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​

As a reader, you may wonder why some words seem misspelled, but as an Australian writer, I use English spellings of terms rather than American spellings. I have used the spell check, but with an Australian slant.

I loved recounting the story of Mia and Luke, and I hope you enjoyed the unfolding story of the trials and successes they endured.

If you enjoyed the book and have a moment, I would appreciate a brief review on the page or site where you purchased it. Your help in spreading the word is appreciated. Reviews from readers like you make a massive difference in helping new readers find stories like The Hidden Enemy.

Contact me on 

robyncrye.author@gmail.com
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Mia

Searching my closet, I looked for the right outfit to wear tonight. Most of my clothes were work-related or sweats, unsuitable for the evening party. I wasn’t in the mood to attend an upmarket birthday bash, and my lack of proper attire further soured my mood. If I hadn’t participated in the party, I would have had to listen to Amanda’s outrage and my Mother’s disappointment at my refusal to support my sister. I always found it ironic that if I didn’t attend, my Mother would make a disappointed phone call, but she and my Father never joined, saying that the party was for young people. 

Tonight was Amanda’s birthday, and while I always celebrate my birthday with close friends at a nice restaurant, Amanda went all-out with her celebrations. A massive crowd would be at my sister’s fancy apartment tonight, and the food and drinks would flow generously. Amanda’s wealth came from her deceased Father, left to her in a trust managed by the man’s solicitor. Even though Amanda didn’t remember her father, who died shortly after she was born, she never gave a minute’s thought to him as she lived the high life. Her parties were a way to showcase her wealth, and she made me feel second-rate. I sighed as I surveyed the garments strewn on my bed, cursing myself for not buying a suitable outfit for Amanda’s upcoming celebration.

The family dynamic was sometimes tense because while Amanda and I shared a Mother, we did not share a father. Two years after the death of her husband, an already pregnant Belinda married Mia’s Father, and while he had parented both girls, Amanda‘s Mother had never changed her daughter’s surname. Even though my sister and I were close in age, our personalities and outlook on life were worlds apart, and childhood problems caused by Amanda lingered still. I found it hard to forgive Amanda for wanting to have everything I owned, and as a child and then a teenager, she often destroyed my belongings if I did not give them to her when she asked. 

Tonight, we would be polite; she would not introduce me to her friends as her sister. And when the party finished, we wouldn’t contact each other until the next time she wanted to flaunt her wealth or her prestigious friends.

Finally giving up the hunt, I grabbed the phone.

“Trish, I need help!”

A laugh at the other end of the phone made Mia sigh, but her friend said, “Why am I not surprised? Why didn’t you buy something suitable for the party last week? I have a few things that might work. Do your makeup and hair, and I will be there in fifteen minutes.”

“Thanks, Trish. You are a lifesaver.” 

I showered and had just finished my makeup when I heard a knock on the door. When I opened the door, my friend walked in with garments draped over her arm.

“Let’s take these into the bedroom and see what works best.”

After trying a few outfits, the girls chose the deep blue dress with cap sleeves and a sweetheart neckline. The dress looked demure and conservative until I turned around. The backless dress changed the wholesome nature of the gown, and Trish laughed as she watched my eyes widen as I caught sight of myself in the mirror.

“Oh, my. Is this too revealing?”

“No, and when I wear this, I always get a kick out of the reaction from the snobby cats that frequent high-class parties. They look down their noses until I turn around, and what they see stuns them. The dress looks great on you.”

“Are you sure this is the right dress? It’s a birthday party, not a high-end event.”

“Stop fussing, Mia. It looks good, and everyone at the party will be surprised when you turn around, and your demure dress turns into a showstopper.”

Still unsure about the dress's suitability, I thanked Trish, and we walked together to the front door. When Trish drove away, I had one last look in the mirror, shrugged and climbed into my car.

Tiny lights across the front porch lit Claire’s house, and music poured from inside. The number of people milling around the entry made me groan silently. I hated parties where the number of guests made a crush, and Amanda’s little party had bloomed into a full-blown event. Why did I think my sister would keep her word and only invite friends and younger family members? Pushing through the guests mingling at the entrance, I walked towards the kitchen, assuming Amanda had the drinks stored there. 

