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Chapter 1: The Journey Continues!




I had just been to the Wizardry City of Luqvist.

Together with the two heroes—Inukami-senpai and Kazuki—I’d delivered a letter that warned the city of the Demon Lord’s forces and requested their support.

It was there that I met a young healer, Nack, who was being bullied by his classmate, Mina. I took it upon myself to build Nack up. I put him through a lighter version of the training I’d gone through with Rose, the leader of the Llinger rescue team. Through hard work and perseverance, Nack prevailed over Mina in a battle that the whole school watched, and once the dust had settled, he made the decision to join the rescue team.

With Nack in high spirits and the City of Luqvist agreeing to support the Llinger Kingdom, I parted ways with Inukami-senpai and Kazuki and headed to Samariarl with Aruku and Amako, where we would deliver our next letter.




I sighed.

It had been three days since we left Luqvist. The journey itself was going smoothly, but I couldn’t dispel the anxiety in my heart. The letters in my bag felt like they weighed a ton. Aruku, who was leading our horse a little ways in front of me, turned around at the sound of my sigh.

“Are you worried, Sir Usato?” he asked.

I nodded.

“To be honest, very,” I replied.

The letters we were delivering warned of the Demon Lord’s attack and requested support. Llinger Kingdom had battled the Demon Lord’s forces twice now, and its king entrusted these letters to its two war heroes—Kazuki and Inukami-senpai—and me, a healer with the rescue team. Just a few days ago, we had successfully confirmed the support of the Wizardry City of Luqvist.

“Samariarl, the prayerlands . . .” I muttered.

Samariarl was our next destination, and the first place where I would deliver a letter entirely on my own. This time, I would not have Inukami-senpai or Kazuki’s help, and the anxiety I felt was proof of just how important they were to me.

Aruku saw the gloom clouding my features and offered a little encouragement.

“Try not to worry, Sir Usato; you’ll have us,” he said.

I looked up at Aruku, walking along in front of me. He really was trustworthy.

“There is a limit to what any one person can do on their own,” he continued. “However, we can get through almost anything if we work together and help one another.”

“You’re right. Thanks, Aruku.”

It was just the reminder I needed—I’m not alone.

I had people around me I could rely on. There was the beastkin, Amako, the knight, Aruku, and my trusty partner, Blurin. Llinger Kingdom had entrusted me with an important task, but being with my friends gave me confidence. Together, we’d find a way out of any trouble.

“But you know, I just know I’m still going to be nervous as heck when I have to actually pass the letter over,” I said.

I let out another sigh and thought about the letters stored carefully in my backpack. I was, of course, excited to be starting out on a new leg of our journey, but that was drowned out by the sheer responsibility of our task.

Aruku laughed.

“You’ll be fine,” he said.

“Anybody who knows anything about royal audiences and etiquette is going to see right through me,” I moaned.

“Really? From what I’ve seen, you seem quite good at dealing with people in positions of power.”

“I do . . .?”

“As long as you’re well behaved, I honestly think you’ll be fine. Nobody’s going to expect your manners to be perfect.”

I suddenly pictured Rose. I’d lived under her watch for so long that I’d learned to work with people in power . . . which is to say, I’d learned how to handle a very particular kind of wild beast.

“Yeah, I guess Rose is a person in a position of power, isn’t she?” I admitted.

She was older than me, she was my captain, and she was also my teacher. I looked up to her with a mix of respect and awe.

“So what you’re saying is, I’ll be fine so long as I talk to people the way I talk to Rose?” I asked.

Aruku thought about this for a moment.

“I think as long as you hold off on the extremely aggressive argumentative stuff, yes.”

Oh, so Aruku thinks our conversations are aggressive and argumentative?

Well, he’s not entirely wrong, come to think of it.

“Rose, huh?” I muttered

I wondered how she and the rescue team were doing. I knew they’d be hard at work training like always, but what about Felm? Was she used to her new life and the rescue team yet? I thought of all of their mean mugs and the way they’d push Felm around, and it brought a smile to my face.

“Somebody’s thinking about something fun,” said Amako, stirring me from my thoughts.

“Hm? Fun? Really?”

I wasn’t aware I looked that way. Still, it was true that when I thought of Rose, her ruffians, and everyone in the rescue team, I always smiled. The more I thought about it, the more I realized I really liked the place.

“Are you having fun, Amako?” I asked.

