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      Prologue: An Unfamiliar Smell, a Calming Smell


      I’ve heard that one of the first surprises you experience when you go overseas is how different things smell from the minute you step off the plane. I’ve also heard, though, that the difference is all in your head.


      Which is true, then?


      I’d always wondered about that, but given that I had no way of verifying what I’d heard, I’d somehow assumed that the latter was actually more accurate.


      That was because, on a day-to-day basis, I had never thought much about what Japan really smelled like. I felt like I had heard someone say once that Japan smelled like pickles and soy sauce, but unless I was sitting at the dining table or something, I couldn’t really agree with that impression. That led me to conclude that different countries didn’t necessarily smell any different than what I knew my own country to smell like.


      Fast forward a few years: I would never have imagined that I would have the opportunity to get to the bottom of it. And on a class trip, no less.


      To be honest, though, I’d actually forgotten about the question until now. I only remembered it when I got off the plane—or, to be more specific, when I felt the difference in the air once I’d exited the aircraft.


      It smells different here.


      In fact, it wasn’t just the smell that was different. The wind grazing my cheek, the hot air all around me, the sunlight warming my skin... Everything here was different from what I knew in Japan. And that was when I remembered the theory about smells that I’d heard before.


      The feeling of everything—not just the smell—being different was probably all in my head, just like the way food tasted depended heavily on smell when you were blindfolded. Still, I was pretty certain that the scent here was different. Even though I used to think it wasn’t possible for countries to have their own unique smell, I quickly ended up changing my tune.


      Well, maybe I hadn’t made any declarations one way or the other, but still.


      In any case, I ended up discovering the truth of the matter through personal experience. And it was stuff like this that was probably the main point of going on a class trip at all.


      I inhaled slowly, filling my lungs with this different air. The heat of it spread throughout my body, as if I were being set on fire in the depth of my being. It almost seemed as though the heat was welcoming us—and it was at that point that it finally hit me that we had come overseas.


      “Wow, we’re finally here, huh?” Nanami murmured, voice filled with some kind of emotion that made me think she probably felt the same as I did.


      “I thought that getting here would take forever, but now that we’re here, I can safely say that it wasn’t all that bad,” I replied.


      “Right? Was it because we were together? You know, I honestly wouldn’t have minded being on the plane for a little bit longer,” Nanami added.


      “Okay, I wouldn’t say that. My body’s all stiff,” I groaned.


      “Really? Then...shall I give you a massage when we get to the hotel?” she asked.


      A massage from Nanami. That was quite an attractive offer indeed. But would we even have time for that? The pamphlet we had made it sound like we were supposed to make quite a few stops today. Even though we’d only just arrived, it was technically the first day of our trip, and I remembered the schedule having quite a few items on it.


      But maybe we would have some free time at the hotel, at least. But just when I had finally come up with a response to Nanami’s offer, she stepped closer to me for a moment and, standing on her toes, whispered in my ear.


      “Of course, you’ll have to return the favor.”


      She quickly moved away from me and nonchalantly set her gaze in a different direction. The fact that her cheeks were faintly red probably wasn’t because of the warm temperature.


      If she’s going to get embarrassed about it, she doesn’t have to say it.


      Of course I didn’t say that out loud. At this point, getting embarrassed by her own comments was basically Nanami’s specialty, and she probably kind of enjoyed it too. I was enjoying it, that was for sure. Whatever embarrassment she happened to feel was probably a separate issue.


      Her comment now had my head filled with the idea of giving Nanami a massage once we got to the hotel, but that was probably a very minor detail.


      Come on, Yoshin, you’re on your class trip. Get excited about visiting new sites or something.


      “A-Anyway, Hawaii sure is hot, huh? It was so cool in Japan, we should probably make sure not to get sick from the temperature change,” I blurted out, playing up how hot I felt the weather was, just so Nanami wouldn’t guess at the image floating in my brain. Though my comment probably came too late, given that we’d already gotten off the plane and were on our way to our next stop.


      “Y-You’re right. The climate here sure is different from Japan. But at least it’s not humid. That’s good,” Nanami responded, playing along as I forcibly changed topics. She seemed to be focused on the weather too; she kept repeating how hot it was as she flapped her clothes to cool herself down. Because I was standing right next to her, the flutter of her shirt showed me clear glimpses of her chest, making my cheeks grow even hotter. Nanami was being a bit careless, it seemed.