After pouring myself a glass of wine, I sauntered through the crowds filling the rooms, searching for my sister. When I finally discovered her, we politely greeted one another, and I said, “Friends and family? You sure there aren’t some freeloaders amongst the crowd?”

Amanda laughed. “I invited the neighbours so that when we got loud, they didn’t call the cops.”

Amanda surveyed me and said, “What’s with the dress? You look like you are going to a tea party, not  a party for grown-ups.”

I turned my back on my sister, and after a giggled gasp, Amanda said, “This dress must belong to Trish, right?”

I nodded. “I didn’t have anything to wear, and Trish assured me that this dress was appropriate, but I must say I feel a bit overdressed.” I laughed, “Or undressed as the case may be.”

Amanda and I ambled through the crowd, and she introduced me to friends and neighbours, but as I had anticipated, Amanda did not allude to our shared past. I agreed that we didn’t want to explain our confused family dynamic to strangers, but sometimes Amanda’s reluctance to acknowledge me as more than a friend rankled. 

We drifted apart, caught up in conversations with others, and I returned to the kitchen for a refill. I had driven myself to the party and needed to stay under the legal limit, so I chose Coke for my second drink. I rarely drank at the best of times, and having to drive home kept me from having more. As I walked towards the front of the room, I saw a mutual friend, but a group of men stood between us. I moved aside to avoid them, but the man closest to me said something to his friend and turned away without looking back. When he collided with me, the contents of my glass spilled over me, him, and the floor. His solid body crashed into me, and I staggered backwards, trying to steady myself. A helping hand would have been nice, but the man didn’t move to help. With a snort of disgust, he looked at his stained jacket and glared at me.

“Couldn’t you look where you are going?”

Angered, I placed her hands on my hips and glared back.

“You ran into me, not the other way around, and if you were looking where you were going instead of amusing your friends, this wouldn’t have happened.”

Mopping at his shirt with a handkerchief, the man said, “If you were behind me, why didn’t you avoid me? It’s not my fault if you couldn’t get out of the way.”

He shrugged. “I guess it will come out at the dry cleaners. Where should I send the bill?”

I scoffed. “Anywhere you want, buster, but I’ll not pay for your lack of awareness.”

His gaze travelled over me, and I felt violated by the expression in his eyes. When he finished his perusal, he laughed.

“You look like Julie Andrews in The Sound of Music. You are out of your league, little girl.”

“And you are a buffoon. The scrutiny might flatter other girls, but have you ever heard of respect? Why I would be concerned about your opinion is curious.”

I turned, intending to replenish my drink, when I heard a chuckle.

“You win this time,” he said.

Uninterested in the man’s concession, I filled my glass and chatted with friends. The dress might have been appropriate for a ball, but for a room full of inebriated men who thought it was proper to touch my bare back, it was not. I wish I had gone with something a little less daring. After another man felt it acceptable to run his hand along my back, I snapped.

“Keep your godammed hands to yourself.”

Amanda appeared from a group and said, “Come up to my room. I have something more suitable to wear in a crowd like this.”

After zipping the red dress for me, Amanda left the room while I calmed myself and checked my makeup, but when I descended the stairs, I saw the one man I didn’t want to talk to. He had propped himself against the wall, his stance relaxed, and his eyes fixed on me. For the first time, I scrutinised him as the man watched me descend. Even though I wore heels, he was taller than I; his body was trim and fit-looking. His eyes were a steely grey, and he wore his hair short on the sides and longer on top, almost like the military hairstyle. Could this man be a soldier? I didn’t know, but he interrupted my perusal of him and the thoughts flitting through my brain when he spoke. Now that he had ceased to mock me, I noticed his voice was as smooth as good whisky, and I wondered what he wanted from me.

“What do you want?”

“We got off on the wrong foot. We might chat if you'll forgive me for being a bit of a buffoon. Although, should I feel objectified now that you have given me the once over?”

I felt the blush creeping up my face and shrugged. 