“Huh?”

The question felt completely natural to me, but Amako reacted with surprise, and she dropped into a moment of confusion.

Oh no, now I’ve gone and done it, I thought.

Amako’s mother was in a coma, so of course Amako wasn’t having fun. I felt suddenly ashamed of even asking her such a thoughtless question.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “Forget I said anything.”

“But I am having fun,” replied Amako, her voice just louder than a whisper.

I turned to her, surprised.

“There’s Blurin and Aruku and . . . you, Usato. I’m not alone anymore, and that makes me happy. It’s fun being with you guys.”

She was such a good girl, I couldn’t believe it. I couldn’t even speak.

She’s so pure and innocent, so different from senpai!

From somewhere far, far away, almost like an illusion, I felt like I heard Inukami-senpai’s voice.

“What the heck, Usato?”

I shrugged it off. We’d already parted ways in Luqvist, after all.

“Gwah,” said Blurin, walking up and slapping my legs.

“Hm? What’s up, Blurin?” I asked.

The grizzly growled in response.

I knew it wanted something, but I’d literally just fed it.

“Amako, what does Blurin want?” I asked.

“I think he’s probably hungry.”

The grizzly roared to indicate that Amako was right.

The bear was such a glutton. I was constantly worried that one day it was going to lay waste to our rations. While I was shaking my head in disbelief, however, an object flew at me, and I caught it.

“An apple?” I asked. “Aruku, is this . . .?”

“We’re just starting out on this new leg of our journey,” he said, grinning, “so think of it as a morale boost.”

He was kind and considerate, and he knew his team well. I smiled back, happy to have discovered this new side to the guy. I gave Blurin the apple, which he quickly and happily chewed up. I sighed at the sight.

“You grumble about it all the time,” said Amako, giggling, “but you always go so easy on Blurin.”

It was true. I couldn’t deny it. I knew I could make things tougher bit by bit as the journey went on, or I could slowly lessen the amount of food Blurin ate. For now, I just wanted to enjoy the ride.

“I sure hope this next part of our delivery goes off without a hitch,” I said.

“Indeed,” said Aruku.

A journey without any danger and no trouble to speak of. That was what I hoped for. I touched the Omamori that Inukami-senpai gave me before we parted. I prayed that we had a safe trip.












Chapter 2: Amako’s Worrying Premonition!




I hate my magic.

I hate myself for seeing and knowing the future.

I hate whatever god it was that gave me this power.

But I am grateful to that god for one thing and one thing only—that this magic I hate linked my fate with his.




When I woke up, I was standing in the middle of a big room. It was totally creepy. The floor was covered in an expensive carpet, and above me hung a chandelier. I looked around and saw rubble everywhere. Where there were supposed to be windows, there was only a huge hole in the wall, and everything outside of it was pitch black.

I never once thought to ask why I was here. I just knew that I had to remember as much of what was happening as I possibly could.

I saw Usato and Aruku. Aruku looked exhausted. He leaned on his sword for support as he watched Usato. Usato had his back to me. He was talking to someone.

“You’re an idiot,” he said.

The person he was talking to didn’t respond.

“Regret? Why didn’t you realize sooner? You already have everything you wanted, but you ignored your own wishes. You tried to let go of it all.”

Who is he talking to?

I couldn’t see who it was from where I was standing.

Usato was in bad shape. His rescue team uniform wasn’t torn or anything, but it was covered in soot and dirt. A line of blood trailed from his forehead to his jaw. It looked like he’d been through one heck of a fight.

Usato said something, but I didn’t catch it; then he moved forward and crouched. For a brief second, I saw the person in front of him. I couldn’t see them clearly because of the darkness, but I saw their lips curl as they leaned against the wall, and I saw the fangs they revealed, and then my vision began to waver.

“Usato, watch out!” I cried, trying to jump in front of him.

But at the same time, the person brought out a dagger and moved suddenly toward Usato.

“What?!” cried Usato.

I couldn’t see if he’d been stabbed because he still had his back to me, but I saw drops of blood drip to the ground at his feet.

My vision blurred. I reached out as the sight before me grew distant. It was like falling into a slumber from which I could do no more.

I need to know!

What happened to Usato?!

Does he get hurt?

Is he okay?

He survives, doesn’t he?

Am I going to be alone again?

I don’t want to be alone again . . .

