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Act 1 – The Beginning of Connection
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Chapter 1: The Sea and the First Meeting
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The sea was already awake when I left home that morning.

It shimmered quietly under the early sun, humming its slow, endless song.

The air smelled of salt and paint — like something about to begin.

It was the day of the art and cosplay festival at a nearby high school in Okinawa City.

I had never joined any event like that before. My uniform felt too plain among the bright costumes, but I carried my sketchbook anyway — as if it could make me belong.

The campus was alive with colors: booths lined with fan art, the scent of Takoyaki drifting between students, and laughter echoing off the courtyard walls. 

Somewhere beyond the crowd, I could hear waves hitting the share — a soft reminder that the sea was close, always listening.

I walked slowly, pretending to look for someone I knew, though I didn’t know a single soul here.

For a moment, I almost turned back. But then the music started.

It was a guitar at first — gentle chords, slightly trembling. Then a voice followed, clear but fragile, as if it could break and shine at the same time.

I turned toward the small stage near the gymnasium.

A boy stood under the warm light, eyes closed, a mic in hand.

He wasn’t dressed like the others — no costume, just his school uniform, the sleeves rolled to his elbows.

His brownish hair caught the sunlight, and when he opened his eyes between verses, I though he looked like someone who could make even silence sound alive.

“Sora Hayase,” the host announced when the song ended.

The crowd cheered, some calling his name, others taking pictures.

He laughed, bowed quickly, and waved both hands — cheerful, unguarded, completely himself.

Something about his voice stayed with me, even as the next act began.

It wasn’t perfect, but it was honest — and somehow, it felt like the ocean: bright on the surface, deep underneath.

I was sketching a fragment of that moment — the way light touched his face — when I noticed someone sitting quietly near the edge of the crowd.

A boy my age, black hair slightly messy, a pencil in his hand.

He was sketching too, fast and precise, focused like the world around him had disappeared.

When our eyes met, he blinked, then smiled — small, polite, yet sincere.

I looked away first, pretending to fix my page, but he spoke before I could.

“You’re drawing him too?” His tone was calm, almost shy.

“I just liked the lighting,” I said, embarrassed.

“Me too,” he replied. Then, after a pause: “I’m Ren.”

His voice matched his expression — gentle, steady, carrying something quiet underneath.

We talked a little about art styles, about how hard it was to draw moving people.

He was from another school, one known for its strict rules, but he didn’t seem the type to care about that.

There was something about him — maybe the way he listened — that made it easy to keep talking.

When Sora came down to the stage, still flushed from performing, he spotted us immediately.

“Ren!” he called, jogging over. “You actually socialized without me? Miracles happen!”

Then he turned to me, eyes bright. “Hi! Did you like the song?”

“It was beautiful,” I said honestly.

“See? Even strangers agree,” Sora teased, nudging Ren. “You should’ve come closer, man. You missed my dramatic pose at the end.”

Ren rolled his eyes slightly. “You tripped over a mic cable.”

“That was choreography.”

I laughed — quietly at first, then louder when Sora grinned at me as if he’d achieved his mission.

Maybe he had. I couldn’t remember the last time I laughed like that.

We spent the rest of the afternoon wandering between booths, sharing snacks, comparing drawings.

Sora’s energy filled every silence; Ren’s calm balanced it.

When I stood between them, I felt something rare — a sense of being seen, not for what I did, but simply for existing.

As the sun began to set, Sora suggested we walk toward the beach behind the school.

The tide was low, and the waves brushed softly against the sand, leaving trails of foam that disappeared as quickly as they came.

The three of us stood there, shoes off, feet half-buried in the cool sand.

Ren looked out at the horizon. “The sea looks endless today.”

“It always does,” I said.

He nodded, then whispered, almost to himself, “Maybe that’s why it’s easy to breathe here.”

Sora threw a seashell into the water, breaking the silence with a laugh. “Enough poetry, you two. Let’s take a picture before the light’s gone.”

He held his camera up, pulling us close.

The photo turned out blurry — wind in my hair, Ren blinking, Sora smiling too wide — but it captured everything I didn’t know how to put into words.

That evening, as I walked home under the orange sky, I felt lighter.

For the first time in a long while, I wasn’t just watching the world move — I was part of it.
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A few weeks later, I met them again — this time in Fukuoka, at a university art exhibition.

Ren had entered one of his watercolors; Sora came to support him, of course.

I only came because a teacher encouraged me to submit a sketch, though mine was hidden in a quiet corner, small and almost invisible.

When I arrived, Sora noticed me first. “Hana! You came!”

He sounded genuinely happy, as if seeing me there made the world slightly better.

Ren smiled softly beside him. “Your work’s over there, right? I remember your lines.”

We walked through the exhibition together — walls filled with color, fragments of thought, pieces of emotion turned visible.

