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Sometimes you
have to fight for what you want.

 


It has been two
months since Christopher Thornton left Suzanne Hold, the only woman
he had ever loved, and he has to remind himself daily that walking
away from her was the best thing for her or he would have rushed to
her and demanded she take him back. But then the appearance of
strange men in black suits watching Suzanne’s modelling agency and
her apartment bring him back to her side, at least until the threat
is eliminated. This time, he doesn’t know if he will have enough
will power to leave her for the second time.
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Christopher
Thornton gazed at the brunette with jaw-length curls that was
staring at him from the screen of his phone, his thumb following
the outline of her face. With one ear he listened to the speaker at
the end of the large narrow desk, who droned about the ROI and last
quarter’s profits. Since he had ended his relationship with
Suzanne, and signed the modelling agency they co-owned together
over to her three months ago, he had far too much time on his
hands. He needed something, anything that would draw his thoughts
away from her, stop reminding him every second of the day what he
had lost -- no, not lost, but given up on. She was better off
without him in her life; walking away from her was his ultimate
sacrifice and the only selfless act he had done in his life. He had
to remind himself daily of that, otherwise he would have rushed to
her and demanded she take him back. And if she refused, he would go
down on his knees and beg.

“Mr.
Thornton.”

“Yes?”
Christopher lifted his gaze to the presenter, Peter Park, the
Director of Finances at the Peaceful Valley Resort.

“As I have been
saying, if you decide to invest, we estimate that your ROI in a
year would be in the range of seven to nine percent. If you look at
the graph on page thirty-two of the report, you will see that in
the previous year we have managed to increase our profits by ten
percent, something that we aim to repeat next year.”

Christopher
pressed the upper button on his phone. The screen dimmed, and he
put it into the inner pocket of his grey suit jacket. He didn’t
make any attempt to open the folder containing the report, but he
laced his fingers over it. “I have seen the papers, and I have also
read last year’s balance sheets and made a few enquiries about your
company. What I learned was that you were able to increase your
profits by laying off employees, and as a result the quality of
your hotels’ services is on the decline. I have read the guest
reviews online and have seen last year’s revenue numbers. The
company is also burdened with debts; four out of six hotels are
mortgaged.” Something that they hadn’t included in the slide
presentation, but had probably hidden in the small print on one of
the documents in the folder. “There is a high probability that next
year you won’t be able to repay the interest on your debt, let
alone give an investor any return.”

“We are a
well-established brand,” Mr. Park said.

“Yes, for now.”
Christopher turned to the middle-aged man on his right, the owner
and the vice-president of the company, who was rumoured to be
planning to retire and leave his company to his son, Peter Park.
“Yet, your revenue from the hotels has been steadily declining and
you need liquid funds.”

“If we needed
that we could easily sell one of our properties,” the older man
said.

“You’re already
selling two hotels and the chateau in France -- I have seen the ads
-- but I doubt that you will be able to sell it for the asking
price. I didn’t come here to waste your time, or mine. I’m
interested in your company, and willing to invest forty million in
it, but only under the condition that you dismiss the general
management.”

“Wait a
minute,” Mr. Park Jr. slapped his fist against the desk. “My father
--”

“That or you
could sell the company to me.” Christopher stood and from his
jacket pocket took a business card and offered it to the older man.
“I would take good care of it and you wouldn’t have to worry about
what will happen to your life’s work. Think about it, Mr.
Park.”

Mr. Park Jr.
started to object, but his father ordered him to shut up and took
Christopher’s card. “I’ll think about it.”

“That's all I
ask.” Christopher nodded to the man and then to his son, who was
glaring at him, and left the room and the building. He stepped out
onto the street and waved to the driver in the black Mercedes
parked across the street. He closed his eyes and lifted his face
toward the spring sun, enjoying the warmth that caressed his face,
while his fingers combed through his short blond strands. He had
cut his long hair the day after he broke up with the love of his
life. Her fondness for playing with his hair was the only reason he
had kept it long, and without the small pleasure of feeling her
fingers in his hair, his long hair was a nuisance he could easily
live without.

The vehicle
stopped before him, blocking the traffic behind it.

Christopher
opened his eyes, took his sunglasses from his pocket and put them
on. He walked to the car and got in. “El aeropuerto, por favor,” he
said. He was returning to Switzerland, where for the past months he
had been using his grandmother’s villa in St. Moritz, knowing that
if he stayed in the city, he wouldn’t be able to resist taking a
peek at Suzanne here and there, or maybe even stalking her. It was
bad enough that he had hired a detective agency to follow her
movements, the same one he was using to get dirt on the abominable
excuse of a human by the name of Tom Growson, Suzanne’s high school
boyfriend. He had promised Suzanne that he wouldn’t go after the
man who abused her, but he had never made any promises about
digging through the man’s life. Of course, if the detective found
any family violence or other illegal activity, it was Christopher’s
duty as a concerned citizen to report it to the police and supply
them with incriminating evidence.

He took out his
phone and went to his inbox, to see if the weekly report that the
detective sent him every Monday had arrived. There was no email
from the agency. He called his assistant, Robert, to learn if there
was any news from the agency.

“No, there have
been no calls from the detective agency.”

“I see.” He
would just have to call them himself, then.

“Your
grandmother’s secretary called though. She asked if you are still
on for dinner on the eleventh. Should I send her a
confirmation?”

“Yes, please.
Is there anything else?”

