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PRAISE FOR KANA WU

	“You know when you go to a movie and watch a lighthearted rom-com? The closing credits are rolling over, and a young singer songwriter's theme song is being played in a movie theater. When you walk out of the theater, you are greeted by a warm rainy city and gentle summer breeze. That was how I felt like when I finished this new lighthearted romance. This book has a very positive vibe to it.” 

	— Gowoon, Goodreads Reviewer, 4 stars, on A Warm Rainy Day In Tokyo

	 

	“There wasn't any toxic character trying to take the other down. It was pure love and we all need that nowadays.”

	— Sophie, Goodreads Reviewer, 4 stars, on A Warm Rainy Day In Tokyo

	 

	“A Warm Rainy Day in Tokyo not only offers a Hallmark style love story, but also an intriguing peek into life in Japan through the eyes of a foreigner. Kana Wu's characters are lovable and easy to root for, and she builds a masterful and immersive setting for them as well.” 

	— J.D Edwin, Goodreads Reviewer, 4 stars, on A Warm Rainy Day In Tokyo

	 

	“The plot of this book surprised me and kept me interested.”  

	—Alicia, Goodreads Reviewer, 5 stars, on A Warm Rainy Day In Tokyo

	 

	“Readers who enjoy romance novels with a touch of suspense will appreciate this book.” 

	— OnlineBookClub.org, 4 stars, on No Romance Allowed

	 

	“Without saying much I would recommend this book if you want a sweet romance overcoming all the hardships. Definitely looking more from the author.” 

	—Kriti, Goodreads Reviewer, 5 stars, on No Secrets Allowed

	 

	“I enjoyed this book even more than the first one. It had a bit of twist and turn with wonderful characters. It was a fantastic one-sitting read for me. Nothing is better than sitting with a book that pulls you out of the real world.” 

	—Bookoholiccafe, Goodreads Reviewer, 5 stars, on No Secrets Allowed

	 

	“Verdict: It’s good!” 

	— Popthebutterfly, Goodreads Reviewer, 4 stars, on No Romance Allowed.

	
Bella 

	"Bella, Bella," The gorgeous stranger whispered. 

	I let out a quiet sigh because I loved the way he called my name. His voice was gentle, like rustling leaves on a breezy night. With a smile, I tipped my head toward him. The moon hid behind a thin cloud, but its light was enough for me to see his chiseled jaw, long nose, and full, sexy lips.

	"I love your baby blue eyes, Bella Bell," he whispered again, lowering his face to mine. "Do you love me?"

	"Yes," I whispered back, my heart thundering in my chest as his hazel eyes looked straight at me. Oh my, he is going to kiss me? Yes … yes … Wait, maybe I have to be bolder. Swallowing, I placed my hands on his muscular hips. 

	"Bella," he said, caressing my red hair before his hand stopped on the back of my neck and pulled me closer. 

	I closed my eyes, waiting for his warm kiss to touch mine, but nothing came. Clenching my jaw, I cupped his face with my hands and coaxed it toward me. Oddly, instead of kissing me, he called out, "Bella! Bella! Bella!" At the same moment, I heard loud sounds, like someone banging on the door. What the …

	As much as I wanted to ignore the annoying interruption, I opened my eyes to find that the handsome, chiseled-jaw guy had disappeared, and my hands clenched my pillow a few inches in front of my face. It wasn't real … but who dared to disturb my dream? I couldn't moan for too long because the banging became louder, followed by my mom’s irritated voice. "Bella, how many times do I have to wake you up?" 

	Ugh, couldn't Mom have woken me up a bit later, at least after I got my kiss? I groaned. 

	Jumping out of my bed, I opened the door to see my mom glaring at me. She was wearing a blue blazer and pencil skirt, ready for work at a local library as the senior librarian. In her late fifties, she looked great. She had fair skin and no wrinkles, and was a bit heavy at almost five feet tall. Her new hairstyle, short with blonde highlights made her look younger. I could see a flicker of jealousy in my dad's eyes whenever a man glanced at her in awe. How I wished I had inherited her fair skin and would look like her when I was older. However, my older sister got our mom’s looks and I looked more like our dad.  But thanks to the height from my dad, I was three inches taller than my mom. 

	A whiff of jasmine from her perfume hit my nose like the fresh air of spring. But my mom's eyes and expression were far from gentle: They were more like a brewing storm. 

