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  Dear Readers


We first met Sofia Cameron as she was discussing her aspirations for her Zoey fashion brand with her father who owns Cameron Brewery. Sofia’s Zoey brand, named after her late mother, has caught the attention of Moore’s Department Store, and they’ve invited her to pitch a new luxury line to them. After her father praises her, the conversation turns to his recent investment presentation with Ethan Dalton from Dalton Liquors, which did not go well. After a tirade about what a prick Ethan is, father and daughter depart with plans for their respective, burgeoning companies. 
Sofia’s meeting with Moore’s doesn’t go the way she anticipates, instead of leaving with a deal or even an offer, the team invites Sofia to Hawaii to a fashion show that will pave the way for Sofia to come up with a full plan and angle for Moore’s next season. During this luxurious trip, Sofia runs into the one and only Ethan Dalton, only he thinks her name is Zoey because her friend was hyping up her brand to him, but never shared her name, just the brand’s. The two share a wickedly hot connection across a bar, and then later, have a meal. Him still thinking she’s Zoey, and her weighing her options, but still taken aback by how much she enjoys his company. But the complications are many, including the fact that he’s on the board of Moore’s, and while he helps her craft her next pitch to them, he adds a level of complication she can’t forget. One thing leads to another, and after a night of hot passion, Sofia parts ways without a backward glance. One night. That’s all they could ever be with how much her father hates him, his connection to her hopeful business ventures, and how different they are. 
Imagine Sofia’s shock and terror when Moore’s is interested in her luxury line pitch, but they want to change their offer for next season to a permanent line. The proposition would require a heftier investment and the board’s approval. The board that Ethan Dalton sits on. Her one night stand who doesn’t even know her real name now holds her professional fate in his hands. And when he finds her again sitting in the hotel bar, he is none too happy.
While he may not care for being left high and dry, and with a wrong name, even Ethan cannot deny the connection to this woman is still there, and he’s not ready to make their last night together the end. He wants more. If only he can convince Sofia they could work. That convincing comes in the form of seduction and showing her his life. Unfortunately, while he’s a master in the bedroom, in more ways than one, he’s not as in control when it comes to his family. As shown when his ex-fiancée ambushes him with her now husband, who just so happens to be Ethan’s half-brother. His brother, the maker of poor decisions, and bad business deals. And who resents Ethan’s very existence. Both Grant, said brother, and Anna, said ex-fiancée, show the true colors of Ethan’s drama-laden family, and at first that doesn’t bother Sofia. Especially when she knows the tension between her father and Ethan over their non-venture is going to be a hurdle she’ll have to face soon if she and Ethan do decide to make a go of this. 
Sofia is swept up in the romance and even the mentorship in Paris Ethan has secured for her as part of her contract with Moore’s. She just needs to sign on the dotted line, and the whirlwind will continue in France. But before Sofia can make that jump for both herself and her business, she finds Ethan and Anna in a heated exchange that looks more like passion between lovers than a family disagreement. And she once again runs…
I will leave you with the last chapter of My Enemy, My Obsession to help you get back into the story and we will start right where that left off…
Ethan departs, the scent of vanilla and musk still lingering in the air and on my skin, and I lean on the hotel room door, lost in my thoughts. I’m falling for him. I’m falling so hard, so fast, I think…I could love him. It’s crazy and a good formula for self-destruction. The hotel room phone rings, and I rush to answer it, thinking it might be Ethan. Is my phone dead? I glance around for it, not sure where it’s at, grasping the receiver and pressing it to my ear, to hear a rough, older man’s voice spit, “Leave the bitch in the room, and get here now.” 
I hang up the phone without speaking a word. It rings again, but I don’t even think about picking it up. That was Ethan’s father calling. I’m sure of it. I don’t know how I know, but I know, and he apparently knows me as well. I’m “the bitch,” and the man has not even met me. I hug myself, blood swishing in my ears, the beat of my heart magnified tenfold, uncomfortably present in my chest. My first reaction to what feels like an attack and belittling of me as a person is a need to withdraw and leave. But after pacing the room several times, I’ve found logic. That caller wasn’t Ethan, but he was another example of just how shitty the people in his life are, and not the people he chooses to have in his life either—case in point, Harper. This is about the ones forced upon him—his family. 
