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      Let This Grieving Soul Retire

      Part 8, Curse

      Prologue: The Cursed Man

      “Woo! Home at last!”

      We had returned to the imperial capital of Zebrudia. Finally, I was back in my private quarters at the clan house, somewhere I could relax. I spun around and fell onto the beloved mattress I had missed so dearly. This thing was custom-made to have just the right degree of springiness for me.

      The Supreme Warrior Festival was supposed to have been just a little excursion, but it ended up turning into a real ordeal. I had endured Franz’s constant spite, helped train the imperial princess, and somehow managed to keep Little Sister Fox under control (normally, a phantom like her leaving her vault would mean all sorts of chaos).

      Then I got dragged into the Fox Mask Fan Club, became acquainted with Krahi and co., and to cap it all off, I managed to restrain Key of the Land (never mind that it was almost entirely my fault it activated in the first place).

      My friends did most of the work with the imperial princess, Sitri took care of Fox, I didn’t actually do anything with Krahi’s group, and the Key of the Land thing was largely possible thanks to everyone’s help. When I thought about it, I hadn’t really done much of anything, but that didn’t stop me from telling myself that I had earned some rest.

      Lying on my bed, I made up my mind: no matter what happened, I absolutely would not leave my quarters for the foreseeable future. Luckily, I didn’t need to leave this room, because it had everything, even a bathtub. If I needed food, I could have it brought to me. I had plenty of Relics to polish, so I wasn’t lacking for ways to keep myself busy.

      I had recently learned that the empire was about to begin talking with other nations in order to coordinate an effort to eliminate Fox. Per the emperor’s orders, he was also enlisting the help of treasure hunters, including me. I flat out refused. Gark and many other people didn’t appreciate that, but to heck with them. I had other things to do.

      “Eva! For the time being, I’m not accepting any visitors!” I told her resolutely. She had been watching me from the entrance with a look of exasperation. “Even if it’s Gark, a merchant, or someone from the government, send them away! I don’t care what they want! I’m busy!”

      “Um, may I ask what you’re busy with?”

      “I’m busy doing nothing.”

      “Are you being philosophical?”

      I wasn’t. I just needed to rest my brain. Whether I had really used it enough to tire it out was pretty debatable. I twisted my lazy body around on my bed, then gave a long stretch. As a clan master and as a Level 8, I  wasn’t supposed to let people see me like this, but it was fine if it was just Eva. My body was reacting too strongly to the events of the Supreme Warrior Festival. I wanted to become one with the bed. 

      Watching me make myself look as pathetic as possible, Eva let out a deep sigh. “Very well. I’ll turn away all visitors for the time being. Oh, but what if it’s one of your friends visiting?”

      “One of them? They can come on in.”

      Honestly, they’d barge in either way. Even if I wanted to, I wasn’t sure I had a means to keep them away. It was because I couldn’t say no to them that I was still in the dangerous occupation of treasure hunting! Being swept up in their flow was just part of life for me.

      I rolled around on my bed in the hope of revitalizing myself when I noticed a note on my nightstand. I reached over and plucked it between my fingers. It was an old scrap, folded in two. I was fairly sure this hadn’t been here before I departed for Kreat.

      I read it, then furrowed my brow. “What’s this? ‘Can’t find Cae?’”

      Startled, Eva darted up to me. “Is that a letter? Did someone enter while we were gone?”

      I set down the simple note and rolled over. “No, this is fine. Hmm.”

      “What is it?”

      This note was from none other than Eliza. Cae was a sort of nickname she had for me.

      Eliza Beck, the Vagabond was a Desert Noble who was trained as a Thief. She was our party’s most free-spirited member and the only one not originally from our group of friends. She was undeniably talented and was so affable that it was easy to forget she was a Noble Spirit (though you could just as easily call her thoughtless). However, just as her title suggested, she had a tendency to wander here and there, aimless as the wind. I was the leader of our party and the one who recommended her for membership, yet even I had only met with her a number of times.
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