“Well…”

“Yes?”

“You asked me
to forward you any rumours from The Image…”

Robert had been
his assistant at the modelling agency, and when Christopher left,
he gave Robert the choice to stay at The Image or leave and work
for him from home. Robert chose to go with him, but since he still
kept in touch with his ex-co-workers, Christopher asked him to let
him know about any gossip concerning Suzanne or The Image.
“Yes?”

“Trish told me
that some strange guy came to the agency, strolling around as if he
owned it, until they called security to escort him off the
premises. Now some strange men in black suits are wandering around
the building. She thinks that she has seen the man before and Carla
told her that he had a meeting with Miss Hold a few days ago and
that he wants to buy the agency, but Miss Hold refused to
sell.”

“You said there
are some strange men lingering around the office?” Christopher
tapped his fingers against his knee.

“Yes, for the
last four days they have been either sitting in the car across the
street from the office or standing near the entrance door. Trish
said that they make her uncomfortable and not just her, but all the
girls.”

“Do you by any
chance know the guy’s name, the one who wanted to buy the
agency?”

“Umm… Marco
something. Should I ask Trish?”

“No, that’s
okay. Thank you for letting me know about this,” Christopher said.
“And if you hear anything else about this, call me, please.”

“Okay. Is there
anything else?”

“Yes, I’m on my
way to the airport, and I need you to change my flight plan. I’m
coming home.”
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“Sit down,
please.” A woman in her forties, with blonde streaked through her
brown hair, pointed at the uncomfortable looking chair before the
desk.

Christopher sat
down. He would have preferred to be dealing with Mr. Southern, the
head detective at the agency, but he and a majority of his team
were occupied with some big project that he was investigating for
Thornton Enterprises, Christopher's father company. Since the
agency wasn’t taking on any new clients at this time, he had to be
grateful that they had accepted his case and assigned him Mrs.
Bella, and that only because of his family connections.

“You didn’t
have to come here personally. I could have sent you the documents,”
Mrs. Bella said, as she browsed through her desk drawer.

“I was in the
neighbourhood,” he lied.

“Ah, here it
is.” She pulled out a USB key and inserted it into the tablet,
sliding her finger across the screen before handing it to him. “We
learned that the men in black are employees of a security firm
called Three Gs, but we haven’t discovered who hired them yet. We
do know the identity of the man who wanted to buy the agency. Marco
Sabalini.”

“I know the
Sabalinis. They are quite big in the fashion industry.” Christopher
looked at the tablet and saw that Mrs. Bella had opened a .pdf
document for him. “They have their own modelling agencies, why
would they want to buy The Image? And why would they try to acquire
it through intimidation?”

“Since Marco
Sabalini is in conflict with his family, I don't believe that he is
trying to buy Miss Hold’s agency on behalf of his family’s
holdings, but that he’s acting on his own.”

“Marco
Sabalini,” Christopher silently repeated the man’s name. He had
worked with a few members of the Sabalini family, but not with
Marco. He had never heard of him, actually. “Who’s he?”

“The youngest
son. We don’t have much information on him, but we did learn that
he has a criminal record; for driving under the influence, assault,
drug possession and drug dealing.”

“He’s been
busy. I don’t want him anywhere near Suzanne.”

“We have
already dispatched another man to look after Miss Hold, as you
requested,” Mrs. Bella said.

“Good. He
should keep me informed daily about Suzanne’s activity. I assume
that I can keep the USB?”

“Yes. I’ll
forward your request for daily reports.”

“Good.”
Christopher closed the document and took the USB key out of the
tablet to put it in his pocket. He stood.

“There’s one
more thing.”

“Yes?”

“According to
our intelligence, Mr. Sabalini is not the only one interested in
Miss Hold’s agency. To our knowledge, she has had seven more
offers, and beside Mr. Sabalini, Mr. Wardmart and Mrs. Phelps are
also not taking no for an answer. Our source has told us that they
have been continuously harassing Miss Hold over the phone or at
events, demanding that she change her mind. We have listed all the
incidents in the report.”

Christopher
clenched his jaw. Suzanne and her curvy figure had been a thorn in
some people’s sides since they had opened The Image, and by the
looks of things, some people had the mistaken impression that with
him out of the agency they could force Suzanne out of the fashion
business. Just because Suzanne was the sole owner of the agency
now, that didn’t mean that she was without friends. Why didn’t she
come to him? Why didn’t she tell him what was going on? He would
have helped her. She had to know that even though they had parted,
he would help her, always.

He thanked Mrs.
Bella for the information, told her that if he had any questions
regarding the findings, he would call her, and then said goodbye.
His next stop was The Image.

He strode to
the elevator and then from the elevator toward Suzanne’s office,
nodding greetings to familiar faces, hearing whispers and feeling
curious gazes on his back. He ignored them. He came to Suzanne’s
office door, but when he tried to open it, it was locked.

“You have to go
through the office next door,” a male voice said behind
Christopher’s back.

Christopher
turned around and gave the man a small smile. “Thank you.” He
walked to the office next door and saw that Suzanne had done some
remodelling and had changed what had previously been his office
into a reception area.

The girl who
sat behind the desk by the door stood up. “Mr. Thornton. Miss Hold
is in a meeting right now, but if you would wait just a moment,
I’ll let her know that you’re here.”

“Karen, right?”
He reached the desk.

The girl
nodded.

“There’s no
need for that,” he told her and stepped to the door.
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