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Risky Investments

ACT I – The Deal 

Chapter 1 – The Pitch
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Charlotte Vale didn’t believe in luck.

Luck was what amateurs called it when they couldn’t explain precision. When they couldn’t see the pattern beneath the chaos. When they didn’t understand that every so-called “risk” was simply a calculation most people were too afraid—or too lazy—to make.

From the forty-second floor of Vale Capital’s glass tower, the city stretched beneath her in clean, geometric lines. Predictable. Contained. Profitable.

She liked it that way.

Charlotte stood at the window, one hand lightly wrapped around a porcelain espresso cup that had long since gone cold. Her reflection stared back at her—sharp cheekbones, silver-blonde hair cut into a deliberate, elegant line, eyes that had made grown men reconsider their careers mid-sentence.

Fifty-five had not softened her.

If anything, it had refined her.

“Your eleven o’clock is here,” her assistant’s voice came through the intercom, smooth and efficient.

Charlotte didn’t turn. “He’s early.”

A pause. “Yes.”

That alone was unusual enough to be irritating.

“Send him in.”

She set the cup down without drinking from it and moved toward her desk, each step measured. By the time the door opened, she was seated—composed, controlled, already uninterested.

“Ms. Vale,” he said.

Confident voice. Not arrogant. Not nervous either.

She looked up.

And paused.

Not because she was impressed—she rarely was—but because he didn’t match the file.

Dick Lawson. Twenty-seven. Independent analyst. A short list of aggressive, borderline reckless market calls—some brilliant, some disastrous. Financial instability. Questionable associations.

The man standing in front of her didn’t look reckless.

He looked... deliberate.

Tall. Lean. Dark hair slightly undone in a way that suggested he either didn’t care—or knew exactly how much he didn’t need to. His suit was good, not great. Chosen carefully, worn like it mattered.

But it was his eyes that held her for half a second longer than expected.

Focused. Observant.

Hungry.

“Sit,” Charlotte said.

He did, without hesitation.

No fumbling. No over-politeness. No attempt to impress her with rehearsed charm.

Interesting.

“You have ten minutes,” she continued, folding her hands lightly on the desk. “Convince me not to consider this a waste of them.”

A flicker of something crossed his face—amusement, perhaps.

“Fair enough.”

He didn’t open with small talk. Good.

Instead, he placed a thin folder on her desk and slid it toward her, but didn’t push it too far—just enough that she could choose to take it.

Another subtle move.

“I’m not here to pitch a safe investment,” he said. “If that’s what you’re looking for, I’m in the wrong building.”

Charlotte didn’t touch the folder.

“I don’t invest in safe,” she replied coolly. “I invest in controlled outcomes.”

His lips curved slightly. “That’s a nice way of saying the same thing.”

“No,” she said, voice sharpening just enough to cut. “It isn’t.”

Silence stretched between them.

He didn’t fill it.

That, more than anything, caught her attention.

Most men—most people—rushed to speak when she went quiet. They stumbled, overexplained, revealed too much.

Dick Lawson simply watched her.

Measured.

Waiting.

Charlotte leaned back slightly in her chair. “Go on.”

He nodded once, then finally gestured toward the folder.

“It’s a volatility play. Energy sector—specifically small-cap renewables that are about to get crushed in the next quarter.”

Now she reached for the folder.

“Crushed?” she repeated, flipping it open.

“Artificially,” he said. “Regulatory pressure, media narrative, short positions from three major funds—coordinated, or close enough to be indistinguishable.”

Her eyes scanned the first page.

Numbers. Projections. Timelines.

Bold.

Dangerously bold.

“You’re suggesting I buy into a collapsing market,” she said.

“I’m suggesting you buy before it stops collapsing.”

Charlotte’s gaze lifted to him again, slower this time.

“That’s not insight,” she said. “That’s gambling.”

“It would be,” he agreed, “if the collapse were real.”

She said nothing.

He leaned forward slightly—not enough to invade her space, just enough to shift the energy.

“It’s a squeeze setup,” he continued. “Manufactured panic. Weak hands are already folding. In six to eight months, the same funds driving prices down will reverse position.”

“And you know this how?”