      Maybe it wouldn’t have been an issue if she had been wearing a jacket. No, wait, it was precisely because it was hot that Nanami had taken her jacket off and tied it around her waist.


      But maybe when we’re alone I should point it out to her, just so she won’t do it later...


      “Seriously guys, if it’s so hot, stop walking so dang close to each other,” someone muttered.


      “Huh?”


      “What?”


      Nanami and I both turned toward the direction that the comment had come from, only to find Hitoshi standing there, exasperated, looking at us with a squint. Wait, he’s by himself? I purposefully didn’t say anything to him when I got off the plane, because it looked like he was hitting it off with a girl he had sat close to on the plane. So why is he alone?


      “All the girls ended up going with their boyfriends or their other friends,” Hitoshi said, as if he read my thoughts straight off my face, his shoulders dropping with disappointment. Ouch. Am I supposed to tell him I’m sorry to hear that?


      Maybe it was because of his own circumstances that Hitoshi was currently shooting resentful daggers at us...and those daggers were specifically directed toward our hands.


      That’s right: Ever since we’d gotten off the plane, Nanami and I had been holding hands. Thus linked, we were walking very close to each other, enough for our bodies to nearly touch.


      “You know, um, having direct contact with my girlfriend doesn’t really count,” I protested.


      “Doesn’t count for what, exactly?” Hitoshi wailed in response.


      I knew my remark didn’t make any sense, but I had a feeling Hitoshi knew what I was trying to say anyway. Nanami was laughing now too; it seemed my comment had hit just the right spot.


      “Exactly! It doesn’t count at all,” Nanami joined in, attaching herself to me completely. “So it’s not hot, see...?”


      Her voice gradually grew softer, though, until we could barely hear her. She even ended up stepping away from me, though only slightly.


      A balmy breeze swept through the space that had suddenly emerged between our arms, which had for just a moment been stuck to each other with a thin layer of sweat. Even though I knew the breeze was warm, it also somehow felt cool.


      Yeah, it is warm, isn’t it? Even Hitoshi was telling us not to overdo it if we were feeling that way. Why, then, if it was so darn hot, were Nanami and I so attached to each other?


      I felt like it was partially because of the scent of Hawaii. Maybe it was that smell, so different from where we came from and direct proof of how far from home we were, that made us feel—consciously or not—a little anxious, or lonely, or something else sort of negative. And maybe that was why Nanami and I had ended up holding each other’s hands without even thinking twice about it: because we wanted a concrete connection that would prevent us from drifting apart.


      Or something like that. I wasn’t sure, but if I had to put it in words, it was probably something along those lines.


      “But honestly, now that we’re here, Hawaii does kind of smell different,” Nanami murmured.


      “Huh?” I couldn’t help saying.


      “Like, it smells kind of sweet and hot, maybe even passionate,” she concluded, taking in a deep breath. Her remark had me at a loss for words. I had thought earlier that it smelled different here, but I hadn’t thought that far about what it actually smelled like.


      Passionate, huh? It seemed like a more positive way to think about things than what I had come up with. To say that this scent was passionate would never have occurred to me, given how passionless I tended to be. Still, it made me happy to know that both Nanami and I had settled on the fact that Hawaii did, in fact, smell different to us. Though I guess maybe everyone else felt that way too.


      “I was thinking the same thing earlier. This must be the smell of Hawaii, huh?” I said.


      “You too?” Nanami perked up. “Don’t you think it smells nice? How did it make you feel, Yoshin?”


      “I...felt like maybe it was welcoming us,” I explained.


      “Oh, true! It really does feel like it’s so hot because Hawaii is just that excited we’re here! I do hope you’re right.”


      I probably shouldn’t say this, but given the fact that I’d never actually been welcomed anywhere in my entire life, I was kind of glad that I’d even come up with that idea in the first place. That, too, was probably a result of me having met Nanami; that I was even standing here, on Hawaiian soil, seemed like it was all thanks to Nanami too.


      “Thanks, Nanami,” I ended up saying.


      “What’s gotten into you all of a sudden?” Nanami asked after a slight pause.