My head spun with thoughts, and my mind filled with terror. This was the way my dreams always were. They ignored me. They showed me what they wanted, and then they ended. They did not show me what happened before, and they did not show me what happened after.
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If Usato died, I’d never be able to recover. I never would have thought this if he were just an ordinary healer, but now that I’d traveled with him, I knew—I knew the happiness that came from feeling safe with someone and being able to open your heart to them. I wasn’t worried or scared when we were together. I didn’t feel any of the painful loneliness I did when I was by myself.

I now knew how wonderful a thing it was to be happy, and I did not want to let the feeling go.

But why? Why had I been shown a future in which Usato was stabbed?

This was why I never wanted my precognitive vision. It was the reason my mother didn’t wake up.

But at the same time, it was the reason I met Usato. I was stuck between a present and a future I didn’t want to come true, and it was agonizing. I could see it, but I couldn’t do anything to change it, and it frustrated me beyond belief.

Did my mother ever feel this way?

I had to face a present I couldn’t control and a future I couldn’t escape.

It was the absurdity of what we called fate . . .




* * *




“Hm? You dreamed that I got stabbed?” I asked.

“Yes.”

It had been one week since we left Luqvist. In the morning, I noticed that Amako wasn’t looking well, so I asked her what was wrong. The premonition she shared with us sent a shiver of anxiety through us.

“Uh . . . is it you who stabs me?” I asked.

“I’d never do that to you! Anyway, does it ring any bells with you? Know of anyone who might stab you?”

Amako stared at me very, very intently.

“Ring any bells?! How would I know anything about getting stabbed?”

I felt panicked as I ran through the details again.

Amako’s premonitions always came true. Unless she interfered with things, there was no changing what she saw. Unfortunately, she couldn’t shift the path of the future except in special circumstances, like the time I had stopped the destruction of the Llinger Kingdom.

“And you’re sure it’s true, Miss Amako?” asked Aruku, leading our horse along.

Amako nodded.

“I don’t know exactly when it’s going to happen,” she replied, “but it will happen in the near future.”

“Where does he get stabbed?”

“I don’t know. I think in the stomach.”

I thought about a knife sliding into my stomach.

“That sounds painful,” I muttered.

“Yep,” added a dejected Amako.

A silence drifted between us for a moment.

“Wait, that’s it?” she asked, bewildered.

“Huh?”

What was so scary about getting stabbed in the stomach? Back at the forests of Llinger, I’d been put through an even more harrowing experience when I fought that giant snake. According to Amako, it was only a dagger, so as long as the knife didn’t get me anywhere vital, I could heal myself and strike back.

And if I was being honest, Rose’s fists were far more terrifying—and probably more painful—than any dagger.

“No! Wait wait wait wait WAIT!” cried Amako. “What if the dagger is covered in poison?”

“I’ll heal it with my magic,” I shrugged.

I’d already done that when I fought the snake, so I knew it was possible.

“But you’ll bleed . . .”

“How much?”

“A little.”

If it was just a little blood, then it probably wasn’t so bad. Maybe like a scratch or something.

“So we’re all good then,” I said.

Amako stared at me.

“Wait a sec,” I said. “Quit staring at me like that.”

I could read the amazement on her face. What the heck is wrong with this guy? it said. I didn’t like it at all.

“Sir Usato, it may be best to proceed with caution,” said Aruku. “If we think about what Miss Amako has just told us, then we know that in the near future we’re going to get pulled into something dangerous.”

He was right.

“That’s true,” I said. “Amako, you can’t change that future? You know, like you did back at Llinger?”

Amako shook her head.

Okay, well, that means that one way or another, I’m going to get stabbed.

“Should I start doing more ab workouts?” I asked. “Or is there some way I can knock away the blade before I get stabbed? Wouldn’t it be even quicker if I just KOed the stabber before they got the chance? What do you think, Amako?”

“I told you! It’s the future! It’s going to happen! Why are you saying these things?!”

Well, even if it is decided, I still figure it’s best to do everything I can to avoid it. That’s way better than just doing nothing and regretting that I got stabbed.

“Well, in any case, I’m going to work out. You too, right, Blurin?”

“Grar?!”

“Aha! Just as I thought! Hungry to train, huh?”

I expect nothing less of my trusty partner!

Blurin was so overjoyed about our upcoming training sessions that he slapped me in the legs as we walked.

“Hm . . .” I murmured, looking at Amako.

