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  Introduction

An Enemies to Lovers, Next Door Neighbor, Secret Admirer Sweet Romance


When I moved in next door, everyone knew me as the charming billionaire playboy. But the day I met Olivia, everything changed. 

She wasn’t like anyone I’d ever met—stunning, confident, and down-to-earth in a way that left me speechless. And just like that, my carefully crafted world began to shift.
Then came the Masquerade Ball. Beneath the glittering lights, I shared a dance with a woman whose chemistry lit a spark I’ve never felt before. The masks may have concealed her identity, but nothing could hide the connection we shared. As the night ended, I walked away with one obsession: finding the mysterious woman who had captured my heart.
Now, I’m torn—between the fiery chemistry of a mysterious stranger and the undeniable draw of Olivia, the woman who challenges me at every turn. The more I search for answers, the more I realize I’m chasing something far bigger than a name. I’m chasing love, and it’s about to change everything I thought I knew.
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  Chapter one
Olivia

New Neighbors


My foot landed shakily on the last step, and I huffed out a large breath. I'd just made my way up several flights of stairs, and I was both surprised and embarrassed at how lightheaded I felt. "Alright, we've finally made it to your floor. You can stop all the huffing and puffing now," my older brother, Henry, teased from a few feet away, his hands holding half the groceries we'd just bought. 
Unfortunately for him, the huffing and puffing continued until I walked toward him and pinched him lightly on the shoulder. "I wouldn't be breathing this hard if the elevator wasn't still out of order."
The elevator of the building had malfunctioned yesterday, and the manager had swiftly announced that everyone had to make use of the stairs for the next few days while it got fixed. Which meant that I was stuck climbing an ungodly amount of stairs and almost passing out in the process until further notice.
It was a Sunday, which meant that my bar, Moth And Flame, was closed and I had nothing else to do. So, I'd called Henry and enticed him into coming over with the promise of dinner and a movie. I purposely left out the part where my fridge was completely empty, save for a few bananas I was almost certain were rotten, and the unavailability of the elevator. But, sadly for me, he'd climbed the stairs without so much as breaking a sweat because he was a masochist who went to the gym almost every day. 
"You are so lazy; the stairs weren't even that bad." He adjusted the bags he was holding and started walking down the hallway while I struggled to keep up with him.
"Of course, you'd say that. You lift weights for fun," I responded and started to fish out my keys as we neared my apartment door.
He chuckled lightly and shook his head. "I don't do it for fun, I just care about keeping my body healthy." He smiled and I rolled my eyes. He was older than me by one year and we looked so alike that everyone always assumed we were twins. Which didn't make any sense since the difference between us was night and day.
He worked in the mayor's office and helped coordinate and organize just about everything that happened in this city, while I had only recently joined the group of adults who had their lives together with the opening of my bar across the street.
Even though we weren't twins, we'd always been very close. I'd always been there for him, and he'd always been there for me. He was practically my best friend. I didn't call him that though because my actual best friend, Kayla, would be less than amused.
"Well, I hope you don't care too much because I'm the one making dinner tonight and I'll tell you right now that whatever I whip up will probably give you a stomachache," I joked and he let out a loud groan. To my disappointment, the many cooking shows I watched when I wasn't bussing tables and doing inventory at the bar did not, in fact, make me a better chef. I was no Gordon Ramsay, but Henry knew what he was signing up for, so I didn't feel an ounce of guilt.
We turned the corner, and I pulled out my keys from my pocket. "Looks like you've got yourself a new neighbor, Liv," Henry commented, and confused, I followed his line of vision to see that the apartment door in front of mine had a wide variety of suitcases in front of it.
He swiftly snatched the keys from my hand and unlocked the door. "I'll let you introduce yourself." He smiled mischievously before slipping into my apartment and slamming the door behind him.
