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Chapter 1 – Clara’s Mission
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Clara Haldane rehearsed questions in the bathroom mirror, jaw tight, voice sharp, determined not to blink. She was twenty-four, barely a year into her post at the Sentinel, and already sick of puff pieces. This was her chance — her first real assignment that could matter.

Elena Voss. Minister, family-values darling of the liberal government, face of respectability. Married, polished, untouchable.

And Clara was going to expose her.

Whispers had swirled for years: late-night visitors, rumors of women slipping into her townhouse, gossip carefully smothered before it ever reached the tabloids. Nobody had proof. Until now. Clara had been granted an exclusive interview, and she intended to use it like a blade.

“Get me something,” her editor had said, grinning like a shark. “Something real. Voters love tearing down a saint.”

Clara wanted the byline. She wanted her name on the front page. More than that, she wanted the satisfaction of proving she was right — that beneath all Elena’s talk of family and tradition, there was rot.

“Big assignment,” she reminded her boyfriend as she buttoned her blouse.

Mark blinked awake on the bed, hair a mess, chest bare. “The minister woman?” he asked, voice thick with sleep.

“Yes.” Clara zipped her skirt, adjusting it over her hips.

“Don’t let her bore you to death.” He grinned and reached lazily for her thigh, the way he always did when she was half-out the door.

Clara sidestepped the touch, not unkindly but with impatience. His hand always felt the same — warm, steady, dull. She kissed his cheek instead and caught her own reflection in the wardrobe mirror.

For a moment she paused. The morning sun struck her skirt, making the fabric gleam faintly. A strange shiver flickered through her stomach before she forced it away. Focus.

Mark yawned, turning back into the sheets. “Dinner later?”

“Maybe.”

She didn’t add if this goes how I want it to, I’ll be celebrating without you.

By the time she reached the Sentinel offices, she’d locked herself back into certainty.

Her editor leaned over her desk, dropping a folder. “You’re ready?”

Clara nodded.

Inside were briefing notes, quotes, and photographs of Elena: stepping out of cars, shaking hands, smiling like a queen who never faltered. One image caught Clara’s eye — Elena in a dark, glossy skirt that clung to her hips, camera flashes bouncing off the surface like wet paint.

Clara’s throat tightened, a flicker of something she didn’t want to name. She slammed the folder shut.

“I’ll get the truth,” she said firmly.

She didn’t admit the thought that had lodged in her chest: And what if the truth tempts me more than it should?
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Chapter 2 – The Interview
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Elena Voss’s office was built to impress: polished mahogany, high windows spilling white daylight, shelves lined with law books that might never have been touched. Power lived in the walls.

But it was Elena herself who made Clara falter.

The minister rose from behind her desk, extending a hand with effortless grace. Mid-forties, blonde hair pinned neatly, her skin flawless under subtle makeup. Her blouse caught the light like liquid silk, tucked into a pencil skirt so dark and glossy it seemed poured onto her.

“Miss Haldane,” Elena said smoothly. “Welcome.”

Clara shook her hand, her palm suddenly damp. She sat across the desk, pulling her recorder from her bag, determined to anchor herself in professionalism.

“Minister Voss,” she began, pressing the red button. “I’d like to start with your family policy agenda.”

Elena’s lips curved faintly. “Straight to business. Admirable.” She leaned back in her chair, crossing her legs. The faint creak of her skirt echoed in the silence. Clara’s eyes flicked down before she could stop herself.

She jerked her gaze back to her notes. Focus.

“You’ve built a reputation,” Clara said crisply, “as a defender of traditional family values — even more so than your own party leader.”

Elena tilted her head. “And what do you say, Miss Haldane? Do you believe I deserve that reputation?”

Clara hesitated. “I think there are... questions about how genuine those values are.”

The minister’s smile sharpened. “Ah. You didn’t come for an interview. You came for blood.”

Heat rushed to Clara’s face. “I came for answers.”

Elena rose without warning, circling the desk. Clara gripped her pen, watching warily as the woman came to stand just behind her chair.

“Answers,” Elena murmured, her voice low, brushing Clara’s ear like a caress. “Do you know what kind of answers you’re really hunting for?”

Clara’s throat tightened. “I’m not here to talk about myself.”

“No,” Elena said softly. “But you will.”

Her hand brushed over Clara’s shoulder as she leaned closer, the faint squeak of fabric filling the air again. Clara shivered.

The recorder blinked steadily on the desk, capturing every word.

Elena’s breath warmed the nape of her neck. “You came looking for cracks in my armor. Perhaps you should be more worried about the cracks in yours.”