The air smelled faintly of coffee and varnish. I remember feeling proud, not of myself, but of how alive everything felt.

Later that afternoon, a tall university student approached us.

He wore glasses, his posture calm, his voice low but clear.

“Hi, I’m Daichi. I’m part of the organizing team. Are you from Okinawa?”

Ren nodded. “Yeah, from Okinawa City.”

Daichi smiled. “Small world.”

His tone was gentle, grounded — like the steady rhythm of waves after a storm.

Sora jumped in immediately. “Senior! You have to see Ren’s painting. It’s so moody it’ll make you rethink your life.”

Daichi chuckled. “That sounds dangerous.”

We ended up talking outside the building after sunset.

The air was cooler in Fukuoka, less salty, but still carried the scent of the sea.

Ren and Daichi discussed composition; Sora hummed softly beside them, recording snippets of the conversation on his phone.

I sat on the steps, watching them — three different kinds of light, all somehow fitting together.

When the event ended, Daichi said, “It was nice meeting you all. I hope Okinawa keeps producing people like this.”

Sora saluted dramatically. “Count on it.”

Ren simply smiled. I did too.

That night, on the train ride home, I drew the four of us — Sora laughter, Ren’s calm, Daichi quiet steadiness, and the girl in between them, still learning what it meant to belong.

Outside the window, the sea moved beside the tracks — dark, endless, alive.

And for the first time, I thought: maybe the ocean remembers the people it witnesses.

Maybe that’s why it never stops singing.

“The sea never asks why. It just listens.”
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Chapter 2: Connection Through Shared Passions

[image: ]


After the festival, the world felt wider — like the sea had opened a quiet door and asked me to walk through.

We started to see each other often, though none of us ever said we planned it.

It just... happened.

One afternoon turned into two. Two became a weekend. And before I knew it, their names had already found a place in my days.

Sora was always the one to message first.

“The sky looks too pretty to waste. Come draw it.”

Or, “They’re selling lemon soda at the port again. Field trip?”

Ren usually replied with a sigh emoji, but he always came anyway.

Daichi joined when he wasn’t busy with campus work, saying it was “a good excuse to breathe.”

And me — I came because being around them made the air feel lighter.

Even silence felt safe.
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We spent many afternoons by the seawall, sketching the horizon as if we could trap time in our pages.

Ren’s hand moved carefully, his lines soft but deliberate.

Sora, impatient, tried to paint waves with his fingers, ending up with blue stains all over his shirt.

Daichi sat a few steps away, camera hanging loosely from his neck, taking pictures without warning.

“Don’t take my bad side,” Sora complained, shielding his face.

“You don’t have one,” Daichi said flatly, making him grin.

I laughed quietly, pretending to fix my drawing.

The sea was our background music — never too loud, always steady.

Sometimes, Sora would hum along to it. Sometimes, Ren would fall completely silent, lost in thought.

We didn’t need to fill every pause. The pauses were the connection.
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There was a small café near the beach that became our place.

Old wooden tables, faded posters of local bands, and coffee that always tasted slightly burnt — but in a comforting way.

The owner, an elderly woman with silver hair, loved us. She called us the summer kids.

We often sat by the window, sketchbooks open, drinks half-finished.

Sora doodled tiny stars on napkins; Ren corrected my perspective lines; Daichi wrote captions for the photos he took.

One evening, it rained — sudden, heavy. The windows fogged up, the air smelled of salt and coffee.

Sora started playing a tune on his guitar, soft enough to blend with the rain.

Ren watched quietly, his pencil frozen above his sketchbook.

Daichi filmed the moment without saying a word.

And me? I looked at them and thought: If this were a painting, I’d never finish it. Because it feels too alive to end.
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Sometimes we joined small events together — art fairs, charity booths, open-air exhibits.

We carried paint cans, hung canvases, sold postcards of our work.

It wasn’t about winning or showing off. It was about being part of something that breathed.

Sora loved talking to strangers — his laughter always pulled people in.

Ren hated the crowds but endured them because we were there.

Daichi handled the money box, counting coins with serious focus.

And I sat behind the table, drawing portraits for anyone who asked.

At sunset, when everyone was packing up, Sora would drag us to the beach again.

We’d eat whatever snacks were left, our hands sticky with paint and sugar.

Ren always said we looked ridiculous — grown kids covered in color.

But he smiled anyway.
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It was during one of those sunsets that I realized how naturally we fit together.

Sora’s noise made Ren’s quiet softer.

Daichi’s patience made Sora’s chaos bearable.

And me — I was the space between them, the silence that tied everything without needing to speak.

That evening, the four of us watched the horizon bleed into orange and violet.

Ren said, “If the sea could keep secrets, it would be full by now.”

Sora threw a shell at him. “Then don’t tell it yours.”

