
  
  
      
        
          Moonlight and Moments

          A White Day Romance

		      
          Noel Jade

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  Moonlight & Moments 
Copyright © 2025 by Noel Jade 
All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.
This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and events are either the product of the author's imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is purely coincidental.
First Edition: March 2025
For inquiries, contact:
yearroundnoel@yahoo.com
Cover Design by @Veonika with modifications by Noel Jade






  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Preface
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        HANA
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        JOON-HO
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        DO-YOON
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        DO-YOON
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        JOON-HO
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        HANA
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        HANA
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        DO-YOON
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        DO-YOON
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        HANA
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        HANA
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        12.
        
        TOGETHER IN LOVE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        13.
        
        EPILOGUE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Preface


First, thank you for picking up Moonlight & Moments! This story is close to my heart, and I hope it brings you warmth, love, and a little bit of holiday magic.
Before you dive in, I want to acknowledge something important: I am American, not South Korean. While I’ve done my best to portray the culture, language, and setting with care and respect, I recognize that there may be inaccuracies or missteps along the way.
If anything in this book is incorrect or unintentionally offensive, please don’t hesitate to reach out. I am always open to learning and will do my best to rectify any mistakes in future editions. You can reach me at yearroundnoel@yahoo.comI’d love to hear from you.
Thank you for being here, for supporting this story, and for believing in love in all its forms.
Stay soft and cozy, lovebirds.
— Noel Jade






  
  Chapter one
[image: image-placeholder]
HANA

PRESENT DAY (MARCH 14)


The airport smells like burnt coffee, recycled air, and something colder—goodbyes folded into the hum of rolling suitcases and boarding calls. A child laughs somewhere near the check-in counter. A businessman mutters into his phone. Life moves forward, even when I don’t want it to. 
I grip my boarding pass so tightly it bends, my eyes fixed on the glowing departures board. Seoul → Los Angeles. A one-way ticket back to the life I left behind.
This was the plan. A semester abroad, a little cultural self-discovery, then back to the States before I got too comfortable. Before I started missing late-night convenience store runs and the glow of neon signs reflecting against rain-soaked streets. Before I started wanting things I couldn’t keep.
And yet…
My phone buzzes in my coat pocket.
I check it, expecting some mundane airline update or a last-minute reminder from my study abroad coordinator.
Instead there are two notifications...
Joon-Ho: Left something for you at the café. Hope you get it before you leave.

