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​Two Roads, One Heart


​About the Author 
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In every story she tells, the author seeks the quiet corners of the heart—the places we often overlook but feel most deeply. With a passion for exploring the emotional forks in life’s journey, she writes romance stories where choices carry weight, and characters must face not just love, but their own truths. She believes in stories that linger after the last page, like unsent letters or songs you only hear once but never forget.

This book, like all her others, is dedicated to those who have ever stood at life’s crossroads—torn between certainty and risk, comfort and courage, love and the unknown.
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​Cast Snapshot: Meet the Characters
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●  Harper Collins – A 30-year-old architect known for her precision and ambition. She has spent years building the perfect resume but hasn’t paused long enough to ask what she truly wants.

●  Caleb Monroe – A quiet, deeply observant watercolor artist in Portland who believes that life’s most beautiful details are often the ones you can't plan.

●  Sienna Avery – Harper’s best friend and interior designer, spontaneous and fiercely loyal. She’s the voice Harper often needs when the noise gets too loud.

●  Gregory Kane – Harper’s Tokyo recruiter. Confident, charismatic, and laser-focused on her talent.

●  Eloise Collins – Harper’s younger sister, still recovering from a heartbreak of her own. Her vulnerability often mirrors Harper’s buried fears.
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​Introduction Scene
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Two days before the offer came, Harper found herself staring at a window smudged by the late-October drizzle. The café smelled like burnt cinnamon and old books, and outside, Portland’s streets were a canvas of gold and brown leaves—wet, soft, forgiving.

Caleb was sketching something. Again. She watched his hand move slowly, pencil brushing against the edge of a napkin like it had nowhere better to be. She didn’t ask what he was drawing. She never did. With Caleb, silence didn’t feel empty. It felt like a story slowly unfolding.

She tapped her phone—again. No notifications. No job emails. No update from Tokyo.

Her throat tightened. What if they didn’t want her?

What if they did?

Caleb looked up. “You okay?”

She nodded. Lied. Smiled. “Just thinking.”

He slid the napkin closer. It was a sketch of her—messy bun, tired eyes, hands wrapped around a coffee cup.

“Why do you always draw me like I’m about to cry?” she asked, half-laughing, half-stung.

“Because,” he said softly, “you always look like you’re holding something in.”

Her breath caught.

Maybe she was. Maybe the biggest thing she’d ever held in was the possibility of staying.

Even when her whole life was built on leaving.

​
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​Chapter 1: The Call from Tokyo
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Harper Collins had always thought the most important moment in her life would come with a bang—with lights, noise, applause, something cinematic. But when it finally arrived, it came through as a vibration against her kitchen counter.

She didn’t even hear it ring. The phone buzzed twice before she realized it was hers, and by the time she picked it up, her hands were a little damp from washing strawberries. A small bowl sat by the sink, filled with crimson halves she had meant to eat for lunch—now forgotten as the name “Gregory Kane” lit up her screen.

She wiped her fingers on a towel, her pulse flickering faster than it should.

“Hello?”

The voice on the other end was crisp, composed. “Harper Collins?”

“Yes. Hi.”

“It’s Gregory Kane, from Tokyo. I hope this isn’t a bad time.”

No, not a bad time. Just... a quiet one. Her apartment was still, except for the distant hum of the neighbor’s dog barking at nothing again. Her calendar was open on the counter, a page filled with scribbles, color-coded notes, deadlines, and—right there, in the corner of the month—“Tokyo?”

“Not at all,” she said, clearing her throat. “I’ve been waiting to hear from you.”

He laughed lightly. “I hope the wait was worth it. The board reviewed your portfolio. They were—what’s the word—blown away. Especially by your modular housing concept. They want to offer you the position.”

Harper didn’t respond right away. She felt like she should say something—anything—but her mind had slowed into a still pool, the kind that doesn’t ripple even when the wind brushes over it. Her heart, on the other hand, had begun to bang against her ribs like it had heard something her brain hadn’t quite absorbed.

“You’re offering me the job?” she finally managed, her voice just above a whisper.

“Yes,” Gregory said, with a warmth that felt oddly distant. “Senior Architect. Tokyo Office. Six-month probation, followed by full relocation assistance. We’d need you here by the fifteenth.”

She looked at the wall calendar. It was the third.

Twelve days.

“I... wow. Thank you. That’s... thank you.”

“You earned it,” he replied smoothly. “You’re exactly the kind of mind we want.”

They exchanged a few more formalities—contracts to be emailed, a virtual onboarding session scheduled for Monday, and a packet of information that would arrive within hours. By the time she hung up, her phone felt heavier in her hand than it ever had.

She stood there, alone in her Portland apartment, in front of a bowl of sliced strawberries, and felt the world shift underneath her bare feet.

This was it. The dream. The thing she’d fought for.

The thing she’d believed she wanted more than anything.

But somewhere behind the high-rise visions of Tokyo’s skyline, behind the weighty title and glossy buildings, a face tugged at her.

A quiet laugh. A pair of ink-stained hands. A sketch on a napkin.

Caleb.

She didn’t call him. Not yet. It felt too soon, too raw, too unstable to share.

Instead, Harper closed her eyes and leaned her back against the fridge. She could almost hear her mother’s voice, had she still been alive: “Baby, don’t take too long deciding if you want something. The world doesn’t wait for polite thinkers.”

Harper had never been a polite thinker. She had been relentless. Driven. Some might even say obsessed. But lately... lately, things had felt softer around the edges. Slower. More uncertain.

She glanced at her phone again. A new email had arrived already from Gregory with the subject line: WELCOME TO TMM TOKYO.

It sat there like a sealed envelope she didn’t want to open just yet.

Instead, she walked to the small window overlooking the street below. The rain had stopped. The light outside was golden, painting the sidewalk in warm tones that made her think of autumn as a season that never asked for too much, only offered quiet beauty.

She spotted him.

Caleb.

Across the street, leaning against the railing of his porch, a sketchbook resting on his knee. His head tilted to the side, brow furrowed in concentration. Probably drawing the light again. He loved light.

She watched him for a full minute, unseen, unannounced.

It had been just six months since they first met in that bookstore café where her favorite design magazine had sold out and his sketchbook had nearly knocked over her coffee. He’d apologized so earnestly, she hadn’t even minded the spill.

He hadn’t stopped apologizing since.

Not because he was unsure of himself, but because he saw the world differently—delicately, like it could break if you weren't careful. He wasn’t ambitious in the way she was. He didn’t chase deadlines or promotions. But he paid attention to things she often forgot to notice. Like how her shoulders slumped when she was thinking too hard. Or how she stirred her tea clockwise, never counter.

Caleb wasn’t part of her Tokyo plan. He wasn’t part of any plan. He was... the detour. The one that had started to feel like a destination.

Harper backed away from the window, heart thudding harder now, not softer.

Twelve days.

Twelve days to pack, prepare, and sign a contract.

And maybe... to say goodbye.
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