
  
    [image: Cover]
  

  Table of Contents


  
    	Cover


    	Keywords


    	39. Escape from Aharthern


    	40. Infiltrating Midhaze 


    	41. In the Rift between Blood 


    	42. The Demon King He Believed In 


    	43. Searching the Past


    	44. The Mother of Spirits and the Demon King’s Right-Hand Man


    	45. Aharthern under Attack


    	46. The Traveling Entertainer


    	47. The Great War Tree


    	48. Teardrop Blossom


    	49. The Conflagration King’s Proposition


    	50. Like a Sword


    	51. Hidden Sword Art


    	52. The Demon Realm with No Demon King


    	53. A Passing Traveling Entertainer


    	54. Declaration from the Future


    	55. The Kind God


    	56. All That Remains of the Soldiers’ Dreams


    	57. Vows


    	58. The Wedding


    	59. The First Night


    	60. Thus Love Takes Shape


    	61. A Prayer for Two Thousand Years Later


    	62. Execution


    	63. She Who Controls All


    	64. Let Bygones Be Bygones


    	65. The Rebel’s Sword


    	66. The Balance of Love and Pride


    	67. Together with Her Heart


    	68. Reviving Love


    	69. Shredded Words


    	70. To Sever Fate


    	71. The True Demon King


    	72. Misfit


    	73. Rumor and Legend


    	74. The Demon King Reordination Ceremony


    	Epilogue: The Demon King’s Memory


    	Afterword


    	Color Illustrations


    	About J-Novel Club


    	Copyright

  


  Landmarks


  
    	Table of Contents


    	Color Images

  



  
    [image: Color4]
  

  
    
      § 39. Escape from Aharthern


      My vision turned red, and I was swallowed by darkness. The magic body I’d sent to Delsgade burned up in flames, leaving only the sight of the Spirit King’s castle before the eyes of my main body.


      “A barrier went up,” Misha said.


      I turned my Eyes to Delsgade in the distance and found Midhaze shrouded in darkness. It was magic I’d never seen before, but as Misha had said, it appeared to be a type of barrier. Not even my Eyes could see into the city now, and anti-magic was preventing me from sending another magic body.


      “Hmm. This is certainly fitting for a spirit born of my own legend. What overwhelming power.”


      “Lord Anos!”


      I turned in the direction of the voice to see the fan union girls running over from the door. The fact that every girl was accounted for probably meant that Gennul had let them pass untested.


      “About what you just sent through Leaks...”


      I had just transmitted the magic broadcast to them via Leaks, so they had a general idea of what was going on.


      “Did Misa turn into the phony Demon King?” Ellen asked worriedly.


      “She hasn’t turned into anything,” I replied. “She was Avos Dilhevia all along. Half of her existence was founded on the legend of the Demon King.”


      Solemn looks fell across the girls’ faces.


      Lay opened his mouth. Even he was having trouble smiling. “If the legend disappears, Misa will die. If the legend sticks around, Misa is destined to remain as Avos Dilhevia—as the Child of God born to destroy Anos.” With a grim look in his eyes, he gritted his teeth as waves of an indescribable emotion flashed across his face. “If only I hadn’t created a fake Demon King...”


      “What’s done is done. Now is not the time to dwell on the past.”


      Lay raised his head. When our eyes met, he nodded.


      “Avos Dilhevia must be defeated as soon as possible,” I said. “Many of the Demon King of Tyranny’s rumors are spread by humans and Royalists. If Misa’s personality is formed from those rumors, she won’t be the kindest king, I’m afraid.”


      Judging by Avos Dilhevia’s speech, it was easy to imagine what we were in for. The hybrids would probably be first to fall victim.


      “The Sword of Three Races may be key to defeating Avos Dilhevia,” Lay said in a heavy tone. Hero Kanon had defeated the Demon King of Tyranny with that very sword. The legend had spread among humanity, making Evansmana the Great Spirit Avos Dilhevia’s greatest weakness.


