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My name is Valerie Carlyle, and I’m an executive. 
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Yes, I’m fourty-eight. At this age, they expect you to be a mentor, and I suppose I am. Just not in the way any HR department would approve. Because I have appetites you can’t even begin to imagine.

And I like what I see in the mirror. I see a vintage model, perfectly aged, with all the right curves still in all the right places. It shows me a woman at the absolute peak of her power.

My face, framed by a severe, chin-length bob of silver-streaked dark hair, is the first order of business. I lean in, inspecting the territory. There’s a fine web of lines around my eyes, not from worry, but from squinting at spreadsheets and men, trying to decide which one to gut first. The lines bracketing my mouth? Those are from laughter, yes, but more often from the smirk after a successful hostile takeover, or a particularly satisfying... negotiation. I trace one with a fingertip. My face has closed billion-dollar deals and whispered things that have made boys half my age blush and tremble. It's a good face. It has authority.

My stomach is no longer the flat plane of my twenties. Good. It’s the softest part of me, a subtle swell of femininity that belies the steel in my spine. It’s a lure. It whispers comfort and warmth, a lie that has trapped more than one promising young buck. They see a woman. They don’t see the wolf until its teeth are at their throat.

I turn, assessing my profile. The curve of my spine into the swell of my ass. Still firm. Still commanding. I’ve seen the way they look. The interns, the analysts, even the junior partners. They think they want to be me, or be with me. They don’t understand that to me, they are simply... consumable. A fine wine, a good meal. Enjoyed, used, and then forgotten.

I button the silk blouse, the fabric hissing against my skin. It’s a whisper of the promises I keep to myself. Professional on the outside, a secret underneath. My breasts are full and soft. They press against the fabric, a subtle but firm statement in a boardroom full of flat-chested suits. Let the boys stare. Let them wonder. Their distraction is my advantage.

Last night still lingers on my skin—the faint, musky scent of him. The new analyst from M&A. What was his name? Mark? Michael? It doesn't matter. He had that bright, earnest fire in his eyes. He thought he was impressing me with his ambition. So sweet. He had no idea he was just an appetizer.

I slide into the pencil skirt, a sheath of dark grey wool that’s both severe and suggestive. It hugs my hips, the curve of my ass. It’s a reminder that even in this corporate suit, I am fundamentally a creature of appetite. I have a hunger for seven-figure bonuses, for hostile takeovers... and for the desperate, grasping sounds a man makes when he finally understands he is utterly, completely out of his depth.

A final glance. A slick of deep red lipstick, the color of a fresh wound. A spritz of perfume behind my ears, something dark and woody with a hint of spice. 

And today I’m feeling particularly hungry.

***
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There’s always one.

Every year, they send a new crop of bright-eyed hopefuls through our doors. The men are the same—starched shirts, thin wrists, that hollow-cheeked hunger. But there’s always one who draws my eye. This year, his name is Daniel. His résumé was impressive, sure, but it was the way he watched me during orientation: steady, almost insolent, as if he already knew I’d be trouble. That look alone was worth my attention.

He’s not handsome, exactly. He’s something sharper, a little off-kilter—eyes too dark, mouth too wide, hair always a little messy like he’d just come from bed. Eager, but not desperate. When I caught him glancing at me, he didn’t look away. He just waited, like he wanted to see what I’d do.

I wait a week. Let him settle, let the rhythm of this place erode his confidence. By Friday, he’s starting to fray. There’s a flush to his cheeks and a tightness in his jaw. I spot him at the coffee station, awkward in a too-large suit jacket, consulting a spreadsheet on his phone like it holds the secrets of survival.

“Daniel,” I say, and it’s not a question. He straightens, startled, coffee almost sloshing over the rim. He manages to nod.

“Ms. Carlyle.”

I step closer. Not too close, not HR-close, but just enough that he has to look up at me. The heels help, of course. A subtle advantage, like so many others. “I’d like a word. My office. Now.”

He follows, trying not to seem eager. I can feel his gaze on me as we walk through the maze of glass and steel. I like the way his footsteps falter, just a fraction, when I pause at my door.
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