“Wh-what is it?” she asked.

I’d been thinking about it for a little while now, but Amako was awfully thin. I figured maybe she should work out for the journey ahead.

“Want to join us for training?” I asked. “A bit of muscle might help you out in a pinch.”

“Ew, no way.”

I didn’t think she’d be that put off. In fact, she was so against the idea that she even put some distance between us. I was astonished. Blurin, meanwhile, continued to slap my legs. Aruku watched it all happening and laughed.

Though there was an ominous premonition hanging over us, at least our travels were still peaceful for now.




* * *




When evening came, we started a campfire by the side of the road and huddled around it to rest. When it got dark in these parts, you could only rely on the light of the moon. Monsters were more active at night too. To keep ourselves ready in case of any sudden attacks, Aruku and I worked in shifts doing guard duty.

But I wasn’t sleepy yet, so I decided to chat with Aruku. Amako was already asleep; her back was against Blurin. He was like a giant blue cushion.

“Aruku, how long until we reach Samariarl?”

Aruku added a branch to the fire.

“We’ve still got quite a ways to go,” he replied.

I knew that it was going to take more than a week, but we still had a long road ahead. There were no cars or bullet trains in this world, so going to distant countries took time, and this brought with it a very particular problem.

“We’re running kind of low on food, huh?” I muttered.

“Yes, and we’re going to have to do something about that soon.”

I nodded as Aruku took out his map and gazed at it. Food was a necessity.

“Well, if worse comes to worst, Blurin and I will hunt some fish or animals,” I said.

Blurin growled.

“Don’t act like it’s the end of the world,” I snapped back. “Your appetite is a big part of the reason we’re in this mess to begin with.”

Aruku chuckled, still looking at his map.

“If that’s what it comes to, I’ll lend a hand. I’m not a bad hunter, if I do say so myself.”

Wow, he really can do almost anything. What a stand-up guy.

“That said, hm . . .” murmured Aruku.

“What is it?”

“I’ve heard some weird rumors about the area around the village here.”

“Weird rumors?”

And not about the village itself but the area around it?

I was curious, and Aruku looked serious as he answered.

“They say that capable knights, adventurers, and even bandits have suddenly vanished without a trace in the area around the village,” he said.

“That doesn’t sound weird; that sounds . . . dangerous, no?”

Vanishing without a trace was pretty serious stuff. It was like the rumors people would spread about people being “spirited away” back in my home world. Not unlike being summoned to another world, people could go missing for all sorts of reasons in this world—you could get kidnapped by bandits, attacked by monsters, fall off a cliff . . .

“But they say that some months after it happens—and in some cases, years—the people who vanished come back like nothing happened.”

“What? And they’re okay?”

And what even happened to them while they were gone?

“All I’ve heard is rumors and hearsay, but everyone who vanished and came back doesn’t have any memories of the time in which they were gone.”

“They’ve lost their memories?”

“Maybe they leaped through time, or maybe someone erased their memories—people have all sorts of hypotheses, but the truth is still unclear.”

“When you think about the potential that rare magic is involved, it really could be anything.”

“Yes indeed . . .”

Magic existed in this world, and that changed everything. Even the impossible was, to some extent, possible.

And I wasn’t so comfortable with these kinds of stories. In fact, I tried to avoid ghosts and horror and all of that kind of stuff. Aruku must have noticed that I’d gone pale because he smiled warmly.

“I think we’ll be fine,” he said reassuringly. “I haven’t heard any rumors in the last couple of years. More than likely, it’s just the vivid imaginations of merchants and bandits at play.”

“O-Oh, I uh . . . I see.”

What a relief. I hope it really is just rumors.

My own imagination had almost gotten the better of me, and I’d started imagining that we’d get lost in a mysterious spiritual kidnapping incident, but if it was just rumors, we were probably all good.

Fantasy worlds didn’t need horror. In fact, I didn’t want it to even be allowed.

I really didn’t want to think that ghosts were a thing here . . .

Blurin had been sound asleep, but he let out a short grunt and looked over at the bushes.

“Aruku . . .” I muttered.

“Yep,” he replied, noticing the same thing I had.

He picked up the sword at his side. I gestured with my eyes and stood up. Something was lurking in the area where Blurin was staring.

Is it a monster or someone lying in wait?