      “I just wanted to thank you for the fact that I’m here right now.”


      Nanami looked at me with her brows furrowed in confusion. Her expression, though, brightened immediately. The light filtering in through the windows of the terminal illuminated her, making her appear as though she was glowing. Something I said must have delighted her somehow, because she clung to me even more closely than before. It made it difficult for me to walk, but even stumbling with her by my side was fun in its own way.


      Still, it really was hot. It wasn’t humid, so it wasn’t total torture, but we got sweaty just from walking. The parts of our bodies where Nanami and I were attached were sweating as well, making us stick to each other like glue. It felt strange.


      “We just said that Hawaii smells different,” Nanami began, but then she suddenly brought her face close to mine...and sniffed me.


      Whoa, what the?! What are you doing?!


      I was so flabbergasted by what she was doing that it nearly made me pull away from her—except Nanami had foreseen my reaction and had tightened her grip on my arm. I couldn’t get away from her, which meant that she just continued smelling me.


      “N-Nanami?” I squeaked.


      “Tee hee, even in Hawaii you smell the same. That’s a relief,” she muttered.


      That’s what you wanted to double-check?!


      It had startled me because she had sniffed me out of nowhere, but I could see how it could be comforting to find out that the person you were with was in some way the same as always. I could, but...


      I brought my own hand up to my nose and sniffed it. I mean, no matter how I had tried to see it differently, I couldn’t help but automatically worry about my body odor when someone was sniffing me. Yet I couldn’t quite make that call about my own smell.


      “Don’t I stink?” I asked Nanami hesitantly. “I mean, I feel like I’ve been sweating a lot.”


      “Hm? Not at all. It’s a nice, comforting smell,” Nanami replied.


      That’s good. If Nanami ever told me I smelled bad, I don’t think I could recover from that. I’d never really thought about body odor before, but from now on maybe I should.


      At that point, though, I felt Nanami lean closer into me.


      “What’s up?” I asked her.


      “Oh, I just wondered what my smell was like. Does it calm you down, Yoshin?” she asked.


      Is she suggesting that I smell her, here and now? Of course she is. But...where? Like, around her neck? But doesn’t that make me seem like a creeper? It does, doesn’t it?


      Nanami’s body had a thin layer of sweat and was glistening in an undeniably sexy way. After some hesitation, I gently took Nanami’s hand in mine...and brought my face close to her upper arm.


      I thought that the air outside the plane was hot and sweet, but Nanami smelled even sweeter, so much so that it started making me dizzy. Breathing in her sweet, sensuous scent filled me with a sense of giddiness. It was somehow even more comforting than usual, even though it was a scent I smelled all the time.


      Wait—now that definitely made me sound like a creeper. Though I guess it was too late to worry about that now.


      “What do you think?” I heard Nanami ask. “D-Don’t tell me...”


      Maybe because I hadn’t said anything yet, but Nanami sounded slightly anxious. She couldn’t even finish her sentence. Of course, it was probably difficult for a girl to ask someone whether she smelled bad or not.


      This was no time to analyze the situation, though. I had to put Nanami at ease, and fast.


      “You smell really nice,” I told her. “Your scent always makes me relax.”


      “Hee hee, then we feel the same way,” she replied.


      When she held on to me more tightly, I felt her scent tickle my nostrils again. It really did make me feel safe, and it also made me feel even more strongly that, with her by my side, I would be able to enjoy just about anything. Is this what it means to be a good match with someone?


      I thought I heard Hitoshi murmuring enviously They’re at it again. I felt bad, but I decided to pretend not to hear him.


      To switch gears, I puffed out my chest ever so slightly. And then, as if to match my great expectations for the class trip before us, I raised my voice and declared, “All right, Nanami. Let’s make the best of this class trip!”


      “Yeah, let’s! Prehoneymoon, here we come!” she joined.


      Oh, right. We did say that, didn’t we? Wow, it’s kind of embarrassing to hear it announced like that... No, wait. We’re on a trip. I gotta get hyped.


      They said that traveling was the time to rid oneself of shyness. I had nothing to be ashamed of. We were about to embark on a prehoneymoon—that happened to also be a class trip.


      “That’s right! Let’s enjoy our prehoneymoon!”