Clara gripped her pen until it nearly snapped. She willed her voice steady, though her pulse betrayed her. “Minister, if you’re implying—”

“I imply nothing,” Elena whispered. “I show.”

She drifted back to her chair, seating herself with unhurried elegance. “Ask your questions, Miss Haldane. Let’s see how close you dare to get.”

Clara swallowed, the words of her prepared script suddenly fragile on her tongue.
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Chapter 3 – The Breaking Point
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Clara forced her eyes back to her notes, scribbling a line that didn’t matter. Her hand shook. The silence stretched, thick with something she couldn’t name.

“You’re nervous,” Elena said finally, her tone almost amused. “Do I intimidate you, Miss Haldane?”

Clara straightened, throat tight. “I’m here to do my job.”

“Your job,” Elena echoed. She rose again, coming around the desk. Her heels clicked until she stood directly behind Clara’s chair. “To expose me. To show the world I am not who I claim to be.”

Clara clenched her jaw. “The public deserves to know the truth.”

Elena leaned down, lips brushing the edge of her ear. “And what if the truth is that you don’t want to expose me at all? What if you want me to expose you?”

Clara jolted. “That’s absurd—”

Elena’s hand caught her wrist, guiding it down, pressing her palm against the curve of her glossy skirt. The fabric squeaked faintly under Clara’s trembling fingers.

She gasped, trying to pull away. “Don’t—”

“Touch,” Elena whispered. “Feel what you’ve been staring at since you walked in.”

Clara’s cheeks burned. “I’m not— I have a boyfriend.”

Elena’s laugh was soft, merciless. “Does he make you tremble like this?”

Clara shook her head, eyes wet. “You disgust me.”

“And yet your pussy is already wet,” Elena murmured.

Her hand slid beneath Clara’s skirt, fingers pressing firmly against the damp lace of her panties. Clara’s body jolted as if struck. A broken moan tore from her throat.

“Stop—please—”

“Your mouth says no,” Elena breathed, kissing along her neck. “But your body says yes.”

Her fingers slipped past the lace, stroking Clara’s bare slit. Clara whimpered, hips betraying her with a desperate grind.

“Oh God... I can’t...”

“You can,” Elena said, thrusting two fingers inside her, curling deep. “And you will.”

Clara’s nails dug into the edge of the desk. Her pussy clenched hard around Elena’s fingers, wetness spilling. Every thrust drove her higher, her moans filling the room, shame twisting with unbearable pleasure.

“Say it,” Elena commanded, voice sharp. “Say you’re mine.”

Clara shook her head, tears streaming. “I— I can’t—”

Her orgasm slammed into her without warning. She screamed, body convulsing, soaking Elena’s hand, the glossy skirt slick beneath her trembling thighs.

Elena slowed, then drew her fingers free. She lifted them to her mouth and licked them with obscene grace. “Delicious,” she murmured.

Clara collapsed against the desk, panting, broken.

Then she saw it. The recorder, still blinking red, steady and merciless.

Elena picked it up, her smile triumphant. “You wanted a scandal,” she said softly. “And now you’re the star of it.”
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Chapter 4 – The Threat
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Clara barely remembered the drive home. She stumbled into her apartment, locked the door, and sagged against it, shaking.

Her thighs still trembled, her panties clung damp against her skin. Every time she tried to shove the memory away, it came back harder: Elena’s skirt beneath her hand, Elena’s fingers thrusting inside her, the scream that had torn out of her throat when she came.

She wanted to scrub herself raw. To forget.

Mark was in the kitchen when she entered, stirring pasta on the stove. He smiled at her with sleepy warmth. “Long day?”

Clara froze. His face, his voice — steady, safe, familiar. She tried to smile back. “You could say that.”

He leaned in to kiss her. His lips brushed hers, harmless, soft. His hand slid to her waist, the same lazy gesture he’d made a hundred times.

It sparked nothing.

Clara pulled away gently. “I need a shower.”

“Dinner in ten,” Mark said cheerfully, turning back to the stove.

She fled to the bathroom, shutting the door with trembling hands. Her reflection stared back from the mirror: lips swollen, eyes bright, cheeks flushed. She didn’t look like herself. She looked... ruined.

Her phone buzzed on the sink.

An unknown number.

Her stomach dropped. She swiped it open. A video file waited.

Her thumb hovered, then tapped.

The screen filled with her own body — bent over Elena’s desk, gasping, moaning, begging “God... I shouldn’t... I can’t...” before convulsing in orgasm. Every
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