Ethan just told me to stop putting him on a pedestal. That man on the phone put me in the sewer. I wonder how many times he did that to Ethan himself. Between his brother, Anna, and his father, it’s no wonder Ethan’s a control freak, but it’s incredible that he has the gentleness in him and fairness I’ve seen as well. Nothing Ethan has said or done makes me feel as if he wants me to leave. 
Come to Paris with me.
I want to go to Paris with him.
I’m not leaving. 
Well, except to go to the store and get a morning after pill. Ethan and his wealthy self might not be freaking out about baby Ethan, but I am. I want kids, but I don’t want them because I trapped a man who does not have the good sense to not be trapped. Only he does. I know he does. He’s simply let his guard down with me, and I want to be worthy of that trust. 
I grab my purse and head to the door, only to realize I don’t have a key to the room. I have no choice but to call Ethan. I pace again, and then decide on a text: I don’t have a key to your room. I have to go to the drugstore, so I’ll probably just pack up and go back to my room for now. 
He calls almost immediately. “Don’t leave,” he says without prelude. “I’ll have the front desk bring you a key.” His voice softens. “Sorry, baby. I’ve got hell going on and wasn’t thinking.”
“I’m fine. I hate I had to bother you.”
“You’re absolutely not bothering me. If I didn’t have to go to this meeting, I wouldn’t.”
“A man called the room phone.”
“Oh fuck. You answered?”
“Yeah. I think it was your father. I didn’t reply to him. He didn’t know it wasn’t you, so he probably thinks you hung up on him.”
He’s silent a beat. “What did he say?”
I sit down on the bed and sigh heavily. “I don’t think I want to repeat it.”
“That’s what I was afraid of. He’s a bastard, Sofia. I wish I could tell you that would change, but it won’t. Ever.”
“But you’re not. That’s what matters.”
“I can be when I have to be. Ask your father.”
“Brutally honest is not the same as being a bastard.”
“Isn’t it though?” he asks, his tone stark, as if this is an admission, not a question. “I’m more like him than I want to be.”
“I don’t think you are, or I wouldn’t be here.”
“You make me want to live up to that blind faith in my character.”
“Then you will,” I say. “You have with me. You didn’t let me put me on hold.”
“No. And I won’t. I gotta go. I’ll try to be as fast as possible. See you soon.” He disconnects. 
Thirty minutes later, I have a room key and flowers—lilies. I love lilies. The card reads, They are not anywhere near as beautiful as you are inside and out, Sofia.
I am warm inside as I set them on the dining room table, a centerpiece of freshly opened blossoms as delicate as the connection I share with Ethan. I don’t kid myself into believing everything with Ethan will be sweet-smelling flowers, and I’m afraid of being hurt. I am, but as my mother always said, “Fear is the number one enemy that steals your happiness.” Ethan called me on my fear already. He was right. He saw that truth in me, and that tells me he sees me. I think he needs me to see him, too.
I tear myself away from my thoughts and the flowers and change into my gym clothes. I’ll run to the drugstore and workout, and hopefully have time to shower before Ethan returns. A few minutes later, I hit the street and end up walking the wrong direction. I’m lost in New York City, but I eventually get my morning after pill. I find a Starbucks, order a drink, and then hold it in my hand, a little weirded out about taking it. There’s no baby. This just stops there from ever being a baby. It’s the right thing to do. 
It's the right thing to do.
I pop it in my mouth and down it with my white mocha, standing immediately and heading for the door. There’s no reason to linger on what I’ve done. It’s not my time for a baby. I have a career on the verge of greatness. But one day…
Thankfully, I manage to return to the hotel without another wrong detour, hit the gym, and then stop by the hotel store for a water. I’m just walking past the hotel coffee shop when I stop dead in my tracks as I find Anna and Ethan standing inside the doorway in what looks like a heated conversation. She then turns and starts walking this direction. I dart into the enclosure that leads to the bathrooms, praying she doesn’t head this direction. With relief, I watch her head for the front door and exit. But that relief is short-lived as I watch Ethan exit the coffee shop and rush by me.