Daichi smiled faintly. “Too late. It already knows.”

Their words felt light, almost meaningless — but they lingered in my chest.

Somehow, I knew this time in our lives wouldn’t last forever.

And maybe that’s why it felt so precious.
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Another week, we joined a mural project at the local market.

The wall was rough and sunburnt, but we painted it anyway — waves, coral, and a sky so wide it almost looked alive.

Sora sang while painting, mixing the wrong shades and insisting they looked “artistic.”

Ren redid his part twice, muttering under his breath.

Daichi drew the outlines that held everything together.

When I stepped back, I noticed how the mural reflected us.

Each stroke different — yet somehow forming the same ocean.

An old fisherman passed by and said, “You painted the sea too calm.”

Ren smiled. “Maybe we wanted to believe it could be.”

The man nodded, eyes soft. “Then hold on to that.”

That night, Sora posted a photo of the mural online with the caption:

“We painted the ocean, but I think it painted us back.”

I read it three times before sleeping.
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Days slipped into weeks.

We had exams, assignments, small fights, and inside jokes that no one else would understand.

Ren teased me for always being late.

Sora tried to set records for the number of crepes he could eat in one sitting.

Daichi scolded us like a tired older brother, though he was barely older.

Sometimes I’d wake up early just to walk to the sea before meeting them.

The sand felt colder in the morning, the waves quieter.

I’d draw until the sound of footsteps approached — always Sora’s first, loud and careless.

Then Ren’s calm, Daichi’s steady.

And together, we’d begin again.

Drawing. Talking. Laughing. Breathing.
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Looking back now, I think what connected us wasn’t just art.

It was the unspoken understanding that we were all trying — in our own ways — to make something beautiful out of being alive.

Ren painted what he couldn’t say.

Sora sang what he couldn’t keep.

Daichi captured what he couldn’t hold.

And I wrote and drew everything I was too afraid to tell anyone.

That was our language — colors, sounds, moments.

It was enough.
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One night, after another long day, we sat quietly on the sand.

The sky was full of stars, the waves low and rhythmic.

No one said much.

Sora lay back, hands behind his head.

Ren sat cross-legged, staring at the sea.

Daichi fiddled with his camera, trying to capture the reflection of moonlight on the water.

I drew them again — three silhouettes against the ocean.

When I finished, I whispered, “Thank you.”

Ren turned. “For what?”

“For today.”

He smiled, soft and unreadable. “Then let’s have more days like this.”

And we did.

Until the world began to change.

But that’s another story.

That night, the waves whispered beneath us — calm, endless, as if promising to remember.
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The sea never asks why. It just listens.

But that night, I almost thought it answered.
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Chapter 3: Ren and the Sea
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It started as a simple message.

“Can we walk somewhere quiet today?”

Ren rarely asked for anything, so I said yes without thinking twice.

After class, we met by the old seawall behind the school — the one where the paint had already begun to fade. The air smelled faintly of salt and rust. The sun was sinking, soft and tired, casting long shadows that stretched over the shore.

Ren was already there when I arrived, sketchbook on his lap, shoes off, pants rolled to his calves.

He didn’t look up right away. He was watching the waves the way some people watch the stars — searching for something they could never hold.

I sat beside him.

For a while, neither of us spoke. The sea filled every silence, and that felt enough.
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“You always come here?” I asked eventually.

He nodded. “When it gets too loud at home.”

I waited, but he didn’t explain. Ren never said more than he wanted to — he always gave me fragments, and somehow I learned to read between them.

He pointed toward the horizon. “When I look at it, everything feels smaller. Problems. Fear. Even myself.”

I followed his gaze. The light was soft enough to touch, the sea almost silver.

“I think that’s what I like about it too,” I said. “It doesn’t judge. It just... exists.”

Ren smiled faintly. “Yeah. The sea doesn’t ask why.”

His words brushed against something inside me — familiar, almost like my own thoughts reflected back.

For a moment, I forgot the world beyond this sound of water and wind.
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We talked a little after that — about school, about art, about Sora’s newest ridiculous song lyrics.

Ren laughed once, quietly, like it surprised even him.

Then he pulled out his sketchbook and asked, “Can I draw you?”

I blinked. “Me?”

“You don’t have to pose,” he said quickly. “Just stay how you are. Looking at the sea.”

So I did.

I sat still while he drew, the wind tugging at my hair. His pencil moved slow, careful — like he didn’t want to miss anything.

When he finally stopped, he turned the page toward me.

It wasn’t perfect. My face was soft, unfinished, but the light in the drawing felt real — the same light I had been staring at.

He’d captured it through me.

“It’s beautiful,” I whispered.

He shook his head. “It’s honest. That’s enough.”