	"Bellalina Elizabeth Bell." Her voice was loud and high when she called my full name—which she did whenever she was super upset. "You aren't a kid anymore. You are almost twenty-two, for God's sake. Why can't you wake up on your own? I can't believe that I have to wake you up like this in the morning," she scoffed, and turned her body toward the kitchen. "Wipe your drool and brush your hair before going out."

	The corner of my mouth was damp as I wiped it with the back of my hand. As I followed my mom down to the kitchen, I tied my shoulder-length hair back with the hairband that was always around my wrist. 

	"That's your fault," I grumbled, and sat on the tall chair at the kitchen island where she’d already put a half gallon of orange juice, a box of cereal, breakfast sausages, six boiled eggs, and a pile of toast, jam, and butter. "I found an effective way to wake up without your help, but you complain about that."

	My mom almost rolled her bright blue eyes at me, but she restrained herself. "You set five different alarm clocks to wake you up every day. Five alarms, Bella. You refused to use your phone alarms and bought five metal twin-bell alarm clocks instead. And those are loud enough to wake up the whole neighborhood."

	"But that's effective," I protested, helping myself to a glass of orange juice. "You know I'm not a morning person. Then when I found a way that works, you don't like it."

	"Those damn alarm clocks can wake up the whole neighborhood," she said slowly as if I didn't comprehend her words the first time. I widened my eyes, and my mom sighed. 

	She opened her mouth to say something but was interrupted by Mel’s entrance. Mel was willowy, five-ten with tan skin and freckles on her nose. She was tying up her long caramel brown hair into a messy topknot. 

	"Good morning, Mrs. B. Good morning, Bella," Mel chirped. 

	"Good morning, Mel," my mom and I said in unison. 

	Mel’s full name was Melissa Clinton, and she was twenty-five years old, a first-year graduate student, and our renter. Although her last name was Clinton, she wasn’t related to the famous Clintons.  

	Adele, my older sister by six years, had been Mel’s junior high mentor and had always brought Mel to our house. My parents didn't mind, and felt sorry for Mel after learning her parents divorced when she was ten and she lived with her legally blind grandma after that. When her grandma passed away last year, and Adele married and moved to New York, my parents offered Mel my sister’s old bedroom, but she insisted on paying rent. Regardless of her position in our house, I always thought of Mel as a sister.

	"Another argument about the alarm clocks, I presume?" Mel grinned wider as she sat down next to me. Pouring cereal into an empty bowl, I smiled back at her while my mom finally rolled her eyes. 

	"Tell her, Mel," Mom said, feigning exhaustion as she picked up her purse and car keys. "She doesn't listen to me."

	"I've always listened to you," I complained, my mouth full of cereal. 

	"Swallow first, then talk," she scoffed, shaking her head. "Okay, girls. I'm leaving now. See you in the evening."

	"I'm going to cook for dinner tonight, Mrs. B," said Mel as my mom tapped her shoulder gently and planted a quick kiss on my head. 

	"No class today?" my mom asked. Her eyes widened as they shifted to Mel. 

	"Only homework. I have time to cook.”

	"And what are you going to cook?" she asked with a curious expression. I looked at Mel too. 

	"Burgers, steamed veggies, and green salad," she answered with confidence, peeling a hard-boiled egg. 

	I turned away to hide my grin while a smile spread on my mom's lips as she gave an encouraging nod. 

	Mel was the worst cook. No matter how hard she tried, everything she cooked turned out to be a disaster. The soup was always watery, the pizza was burned, or the grilled chicken was uncooked in the middle. The best meal she could cook was burgers, steamed veggies, and garden salad. No one knew how she never burned the burgers. So, whenever she offered to cook, we could guess her answer. 

	"Sounds great," my mom said excitedly. "Well, see you tonight, then."

	"See ya, Mrs. B," Mel said. 

	"Bye, Mom," I said as she walked across the living room to the front door. She waved again before closing the door behind her. 

	"Will you be busy training today?" Mel asked after swallowing her egg. Her hand reached for a second egg and she finished it in three bites before helping herself to two pieces of toast and four breakfast sausages.

	Shaking my head, I said, "Not really, but I need to deliver training materials for our new café in San Clemente and introduce myself to the new owner."

	"Another new franchise café?" she said, widening her eyes. "It’s good to know that Little Bear Café is expanding. Oh, how’s about the one in Japan? You mentioned that this summer your company is opening another café there. Is it still happening?" 

	.
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