      “But won’t Misa die if you defeat Avos Dilhevia?” Eleonore asked.


      Zeshia frowned. “That would be sad...”


      Sasha put a hand to her head and pondered with a serious expression. “Misa’s half spirit, right? Avos Dilhevia is half of her existence, so she won’t be able to live if that half disappears.”


      “She’d get spiritosis,” Misha mumbled.


      “It’ll be fine,” I said. “You need only concern yourselves with figuring out a way to defeat Avos Dilhevia. That may seem impossible, but as you know, the impossible has never stopped me.” I turned to face Lay.


      “Two thousand years ago, all I ever did was give up,” he said with a look of resolution. “This time, I won’t do that.”


      Just then, a tremor shook the Spirit King’s castle. Actually, no—it wasn’t the castle that was shaking—it was the Great Tree of Learning himself. Countless branches reached into the castle, covering the room like a cocoon.


      “Are you trying to keep us here, Ennunien?” I asked the Great Tree.


      “I’m afraid I cannot allow you to bring harm to the child of the Mother of Spirits,” he replied in his hoarse voice. “You shall all remain here in Aharthern.”


      I attempted to cast Gatom but found myself unable to connect to any other space.


      “Unfortunately, there is no way out of the remedial cocoon. It is my last resort for failing students who refuse to study. You cannot leave without completing supplementary lessons.”


      All spirits were allies of the Great Spirit Reno. It was only natural for them to take the side of her child, Avos Dilhevia, as well.


      “I understand how you feel, but that doesn’t mean I shall comply.”


      I drew a magic circle in front of me and poured my magic into it. A black sun soared out of the circle and struck the wall of the cocoon.


      “It’s no use. Violence is not permitted within this cocoon of learning.”


      Sure enough, the wall was slightly charred but had taken no significant damage.


      “Oh? But this isn’t the extent of my brutality.”


      I drew another magic circle, this time forming one hundred shots of Jio Graze. The jet-black suns struck the exact same spot on the wall with a single deafening boom, fiercely shaking the cocoon.


      “I said it’s no use!” Ennunien called. “Using force is pointless!”


      Black flames rose with a mighty roar, consuming the entire cocoon.


      “What?!”


      The bursts of Jio Grazes had broken through the wall, leaving behind a huge hole.


      “You power may be great when it comes to education—so great as to trap even those with more magic than you,” I said. New branches reached out to cover the hole, but the black flames spread to consume those as well. The exit was growing wider before our eyes. “But understand this, Ennunien: forcing a passing student to take supplementary lessons isn’t education—it’s corporal punishment. And in a match of violence, I won’t lose.”


      “Urgh...”


      With that, I’d turned his own legend against him. Even for the sake of the Great Spirit Reno, spirits couldn’t act against their own lore. As Ennunien faltered, I stepped past the now unmoving branches.


      “Let’s go.”


      At my words, my followers accompanied me out of the Spirit King’s castle. The clouds around us immediately gathered to block our way.


      “Don’t be afraid. Just jump,” I said, leaping through a rift between the clouds. Lay, Misha, and Sasha leaped after me, followed by Zeshia and Eleonore. The fan union girls jumped last. The sight of the Great Tree we’d climbed streamed past us as we fell. Just before we reached the trial room, I cast Fless on the fan union girls to set them safely on the ground. The others, too, landed without a hitch.


      “Who are they?” Misha suddenly asked, looking over at a group of demons gathered ahead of us. All of them possessed far more power than the demons of this era. They were my subordinates from two thousand years ago. The Netherworld King must have succeeded in retrieving them.


      But there was something strange about them.


      “Anos Voldigoad.” One of the demons stepped forward, drawing his sword. His name was Nigitt, and he was the most skilled swordsman out of my former followers after Shin. “By the order of my liege, your source will be mine.”


      At Nigitt’s signal, the demons charged all at once, but the next moment, a crimson spear came flying out of nowhere, aimed straight at his body. Nigitt blocked the spear with his demon sword and leaped back. The demons with him paused in their advance.