Something in the way he said it stayed with me — like a quiet promise.
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Before leaving, we walked along the shore. The tide was low; small shells glimmered between footprints.

Ren picked one up — pale, spiral, almost transparent — and handed it to me.

“Keep it,” he said. “For when things get too heavy. You can press it to your ear. It sounds like the sea.”

I smiled. “Does it really?”

“Maybe not.”

He looked down, a small laugh escaping. “But maybe believing it does is enough.”

We stopped where the sand turned damp and cold. The waves reached for our toes, then slipped away again.

Ren glanced at me — not long, but long enough.

“Hana,” he said softly, “thanks for always showing up.”

I didn’t know what to say, so I just nodded.

Back then, I didn’t realize how much weight those words carried.
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Days after that, Ren and I began visiting the beach more often.

Sometimes with the others, sometimes just the two of us.

We drew, read, or said nothing at all.

Silence with him wasn’t awkward — it was gentle, like the moment before rain.

Once, he told me he used to be afraid of water.

“When I was little, my father tried to teach me to swim. I panicked and nearly drowned. After that, I stopped going near the sea.”

“But you come here now,” I said.

He shrugged. “Maybe because I trust the waves more than people.”

His honesty startled me.

I wanted to ask what made him say that, but his expression told me not to. Some truths were meant to float, not be pulled out.
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One evening, the sky turned violet.

The sea was quiet, yet heavy with scent — the kind that comes right before the night deepens.

Ren drew the horizon while I collected small stones, each with a different shape.

We compared them later — his lined up perfectly, mine scattered messily.

He smiled and said, “Yours look more alive.”

We watched the sun sink until only the reflection remained.

The waves kept returning, patient as breath.

Ren whispered, “If I ever disappear, do you think the sea would remember me?”

The question made my chest tighten. “Why would you say that?”

He shrugged, eyes still on the water. “Just wondering.”

I wanted to tell him yes — that the sea remembers everyone who’s ever looked at it with longing.

But I said nothing. Because sometimes, silence is the truest answer.
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As we walked back, the lamps along the path flickered on one by one.

Ren’s shadow stretched beside mine, both moving in rhythm with the wind.

When we reached the road, he stopped.

“Thanks for coming today,” he said again, his voice barely above the sound of cicadas.

“Anytime,” I replied. “You can always ask.”

He smiled — small, but real. “Then I’ll ask again.”

That night, I wrote in my sketchbook:

The sea doesn’t ask why. But maybe people should — before they vanish into it.
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The next day, Sora teased us endlessly for “sneaking off for secret art dates.”

Ren only shook his head, but I caught a faint blush on his cheeks.

Daichi laughed quietly. “Looks like the sea’s getting competition.”

Sora grinned. “From who? Hana?”

“Maybe from both,” Daichi said, glancing at us.

We laughed it off, but I remember thinking — maybe they weren’t entirely wrong.

Something between me and Ren had shifted, softly, like the tide changing direction.

Not love. Not yet. Just something close enough to make my heart listen.
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Weeks later, I found the shell Ren had given me sitting on my desk, faintly smelling of salt.

When I held it to my ear, I swore I could still hear the sound of that day —

waves, wind, and a boy’s voice saying, “Thanks for always showing up.”

I didn’t know then how rare those words would become.
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The sea never asks why. It just listens.

But sometimes, it feels like it remembers more than it should.
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Chapter 4: A Friendship That Feels Like Home
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Some days began the same way — the sound of cicadas, the distant crash of waves, and Sora’s voice echoing from somewhere far too early.

“Rise and shine, artists! The sea’s not gonna paint itself!”

Ren groaned from the shade of the seawall, half-asleep with his sketchbook covering his face.

Daichi, camera hanging from his shoulder, just sighed. “Does he ever rest?”

“No,” I said, smiling. “He thinks the sun waits for him.”

It didn’t. But somehow, every day felt brighter when we followed his energy anyway.
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We met almost every afternoon after class, sometimes with a plan, often without one.

It wasn’t about what we did — it was about being there. Together.

The café by the beach had become our second home.

The owner started saving “our” table — the corner one by the window, where we could see the waves even when it rained.

She always brought us a small plate of biscuits, “for the kids who never stop talking,” she said with a wink.

Sora always finished the biscuits before anyone else touched them.

Ren called him hopeless.

Daichi recorded the whole argument like a documentary.

I just laughed until my stomach hurt — the kind of laughter that leaves you lighter.
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On some evenings, we stayed until the shop closed.

The lights turned dim, and the hum of the refrigerator became the only sound.

We’d talk about the future — where we wanted to study, the art we wanted to make, the places we wanted







[image: ]








[image: ]















[image: ]










[image: ]















[image: ]













[image: ]










[image: ]










[image: ]













[image: ]






[image: ]




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





d2d_images/scene_break.png





