
    
      I let her go now she's unattainable

      Regret, Redemption, and Forever Romance

      by Alister McKenzie

    

  Copyright
ISBN: 978-1-997347-05-7

Copyright © 2026 Alister McKenzie. All rights reserved.

1. The Ghost in the Boardroom
I adjusted my left cufflink for the third time in ten minutes. The platinum bar was cold against my thumb. On the wall-mounted screen, the red line of Thorne Global’s stock price continued its downward slide. The numbers blinked in a rhythmic, mocking sequence.

Marcus sat three chairs down from me. He tapped a pen against his legal pad. The sound filled the room. None of the other board members spoke. They watched the ticker. They were waiting for me to fail. My father’s name was etched into the glass doors behind me, and I could feel the weight of his legacy pressing against my spine.

"The Mirasol Group representative is late," Marcus said. He didn't look at me. "Every minute we wait, we lose another three percent. The vultures are already circling the shipping divisions."

"They aren't late," I said. I kept my voice flat. "The meeting starts at nine. It is eight-fifty-eight."

I looked at my hands. They were steady. I needed them to be steady. Five years of growth, acquisitions, and restructuring were being dismantled by a short-sell attack I hadn't seen coming. I had spent half a decade building a fortress, only to find the foundation was made of sand.

The double doors at the end of the boardroom opened.

A woman walked in. She wore a charcoal suit and a white silk shirt buttoned to the throat. Her hair was blonde, pulled back into a tight, low knot that looked like it hurt. She didn't look at the board members. She walked straight to the empty chair at the head of the table.

She placed a black leather portfolio on the glass surface. The sound of the folder hitting the table was the only noise in the room.

I stopped breathing.

The woman turned her head toward me. Her face was different. The soft edges I remembered were gone. Her skin looked pale under the LED lights. On her left wrist, a heavy silver watch covered the spot where I knew a surgical scar sat.

"Good morning," she said. Her voice was level. It had no weight to it. "I am Elena Vance, Senior Partner at Mirasol Group. I am here to discuss the terms of your survival."

Marcus stood up, his hand extended. "Ms. Vance. I'm Marcus Thorne. We’ve been expecting you. We were told Mirasol was sending their best closer."

Elena didn't take his hand. She sat down and opened her portfolio. She pulled out a stack of documents and slid them across the table toward me.

"I have reviewed the Thorne Global audit from the last twenty-four hours," Elena said. She looked at me now. Her eyes were blue, but there was no recognition in them. They were the eyes of a person looking at a broken machine. "The situation is worse than your public filings suggest. You have a liquidity gap that will swallow this firm by Friday."

"We are managing the volatility," I said. My voice sounded thin to my own ears. "The short-sellers are a temporary distraction."

"You are drowning," she corrected. "And you are doing it in a very expensive suit, Julian."

The use of my first name made the room feel smaller. The board members shifted in their seats. Marcus sat back down, his face reddening. Five years ago, I had told her she was a distraction to my career. I had told her she was the reason I couldn't succeed.

"The Mirasol Group is prepared to provide a liquidity injection," Elena continued. She didn't look at the documents. She knew the numbers. "But our involvement comes with a set of operational transparency requirements. I will be stationed in this office for the next thirty days. I will have access to every server, every ledger, and every private communication sent from this building."

"That's a lot of access for a financial partner," Marcus said. "We have proprietary trade secrets."

"I am not a partner," Elena said. "I am the person who decides if this company exists on Monday. If you want the money, you provide the keys."

She stood up and walked toward the floor-to-ceiling window. She looked out at the city skyline. I remembered her standing in a small apartment in a different city, looking out at a brick wall. I had told her then that we didn't have a future. I had gaslit her into thinking her own ambition was the poison in our relationship.

I stood up and followed her. I stopped three feet away. I could smell nothing—no perfume, no shampoo. Just the neutral scent of the air-conditioned room.

"Elena," I said.

She didn't turn around. "Ms. Vance, Julian. We are in a boardroom. Keep your focus on the balance sheet."

"You've changed," I said.

"I grew up," she said. She turned to face me. Her expression remained neutral. "You should try it. It might help you run a company without needing a woman to save you from your own ego."

She walked past me, her shoulder brushing mine. She didn't flinch at the contact. I felt the heat of her body for a second before she was gone.

"I'll need an office," she told the room. "The one next to the CEO’s suite will work. Have my files moved there by noon. I expect a full list of your offshore holdings on my desk by five."

She walked out without looking back.

The board members began talking at once. Marcus was shouting something about the legal implications of the access she demanded. I didn't hear him. I looked at the black leather portfolio she had left on the table.

She was back. And she was going to take everything.
2. Valuation of a Heartbreak
The click of the door closing behind Elena was the loudest sound in the room. I didn't move. I kept my hand on the back of my chair, my knuckles white against the dark wood. I could still see the afterimage of her platinum hair. She had walked out as if this entire building, this entire legacy, was nothing more than a line item she was prepared to write off.