      “What a mess. This is why I warned you not to underestimate the gods.”


      The man standing before us—the one who had thrown the spear—was Aeges, the Netherworld King.


      “The Child of God has commandeered your former subordinates,” he told me. “Half of them have already moved to Delsgade, along with the god in the Conflagration King’s body.”


      Now that Melheis had sided with Avos Dilhevia, Nosgalia was able to abandon his post mid-expedition. The Great Spirit Avos Dilhevia was born from the legend of the Demon King of Tyranny and possessed the order of the Child of God. It wouldn’t be strange for Nosgalia to ally himself.


      “This isn’t the time to be standing around. Go.” The Netherworld King lowered his center of gravity and pointed his magic spear at my former followers. “I shall handle this. Out of consideration for your soft self, I shall even refrain from destroying them.”


      “It seems you’ve grown a little soft yourself, Netherworld King.”


      “As I said earlier, our objectives just so happen to coincide,” Aeges replied without turning around. He gripped his crimson spear that could cross dimensions and thrust it downwards, but it didn’t pierce the floor under his feet—it opened a hole beneath my feet instead. The staircase could be seen through the hole.


      “Be careful—my subordinates are strong,” I said.


      “Your concerns are unwarranted. I haven’t been sitting around idly for the past two thousand years.”


      As spear clashed with spell beside us, we jumped into the hole. I was about to return the same way we’d come when I came to a halt.


      “Hmm. The path has changed.”


      On the way there, Rina and I had followed a complex, mazelike path. Of course, I still remembered that path, but those memories were no use now that the maze was different.


      “Anos!”


      I turned at the sound of my name to see Rina standing there.


      “You’re leaving, right? I know the way!” she said.


      Aeges must have told her to stay after saving her from the Spirit of Hiding. For a man called the Netherworld King, he sure was attentive to detail.


      “I’m afraid we’re in a bit of a rush. Can you show us the fastest way out?”


      “Sure! I know where to go—follow me!”


      With that, Rina broke into a run. She weaved her way through the complicated maze without any sign of hesitation. We followed close behind her.


      After some time, the maze before us transformed. New paths and dead ends were rapidly forming before our very eyes.


      “Hey, what is this?” Sasha asked.


      “It’s okay! Just follow me.”


      Rina pushed on through the ever-changing maze. Towards the end, the floor began heaving like a wave, throwing us all off-balance.


      “Wah!” Rina exclaimed, tripping over the floor. A single white flower fell from her breast pocket. The wall of the maze immediately absorbed the flower. Rina cried out again, reaching for the flower, but she was too late. She froze on the spot and stared at the wall, unmoving.


      “We’ll be trapped here if we don’t get going,” Eleonore said.


      Rina pulled herself together and nodded. “R-Right, sorry,” she said, but I grasped her shoulder before she could resume running. “Huh?”


      I touched the wall with my finger and channeled my magic inside. The wall warped beneath my touch, revealing the white flower within. When I beckoned to it, it flew towards me, and I caught it in my hand.


      “This is important to you, isn’t it?” I asked.


      “I think so. Thank you.” Rina accepted the flower and slipped it back into her pocket. She then resumed running.


      After making our way through the warping maze, we stopped before a door. Rina opened it, and the vine-covered entrance to the Great Tree came into view. Sunlight streamed through the trees of the forest. We’d escaped the Great Tree Ennunien, but I still couldn’t use Gatom until we’d escaped the forest.


      “Is there a way out of here?” I asked.


      “Aharthern’s exits are sealed right now, so you probably can’t leave the normal way,” Rina said, glancing around the area. “Titi, are you here?”


      She’d called out to the titi, tiny fairies of the forest, but there was no response.


      “We want to get out of here. There’s someone I have to visit.”


      “They have pretty carefree personalities and all, but the titi are spirits too, no?” Sasha wondered aloud. “Will they even be willing to help us?”