I was just about to barge in after him and maybe throw one of the tomatoes in my bag right at his head when the door in front of mine opened up and a tall man stepped out. He didn't notice me at first, just reached for one of his bags, but then stopped short when he saw me standing there. 
He dropped the bag and stood to his full height in front of me. I had to look up slightly to fully make out his features. Thick eyebrows sat below a bed of short brown hair, slicked back slightly with a few unruly curls coming loose and framing his face. His eyes were brown, almost the exact same shade as his hair and his mouth was curved into a small smile. I couldn't shake the feeling that he looked scarily familiar.
"I understand if you're a bit star-struck but blatant staring is just impolite," he announced, his small smile transforming into an irritating smirk.
Heat bloomed in my cheeks as embarrassment settled over me, I was staring but that still didn't give him the right to be rude, and starstruck? I didn't even have a clue as to what he was saying. My brows huddled together on my forehead as I tried to make sense of his words.
"What are you even talking about?" I finally responded, my tone a lot sharper than I intended, but I couldn't help my annoyance.
"I'd appreciate it if you were discreet about it to other people but there's no need to pretend since we're going to be neighbors," he explained, and my confusion only grew. "But, I'll humor you, if that's what you want." He smiled, clearly amused, as he stretched his large hand out to me. "Nathaniel Drake."
We stood there in silence, his hand almost in front of my face and my face pulled into a scowl as I looked at him. It was only after a few moments that his hand started to wilt, and he soon retracted it with a confused look.
"Look, dude. I'm not sure who you think you are or why you expect me to know you and, quite frankly, I don't really care. I have supper to make and a bad movie to watch, so welcome to the building, I guess. Don't play your music too loud and don't forget to take your enormous ego with you when you carry the rest of your bags in," I sneered before I reached for my door handle and pulled it open. 
The last thing I saw before I slammed the door on him was a horrified look on his handsome face.
"Trouble next door?" Henry asked as I made my way toward him. He'd already gotten started on chopping up the onions and was almost halfway done. They were hardly what anyone would call diced, but Henry was even more hopeless than I was in the kitchen, so my expectations weren't high in the first place.
I deposited the grocery bags onto the counter with a frown and slid onto one of the stools in front of it. "Yeah. For some reason, he was convinced that I'd know who he was. Very arrogant and weird. He told me not to get starstruck by him, like that makes any sense." 
"Well, maybe he's one of those D-list actors from that cliche Christmas romcom channel Mom loves watching. Either that or he's some kind of athlete and you didn't recognize him because you're allergic to sports,” he offered as he poured the chopped onions into a bowl and then reached for the tomatoes. "Did he say what his name was?"
The bag in front of me rustled as I searched for the chocolate bar I'd bought earlier. "Yeah, it was Nathaniel something. Nathaniel Drake."
As I unwrapped the chocolate and took a bite, I thought back to my brief and confusing interaction with him. His angular face and attractive features were familiar, but I couldn't quite put my finger on it. Maybe Henry was right, and I'd seen him in one of Mom's movies and his face had stuck with me for some reason, the sharp bend of his cupid's bow was pretty memorable.
Henry sliced a tomato in half and then paused. "Wait, I know who that is. I'm pretty sure Nathaniel Drake is the CEO of Silver Barrel. His family owns like 50 wineries and distilleries in multiple cities. His dad is friends with the mayor. What did you say to him?"
At the mention of Silver Barrel, my mind finally started to make sense of why he was so familiar to me. I'd seen him numerous times on magazine covers and in TV interviews. He wasn't just famous but also obscenely rich. Literally, everyone in the city had a bottle of one of his company's beverages in their fridges. I had more bottles of liquor than I could count from his company sitting on the shelf of my bar right now, and I'd all but told him to go screw himself.
I paused my chewing, the caramel from the chocolate sitting on my tongue, and turned to look up at Henry with a panicked expression. "Nothing good."






