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To my Heavenly Father, for Your unending guidance, wisdom, and grace that carried me through every step of this journey. Without You, none of this would have been possible.

To my family and friends, whose love, encouragement, and unwavering support have been my anchor and my inspiration. Your belief in me fuels every word I write, and this book is as much yours as it is mine.
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Love is rarely simple. It’s messy. It’s unexpected. It challenges us, shakes us, and sometimes even terrifies us. But when it arrives in the most unforeseen ways, it can change everything.

In Two Faces, One Heart, you’ll follow Kane, a world-renowned photographer with a disciplined, military-style lifestyle, as his life takes an unexpected turn while traveling through Texas. Amid the beauty of new landscapes and the thrill of adventure, Kane meets Carmen—a devoted single mother of three, whose world is as rich and complex as the life he’s built for himself.

As their paths collide, hearts are tested, secrets are revealed, and the line between love and chaos blurs. With twists that will keep you guessing, laughter that warms your soul, and moments that will make your heart ache, this story is about discovering love where you least expect it—and realizing that sometimes, it takes two faces to show one heart.

Prepare yourself for a journey of passion, suspense, and unbreakable bonds. 
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Chapter One
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The Man Who Never Stayed

Kane Mercer did not believe in staying.

Staying meant establishing roots.
Roots meant expectations.
Expectations meant people learning the parts of you that were easier to leave undiscovered.
So, that's why he travels.

From Los Angeles skylines to New York steel, from Miami heat to Colorado silence — he moved like a man who belonged nowhere and everywhere at the same time. His camera paid for the lifestyle. Corporations hired him. The magazines chased him. Travel brands begged him to capture their version of the world.

But Texas?

Texas was never supposed to be personal.

This was business. A three-week contract to shoot a series called Real America: small towns, back roads, family-owned places that hadn’t been swallowed by chains and concrete. Authenticity. Dust. Soul.

That’s what the client wanted.

Kane Mercer stepped out of the rental truck into the air so thick it felt like it had hands.

Heat wrapped around him immediately, pressing into his skin through his fitted white T-shirt, sliding down his spine beneath the denim jacket slung over his shoulder. The scent hit him next — fried food, sweet smoke, gasoline, sunbaked pavement, and something floral drifting from somewhere unseen.

He liked it.

It felt alive.

South Texas hummed. Music played from somewhere he couldn’t place. Laughter drifted across the open-air artisan market that stretched along the street like a festival that forgot to end.

He lifted his camera before he even realized he had.

Click.

A woman selling handmade candles.

Click.

An old man carving wood beneath a shade cloth.

Click.

Kids chasing each other between booths, their sneakers slapping pavement.

This was the kind of place people from cities forgot existed.

And Kane always loved photographing what people forgot.

He walked slowly, eyes scanning for texture, for a story, for moments no one else noticed.

That’s when he saw her.

She wasn’t trying to be seen.

Which was exactly why he saw her.

She stood behind a food truck painted a soft, weathered teal. A chalkboard sign leaned against the tire:

CARMEN’S KITCHEN — COUNTRY SOUL PLATES

She wore fitted jeans, a loose tank, and an apron tied around her waist. Her natural curls were pulled up high, escaping in soft coils around her face. Sunlight kissed her brown skin like it had known her all her life.

She moved with purpose. Not rushed. Not lazy. Just... steady.

A woman used to doing everything herself.

She laughed at something one of the customers said, and the sound carried — low, warm, unguarded.

Kane Mercer didn’t take the picture.

He lowered the camera instead.

Because suddenly this didn’t feel like a moment to capture.

It felt like a moment to step in.

He walked up to the window.

“What do you recommend?” He asked.

She didn’t look up right away. “Depends. You hungry or you curious?”

That made him smile. “Both.”

Now she looked at him.

And for half a second, she froze.

Not dramatic. Not obvious.

Just enough for him to notice.

Her eyes traveled over his face like she was trying to place him somewhere she had never seen before.

Then she recovered.

“Then you want the brisket plate. Mac and cheese. Greens. Cornbread.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She raised a brow. “You’re not from here.”

“Is it that obvious?”

“You said ma’am like you were reading it off a cue card.”

He laughed under his breath. “California.”

“Mm.” She nodded like that confirmed something for her. “You here visiting?”

“Working.”

“What do you do?”

He lifted the camera slightly.

Her eyes flicked at it, then went back to him. Something in her expression shifted. Interesting. Recognition. Curiosity.

“Well,” she said, turning to fix his plate, “make sure you get my good side if you take pictures.”

He watched her hands move. Confident. Familiar. Strong.

A gold band sat on her right hand. Not left.

He noticed that, too.

“What’s your name?” He asked.

“Carmen.”

He repeated it slowly. “Carmen.”

She slid the plate toward him. “And you are?”

“Kane Mercer.”

She held his gaze for a second longer than necessary.

And something passed between them.

Not flirtation.

Not yet.

Recognition.

Like two people who didn’t know each other had just realized they were about to.

“You can sit over there,” she said, nodding to a small folding table near the truck. “I’ll bring you some sweet tea.”

He didn’t argue.