      But a moment later, new voices filled the air.


      “Troubled?”


      “Someone’s troubled?”


      “It’s Rina.”


      “Rina’s troubled.”


      A fog gathered around us, and the fairies emerged from within.


      “Thank goodness. Titi, we want to leave this place. Can you help us out?” Rina asked.


      The titi danced around her.


      “He told us not to let him out.”


      “The Demon King and his friends must stay.”


      “Avos Dilhevia’s awakened.”


      “We have to protect Reno’s child.”


      The titi, too, seemed unwilling to negotiate, but Rina pleaded once more.


      “Please help us, titi. I won’t ask anything more,” she said earnestly.


      The titi gathered together and stared directly at her.


      “Maybe if it’s secretly.”


      “We’ll help if you keep quiet!”


      “Don’t tell anyone.”


      “Not a word.”


      Rina nodded, smiling brightly. “Yep, I promise.”


      The fairies set off into the forest.


      “This way.”


      “Over here, over here!”


      We followed the fairies into a thick fog. As it grew thicker, it obscured the foliage around us.


      “What do you see?”


      “I see something.”


      “I see grass, maybe.”


      “It’s the plain!”


      A familiar scene appeared before us.


      “Bye-bye, Rina.”


      “See you later!”


      “See you later, Rina.”


      “Let’s meet again!”


      The titi vanished. As we left the Great Spirit Forest, the fog gradually faded, and we stepped out onto the Lysaris Plain.

    

  

  
    
      § 40. Infiltrating Midhaze


      “Hmm. I can teleport us to the outskirts of Midhaze. From there, it’d be fastest to make the rest of the journey on foot.”


      I stared into the distance and observed the areas around the city. The barrier of darkness was beginning to seep outside, but it hadn’t been able to spread very far in such a short amount of time.


      “Most demons won’t be able to defy Avos Dilhevia’s order,” Lay said. “They’ll be waiting for you to show up.”


      “No doubt.”


      “Defeating them won’t help. If we can, we should avoid combat.”


      Taking on anyone other than Avos Dilhevia, Nosgalia, or the Spirit King would be a wasted effort. We couldn’t kill anyone either. Although taking care of the Royalists would normally be like taking candy from a baby, my former subordinates were now among them.


      “However, the other side will be aware of that. We can’t give them too much time. Depending on how the situation develops, we may have to charge in head-on,” I said.


      At that, Rina raised her hand. “Um...can you take me with you?” she asked.


      If Shin was the Spirit King, who was the amnesiac girl trying to meet him? The simplest answer was probably the Great Spirit Reno, but I wasn’t quite convinced. According to the lilan, a spirit could resurrect, even if their source was destroyed, as long as their lore still existed. However, I recalled nothing from them about memory loss and indistinct facial features. Plus, the titi had said they’d never see Reno again. Did that mean she was gone for good?


      Although Avos Dilhevia’s identity had been revealed, a number of mysteries remained unsolved. Something had happened two thousand years ago when Avos Dilhevia was created, and it would be an incredible coincidence if Rina was unrelated. Perhaps the Spirit King or Nosgalia had sealed her memories.


      “Let’s go together. You seem to be the same as us,” I said.


      “The same?” Rina asked, looking up at me.


      “You, too, have unfinished business from two thousand years ago.”


      A look of recognition crossed Rina’s face, and she nodded. “I think so too.”


      She accepted my offered hand. Lay and the others also linked hands, and I cast Gatom on everyone.


      The world turned bright white for a brief moment, then a path appeared before us. It was the road to Midhaze. I could have teleported us a little closer, but the guards would have tightened the city’s defenses if they had detected our approach. This was the more appropriate spot.


      We advanced down the road, taking the time to avoid being detected by our enemies. The city walls eventually came into view, the barrier of darkness visible behind them. The gates to the city were shut.


      “How should we get in?” Lay asked.


      “We could barge our way in while no one’s looking,” Sasha suggested, but Misha shook her head.