  
  Chapter two
Nathanial

Bar Wars


The outside of Moth and Flame had an almost sultry feel to it. The building was dark, with a hazy orange light illuminating its sign and the window in front of it. One glance inside told me that it was packed, much as it had been the other 4 times I'd come here. 
My neighbor, who I'd eventually learned was named Olivia from my trips here, really hadn't recognized me the first time we'd met. Meaning I'd embarrassed myself like an idiot by exaggerating my self-importance. My pride had been unspeakably bruised when she'd slammed that door in my face and I'd been waiting for my opportunity to speak to her again when, a few weeks ago, I'd walked into this bar and found out that she owned and managed the whole thing.
I'd made a habit of having nightcaps here before heading across the street to my apartment. She made it no secret how much she loathed my presence at the counter of her bar and for some inexplicable reason, that only made me want to come back. She tried her best to avoid me while in the building, so the only way to get her attention was to come down to the bar.
I pushed open the door and she immediately glanced up from the table she was cleaning, glaring fiercely when she saw that I was the one walking through the door. I made my way over to my usual stool and perched on it, waiting for her to come up to me with a barely concealed smirk.
It was obvious that she'd done her homework on who I was after our first interaction because when I first walked into the bar, still oblivious to the fact that she ran the place, she'd bowed dramatically and mocked me about how arrogant I'd been, even going as far as to ask if I'd needed a bib as she slid a glass of whiskey toward me and then accused me of being a "daddy's boy" and a "manchild".
"I see his royal highness has decided to grace us commoners with his presence tonight," she mocked as she slid behind the bar counter. "Surprised you keep coming back here. Would've thought you'd assume this place wasn't up to your standards, I mean, since there are no chandeliers or fancy art pieces." Her tone was dripping with sarcasm as she wiped down the counter, her glare momentarily dropping as she looked down.
The bar lights were hazy and low, and I took a moment to look at her. Her jet-black hair was cropped short, ending at her shoulders and tucked behind her ears and her long lashes held dark blue hues underneath them. Her skin was covered with a light sheen of sweat from the work she'd been doing; it covered her arms and her chest, which were visible due to the low-cut tank top she was wearing that stopped few inches away from her dark skinny jeans.
"Wasn't it you who said something about staring being impolite?" she asked with a frown, and I quickly glanced away.
I cleared my throat, deciding to ignore her question and focus on what she said before. "I come here because you happen to serve good alcohol, the lack of fancy art is disappointing, but I'll survive," I answered before forcing a smile onto my face and she rolled her eyes.
The shelves behind her held numerous bottles with my company's name on them and I'd be lying if I said I wasn't filled with a lot of pride at the sight; it also helped that she had to see my company's name and be reminded of me every time she went to grab a bottle.
"Nathaniel, either you order something, or you get out of my bar." She eyed me angrily with a hand on her hip. "None of these idiots have fought in days, so Sam is just itching to throw someone out. Don't let it be you. Although, I think I'd seriously enjoy watching him toss you around."
Sam was the bouncer perched outside the bar, a hulking figure of a man with a permanent frown and huge arms. I certainly did not want his attention on me, so I held my hands up in mock surrender. "I'll have a whiskey, please. Neat."
She nodded her head and turned away. I watched quietly as she moved. One hand blindly reached for a glass tumbler with ease while the other reached for the silver barrel bottle. She faced me, her signature scowl still on her features, and poured a finger of amber liquid into the glass before she slid it over to me.
Our hands brushed lightly as I took the glass from her and she all but recoiled in horror. She placed the bottle back and reached for the small glass bowl containing an assortment of nuts and placed it in front of me.
"If I didn't know any better, I'd think you were trying to kill me," I teased and watched as her brows knitted in confusion, both of her arms now firmly on her hips.
I took a sip of my drink, sighing as the alcohol warmed my chest, and gestured over to the bowl. "Cashews. I'm almost deathly allergic."
Olivia considered me for a moment with narrow eyes before her lips quirked up mischievously and she slid the bowl even closer, the cold glass now touching my forearm.
A loud crash sounded behind me, effectively pulling all her attention away and she sighed heavily. "Looks like I spoke too soon about drunk idiots fighting. Try not to go into anaphylactic shock while I'm gone. I already have one mess to clean up." She patted the counter and walked away.
After turning slightly in my seat, I watched as she swiftly handled the altercation between two angry-looking men, kicking them both out before Sam even walked in. She thanked the bouncer for coming anyway and walked him back to the door.
She was still standing there when the door opened, revealing a vaguely familiar man and a woman as they walked in. Olivia's face spilt into a wide grin, and I was momentarily stunned. I don't think I'd ever seen her smile; she always reserved her best scowls and glares for me. She hugged them both and then the other woman walked behind the counter, smiling at patrons as she went, while Olivia stayed behind to talk to the man.
They talked for a while, their conversation shifting from serious to playful and then back again. I watched with interest as she laughed and lightly punched the man on the arm before she ushered him towards an empty table and signaled that she was coming back. She made her way around the bar, checking on people and seeing if anyone needed a refill. She glided around tables with ease, a smile on her face the whole time. By the time she made her way back to me, my glass was empty.
"I'm guessing you successfully avoided the cashews since your entire face isn't swollen and you aren't clawing at your neck." She reached for the bottle and refilled my drink before I could answer. "Don't know if I should be happy or sad about that."
I couldn't help the small chuckle I let out. Curiosity eventually got the better of me and I gestured behind me. "That your boyfriend?" 
A look of disgust crossed her face as she shook her head. "No. That's my brother and stop being so nosy. You came to my bar to drink, not play 20 questions with me."
She added more to my drink, and I opened my mouth to protest but she beat me to it. "That one's on the house. Think of it as payment for you to leave me alone and stop distracting me. I don't think I have to remind you that I'm working right now."
The lady who'd walked in with her brother passed by us and she gave Olivia a knowing grin that I couldn't decipher as she walked by. Olivia glared at her, I could tell it was playful though, before she rolled her eyes.
She brought out a tall glass and filled it halfway with small ice cubes. I sat there quietly as she poured in different liquids and then finally reached for a bottle of rum. The amount she poured in was enough to make my eyebrows shoot up to my forehead and I stared at her in surprise.
"You know there's enough alcohol in there to potentially send someone to the ER, right?" I asked as she carried on making the drink, adding finishing touches here and there.
"That's exactly how she likes it," she muttered as she placed the drink right beside me and I frowned as I wondered who she could've been talking about.
Just then, the door opened up, and a woman walked in. Her hair was nothing short of a mess and her mascara was smudged around her eyes. She immediately made her way over to us and sat down in the seat beside me. I'd seen her a few times around the bar, she always seemed to be sulking and nursing a large drink. She reached for the drink without a word and almost downed the whole thing in one go. "Olivia, I have no idea what I'd do without you. I really needed this drink. I had such an awful day at work, there's this new artist that's-"
"Natalie, I don't think I've introduced you to my good friend Nathaniel yet." I glanced at her with a confused look, and she gave me a smile that was nothing short of evil-looking. "Y'know what, why don't you two get to know each other and she can tell you all about this new artist? Natalie's an art curator at the local museum and you were just telling me about how much you love paintings and fine art. I think you guys would get along great." 
Natalie turned to me with an excited look, and it wasn't long before she launched into her story. I watched from the corner of my eye as Olivia smirked and then walked off to handle other things.
I spent the rest of my night listening to Natalie's never-ending story about her life and career, and each time I glanced around the bar, looking for some means of escape, I was met with a smug grin from Olivia
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