Whatever it was, it was hiding and watching us, and it didn’t seem friendly. We left Blurin to look after the still sleeping Amako while Aruku and I slowly neared the bushes.

As soon as I see them, I’m going to give them one big healing punch.

And if it turns out they’re friendly, I’ll apologize later.

If it’s a monster, we’ll just leave it there unconscious.

And if it’s a ghost, I’ll pick everyone up myself and make a break for it.

I focused my healing magic on my fist and put a hand in the bushes.

“Hoo! Hoot hoot!”

“What the?!”

A black object flew past us from the bushes. I leaned backward in surprise and squinted in the direction the object had just gone. It was a rounded thing with big wings.

“An owl . . .?”

The black owl hooted loudly and disappeared into the forest. Aruku let his hand fall from the handle of his sword as he watched the owl; then he chuckled.

“I guess we were both a bit on edge after all that talk of disappearances.”

“I guess so.”

And it was true to say that both of us were pretty tense. We’d have to be a little more relaxed in future.

“But is that what an owl sounds like?” I muttered to myself.

And what was it doing in the bushes, anyway?

I didn’t really know anything about owl calls or their habits, but I couldn’t shake the odd feeling I had as I stared into the darkness of the forest.




* * *




The following day, we continued our journey. Blurin, Amako, and I all walked ahead while Aruku followed behind us with our horse. It was just another day on the road.

Or at least, that’s what I thought.

But then Amako noticed something and put her hand to her ears.

“Miss Amako?” asked Aruku.

“Amako, what’s wrong?” I asked.

She’d picked up something thanks to her heightened sense of hearing. I put my hands to my own ears and focused, trying to listen for a voice from afar.

“. . . lp . . .”

A girl’s voice?

With my human ears, I couldn’t make the sounds out properly, but I knew I heard a voice. We all stopped walking. When we listened closely, we heard something from between the trees, followed by a scream.

“Somebody! Help me!”

It was a girl in need of aid!

“Usato!” cried Amako.

“I’m on it,” I replied. “Aruku, I’m going to check it out!”

I took off running immediately. I didn’t know what was going on, but it was clear from the scream that it was an emergency.

“Be careful!” Amako shouted.

I knew that if I waited for the others, we might be too late. I was the fastest out of all of us, so I would check on things first. At the end of a gentle sloping hill surrounded by trees I saw a number of human figures.

“Who are they?”

I squinted to get a better look. I saw a girl about the same age as me surrounded by a group of men whose clothes were tattered.

“I’ve got you!” I uttered.

She looked unharmed, but the men around her were closing in, and they looked ready to attack her. To make matters weirder, they were all pale skinned, and their eyes were completely and utterly dead. None of them looked to be in their right minds.

“Get down!” I shouted.

The girl noticed me as I came running, and she did as I told her. I launched a healing bullet at the men hounding her. The force of it sent two of them flying.

“Huh? Wha? They’re flying?! Eep!”

The girl’s eyes went wide as I stopped at her side, picked her up, and jumped backward.

First things first—I have to make sure she’s safe.

“Are you okay?!” I asked. “Are you hurt?!”

“Huh?! Um . . . what did you just . . .”

The girl was amazed as she looked up at me. She had shoulder-length hair and beautiful amber-colored eyes. They were wet, perhaps because she was so scared, and as they settled on my own, I gasped.

Oh my goodness. She’s gorgeous. Hm? Is this what they call . . . love at first sight?

“No, wait, that can’t be right,” I muttered.

I’m not the sort of type to fall in love the moment I lay eyes on someone. Maybe it’s because I’ve been around so many eccentric young women. Maybe now I’m hit harder by the ones who are just normal.

Whatever it was, I pushed the thought aside and lowered the girl to the ground.

“My friends will be here shortly,” I said. “I’ll handle these guys in the meantime.”

“Erm, okay.”

That group of men was the main problem at hand. But based on their appearance, they weren’t bandits, and they weren’t monsters, either. They were all decked out in tattered clothes like homeless people, and their arms swung stiffly by their sides. The eyes that watched me from under their hair were dull and lifeless.

“Why are you trying to attack this girl?” I asked.

The men ignored me completely. Even the men I’d knocked down with my healing bullet were slowly standing to their feet as if nothing had happened.

Guess I better put a little fear into them first . . .

“I don’t know why you decided to attack this girl, but . . .” I uttered, shifting my mindset to that of a sadistic, merciless monster.
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