      “Someone’s coming,” she said, casting her Magic Eyes over the gate. The barrier of darkness prevented us from seeing anything within, but the flow of magic inside could be faintly detected. A large number of demons were indeed headed our way.


      “Time to hide,” I said, using Lynel and Najila to blend us into the scenery.


      Not long after, the city gates opened and armored demons equipped with demon swords stepped out. Their faces were familiar—it was the Midhaze army that had served as the vanguard in the last battle with Azesion.


      Demon Lord Elio stepped forward and raised his voice. “The misfit that threatens Demon King Avos Dilhevia is headed for this city. Gatom transportation has been blocked thanks to Demera, so Anos Voldigoad will have no choice but to appear at this gate!”


      Elio then began barking orders for each squad. “All squads will patrol assigned sections of the perimeter. Squads one and four are to head for the west gate. Squads two and three are to head to the east and squad five to the north! Not a single ant shall be allowed into Midhaze!”


      “Yes, sir!”


      Elio’s squads split into the aforementioned three groups and moved along the ramparts. The only demons left at the gate before us were Elio and his two aides. Elio left the gate open and stood before it, unmoving.


      Hmm. That was odd.


      “Can you see anything, Misha?” I asked.


      “A strong heart,” she whispered. “I can see conviction.”


      Conviction, huh?


      “I’ll go check things out. You guys stay hidden.”


      I dispelled Lynel and revealed myself, then made my way towards Elio.


      “L-Lord Elio!” one of the aides cried. Elio’s gaze immediately fixed on me.


      “Leaving the gates open in your search for insurgents is rather careless, Elio.”


      He straightened himself and then knelt on the ground, bowing his head to me. His two aides mirrored his actions.


      “How could I close the gates when my liege was yet to return?” he said.


      “Hmm. So you aren’t under Avos Dilhevia’s control.”


      “No, my liege, but other than these two troops, my entire army believes that he is the true Demon King of Tyranny. It seems that demons with less acquaintance and loyalty towards you are more susceptible to his influence.”


      There were many well-known legends of the Demon King of Tyranny’s subordinates two thousand years ago. The Seven Demon Elders were particularly famous, which made them particularly susceptible to Avos Dilhevia’s control. Their anti-magic didn’t stand a chance against a legend that so strongly bound them to the Demon King’s service.


      However, there were no rumors of the demons of this era being under the Demon King’s rule. Thanks to that, Avos’s power over them was much weaker. Those with strong hearts like Lay and the others were able to reject the spell.


      “What’s the situation inside the city?” I asked.


      “Demera has covered the entirety of Midhaze,” Elio replied. “The barrier appears to implant the will of Avos Dilhevia into demonkind, similar to the effect of Aske. It’s more potent against those who believe Avos Dilhevia is the Demon King of Tyranny.”


      Similar to Aske, huh? So the spell spread worship of Avos Dilhevia, similar to how Jerga’s voice planted hatred into the humans. What a troublesome spell to bring out. Considering I hadn’t heard of it before, it must have been created on the spot. After all, that would be easy work for the Demon King of Tyranny.


      “From what I saw on the way here, the Royalists have already begun acting out towards hybrids. I fear that their actions will soon develop into riots, but with Avos Dilhevia’s order in place, I cannot mobilize my army.”


      The nation was most likely being rebuilt into one of royal supremacy, just like the myths the Royalists believed in. Only those who used to oppose the Royalists still believed that I, Anos Voldigoad, was the Demon King of Tyranny. Melheis had informed the Unitarians of the truth, so there weren’t many counteracting rumors going around simply because people had to piece things together themselves.


      “Rest assured—everything can be resolved by taking down Avos Dilhevia.” I dispelled Lynel on my subordinates, who quickly came running over. “Close the gate after we enter. Continue your search for the misfit outside the walls as though we were never here.”


      “As you wish.”


      Avos Dilhevia would probably notice us as soon as we entered the city, but we could at least avoid having to fight Elio’s army.