Do-Yoon: Check your email.
My breath catches, fingers tightening around my boarding pass. The paper crumples slightly, like it knows I might not use it. Two messages. Two reasons to turn around. I stare at the screen, waiting for my heart to settle. It doesn’t.
This is fine.
This is totally fine.
It’s not as if I spent the last two months caught in some bizarre gravitational pull between two men who absolutely should not exist in the same sentence.
And it’s definitely not as if today—the day I leave—just so happens to be exactly one month since Valentine’s Day. Since I gave them both chocolates, thinking it was nothing. Since I unknowingly started something I might not be ready to finish.
And now it’s White Day.
And the rule?
Whatever they give back is supposed to be worth three times as much. 
And here I am.
Still standing at the crossroads of something unfinished.
Still clutching a ticket to a future that doesn’t quite feel like mine anymore.
I exhale sharply, shifting my weight between my feet. The airport is too bright, too fast—screens flashing with updated departures, voices murmuring in different languages, the low hum of suitcase wheels rolling across polished tile. Life moving forward. 
Without me.
Flights run every day. A delay wouldn’t be the end of the world. Just a few more hours. A little more time to...
I turn around.
* * *
Twenty minutes later.
The café is quieter than usual, the morning rush long over. The scent of freshly ground beans lingers in the air, warm and rich, mingling with the faint sweetness of honey bread and matcha lattes. A college student near the window flips through his notes, scribbling in the margins of a dog-eared textbook. A barista wipes down the counter, the soft hum of a Korean indie ballad playing from the speakers. It’s the same café I’ve slipped into on cold mornings, the same chairs I’ve curled into after long days, the same scent of espresso and warm bread that’s been a constant in the last six months. But today, the air feels heavier, thick with something unspoken. Outside, cherry blossoms shiver against the breeze, petals drifting onto the sidewalk in quiet, weightless farewells.
I step inside, my heart knocking against my ribs.
Joon-Ho isn’t behind the counter.
A different barista, college-aged, pink hair fading at the roots, glances up from her phone with the half-distracted air of someone used to rushed coffee orders and customers who barely look up. She tucks the device into her apron pocket. "픽업이세요?" (Pickup?), casual, almost bored, already reaching beneath the counter before I answer.
I blink. "Uh. Yeah."
She slides a small, carefully wrapped box across the counter. Navy blue ribbon, tied by hand—too neat to be rushed, too precise to be impersonal. A tiny note tucked underneath, its edges slightly curled, as if someone hesitated before placing it there.
White Day.
My stomach tightens. I hadn’t even thought about it until now.
One month ago, I gave him chocolates, thinking it was nothing. Casual. A simple, passing kindness.
But today, the gift is his answer.
My throat tightens.
Of course Joon-Ho would do this.
He knew I was bad at goodbyes. He listened months ago, when I laughed off the fact that I always slip out of gatherings early, before things get sentimental. When I admitted I hated the heavy, lingering sadness of drawn-out farewells.
So he made sure I wouldn’t have to see him. He made sure the gift would be here, waiting, something I could pick up quietly, on my own terms. No pressure. No expectations. Just... a piece of him, left behind for me to take or leave.
Even with his limited budget, even with everything else he has to worry about, he still followed the rule. He still gave me something back. And if White Day tradition is right—if the gift is meant to reflect the giver’s feelings—
Then what does it mean that he gave me this?
My fingers tighten around the ribbon, the silk cool and smooth beneath my touch. I could open it. Right here, right now. Let the weight of his answer settle before I take another step. But something stops me. The tightness in my throat. The feeling that, once I see what’s inside, there’s no going back.
So I don’t. Not yet. I let the weight of it rest against my palm instead.
I can’t open it.
Instead, I bow slightly, mutter a quick "감사합니다" (thank you), and slip back outside.
Something itches at the back of my mind. Joon-Ho wasn’t here today. 
He’s always here—behind the counter, teasing customers, perfecting his latte art. But not today. Today, there was only a different barista, pink-haired and distracted. That means this was deliberate. That means he didn’t want to be here when I picked this up.
One boy down. One more to go.
The weight of one gift still lingers in my hands, soft ribbon pressed between my fingers. But the second one? It’s already waiting for me. In my inbox. Digital. Immediate. Like Do-Yoon himself.
I check Do-Yoon’s email just as I find a bench outside.
I take a breath, steadying myself before I tap the screen. The café is behind me now, its warmth fading with every step. A gust of wind lifts stray cherry blossom petals from the pavement, carrying them past my feet, pink and fleeting. I click the e-mail open.
My stomach drops.
No subject line. No message. Just a digital receipt. A Cartier bracelet. More than absurdly expensive—extravagant in a way that makes my stomach flip, careless in the way only chaebols can afford to be. The kind of purchase that doesn’t require second thoughts or budgeting. The kind of luxury that exists in glass cases, behind security guards, on the wrists of women who never take public transportation. With a price tag that could cover my rent for months. Maybe even a year.
Well more than three times the value.
And a single line beneath it:
"You didn’t think I’d let you leave empty-handed, did you?"
I stare.
My breath hitches.
My fingers tighten around my phone as something sharp twists inside my chest. It has to be real. Right? Not some jjaktung knockoff from a Namdaemun side stall, not one of those "high-tier replicas" they sell in hidden Kakao chatrooms. Do-Yoon might be a jerk, but he has standards. His world doesn’t do imitations.
Then, a second email.
[Subject: Your Final Stop]
"Your bracelet is waiting at Hotel Shilla. Suite 1703. It’ll take you an hour to get here, but they’ll hold your bags if you decide to check in."
I blink. Once. Twice.
Hotel Shilla. Not just a hotel—one of the most exclusive in Seoul. Where executives hold secret meetings and chaebol heirs throw engagement parties with women they don’t love. The kind of place that means something before you even step inside. Not exactly close to the airport. Which means he’s expecting me to go out of my way.
Which means he knows I will.
My pulse stumbles over itself.
Of course. Of course he wouldn’t just hand me something and let me go. That’s not how Kang Do-Yoon operates. No, he had to leave a perfectly timed, perfectly orchestrated breadcrumb trail. A test, a challenge, a quiet dare disguised as a grand gesture.
I should be annoyed. I should roll my eyes, turn on my heel, head straight for the airport. But the plaza around me is overflowing with pop-up White Day stalls. Neatly wrapped gift sets stacked under bright lights. Department store clerks holding out luxury perfume samples, smiling like they know today is the day for last-minute decisions. Couples passing by, arms linked, hands full of flowers, jewelry bags, chocolates wrapped in pastels. White Day in Seoul is the opposite of subtle. And standing here, gift in hand, another one waiting at The Shilla, I realize—neither is Do-Yoon.
A third email notification comes through, cutting through the buzz of White Day promotions and the muffled overhead announcements.
[Subject: …]
Three dots. A hesitation. A pause in a conversation he’s always controlled.
"I’ll understand if you don’t."
I stare, my breath catching mid-inhale. The bracelet, the hotel, the email—expected. A carefully laid-out path designed for me to follow. But this? This isn’t a game move. This is something else entirely.
That is what throws me off balance. Not the hotel—wrapped in prestige, a place that holds more whispered secrets than open confessions. Not the absurdly expensive gift—easily replaceable to someone like him, a power move meant to make me feel the weight of him even from a distance. Not the detour—carefully planned, deliberately inconvenient, a way to make sure I know I’m choosing to see him. No. It’s this.
It’s the hesitation.
The small, unguarded crack in his usual confidence.
Like maybe, for once, he’s not sure.
I let out a breath I didn’t realize I was holding.
I feel like I’m running out of time.
Of course. Of course this is how they show their feelings.
Joon-Ho, with something soft, quiet, and painstakingly personal—the kind of gift you don’t unwrap right away because you already know it’s important.
Do-Yoon, with something extravagant, impossible to ignore—the kind of White Day return that comes with expectations, the kind that tells everyone this is serious.
I think of the displays inside—boxed chocolates that cost more than an entire dinner, custom-made desserts with edible gold leaf, all designed to say something bigger than words. Because in Korea, on White Day, the gift isn’t just a gift. 
It’s an answer.
And me? Somewhere between a dessert meant to be shared and a grand gesture meant to be noticed. Somewhere between a promise and a challenge. Somewhere between leaving and staying.
Still trying to figure out why the hell this feels so much like home.
I was supposed to be on a plane right now. Instead, I’m sitting in the middle of Seoul, on a bench just outside a department store that’s running a last-minute White Day sale. The glass window beside me glows with soft pastels—gift boxes stacked in neat, romantic displays. Hand-tied ribbons. Rows of strawberry shortcakes, their frosting piped into delicate rosettes. Small, heart-shaped chocolates, gold lettering spelling out 오늘은 사랑을 전하는 날입니다. (Today is a day to express love.) 
And maybe that’s the problem. Because even now, even here, this city keeps reminding me of them. 
Keeps asking me a question I don’t know how to answer.
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