“Anna!” he calls out, and as I step out behind him, I watch as he exits the hotel in her pursuit.
Oh God. Oh no. My hand presses to my belly. He went after her. I think he still loves her. 
I pant out a breath and whirl around, aware now that I’m in the wrong place with the wrong man. Business and pleasure do not mix. They never have and never will. I all but run to the elevator, and as I wait for the car to close, part of me wants Ethan to appear and explain all of this to me. But he doesn’t appear. When I’ve packed my bag and he’s still not in the room, my fears are confirmed. He left with her, and I’m the unfortunate mistake back in his room. The “bitch” in his room.
I write him a note: 
Ethan, business and pleasure don’t mix. We both know it’s true. We both know this was a mistake. But thank you for everything.
Goodbye, Sofia.  
I stare at what I’ve written, “Thank you for everything,” and cringe. I wonder if he’ll think I’m thanking him for the flowers or the orgasm, or something else? Whatever. It doesn’t matter. I head for the door, and then downstairs, and I hate how much a part of me still wants him to show up and whisk me off of my feet and back into his bed.
But he doesn’t.






  
  Chapter One 

Ethan


One hour earlier…
I’m pissed when I enter the lobby of my father’s office where I find his secretary behind her desk. Tabitha is her name, a pretty brunette, who is always six feet deep in cleavage, and I suspect is fucking my father. I don’t like her for no good reason. I walk past her, as she calls out, “He’s on the phone.” 
As if I give two fucks. 
I burst into his office, hotter than I have been in a long time and shut the door behind me. “What the fuck, Father?” 
“I’ll need to call you back,” he says to whoever he’s talking to, replacing the receiver on the cradle. “Good morning, Son.”
His shirt is crisp. His blue suit more expensive than some cars. At fifty-eight, his dark hair is thick and neatly styled, only a hint of salt and pepper at the temples, but I don’t miss the thickening lines around his eyes, that do nothing to mute the arrogance radiating from the depths of blue stare. “What did you say to Sofia?”
“That’s the newest one’s name?”
“What did you say to her?”
“I believe a direct quote would be ‘leave the bitch in the room.’ I thought I was talking to you.”
“Of course you did.” My tone is pure condemnation. “Now she thinks she’s one of many.”
“Is she?”
“What is your problem?” I demand, stepping to his mahogany desk, opposite him.  
“You know how to get me nice and spicy, Son. You keep blowing me off.” He leans forward. “I come before your cock bath in some woman.”
“She’s not just some woman. And you started the relationship out by making her think you’re a total dickwad.” 
He studies me a long, hard moment, his tone softening. “Who is she?”
“I have no desire to share that with you right now. Maybe not ever.”
“I’ll apologize. I was, as noted, feeling spicy. I’ll send chocolates to your room with a note for Sofia. I’ll mend the broken fence.”
“Just let it be. What was so damn important in the first place?”
His scowl is instant, as if I’ve reminded him of the problem standing in front of him. “Edward told me you spoke against Grant’s new cybersecurity project. Why are you trying to work against your brother?”
I sigh and sink into one of two leather chairs, this one to his right. “This is what was urgent enough to insult Sofia?”
“So it is Sofia?”
“Yes, Father. It’s Sofia. Not bitch.”
“I told you—”
“Focus on why I’m here. In theory cybersecurity is a hot industry for Dalton to invest in, but the company he’s trying to onboard is a shit show. I suspect they have a second set of books and something funny going on in the background.”
“Can you clean it up?”
Now I’m the one scowling. “Why would we want to clean it up? Why not start our own cybersecurity division? Or buy a company that offers a better outlook?”
“Your brother has already done the legwork on this one.”
“Do you know how many companies I look at and discard before I bring them to you or the board?”
“Yes. Let’s talk about that. You seem to be distracted as of late. I hear you opened your own investment company.”
Here we go, I think. “It’s small.”
“It’s a conflict of interest. You need to get rid of it or fold it into the main company.”