      “Let’s go,” I said, leading the way through the gates.


      “May fortune be on your side,” Elio said as he closed them behind us.


      Finally inside the city, we ran through the streets of Midhaze.


      “Um, where are we headed?” Eleonore asked.


      “We’ll go to my place first.”


      “Ah, I see. The demons have been ordered to kill you, so your parents might be in danger,” she said.


      “If they don’t leave the house, that won’t be a problem.”


      “How come?”


      “I’ve set up a spell to turn the house into a ward when the door is locked. Anyone who approaches will be led around in circles. If mom and dad saw the magic broadcast, they’d know to close the shop and shut themselves in.”


      Although the house was within Demera, the interior of the house was my territory. Mom and dad’s magic was undisturbed, but I thought I might as well check on the neighborhood as we passed.


      I focused my Eyes on the inside of the house. I could see mom biting her lip worriedly. Dad stood beside her, his arm around her shoulder in reassurance.


      “It’ll be okay,” he was saying gently. “I don’t know what happened, but it has to be some kind of mistake. We know best that Anos wouldn’t do anything wrong. Isn’t that right?”


      “Right...”


      “He’ll come home safely. I know it.”


      Just then, a dull noise echoed outside the store, followed by a girl’s scream.


      “What was that?” mom asked, approaching the window to peek through the curtains.


      A brown-haired girl was lying on the ground. She was surrounded by demons—students wearing the Royalist uniform of the Demon King Academy.


      “Who gave you permission to look at us, huh?!”


      One student kicked the girl with all his might. She screamed again and then lifted her head as she attempted to crawl away. I recognized her face.
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      “Stop... I’m a royal too...”


      It was Emilia.


      “What? Royal? Bwa ha ha ha! What are you on about? Your magic is clearly mixed, you mongrel!”


      “I get it—you look up to royalty. But unfortunately for you, your blood isn’t precious at all. In this country ruled by the almighty Avos Dilhevia, you’re just a slave!”


      Laughing, the students continued to kick her.


      Then something strange happened. Darkness coiled around Emilia and the students. Her magic was being absorbed by them—another effect of Demera, it seemed. Punishing hybrids allowed them to absorb their power. This must be how the “nourishment” Avos Dilhevia had mentioned was obtained.


      “Stop that right now!”


      The students turned to see mom running out of the store and towards them.


      “Oh? What’s this, another mongrel? Wait, this one isn’t even a demon.”


      “Hey, isn’t that Anos’s...”


      Another student grinned wickedly. “Oh, so it is.”


      He stared at her and licked his lips.


      “Bwa ha ha! What a lucky day for us. I can see that misfit’s tearful face right now! Isn’t it the best?!”


      The student forgot about Emilia and approached mom. She backed away slowly—when he suddenly lunged forward.


      “Hey now, don’t run away!”


      “Think again.”


      Someone tripped the Royalist student from the side, making him fall flat on his face. It was dad.


      “Urgh...”


      “Go, Izabella!”


      Mom ran over to Emilia. “Can you stand? It’s dangerous out here, so come inside.”


      She took the brown-haired girl by the hand and tried to lead her inside.


      “Why...” Emilia stopped, shaking mom off her. “Why would you save me?!”


      “What do you mean?” Mom tilted her head slightly.


      “I’m... I’m no longer royalty.”


      Mom smiled at her gently. “It’s okay. I’m on your side. Just because you’re a hybrid doesn’t mean you deserve to be kicked. Isn’t that right?” Mom offered Emilia her hand once more. “Let’s go inside. I’ll patch you up.”


      Emilia was hesitantly reaching for mom’s hand when she suddenly flinched and threw up her defenses. “Take cover!”


      A black ball of fire flew towards mom. It was Gresde. Emilia immediately shoved mom away to protect her, but her own body was caught in the flames.


      “Ack... Gaaaaaah!” she cried, falling to her knees.


