!” they screamed, and Gabe broke into a wide smile as his favorite cadre of older ladies (super vols from a nearby retirement community, every one of whom had tried to fix up Gabe with a daughter or granddaughter) approached with a big homemade sheet cake festooned with lit candles. The whole group started singing, and Gabe’s bad mood melted away. He saw that Anya was smiling bigger than anyone—she even looked a little misty-eyed? Okay, that was weird, but maybe sweet?

Until the group sang “Happy birthday, dear Gabe,” and her expression changed completely. Her face fell, and her cheeks flushed with color as she cast her eyes downward and clasped her hands together. Which is when Gabe remembered exactly how he knew her—and that today was her birthday too.

He was hit with a sudden wave of guilt. She might be an overbearing outsider who thought she could do his job better than he could, but that didn’t mean he’d needed to be a jerk to her on her damn birthday.

“Gabe?” Dawn prodded him.

“Yeah?” He turned to her, dazed.

“Aren’t you going to blow out your candles?”

“Right, duh,” he laughed. “Had to think of a really good wish.”

He winked at his favorite volunteers, then blew out all the candles. Everyone cheered and applauded, and the retirees went to slice up the cake and hand it out on paper plates. Gabe turned to find Anya; if an apology wasn’t entirely necessary, at the very least he wanted to wish her a happy birthday. But he didn’t see her anywhere, and she didn’t turn up the whole time they were chatting and eating cake. By the time they finished, it was almost four, and Gabe really did need to hit the road. There were hungry phone-bankers in Piqua.




Chapter 3
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TEXT MESSAGE TRANSCRIPT: 
ANYA KATZ AND LEV CHLEBEK

Lev [3:41pm]: Hey, did you get me the polling update for WI-9?

Anya [3:47pm]: Hi! So sorry, town hall ran long last night

Anya [3:47pm]: It was incredible, we had all these college kids talking about student debt, job opportunities, all the reasons they support Coach Salditch

Anya [3:48pm]: Anyway I can write the report when we break for dinner if that works?

Lev [3:51pm]: Need it ASAP

Lev [3:51pm]: I know things are busy over there, but we can’t neglect the home office

Anya [3:52pm]: Right, of course

Anya [3:52pm]: I’ll get on it now, sorry for the delay!

Lev [3:52pm]: Thanks kid

Lev [3:53pm]: Keep kicking ass, I’m proud of you
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“Anya, can you get in here for a sec?”

Anya put down the report she was working on for Lev and went into Toby’s office. It was more of a storage space than anything else, since Toby always preferred to be on the move: staffing the candidate, talking to the media, personally thanking volunteers, going anywhere he was needed, always bringing joy and pep along with him. He was a great leader, but a little tough to pin down; Anya had quickly found her place as his de facto deputy, providing steady, even-keeled support for Toby’s staff whenever he wasn’t around. It was a rush unlike anything Anya had ever felt, knowing her ideas were helping, that she was both needed and appreciated for work she genuinely loved. The staff was so smart, and they moved so quickly; Anya felt more of a kinship with them in two weeks than she had with most of the people at the firm in DC after two years.

Except, obviously, for Gabe.

It was infuriating enough that he didn’t remember her. Okay, so they’d only ever spoken once, and maybe he was a more memorable person than she was. Still, they’d had a real conversation when they met in New Hampshire—a fairly heated one! She’d been thunderstruck when he walked into her presentation that first day in the office; like, come on, it was a pretty amazing coincidence. But he was annoyed. And suspicious. And didn’t even have the decency to admit that her women-only canvasses were a great idea, even though they’d racked up over a thousand voter contacts last Saturday.

Whatever. He was almost never in the office, so at least she rarely had to see him. When she did, he was usually on the phone or running to a meeting or sneaking out back to “have a cigarette,” as if the entire office didn’t know he didn’t smoke and was actually going to make out with Dawn.

At least he had good taste in women. Dawn was terrific: smart and no-nonsense and great at her job. Anya really liked working with her—and was immediately concerned when she walked into Toby’s office and saw that Dawn was there too, arms folded, looking like something was really wrong.

“What happened?” Anya braced for bad news.

“Push poll.” Toby’s tone was grave. “Voters are getting calls asking if it would change their opinion of a candidate if her husband had cheated on her.”

Anya’s eyes widened. “Who’s making the calls? The other side?”

Dawn shook her head. “No campaign identification on the calls, so it’s probably a PAC. But they’re definitely targeting our people.”

“And . . .” Anya looked at Toby. “Do we have reason to think we’re vulnerable there?”

Toby nodded tightly. “It was twenty years ago. They were going through a rough patch, and Jim slept with an old friend from college a couple of times.”

“Apparently, the old friend wants her fifteen minutes of fame,” Dawn said. “I got a call from Steve Murphy at the Dispatch. He’s running the story tomorrow.”

“Are you kidding me?” Anya’s voice was tight; she felt panic building in her chest. “Five days before the election?”

The door banged open. They all jumped as Gabe rushed into the room, looking just as alarmed as they were.

“We are so screwed,” he said.

“Do you really think so?” Toby wrung his hands. “Do voters care that much about an affair that happened twenty years ago?”

“How did you even hear about it?” Dawn asked.

Gabe frowned. “I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

“The candidate’s husband cheated on
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