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Sometimes you
have to fight for what you want.

 


Because of his
good looks, charming personality, and wealth, Christopher Thornton
can have any woman he sets his eyes on. The only woman he can’t
have is Suzanne Hold, who is his business partner and co-owner of
their modelling agency, and who is different from the models they
work with in every way. Trauma from his past drives him to possess
and dominate, with no hope of a real relationship, especially with
an older woman like Suzanne. But when Suzanne hands him her
resignation and decides to walk out of his life, he has to overcome
his past and fight for his love, or lose the only woman that has
ever meant anything to him.
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Christopher
Thornton took his black leather jacket off the back of the chair on
which it was hanging. His eyes glided over the brunette stretching
on the large bed, over the red ugly lines that marred the soft
curves of her hip. He lifted his gaze to the padded handcuffs that
were chained to the bed's railed headboard.

She rolled on
her side and slid off the bed. “Why don't you spend the night?”

“You know why.”
Christopher slipped on the jacket. The tail of his long blond hair,
which he had tied in a low ponytail, was caught by the jacket's
collar and he pulled it out. He closed the small distance between
them and his hand went to her brown curls to run his fingers
through them. “You're a great woman, and I'm enjoying the time I
spend with you, but that doesn't change the conditions we agreed on
when we started our relationship.”

“But we work
great together, and isn't it already time we start dating for
real?” She lifted herself on her toes, wrapped her arm around his
shoulders and pursed her lips as if she was expecting a kiss.

He pressed a
kiss on her cheek before he slipped out of her embrace and put some
distance between them. “I don't do dating.” Which he had told her
at the start of their sex-only relationship, a year ago.

“Not even with
me?” She fluttered her eyelashes at him while she touched her neck
and slid it over the outline of her large breast and down her soft
belly.

“Not even with
you,” he said, and then with a short, curt goodbye left the room
and the apartment, without bothering to see how she took his words.
If she refused to accept that, he would have to end their
relationship and find himself a new submissive.

Using the
elevator he went to the underground garage where he had parked his
Mercedes. It was ten o'clock in the evening. He steered the car
toward the skyscraper where he had his loft, only to find himself
on a street with two-story apartment buildings fifteen minutes away
from his place. He parked the car outside number fourteen, the home
of his model agency's co-owner and vice-president, his friend
Suzanne Hold.

He took the
phone, went to his call history and chose the first number
there.

Suzanne
answered after the fourth ring.

“Hey,” he said.
“Are you home?”

“No.”

He leaned over
the car's dashboard to look up at the lit window, third from the
left on the second floor. “I can see the light.”

“What do you
want?”

“Can I come
up?”

“To spend the
night?”

“Yes.”

“No.”

“Please.”

She sighed.

“I'll give you
tomorrow off.”

“If I want to
take a free day, I don't need your permission. Besides, I have a
meeting with the Cleys for their Stellar perfume campaign tomorrow
at twelve.” The Cleys were what they called the employees of Cley
Advertising Agency, who frequently used their agency's models for
their ad campaigns.

“I can take
over that meeting.”

“Yes, you can,
but I don't need you to.”

“Can I come
up?”

“No.”

“I'm coming
up.” He climbed out of the car.

“Chris, do you
know what the word ‘no’ means?”

“No.”

“Fine.” She
sighed again. “Come up if you have to.”

He smiled and
cut the connection, pocketing his phone. He went to the building
where he climbed up the stairs to the second floor. As
vice-president, Suzanne had a salary big enough to afford something
bigger and more luxurious in a better neighbourhood than the
one-bedroom apartment she now lived in. But after her father got
sick, a big portion of Suzanne's salary went to cover the cost of
her father's care, as her mother was too old to take care of him
herself and her parents’ income was too low to hire someone. He
needed 24/7 supervision and they refused to put him in a nursing
home.

The door
leading into Suzanne's apartment was unlocked. Christopher pushed
his way inside and locked it behind him. He glanced left, at the
open door of the kitchen, which was dark. So was the living room.
“Suzanne!”

The door on his
right opened and a curvy brunette walked through it. She wore an
oversized blue T-shirt -- probably one of his -- and baggy cotton
pants underneath it, as if she was trying to hide her amazing curvy
body. Her office clothes were more fitted, but they were always
black, which she combined with one item of colour, be that a
jacket, scarf or shoes. She carried a bundle of clothes which she
pushed into his hands. “Take a shower and change.”

“I already
showered.” He put the clothes under his arm and leaned on the door
jamb.

“You stink.”
She crossed her arms and returned to the bedroom.

“I just
showered,” he repeated, his eyes sliding down her body to rest on
her lovely bottom. Hot, raw desire bloomed in the pit of his
stomach and he hardened. He closed his eyes. She was the only woman
that he had ever loved and the only woman he cared about. He wanted
to have her, to possess her and to make her his. He wanted her so
much that it hurt, that just being beside her was agony -- torture
-- but he couldn't deny himself her company. He needed her; he had
always needed her, since that terrible night when she held him in
her embrace, rocking him in her arms and making soothing noises as
if he were a child. He had loved her from that moment on, and fell
in love with her a few months after. She was his air, his sun, his
everything, and yet she was the only woman that he couldn't
have.

“Just shower,”
she said over her shoulder before she climbed onto the bed and
under the covers without glancing at him. “Or spend the night on
the couch.”

Without any
objection, he went into her small bathroom, took a quick shower and
returned to the bedroom, where he joined her on the bed, slipping
under the covers. The telly standing on the chest of drawers was
on. “What are you watching?”

“Gossip
Girl.”

He turned off
the light, wrapped his arms around her middle and drew her against
his side.

A soft sigh
brushed against his neck as she snuggled closer, her head on his
shoulder, her arm over his chest and her leg over his hip. “You
should really stop doing this.”

“Doing what?”
His hand stroked up her back.

“Coming to my
place to spend the night.” She shifted so that her head was on the
pillow beside him and she leaned her forehead against the side of
his head. “You're not a child in need of comforting anymore. You’re
a grown man.”

“I was never a
child.”

“You were a
sixteen-year-old boy when I met you.” Her fingers caressed the
outline of his jaw. “You were a child to me.”

He caught her
hand and pressed a kiss on her palm. “You still treat me as if I'm
a child.” And not only because she was six years older than
him.
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