      I admit that I said the word “prehoneymoon” more softly than the rest of the sentence, but I was pretty certain that Nanami still heard it, because she smiled even more happily. When I raised my fist to pump myself up, Nanami raised her fist as well.


      I felt like I could do—and enjoy—anything at all. Bring on the arrows and the bullets! Though this wasn’t a war or anything.


      Here we go—the start of our amazing class trip!

    

  

  
    
      Chapter 1: Are There Newlyweds in the House?


      Hawaii—officially, the State of Hawaii of the United States of America—was a former U.S. territory that had eventually become the fiftieth state. Comprising several islands, Hawaii was a land with a long and rich history.


      When I read that, I thought the fact that it was an archipelago made it similar to Japan. Japan, too, was a country made up of numerous islands, including Hokkaido, Honshu, Kyushu, Shikoku, and Okinawa.


      Each island had its own culture and language, and what we might encounter as tourists also differed depending on the island we were visiting—though I supposed the same could be said of countries composed of one giant expanse of land as well.


      What I meant to say was that the destination for our class trip was the Island of Hawaii. It was the largest of Hawaii’s islands, and was said to be filled with the majesty of nature. Given its natural grandeur and long history, it was also the representative island of all of Hawaii.


      That was the destination for our trip, but on that Hawaiian island, I...


      “Jeez, how embarrassing... I got so worked up only for us to get right back on the plane. I’m so sorry for getting so excited...”


      I was filled with shame.


      I mean, I was so sure that we’d already arrived at where we were going. I had no clue that we were gonna board another plane right after getting off our first one. Talk about getting off to a rocky start.


      We had initially landed on the island of Oahu, and after that we were going to continue on to the island of Hawaii. Declaring the start of our trip already was totally me getting ahead of myself. This is what you get for doing something you’re not used to.


      Boarding another plane obviously wasn’t a problem, but realizing we still had some more traveling left to do did put a damper on things.


      “Come on, Yoshin. Don’t just sit there all embarrassed—let’s check out the scenery instead! The view is incredible!” Nanami said, gesturing with her hand at her forehead in the way one did when looking at a faraway hill. I mimicked her pose and turned in the direction she was looking.


      Nanami was right—this wasn’t something one could easily see in Japan.


      Right there was a cloudless blue sky, a beautiful ocean reflecting brilliant sunshine, and a cityscape that was visible in the distance. To top it all off, there was a path unfurling in front of us that seemed to continue forever, surrounded by lush greenery.


      What filled my eyes, to put it shortly, was a view of vibrant colors.


      I wasn’t one to watch too much TV, but I felt like this was something that I’d only ever seen on TV a long time ago. There wasn’t a view I could see in my daily life, and seeing it now reminded me that I was in a very special place indeed.


      “It’s amazing to think that these are all coffee trees,” Nanami said.


      “Coffee trees as far as the eye can see, huh?” I remarked.


      “I had no idea what to expect from a coffee farm, but it’s a lot bigger than I thought it would be. All that really is coffee, right?”


      “I think so. I heard it’s three times the size of Tokyo Dome,” I muttered.


      Nanami was shocked to hear that. I guess I was surprised too, though I admit I couldn’t quite process what that size really meant.


      But as Nanami was saying: We were currently on a coffee farm.


      To back up the timeline a bit, we had arrived at the airport on the island of Hawaii and had gone through customs—me struggling with my English the entire time—until finally we had managed to set foot on Hawaiian soil.


      All that before we finally, actually arrived.


      Honestly, getting through customs had been a serious struggle. I was so glad to have it over with. Beforehand I had had this really frightening image of going through customs. All I could imagine was that this, like, scary-looking dude was going to talk to me all official-like and stuff. In actuality, though, there was a lot more joking around than I ever expected.


      Since we were all moving through the airport as a large group, I was with Nanami until just before we reached the customs counter. But apparently the officer saw us, because he seemed to ask us, “Honeymoon?”


      At first I didn’t know what he meant, and I nearly answered “Yes” on impulse. That wasn’t right, though, given that we weren’t on our honeymoon. My English listening skills weren’t terribly good, but since I could pick up at least that much, I answered “No” and explained that we were on a school trip. In response the customs officer laughed good-naturedly.


      Apparently Nanami was asked the same thing, as she told me about it really excitedly.