“We both know I’m not doing that.”
“You can’t own stock in both.”
“I could. I can. I’m not investing in competing businesses, but I’m also concerned about Grant’s decision making, and frankly, Father, your own. You’re blind when it comes to his problematic behavior.”
“You’re blinded to his assets because he took your woman.”
I don’t react, not outwardly. I’m beyond that with him, well beaten down after years of his niggling. How can I not be? He literally told me to take the Anna thing on the chin, for the good of the family. In the end, it wasn’t Anna’s actions that bothered me. It was the lack of loyalty from my family that she exposed. The issue here is that I don’t belong in the family’s inner fold any longer, and I haven’t for a while but that doesn’t mean I don’t love my father. And there’s no denying a part of me fears my brother will be the death of him. Maybe not literally, but professionally, yes. The board expects him to be the CEO of Dalton Enterprises before all else. The first time I don’t stand between him and a bad decision driven by Grant, my father’s throne will falter. 
But I’m also exhausted to the bone by this cycle with the two of them, that’s at least a dozen deep.
“Why can’t you just help your brother?” my father demands.
“Maybe you’re right. Maybe I can’t do two things at once. Maybe I need to step away.”
“That’s what I want to hear. Shed the distractions. Get on board and help your brother. We can appoint someone else for the European division. You can spend time here and work with Grant.”
“I’m not talking about staying with the company. I’m talking about leaving Dalton Enterprises, at least my board seat and my day-to-day duties. I’ll keep a percentage of my stock to protect the family majority and shed the rest. If you’re smart, you won’t ship Grant off to Europe. Keep him close, and under thumb.”
My father stares at me, his expression masterfully unreadable. “This is about Dalton Vault, isn’t it?”
“I’m highly motivated to diversify and make my own private investment group excel.”
“This is the wrong decision, and you need to step back and rethink it.”
I push to my feet and tap the edge of his desk. “You need to rethink that cybersecurity company.” With that, I turn and exit the office, ready to be back at the hotel, lost in all things Sofia. 






  
  Chapter Two

Ethan


Iescape the hellish meeting with my father to end up locked down in a traffic jam, and, eager to get back to Sofia, I decide enough is enough, and exit the car, hiking it back to the hotel in five minutes I’m certain would have taken me an hour. I’m not sure what the gift shop has besides a coffee bar, but I want to take something upstairs to Sofia. I step inside when Anna appears by my side. 
“Ethan.”
“What the hell?” 
I turn to face her only to find she, too, has cleavage for miles, and it irritates the fuck out of me. If Sofia sees her with me, dressed like that, on top of my father’s rudeness, I’m going to be kicked to the curb. “What are you doing here? Are you following me?”
“I asked Tabitha to tell me when you left Dalton.”
I knew there was a reason I didn’t like that woman. “What are you up to now, Anna?” 
“There’s trouble. Grant is in trouble.”
“That’s your problem. He’s your husband.”
“I don’t know why I’m even trying to help you. He’s pulled us all into trouble. He’s pulled Dalton into the mix but you’ll figure that out, when it’s too late.” She starts to walk away.
Damn it, I think, and grab her arm. “Just spit it out.” 
“Why? You won’t give an ounce of merit to what I say.”
“I’m listening.” I release her, all too aware, of how bad me touching her would look to Sofia, who is thankfully in the room.
“Fine,” she says, and indicates a small table. “Can we sit?”
I rub my palm over the tension knotting at the back of my neck and drop my hand, motioning that direction. “Make it fast.” I move to the location she’s indicated and sit down with her claiming the seat across from me. 
“It’s bad,” she says.
“Talk fast,” I order brusquely. “You have about a minute to get my attention, or I’m getting up.”
Her brow crinkles, and there is a chide in her tone as she snaps, “Don’t be an asshole,” at me, as distasteful as everything else about her. How I convinced myself I could spend my life with her, I do not know.
“Thirty seconds,” I warn. “Not a second longer.”
“I made a mistake,” she says quickly. “Grant and I—”
“You married him, Anna. So, whatever you plan to say, keep it to yourself. I’m not interested.”