"You're going to let her do it?" Marcus’s voice broke the silence. He was standing now, his palms flat on the mahogany table. "You're going to give a Mirasol shark total access to our servers? Julian, we have accounts that don't exist on public records. We have the Singapore merger details. If she sees those, we aren't just looking at a buyout. We're looking at a funeral."

I looked at Marcus. I didn't speak. I used the silence. It was a technique I had learned early—if you don't give people words, they fill the gap with their own insecurities. Marcus was already sweating. The light from the window caught the sheen on his forehead. He was thirty-six, two years older than me, but he looked decades older under the pressure of the short-sell attack.

"The board voted," I said. My voice was steady. It didn't betray the fact that my lungs felt tight. "We need the liquidity. Without Mirasol, the stock hits zero by Friday. Do you have ten billion dollars in your pocket, Marcus?"

He didn't answer. He looked at the other board members, seeking an ally. They all avoided his gaze. They were men who valued their portfolios more than family loyalty. They had seen Elena. They had seen the way she handled the room. They knew she was the only thing standing between them and a total loss on their Thorne Global shares.

"Then sit down," I told him. "Or leave. Either way, the audit begins at noon."

I didn't wait for his response. I picked up the black leather portfolio Elena had left on the table. It felt heavy. I walked out of the boardroom, my shoes clicking on the polished marble of the hallway. Every employee I passed stopped what they were doing. They were looking for a sign of weakness. I adjusted my cufflinks, ensuring they were perfectly aligned. I kept my face neutral, a mask I had spent thirty-four years perfecting.

When I reached the executive suite, the change was already happening. Two men in grey suits were moving a desk out of the office adjacent to mine. My assistant, Sarah, was standing in the middle of the hallway, holding a stack of files. She looked at me with wide eyes.

"Mr. Thorne, they said they have authorization from the board," Sarah said. "They’re clearing out the secondary suite. They’ve already started installing a private server line."

"Let them," I said. "And get me a list of the offshore holdings Elena requested. I want it on my desk in ten minutes. I need to see it before she does."

I walked into my office and shut the door. I didn't sit down. I went to the window and looked out at the city. Five years ago, I had told Elena she was a distraction. I had stood in her cramped apartment, surrounded by her law textbooks, and told her that her dreams would only hold me back. I had told her she was selfish for wanting a career when I needed a wife who could help me navigate the social minefield of the shipping tycoons.

I had lied. I had left her because my father had just jumped from the roof of this very building, and the only way to pay off the debts he left behind was to marry a woman with a dowry that could save the firm. I had broken Elena to save a name that was already stained.

Now, she was back, and she wasn't the girl who had cried when I walked out. She was the woman who was going to take the Thorne name and tear it apart to see what was inside.

I heard a noise from the connecting door—the one that led to the office they were preparing for her. It was a heavy door, usually kept locked. I heard the lock turn. The door swung open.

Elena stood there. She had removed her blazer, revealing a silk blouse that matched the pale grey of her eyes. She held a tablet in one hand. She didn't look at me as she walked into my space. She looked at the bookshelves, the artwork, and the safe in the corner.

"The board didn't mention the safe," she said. She finally looked at me. "I’ll need the code."

"That’s private," I said. "It contains personal documents. It has nothing to do with Thorne Global's liquidity."

"Everything in this building has something to do with liquidity," she replied. She walked closer. She stopped three feet away, exactly where she had stood in the boardroom. She looked at the scar on her left wrist. She didn't try to hide it this time. She adjusted her watch, a heavy platinum piece that looked masculine on her thin arm. "If you're hiding assets, I'll find them. It’s better if you just give me the code now."

"I’m not hiding assets, Elena."

"Ms. Vance," she corrected again. "And don't lie to me, Julian. You’re always hiding something. You hide behind your suits, your silence, and your family name. But I’m the one holding the scalpel now. I’m going to open up this company, and if I find a tumor, I’m going to cut it out."

"Is that what this is?" I asked. I took a step toward her. I wanted to see her flinch. I wanted to see a flicker of the girl who used to look at me as if I was the only thing that mattered. "A surgical strike? You want to punish me for what happened five years ago?"

She didn't move. She didn't even blink. "Five years ago is a bad debt I’ve already written off. You aren't that important, Julian. You’re just a CEO who failed to manage his risk. My job is to protect Mirasol’s investment. If you want to make this personal, you’re going to find it very expensive."

She looked down at her tablet and tapped the screen. "Your IT department is slow. I’ve bypassed their firewall on the secondary server. I’m seeing a series of transfers to a shell company called Thorne-Aries. It’s not in your annual report."

My pulse thudded in my neck. Thorne-Aries was the account I used to pay off Marcus’s gambling debts. If she traced it back, she’d see the millions I had drained from the operational budget to keep my brother-in-law out of prison.

"It’s a subsidiary for future development," I said.

"It’s a hole in your bucket," she said. She looked back up at me. Her expression was flat. "I want the full ledger for Thorne-Aries by five o'clock. If it’s not on my desk, I’ll call a press conference and announce that Thorne Global is being investigated for embezzlement. The short-sellers will have a field day. The stock will hit the floor before the closing bell."

"You'd destroy the company you're supposed to be saving?"

"I don't save companies, Julian. I
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