      “Do we look like we’re newlyweds? Maybe we do. I’d be so happy if we did.”


      Even though I was surprised by the fact that customs officers joked around, hearing Nanami speak about it did make me realize that I would be happy if we looked to others like newlyweds too.


      “Come on, we were all in a big group of students, so of course they knew we were on a class trip.”


      That was what Hitoshi had said. His comment was reasonable, but I still couldn’t help but consider what the officer had said. A legitimate stranger had asked us if we were on our honeymoon. If that was the case, I felt like we could wear that badge with pride.


      Anyway, to get back on topic.


      We were currently on a coffee farm on the island of Hawaii.


      The word “farm” suggested that there might be a small field of crops spread out around us, but the reality was actually way bigger than what I’d imagined. I never knew that a coffee farm could be so huge. It almost seemed like all the coffee trees were the island’s very own welcoming committee for us.


      I knew that coffee was a plant, but this was my first time actually seeing the trees themselves.


      Right now, we were looking down at the coffee farm from a building on a little hilltop. The building seemed to serve as both a café and a souvenir shop, and it was filled with the pleasant smell of coffee. Even for someone like me who didn’t usually drink it, that was enough to make me want to have some.


      Would the coffee here taste any different from the kind served in Japan?


      “Come to think of it, you don’t really drink coffee, do you?” Nanami asked. “I’ve never seen you drinking it when we’re together.”


      Nanami’s timely remark made me realize that I’d never had coffee while I was with her. Whenever we went to cafés and things, I always ended up ordering juice. Even though coffee was regularly available to me, it just never really matched my lifestyle.


      “Yeah, I don’t really think about drinking it. Do you?” I asked Nanami.


      “I have it in the morning sometimes. You’ve never seen me have some?” she asked.


      Wow, coffee in the morning. I guess my parents drink coffee in the morning too.


      Every time I thought of coffee, I always considered it to be a drink for adults. All of a sudden Nanami, too, seemed very grown-up to me. Of course, there were often things about her that made her seem mature, but she appeared even more so in this instance.


      Nanami must have detected what I was thinking, because she suddenly donned a smug expression.


      “Do you tend to drink it black?” I then asked her.


      “Um...totally,” she replied.


      Hmmm? What was with that slight pause? She was also looking somewhat away from me, a bit of nervousness in her eyes. This had to be the reaction of someone who didn’t actually take her coffee black.


      I mean, it was fine not to drink it black. So why was she putting on airs right now? I only said it because I thought that people who drank black coffee seemed kind of mature.


      Regardless, just as I was thinking that it wasn’t my place to say anything...


      “Come on, Nanami. You can barely even drink coffee unless it’s got cream and sugar in it.”


      “Seriously! You’ve even said before that coffee only tastes good when it’s sweet!”


      Ah, Otofuke-san and Kamoenai-san just totally bricked Nanami there. I guess it’s “cream and sugar” for her, not “cream or sugar.” Basically like coffee milk. A fancier way to say it might be café au lait, though I’m not sure if there’s a difference. The two of them must have said it in front of me on purpose, but they’re probably just keen on making fun of Nanami too. Oh, Nanami’s quivering.


      “Oh my gosh! Why did you have to say that?!” Nanami shouted, her face bright red. She seemed pretty much ready to pounce on her two friends. But personally, the fact that she couldn’t drink coffee unless it was both milky and sweet was adorable.


      “Come on, Nanami. I probably can’t drink coffee unless it’s got sugar or cream in it too, so we’re the same,” I said in a feeble attempt to placate her. It seemed that was enough for Nanami, though, because she quickly calmed down a bit.


      Seeing her so flustered, though, sparked a desire in me for a little more mischief.


      “Besides, even if they hadn’t said anything, I could’ve figured out from your response earlier that you don’t really drink black coffee,” I added.


      “Are you serious?!” she exclaimed.


      I said it. Nanami’s cheeks had flushed red again, but for a different reason than when she’d been flustered before. I didn’t need to say anything given that Nanami had cooled down, but I said it anyway, and now Nanami was probably getting all agitated again.


      I mean, come on—how can you not say anything in a moment like this? Or is it just me? My comment was making Nanami quiver once again; she had both hands pressed to her cheeks.