“I know I hurt you, and I—”
“You saved me from a foolish business deal that was never going to last. If that is what this is about, go back to your husband, my brother. This conversation never happened.”
Tears well in her eyes, and she must think I don’t know how easily she uses puppy dog eyes and tears to manipulate those around her, or rather, the men around her. “I came here to help you.” She holds up her hands. “I didn’t mean to make this—this. Us.” She curls her fingers into her palms. “He’s—Grant’s gotten involved with some shady investors. I did some digging and there are rumors they have mob ties. I’m certain he’s using these pet projects to funnel money to these people in some way. The health food company he’s dealing with right now, it’s some sort of shell company.”
“Grant is not involved with the mob. Why would he do that? He has full access to the family money.” 
She leans in closer. “He’s taking calls privately, throwing around money, and he’s secretive about these pet projects in ways that feel off. If this is the mob, we’re all screwed.”
Grant? I think. That’s impossible. He’s not that stupid. Then again, he’s stupid as fuck at times. “Are you sure he’s not having an affair?”
“That man wouldn’t have it in him to fuck any more than he’s constantly trying to fuck me. More like he’s trying to fuck us all. If he gets in debt to the wrong people or drags us all into legal hell or mob hell, then what? I didn’t sign-up for this kind of foolishness. I can’t live like this. I need out before I go down with him. He’s just so damn competitive with you. I think—I think he sees nothing else. I don’t know what to do but leave his ass.”
“Have you told my father?”
“He’ll blow me off. You know he will. And I’m only sitting here because I owe you.”
No, she’s sitting here, because she’s self-serving, and this is all about saving herself in some way. “I’ll look into it. Go home. Now.”
“That’s it?” she demands. “What if your father gets pulled into this?”
“I’ll look into it,” I bite out.
Her eyes go wide at my tone. “You’re such a dick.”
I shift to get up, when I realize I cannot let my brother fuck us all over. I need her to find out more information. I have to be willing to work with her. “If this is real, we need to communicate.” 
“That was the whole idea, asshole.”
“Find out what you can. Contact me with anything of importance, but be smart about how you do it. Use your office phone, not your cell. Grant is volatile. There’s no telling what he’ll do if he sees us communicating.”
“No kidding,” she grinds out. “He has a meeting in a few days with these ‘investors.’ I heard him set it up. I’ll follow him and find out who they are.”
I give a short nod and when I would get up, she grabs my arm. “I regret the day I slept with that man and lost you.” She releases me before I can jerk my arm away, gets up, and walks away. And far away is where I want her. The problem is I know her too well and if she uses me to taunt Grant, it’s going to be hell for all of us. I’m already on my feet, and in pursuit. 
“Anna,” I call out.
When she turns, I’m in front of her, trying not to make a scene in public. “What, Ethan?” she snaps.
“If I find out this is a game, and you’re using me against Grant, you will be sorry.”
“Oh fuck you, Ethan. Fuck. You.” She pokes at my chest. “You think you are so superior. You aren’t.”
A woman tries to pass us to enter the coffee shop, and I’m forced to step back and give her space to pass between me and Anna. The minute I step closer to Anna again, she turns and walks away. Again, I pursue, but the damn bellman gets between me and her. By the time I reach her, she’s slid inside the back of a hired car. By the time I’m at the door, it’s pulling away. 
I curse and scrub my jaw, before walking back inside the hotel, and making my way back to my table in the coffee shop. Anna’s a manipulator but she rarely blows smoke. If there is trouble brewing, I need to get ahead of it. I dial Harper. She answers on the first ring. “Ethan. What’s up?”
“I need to meet. Now. Where are you?”
“Actually, right by your hotel. I had a meeting this direction. You want me to come there?”
“The hotel coffee shop. How soon?”
“Three minutes. Get me a vanilla latte.”
Once I have a cup in hand for her, she’s at my table. “I’m here. Obviously. My clients are exhausting me today. Not you. Not Sofia. But others.” 