As he sat, he found himself watching her instead of eating.

A little girl ran up behind the truck and hugged Carmen’s waist. Carmen leaned down and kissed the top of her head without missing a beat in her conversation with a customer.

A boy, maybe ten, carried a crate of bottled drinks like he had done it a hundred times before.

Another girl sat on a stool doing homework.

Kane felt something unfamiliar tighten in his chest.

This wasn’t chaos.

This was rhythm.

Family.

He hadn’t seen that up close in a long time.

Carmen brought the sweet tea over. Their fingers brushed when she handed it to him.

It was accidental but on purpose.

But neither of them pretended it didn’t happen.

“You got kids?” she asked casually.

“No.”

She nodded once. “Figures.”

“What does that mean?”

She smiled slightly. “You move like a man who doesn’t have to answer to anybody.”

He leaned back in the chair. “That a bad thing?”

“Not for you.”

He studied her. “What about you?”

“I answer to three little people every day.”

“And their father?”

Her eyes didn’t change.

“Not around.”

There was no bitterness in her voice. Just fact.

Kane looked at her differently after that.

Not with pity.

With respect.

She noticed.

And for the first time since he walked up, Carmen felt seen in a way that had nothing to do with how she looked.

A truck engine roared somewhere down the street. Music has shifted. The air smelled like sugar and smoke.

Kane lifted his camera finally.

“Can I?”

She hesitated.

Then nodded.

He didn’t take a posed picture.

He captured her laughing with her daughter.

She handing a plate to a customer.

Her wiping her hands on her apron.

Real.

Beautiful.

Unaware.

When he lowered the camera, she was watching him.

“You see things different, don’t you?”

“I see what people don’t realize they’re showing.”

She held his gaze.

And for the first time in a long time, Kane felt something dangerous begin to happen.

He didn’t want to leave.

He didn’t know yet that across town, in a hotel mirror, a man with his exact face was shaving, getting dressed, and smiling at a message on his phone that read:

You in Texas yet?

He didn’t know that his twin brother had decided, without telling him, to pay a visit.

And he definitely didn’t know that Carmen had just met the wrong brother first.

But she had.
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Chapter Two
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The Way He Watched Her

Kade Mercer woke before the sun.

That part of him never changed, no matter what city he slept in. Discipline lived in his bones. A lifetime of structure, routine, and control made his body rise before his thoughts did.

The motel air conditioner rattled in the window, losing its fight against the Texas heat that never really left, even overnight. Kade lay there staring at the ceiling, replaying something he didn’t expect to still be on his mind.

Carmen.

The way she laughed without trying to be charming.
The way she moved like a woman who carried responsibility so naturally she didn’t complain about it.
The way her fingers felt when they brushed his.
He had photographed skylines from helicopters. Shot campaigns for brands that paid him more for a week of work than most people saw in a year.

But none of that sat in his head this morning.

Just her.

He sat up and scrubbed a hand over his face.

“This is work,” he muttered.

But he was already reaching for his camera.

The market wasn’t open, yet when he pulled up.

Vendors were dragging tables into place. Coffee brewed somewhere nearby. The morning air smelled like dew, asphalt, and quiet.

Carmen’s truck was already there.

Of course it was.

She stood on a small stool, changing the chalkboard sign. Her tank top had been traded for a tied flannel that showed a glimpse of her waist when she reached up. Her curls were piled high, loose strands catching the sunlight.

Kade didn’t call out.

He lifted his camera.

Click.

She didn’t know he was there yet.

Click.

The sun slid across her brown skin like warm honey.

Click.

She stepped down, turned—

—and caught him.

She didn’t jump.

She just tilted her head slightly.

“You always sneak up on women with cameras this early in the morning?”

He lowered it slowly. “Only the ones worth waking up for.”

She tried not to smile. Failed.

“You eat breakfast?” she asked.

“Depends. You’re cooking?”

She laughed softly. “Lord.”

He walked closer this time, not stopping at the edge of the truck like yesterday.

Close enough to smell her.

Vanilla. Brown sugar. Coffee.

Close enough to see the faint tiredness beneath her eyes.

“You been up long?” he asked.

“Since five. Kids gotta get ready for school before I come out here.”

“You do this every day?”

“Every single one.”

He studied her differently after that. Admiration settled into his expression without him realizing it.

Carmen noticed.

And something in her chest felt warm and unfamiliar.

Most men saw her and noticed the body, the smile, the food.

Kade noticed the work.

“You ever get tired?” he asked.

She leaned against the truck. “Tired ain’t the word. But you don’t get to stop when little people depend on you.”

He nodded slowly.

They stood there in the quiet morning like two people who had known each other for longer than a day.

“You want coffee?” she asked.

“Yeah.”

She poured it from a thermos and handed it to him.

Their fingers brushed.

Then lingered.

A second too long.

She pulled back first.

“So, you gonna be around today?” she asked.

“Yeah. I’ll be back.”

She nodded. “We’ll be here.”

We.

He liked that word more than he should have.

By noon, the market buzzed with life again.

Kade sat at the same folding table, but he wasn’t pretending to be distracted.