      “Wow, how super embarrassing... I was trying so hard to seem cool in front of you. Drinking coffee black seems like something that a mature woman does,” Nanami muttered.


      “Oh, yeah. I totally get that. Drinking black coffee does seem really adult, doesn’t it?” I said in agreement.


      “Right? You think so too, don’t you? Being able to drink coffee black just seems so cool.”


      “Yeah,” I replied, then paused. Like me, Nanami seemed to think that drinking black coffee was a cool thing to do. It made me happy to discover another instance in which she and I thought the same way. That being said, if I could learn to drink black coffee, would Nanami think that I was cool too?


      Maybe the fact that I was thinking that was already pretty uncool, but there was probably nothing wrong with wanting her to think that I was cool. I didn’t need just anyone to think that; I only wanted Nanami to see me that way. Maintaining a healthy relationship meant not skimping on daily efforts like those. It was crucial to start small, be consistent, and work hard at keeping things fresh. There might be moments when I would be too lazy to make that effort, but I still had to remember how important those efforts were overall.


      All right. I’ve made up my mind.


      “I’m gonna learn to drink black coffee,” I declared.


      “What are you saying?” Nanami asked, surprised and exasperated at the same time. Shoot, I was so resolved there my mouth had a mind of its own.


      “I just want you to think that I’m cool,” I confessed.


      “Isn’t that a totally uncool thing to say though?” Otofuke-san asked without missing a beat. Given that I had thought that earlier myself, I couldn’t argue with her one bit. Everyone else here probably thought the same thing, but there was at least one person who did disagree.


      It was Nanami, of course.


      “Not at all! Plus you’re already super cool,” she declared.


      It was actually pretty embarrassing to hear her say that so directly. What was more, she wasn’t saying it with her usual, teasing grin; she had the most gentle smile on her face, almost saintly. It was as if she were trying to explain something to a clueless little kid—almost like she was prechewing the words before feeding them to me.


      Even I started having the delusion that maybe I was as cool as she thought I was.


      I figured, though, that the only person who would say that about me was Nanami. Thinking about it that way, I guess I’d already accomplished my goal of having her be the one person who thought I was cool.


      “Come on, guys, quit yapping and stay with the group. And watch your step.”


      Whoops—all the chattering among me, Nanami, and her friends had caused Hitoshi and Shirishizu-san to keep us in check.


      The call from Hitoshi marked the beginning of our slow movement as a group from the spot overlooking the coffee farm into the actual field. It really did feel like we were walking into a forest, which got me pretty excited. The point behind this visit was for us to go to a coffee farm and learn its history, but the experience of going somewhere unknown was definitely riling me up; it was like we were going on an adventure. The feeling doubled because we were somewhere I had little exposure to before.


      Apparently the objective of coming here was to learn how coffee was actually sourced, given that in Japan, we rarely had any opportunities to see coffee before it was processed.


      I made my way forward, one step at a time, as though even walking was something that was to be enjoyed.


      “Wow, the sun’s really blazing,” I murmured.


      “Yeah, really. If only I could change into my bathing suit,” Nanami replied.


      “That might be a bit much, but I do know what you mean,” I said.


      “If you’re so hot then why don’t you two separate, for the love of god,” someone remarked, as Nanami and I, despite both complaining about how hot we felt, continued to walk while completely attached to each other.


      Even though they had a point, parting wasn’t an option. Still—it really was terribly hot. But it still wasn’t a reason for Nanami and me to separate from each other.


      We were probably able to bear it because even though it was hot, it was a dry heat. The sun was really glaring down on us. If it had been humid on top of that, even we would’ve chosen to walk with some distance between us. I couldn’t deny the heat, but it’s not like we were dripping with sweat. We were sweating, but in a slow and gradual way.


      “It’s hot, but it sure is better than the heat in Tokyo. I can kind of understand why tourists can’t stand the heat in Japan,” Hitoshi remarked.


      “You’ve been to Tokyo?” I asked him.


      “Just for a gaming event. I like to visit, but I could never see myself living there. Can’t stand how hot it gets. I’ve got mad respect for all Tokyoites,” Hitoshi explained, adding with a grin that at least in Tokyo, you didn’t need as much sunblock as you did in Hawaii.