      “Oops, did I miss?” one of the students said. “No worries, though—you’re still not getting away.”


      As the student released black flames from his palm, the beaten-up dad lay pinned under his feet. “Get inside, Izabella...”


      “Shut up!” The student kicked dad in the face. “If you don’t quiet down, I’ll—”


      “Oh? What will you do?”


      “Bwa ha ha! Isn’t it obvious? I’ll tear their limbs from their bodies and throw the remains before that misfit. Once he’s wailing in despair, I’ll laugh at him and say, ‘See? Avos Dilhevia really existed after all!’ Aha ha ha ha...ha?” The student stiffened as he trailed off. Like a rusted doll, he turned his head stiffly and looked at me. “A-Anos...”


      His face was the picture of despair.


      “I see, so you wish for dismemberment. If I recall correctly, that form of execution is normally conducted by tying one’s four limbs to horses and making them run in different directions.”


      With Ygg Neas, I grabbed the students and lifted them into the air.


      “H-Hey, what are you...”


      “S-Stop! You’re not planning on killing us, right?”


      “You’ve gotta be kidding me. Hey, tell me you’re kidding! Are you really gonna dismember...”


      Using Girel, I threaded their bodies with magic and grabbed the ends of the threads. I then cast one more spell on them. To prevent mom from seeing anything unsightly, I lifted them high into the air.


      “Rest assured, I won’t tear your limbs from your bodies...”


      Eight hundred eighty-eight threads ran through each student’s body. With Ygg Neas-coated hands, I tugged all of the threads at once. Their bodies burst apart.


      “...I’ll tear your entire bodies to pieces.”


      The students had been reduced to shreds.


      “While I’m repulsed by the frailty of your hearts, the root of the problem is Avos Dilhevia. I shall neither blame nor kill you.”


      The spell I’d cast in advance was Indol. The students would remain in a state of temporary death no matter how much damage they received, and they’d be conscious with all five senses intact the entire time. They could also be resurrected afterwards. It would hurt a bit, but it was a common punishment two thousand years ago.


      “Stick around for a while as pieces of meat.”

    

  

  
    
      § 41. In the Rift between Blood


      “Anos, dear!” mom cried, running up to hug me. “Oh, thank goodness you’re safe! I was so worried after watching the magicast. What if the worst had happened?” With tears in her eyes, she squeezed me tightly. “Do you have any idea why the Demon King would want to kill you?”


      “It’s just a misunderstanding,” I said, “but it’s a little difficult to explain.”


      Honestly speaking, it would be near impossible to make mom understand right now, but as I was considering my options, she nodded and flashed me a smile.


      “Of course. That’s exactly what I thought. There’s absolutely no way the Demon King would want to kill you, so there had to be some kind of mistake. If you say it’s a misunderstanding, then that’s what I’ll believe!”


      My magic body had been shown on the broadcast as well, but mom wouldn’t have had any way of comprehending our conversation. With the Seven Demon Elders on the other side, it was only natural to assume I was the rebel, yet she’d chosen to believe in me anyway. Sure, mom normally made all the wrong assumptions, but she trusted me at times like this.


      “Don’t worry, mom. I’ll soon resolve the misunderstanding. I’m already on it.”


      “I see, I see. I’m so glad,” mom mumbled, still locked around me in a tight hug.


      “I knew we could believe in you, Anos,” dad said with a chuckle. “You always come home to us, no matter what happens. Hey, did you grow bigger while you were away on your expedition?”


      You’re imagining things, father.


      “Dad, if you want to keep up appearances, you should get up off the ground before you speak.”


      He laughed. “These are wounds of honor. I’ll happily get beaten up if I can protect your mother.” Dad got back on his feet. “Huh, that was easier than I thought.”


      “I cast Alto on you both before I left. Your wounds will still hurt, but your life won’t be in any danger.”