He was watching her.

The way she talked to customers. The way her kids helped without being told. The way the town treated her like she belonged to it.

She wasn’t just a woman with a food truck.

She was part of the place.

Carmen caught him staring more than once.

“You gon’ wear a hole through me if you keep looking like that,” she teased, bringing him a refill.

“Occupational hazard,” he said.

She leaned in slightly. “You are always this quiet?”

“Only when I’m thinking.”

“About what?”

He paused.

“About how you don’t act like someone who expects to be noticed.”

Her smile faded just a little. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“It means you’re beautiful in a way that doesn’t ask for attention.”

Carmen swallowed.

No one had ever said that to her like that.

Not without trying to follow it with something physical.

He just said it like fact.

Her cheeks warmed.

“You flirt different,” she said softly.

“I’m not flirting.”

She laughed. “Yes you are.”

He held her gaze. “I’m studying.”

The way he said it sent a small shiver down her spine.

That evening, after the market closed and her kids were packing up, Kade walked her to the truck.

The sky was painted orange and purple. Cicadas sang. The air smelled like smoked meat and summer grass.

“You’re staying around here long?” she asked.

“Couple weeks.”

“This town gonna get used to seeing you.”

He stepped closer without thinking.

“And you?” he asked quietly. “You gonna get used to me?”

Her breath caught.

“I don’t know yet,” she admitted.

Headlights suddenly swept across the lot.

A car pulled in fast.

Too fast.

Kade turned his head.

The driver’s door opened.

A man stepped out.

Same height.
Same build.
Same walk.
Same face.

Carmen blinked.

Her brain tried to process what her eyes were seeing.

Kade’s posture went rigid.

The man grinned as he walked toward them.

Slow. Confident. Amused.

“Miss me, brother?” he called out.

Carmen’s heart started beating harder.

Because they were identical.

Kade exhaled through his nose. “Kane... what are you doing here?”

Kane’s eyes slid to Carmen.

And he smiled in a way Kade never had.

“Well,” Kane said smoothly, “I had to come see what in Texas made my brother forget to answer his phone.”

A chill ran through Carmen despite the heat.

Because something about the way this one looked at her...

Was different.
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Chapter Three

[image: ]


The One Who Smiled Different

Carmen stood still, keys clutched in her hand, eyes moving back and forth between them like she was watching a tennis match she didn’t understand.

Same face.
Same voice.
Same height.
But everything else?

Different.

Kade stood firm, shoulders squared, jaw tight, eyes calm but alert.

The other one — Kane — looked relaxed. Loose. Amused. Like this was entertainment.

“This ain’t funny,” Carmen said quietly. “Y’all playing with me, right?”

Kane chuckled under his breath. “I promise you, ma’am, I’m very real.”

Kade shot him a look. “Don’t.”

“Don’t what?” Kane smirked. “Be polite?”

Carmen crossed her arms over her chest. Grounded herself. “Which one of y’all is Kade?”

They both answered at the same time.

“I am.”

Kane laughed.

Kade didn’t.

Carmen’s stomach flipped.

“Oh my God...”

Kade stepped forward. “Carmen, this is my twin brother. Kane.”

Kane’s eyes slid over her slowly. Not disrespectful. Just bold. Curious. Studying.

“Nice to finally meet you,” Kane said.

Finally.

Carmen caught that word.

“You knew about me?” she asked.

Kane’s grin widened. “My brother’s not as quiet as he thinks.”

Kade’s jaw tightened. “That’s enough.”

Carmen looked back at Kade. “You told him about me?”

“I mentioned the truck,” Kade said calmly. “And the town.”

Kane tilted his head. “And the woman running both.”

Something in Carmen’s chest tightened.

The way Kane said it felt like he already knew her.

And she didn’t like that.

Her kids were inside the truck, arguing about who got to sit by the window.

She glanced back at them, then at the twins again.

“Well,” she said, forcing steadiness into her voice, “it was nice meeting you... both of you. I gotta get these babies home.”

Kane stepped aside smoothly and opened the truck door for her.

Kade hadn’t done that.

She noticed.

“Drive safe,” Kane said softly.

The way he said it sounded familiar.

Too familiar.

Carmen slid into the driver’s seat quickly and shut the door.

As she drove off, she watched them in the mirror.

They were arguing.

She couldn’t hear it.

But she could see it in the way their hands moved, the tension in their shoulders.

And for some reason, Carmen felt like she had just stepped into something she didn’t understand yet.

Kade waited until her truck disappeared before turning to Kane.

“What are you doing here?”

Kane shrugged. “Missed my brother.”

“You don’t miss me. You get bored.”

“Same difference.”

Kade exhaled sharply. “This is work.”

Kane smiled lazily. “Yeah. I can see how much ‘work’ you been doing.”

Kade didn’t respond.

Kane’s eyes drifted down the road Carmen had taken.

“She’s different,” he said.

Kade’s voice hardened. “Don’t.”

“Don’t what? Notice?”

“Don’t play games.”

Kane laughed. “You always think I’m playing.”

“You are.”

Kane glanced at him sideways. “She couldn’t tell us
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