      I had no idea it got that hot in Tokyo. It seemed scary, but a part of me also wanted to experience what it was like.


      Sunblock, huh...?


      I brought out my hands before me and gazed down at my arms. I had the distinct feeling that the sun’s rays that were currently toasting our skin were even evaporating the sunscreen we’d applied just a little while ago, rendering it totally useless.


      I felt like bread baking in the oven. Or maybe fish getting broiled? That’s what it felt like being underneath this sun. I’d gone camping on the beach before, but that honestly didn’t even compare to how hot it was now. And to think that it wasn’t even summer right now. Wait, was Hawaii hot all year round, and therefore didn’t have seasons the way Japan did?


      “I’ll have to reapply sunscreen later,” I murmured to myself.


      Maybe I should just go all in and get a tan. Come to think of it, Nanami had mentioned something like that before the trip.


      “Hee hee, I’ll put it on you later,” I heard Nanami say shyly as she looked down at my hands.


      I should correct what I said earlier: It was Nanami who’d put sunblock on me.


      Just so we were clear, we only put sunblock on each other’s hands and other parts that were hard for us to reach on our own. We most definitely did not do anything questionable.


      “Come on, stop flirting. The tour guide is explaining stuff to us.”


      Shoot, we got called out again.


      When I looked around, I realized that our guide was walking while explaining how the coffee farm operated. Having come to a place like this, I definitely wanted to hear what the guide was telling us.


      As I listened to the guide speak, I gazed out at all the trees on the farm. All around us coffee trees swayed in the breeze, their leaves rustling soothingly in the wind. Was this the sound and breath of Mother Nature?


      Each time the leaves swayed with the wind, sunlight wove itself through the momentary openings created, casting patterns like a shadow play on the ground. And that wasn’t the only sight that struck me either.


      I didn’t realize it when I was on the hill looking down from above, but there seemed to be different colors mixed in with the sea of green that spread before us. Whenever the leaves swished, flecks of red and yellow jumped out at us.


      The farm tour guide explained to us what the yellow, red, and green fruits were. Apparently those were the fruits of the coffee trees—what was called the “coffee cherry.”


      “It’s red and small and cute! I can’t believe this turns into coffee beans,” Nanami said.


      “It really does look like cherries...like actual fruits,” I returned.


      Nanami’s calling the fruit “cute” made me smile, since it was just the kind of thing that she would say. It really was a mystery how a cute and adorable fruit became the bitter coffee that I was more familiar with.


      All we were doing was walking through a farm, but I was getting more and more excited. The other students were also breaking up into smaller groups, looking up at the coffee trees and enjoying the view that was visible in the distance.


      I could hear birdcalls; when I looked up I could see them flitting between the trees. The sounds of the wind, the trees, and the birds all melded with our own voices and footsteps. The air felt clean and crisp, and the scent of the damp earth and coffee cherries tickled my nostrils. I remembered coffee being described as a blessing from the earth, and it was this scent that made me a believer in that saying.


      It was at that moment that I realized I had reached out to hold Nanami’s hand. Maybe walking through this great expanse of nature with her made me want to hold her hand, regardless of who else was around. I didn’t even think about what I was doing, though I guess it wasn’t a bad thing.


      Nanami seemed surprised that I initiated the hand-holding, but she quickly giggled and squeezed my hand in return.


      It felt so pleasant—like we were taking a walk, just the two of us, completely relaxed and at ease. Was this what happiness was?


      “These two don’t quit...”


      We snapped back to reality with that single comment. Otofuke-san and the others were looking at us with envy in their eyes. Well this is embarrassing.


      When Nanami and I both blushed and looked away, Hitoshi took a slight step backward and pointed his phone at us.


      “Here, I’ll get a picture of the two of you with the coffee trees in the back. It’ll make for some great memories,” he said as he immediately began walking and taking photos of us. He then turned to the others around him and took several more. We were a little surprised by his sudden action, but we soon got used to it and began flashing peace signs at him.


      When I glanced around, I saw that the other students were also taking photos. Some were chatting with the farm tour guide and taking pictures together as well.


      I was impressed by the other students’ communication skills, but I also regretted not having taken my English...no, wait, the guide was speaking to us in Japanese.