“Because I’ve been tracking them,” he said simply. “Patterns, movements, timing. They’ve done it before—just not this cleanly.”

Charlotte closed the folder.

“You’re asking me to trust your interpretation of patterns,” she said. “Without institutional backing. Without a firm. Without a track record that isn’t... inconsistent.”

There it was.

The test.

He didn’t flinch.

“My track record isn’t inconsistent,” he said. “It’s selective.”

That earned him a longer look.

“Explain.”

“I don’t chase stability,” he said. “I take positions most people won’t touch. That means I’m either very right... or very wrong.”

“And which are you now?”

A beat.

Then, quietly:

“Very right.”

The confidence wasn’t loud.

It wasn’t performative.

It sat there between them, steady and unshaken.

Charlotte felt something shift—small, almost imperceptible.

Not trust.

Never that easily.

But interest.

“You’ve had failures,” she said.

“Yes.”

“You’re undercapitalized.”

“Yes.”

“You’ve worked with people I wouldn’t allow in this building.”

A pause.

“Yes.”

She leaned forward now, mirroring his earlier movement.

“And yet you walked in here expecting me to hand you money.”

“I walked in here,” he corrected calmly, “expecting you to recognize an opportunity.”

For the first time, a real spark lit behind her eyes.

There it was.

Not deference.

Not intimidation.

Challenge.

Dangerous.

“Do you know who you’re speaking to?” she asked, voice softening—not with warmth, but with precision.

“Yes,” he said.

“No,” Charlotte replied. “You know my name. You know my portfolio. You’ve read articles written by people who don’t understand how I work.”

She let the words settle.

“I don’t reward ambition,” she continued. “I exploit it.”

Another silence.

This one heavier.

More deliberate.

“If I fund this,” she said, “you don’t walk away with a win and a handshake. You work for me. You answer to me. Every move you make becomes mine.”

His gaze didn’t drop.

“And if it succeeds?” he asked.

“It succeeds for me,” she said.

“And me?”

Charlotte’s lips curved—just slightly.

“You get to stay.”

It should have intimidated him.

It should have made him hesitate.

Instead—

“That’s it?” he said.

The question landed like a stone in still water.

Charlotte’s expression cooled. “You were expecting more?”

“I was expecting terms that matched the risk,” he said. “Not a leash.”

The air in the room sharpened.

No one spoke to her like that.

No one.

And yet—

She didn’t feel anger.

She felt something far more dangerous.

Amusement.

Curiosity.

Possibility.

Charlotte stood slowly, moving around the desk. The distance between them closed—not fully, but enough to shift the balance again.

Up close, he didn’t waver.

Good.

“Careful, Mr. Lawson,” she said quietly. “You’re in no position to negotiate.”

“Neither are you,” he replied.

That stopped her.

“Explain,” she said.

“If I’m wrong,” he said, “you lose money. You’ve lost money before.”

True.

“If I’m right,” he continued, “you don’t just make a profit—you outmaneuver every fund already circling this play.”

Her eyes narrowed slightly.

“And?”

“And you didn’t find it,” he said. “I did.”

The words hung there.

Sharp.

Unapologetic.

Charlotte studied him for a long moment.

Then—

Slowly—

She smiled.

Not warmly.

Not kindly.

But with unmistakable interest.

“Five minutes ago,” she said, “you were asking for my investment.”

She stepped closer.

“Now you’re asking for my respect.”

Dick held her gaze.

“I’m asking for a partnership.”

The word lingered between them.

Charged.

Impossible.

Tempting.

Charlotte turned away first, walking back toward the window. The city stretched out below them again—orderly, predictable, waiting to be reshaped.

She thrived on risk.

But this—

This wasn’t just financial.

Behind her, she could feel his presence. Steady. Certain. Unafraid.

A man who didn’t know his place.

Or refused to accept it.

Either way—

Dangerous.

“Your ten minutes are up,” she said.

A beat.

“Was it a waste?” he asked.

Charlotte picked up her cold espresso, finally taking a slow sip as she looked out over the city.

Then—

“No,” she said.

She turned slightly, just enough for him to see the decision in her eyes.

“Come back tomorrow, Mr. Lawson.”