“What’s good for the goose is good for the gander.”

I stepped down the last step, and I held out my hand.

“Hello, I’m Mia Soames.”

“And I’m Luke Matthews.”

I felt a tingle when Luke took my hand as our fingers connected. Trying to appear unaffected by the handshake, I asked the first question that came to mind. 

“Are you a neighbour or a friend of Amanda?”

“A bit of both. Do you want to grab a drink and join me on the patio? It will be cooler there, and most guests will be inside.”

As I collected another glass of lemonade, I questioned the intelligence of sitting outside with a man I barely knew. Despite how attractive I found him, a man’s worth rarely showed on his face. With a shrug, I filled my glass and crossed the room to reach the outdoor area. As I sat across from him, the awareness I felt before washed through me. Trying to ignore my attraction to the man was easier said than done. We discussed Amanda’s need for a large celebration for her birthday, and while we spent the time getting to know one another, neither of us broached the subject of our families.

I was surprised that this handsome man lived close to Amanda, and she hadn’t staked her claim. Luke was intelligent and amusing, but before I knew it, the other guests had left, and we were alone. Luke walked me out to my car, my nerves making my stomach flutter. Would he ask for my number? Would he kiss me goodnight? The thoughts bombarded me as we walked towards my car. Before I climbed into the driver’s seat, Luke skimmed his knuckles across my cheek, and I felt the touch down to my toes. He asked if we could exchange phone numbers, and I felt happy as I drove away. Going to Amanda’s extravagant birthday party had proved worthwhile.

Amanda stood at the front door, watching the exchange between her sister and the next-door neighbour with a frown. She had her eyes set on Luke since the day he moved into the apartment next door. Until recently, she had been subtle in her advances, but she decided to become more direct with his apparent interest in Mia. Amanda wasn’t above hindering her sister’s attempt to become better acquainted with Luke if necessary.
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Mia

Trish and I sat on the couch in my tiny lounge room, discussing the party. When I explained what had happened to my friend’s dress, Trish brushed it aside.

“I’m sure we can get it cleaned at the dry cleaners. But tell me about the man.”

I closed my eyes, visualising Luke’s face. 

“Have you ever shaken hands with someone and felt a tingling awareness? I know he felt it, too, because he looked at his hand when we let go. After a rocky start, we spent most of the night talking. He is good to look at, but also interesting and amusing.”

After discussing the rest of the night, Trish asked,

“Are you seeing him again?”

I smiled. “We exchanged phone numbers, so I hope so.”

The following day, I received an unexpected call from my sister. Amanda used the excuse that she wanted to see if I had enjoyed the night and asked where I had gone because I wasn’t inside when she looked for me. I wondered why Amanda had called. My sister had never cared before last night about whether I enjoyed an event.

“I sat outside with one of your guests. After he spilled a drink all over me and laughed at my dress, we decided to begin again, and he was pretty nice.”

“Ooh, do tell.”

I had no intention of sharing anything with my sister. Growing up together, Amanda often used my information against me. Her interest in what I did and who I talked to set my spidey senses on alert, so I downplayed what had happened between Luke and me.

“He was nice, but I doubt I will see him again. We didn’t have much in common, so I guess I won’t run into him anytime soon.”

Amanda’s interest waned at that point, so she ended the call. I couldn’t decide; had Amanda set her sights on Luke, or was she just curious? If Luke returned my call, I would keep our interactions to myself.

Three days later, when Luke called, I sighed with relief. I had begun to wonder if he had lost interest. After chatting for a few minutes, Luke asked me to join him at the only good restaurant in town. He explained that he would like to pick me up, but due to his busy schedule, he would have to return to the office after we finished our date. Although I was excited about seeing Luke again, I was happy to take my car; if he wasn’t the charming and engaging man I met at the party, I could end the date and drive myself home without the embarrassment of standing outside the restaurant waiting for a ride-share.

I parked the car, and as I walked towards the restaurant’s entrance, I saw Luke approaching. The smartly dressed man in casual clothes I met at the party had morphed into a businessman in an expensive suit. Although






















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