      We had been walking in a large group but began breaking into small groups by the second half of the tour. Even I managed to mingle with some of the other students that I didn’t usually talk with.


      Maybe this was what going on trips was all about. In addition to my photos with Nanami, I also began to accumulate photos with the other people in my surroundings.


      The whole thing was strange.


      It was half a date, half a trip. It was different from when we went on our joint family trip, yet it also wasn’t quite the same as when we went on that triple date with Otofuke-san and everyone.


      Nanami was next to me, just like always—and yet it wasn’t like always. It wasn’t an unpleasant strangeness, though; if anything, the fact that I was actually enjoying it put me at ease.


      “Yoshin, are you having fun?” Nanami asked.


      “Hm? What do you mean?” I asked, responding to her question with yet another question. Even such a useless response from me, though, elicited lighthearted laughter from Nanami—or maybe my reaction was genuinely funny to her.


      “You used to not enjoy group activities like this, you know? I just wondered what it felt like for you to actually come on the class trip,” she said.


      “Oh, I see.”


      It was true that the school festival was basically the first time I’d ever done things with my classmates, something I had briefly explained to Nanami. With that in mind, if I had to describe how the current situation was making me feel...


      “Yeah, I’m having fun,” I answered.


      The trip had only just begun, but it was already a lot of fun. That’s right; I’m having fun. When I put a word to what I had been feeling earlier, it all suddenly made sense. Perhaps I was starting to finally get used to doing things in groups? Maybe, in my own way, I was growing. This was probably completely normal for other people, but sometimes what seemed “normal” was what was most difficult. Really, I should just comfort myself with knowing I was working toward that “normal.”


      “Say, have you two ever had morning coffee together?” Hitoshi suddenly asked me while we were listening to the guide explain to us the history of coffee.


      Me and Nanami, having morning coffee together? Now that I think about it, I guess we haven’t done that before.


      Nanami, too, turned to me as she contemplated the question. When I gave her a look to confirm that we hadn’t, she nodded in return.


      “I don’t think so,” I said.


      “Me neither,” Nanami joined in.


      Hearing our response, Hitoshi rather calmly—albeit somewhat disappointedly—replied, “I see. That’s unexpected.”


      Although I wondered about his odd reaction, what I heard next clarified the situation for me.


      “Coffee is the perfect drink for lovers to have together. Even in movies, it’s common to see scenes where a couple shares coffee the morning after a romantic evening together. Please look for it the next time you watch a movie,” the guide explained, adding, “When you all become adults, please treasure the mornings you’ll have with your partner with some Hawaiian coffee.”


      Hearing that, some of the more romantic girls in the class squealed with delight.


      The guide probably had no other intention with their words but to create a tour experience that might keep high schoolers entertained. Unfortunately, that particular tidbit came at a poor time. Or maybe it came at just the right time. After all, I’d heard that more people nowadays preferred to have the foreshadowed thing occur right after it was foreshadowed.


      I was talking about Hitoshi’s comment from earlier.


      “Hitoshi?” I muttered.


      “Hm? Sup, Yoshin?”


      “That coffee thing earlier,” I began, my eyes narrowed into a glare and speaking in a voice so low that it surprised even me. Hitoshi, though, was looking at me like nothing was the matter.


      “Huh? You didn’t pick up on it?” he asked.


      “Misumai-kun, you didn’t realize?” Shirishizu-san popped in.


      “I was wondering why you didn’t hesitate to respond,” Otofuke-san also commented.


      “Though we all know that you guys haven’t done it yet anyway!” Kamoenai-san concluded.


      I wasn’t expecting to have comments coming from so many different directions. Wait, why are Otofuke-san, Kamoenai-san, and even Shirishizu-san on Hitoshi’s side?


      “Actually,” Kamoenai-san began, “I don’t think I’ve had morning coffee with onii-chan either.”


      “I have, a few times,” Otofuke-san said.


      “Oh please, we all know you’re talking about breakfast! Don’t try to make it sound so sexy,” Kamoenai-san said, giggling.


      “Can it,” Otofuke-san returned as she blushed, mumbling in protest that she at least had coffee in the morning with her boyfriend sometimes. Though given that Soichiro-san was her stepbrother, it made sense that they’d eat breakfast and have coffee together occasionally.
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