A pause.

“We’ll discuss your... terms.”

And just like that—

The first investment was made.
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Chapter 2 – High Stakes
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Charlotte Vale did not believe in instincts without verification.

Interest was not trust. Curiosity was not permission. And whatever flicker of intrigue Dick Lawson had managed to spark in her office the day before—it meant nothing until it survived scrutiny.

And Charlotte’s scrutiny was absolute.

By seven the next morning, his name was already on three different screens in her private office.

She stood behind her desk, one hand resting lightly against the polished surface, eyes scanning lines of data that had been compiled overnight by a team that knew better than to miss anything.

Employment records. Financial statements. Trading history. Personal affiliations.

Every detail dissected.

Every inconsistency highlighted.

And there were... quite a few.

Charlotte tapped the screen once, enlarging a section of his financials.

“Unstable,” she murmured.

Not bankrupt. Not careless.

Just... strained.

Large inflows followed by sudden drops. Aggressive positions that either paid out or collapsed hard enough to erase months of progress. No safety net. No long-term institutional support.

He wasn’t just taking risks.

He was living inside them.

Her gaze shifted to another file—flagged in red.
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Associations.
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Names she recognized. Not the respectable kind.

A former partner tied to a failed hedge strategy that had quietly disappeared from public discussion. A short-lived collaboration with a firm that had been investigated—never convicted, but close enough to leave a stain.

Charlotte’s expression didn’t change.

But her interest sharpened.

“Careless,” she said softly.

Then paused.

“No... not careless.”

Calculated.

Every move had a pattern—not clean, not safe, but intentional. Like someone navigating chaos instead of avoiding it.

Her assistant’s voice broke the silence.

“He’s here.”

Charlotte didn’t look away from the screen.

“Early again?”

“Yes.”

Of course he was.

“Send him in.”

She closed the files—but not before committing the most important details to memory. When the door opened, she was already seated, composed, unreadable.

“Ms. Vale.”

“Mr. Lawson.”

This time, she didn’t offer him a seat immediately.

She let him stand there for a moment.

Just long enough.

Then—

“Sit.”

He did.

Same confidence. Same stillness.

No visible shift, despite the deliberate imbalance.

Good.

“Tell me something,” Charlotte began, folding her hands lightly. “When you walked out of here yesterday, were you under the impression that I was convinced?”

“No,” he said.

“Yet you came back.”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

A beat.

“Because you didn’t dismiss me.”

The answer came too easily.

Too clean.

Charlotte tilted her head slightly.

“Confidence,” she said. “Or desperation?”

Dick held her gaze. “Does it matter?”

“It matters if I’m deciding whether you’re a liability.”

“And?”

Charlotte leaned back slowly, studying him.

“You’re both,” she said.

No reaction.

Not even a flicker.

Interesting.

She tapped a button on her desk. One of the screens behind her lit up again—this time displaying a summary of his financial profile.

“I don’t like liabilities,” she continued. “They require management. Containment. Damage control.”

Her eyes returned to him.

“And yet... here you are.”

He glanced briefly at the screen behind her. Not long enough to study it—just long enough to register that she had done her homework.

“You went deep,” he said.

“I always do.”

“I figured.”

Charlotte’s gaze sharpened slightly. “Did you?”

“Yes.”

“And that didn’t concern you?”

“No.”

The word landed with quiet certainty.

Charlotte allowed herself the smallest pause.

“Explain.”

“If you’d found something disqualifying,” he said, “I wouldn’t be sitting here.”

There it was again.

That calm, unsettling logic.

Not defensive. Not evasive.

Just... direct.

Charlotte stood, moving slowly around the desk again. This time, her pace was more deliberate. Predatory, almost.

“You’ve lost money,” she said, circling slightly behind his chair.

“Yes.”

“You’ve partnered with people I wouldn’t trust with a single dollar.”

“Yes.”

“You’re carrying debt.”

A fraction of a second.

Then—

“Yes.”

Charlotte stopped.

“Say that again.”

He turned his head slightly, just enough to meet her gaze without fully twisting in his seat.

“I have debt.”

No hesitation.

No attempt to soften it.

Charlotte studied him more closely
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