She dumps her stuff at the table. “Let me go to the ladies’ room, and we’ll dig in.” She rushes away, and I curse under my breath over my tardy return to Sofia and pull my phone from my pocket, attempting to call her. A fast busy signal follows that has me cursing all over again. The service in this area is notoriously bad, and I try her two more times and the hotel once.
I’m about to step outside and try there when Harper returns and sits down in front of me. “All right. Tell me what happened from the time you and Sofia were at my office to now. And before you say anything, she’s a keeper. Don’t fuck this up.”
“She’s also waiting on me in a hotel room, which is why I’m trying to make this fast. Anna cornered me. She says Grant’s gotten into something dirty. Shady investors, she called them. The mob, more specifically, which I’d say is crazy, maybe an exaggeration, but the more I think about this, the more I’m reminded that Grant is good at finding trouble.” 
“Oh shit,” she murmurs, sipping her coffee as if it were the alcoholic beverage I need right now. “And the family business is involved?” She holds up a hand. “Irrelevant. If Grant’s tangled up with the mob, they’ll drag everything and everyone close to him into the mix. Money borrowed must be repaid. Promises made must be kept. The law won’t help you, because there is no law to what they do. And before you ask how I know so much about this, I had a client get in bed with them. He’s dead now.”
That hits like a steel ball in the chest, and despite the logic in her words, I’m far from accepting. “If this is true—and I can’t know that it is, it’s Anna, after all, feeding me this information—there has to be a way to get him out without a bloody or broke outcome.”
“Pay up and pay fast before they claim huge interest, or ownership, of entities outside the original agreement. The mob has a weak definition of what is yours and a strong one of what is theirs. For instance, you share his last name and Grant’s bloodline. They can spin those things in scary ways. I’ve seen it happen.”
“I hope like hell this is just Anna spinning stories to manipulate me for reasons I have yet to discover but at the core are always self-serving.” 
“I’d tell you to assume as much, play dumb, and just go to Paris, but the mob is far reaching, and your interests are linked to your brother’s. You need to get the truth out of Grant.” 
“That’s not going to happen. There’s only one solution. I need to get to the truth all by myself.”
She narrows her eyes on me and motions with her finger. “I see your wheels in motion. What are you going to do?”
“Hire a PI firm to find out if this is real. Then I have something solid to go on with my father.”
“I know someone. Walker Security. They’re the best. Why don’t I hire them to offer you a buffer?”
“I don’t want you to place yourself in the line of fire.”
“I’ve used them before. I’m not going to get linked to you on this. Not like this. And they have offices right next door to me. I’ll walk in. No calls. No record of what I wanted. Let me have them dig around.”
“Do it. The sooner the better.” 
“I’ll talk to them today. Any budget?”
“The ‘save my ass’ budget will do.”
“Got it. No budget but they’re honest. They won’t screw you around.”
I push to my feet. “I’ll get you a car.”
She’s already standing, sliding her briefcase onto her shoulder. “I’m good.” She motions to her Apple Watch. “I like my steps. Be careful.” 
A complicated direction, but exactly why I’ve been thinking of walking away from the family business. If I’m smart, and I try to be, this new development should be the feather that breaks my back and pushes me away. I walk Harper outside and wait for her to disappear around a corner, before I finally head back inside the hotel and seek out the elevators, actually shocked at how much I want to see Sofia right now. Normally, in a situation like this one, I’d want to be alone. Instead, I want to be buried inside her, the floral scent of her drowning me in her sweetness. But as I open the door, I sense the emptiness. I know she’s gone, but I don’t feel the slice of the emotional blade until I spy a piece of paper where it sits in the center of the bed, a gnawing feeling in my belly. I cross and snatch it up, reading the words with the impact of that steel ball to the gut all over again.
Ethan, business and pleasure don’t mix. We both know it’s true. We both know this was a mistake. But thank you for everything.
Goodbye, Sofia 
The thin paper crumples in my hand, and my lashes lower, my jaw grinding. That note couldn’t get any colder. She's gone. And considering she’s walked out on me two times now, it’s time to accept I want this far more than she does. It’s time to let her go, but as I toss that ball of paper into the trashcan, I know I’m going for three.
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