      Alto was a spell that protected the life of the person it was cast on. The spell formula automatically altered itself to apply wards, barriers, physical enhancements, and healing to that subject when required. Although the spell was useful, its formula was extremely complicated to write. It also utilized the magic of the subject, so the formula would break apart if they use their magic for anything else.


      Back in the Mythical Age, practically everyone had been capable of using magic, rendering such an effect worthless. I had only bothered developing the spell after mom was attacked by Emilia.


      “So that’s it. I almost thought I’d gotten stronger,” said dad.


      The only reason I hadn’t formulated a solution to the pain of inflicted wounds was to keep dad from getting carried away with himself.


      “Oh! That’s right.” Mom gasped and ran over to Emilia. “I’m so sorry about that. Thank you for protecting me. It’s still dangerous outside, so please come in.”


      “No. I’ll be okay...”


      “That spell hurt your back, didn’t it? Come inside, and I’ll treat it for you.”


      Mom still hadn’t noticed she was talking to my former homeroom teacher. I’d changed her age and appearance, after all.


      “But...” Emilia looked at me fearfully.


      “Stay and rest up here. The chaos should clear up after a few days.”


      “See? There’s no need to worry. Let’s go.” Mom took Emilia’s hand and pulled her along. “Come to think of it, what’s your name?”


      “It’s Emilia...”


      “It’s nice to meet you, Emilia. I’m Izabella.”


      Mom and dad escorted Emilia into the house.


      “Looks like you made it in time,” a voice suddenly said.


      I turned to see Lay standing behind me.


      “I cast Alto on them in advance, so there was nothing those students could have done,” I said.


      Sasha frowned, having just flown in with Misha. “But your parents didn’t know that, right? I can’t believe they left the house like that. I suppose that’s your mother for you.”


      “She’s kind,” Misha added with a smile.


      Eleonore and Zeshia were the next to arrive.


      “Ah, we finally caught up!”


      “Everyone’s too fast... Zeshia’s good at running, but...”


      “Where are Rina and the fan union?” Sasha asked, turning around. Although we were within Demera’s area of effect, I was still connected to my followers and capable of sharing their vision. Rina and the fan union were running frantically in the distance.


      “Hmm.”


      I made a beckoning gesture with my finger. A moment later, delighted screams could be heard as the fan union girls came flying through the air with Rina.


      “S-Sorry we’re late!”


      “We ran as fast as we could.”


      “Sorry for troubling you!”


      The girls bowed their heads in apology.


      “It’s fine.”


      Rina looked over at Wind of the Sun. “Is this your place?”


      “Yes. Let’s go inside.”


      I opened the door, and the store bell rang loudly. Mom and dad were nowhere to be seen—they’d probably headed out the back to treat Emilia.


      I could have used magic to heal Emilia in an instant, but mom purposely hadn’t asked me to—she’d wanted an excuse to invite Emilia inside. It wasn’t that serious of an injury either. Although Emilia’s magic was less efficient in her current body, she was perfectly capable of healing that much herself over time.


      “This house is a ward of my own making. Avos Dilhevia’s Eyes won’t reach here.”


      That said, the enemy already knew I was in the area, and they’d be able to predict that I’d safeguarded the house.


      “Isn’t the current problem how to get inside Delsgade?” Sasha asked.


      Eleonore looked serious. “If we go through the front gate, we’ll be met by the royals and Anos’s old subordinates.”


      “Avos Dilhevia knows we have to hold back against them,” Lay said. “The goal would be to deplete as much of Anos’s magic as possible, right?”


      At that, Misha tilted her head. “If they’re the same Demon King of Tyranny, will the one with more power win?”


      “That seems to be what the other side believes,” he replied.


      “It’d also buy them more time to steal the Abolisher of Reason,” Eleonore added, holding up her index finger.


      Sasha turned to me. “If Avos Dilhevia is the Demon King of Tyranny, why can’t she just take it?”


      “Because there are no rumors or legends of the sword.”


      I rarely ever drew Venuzdonoa, and those who had seen it perished. Only a handful of people in this era knew of it, but that wasn’t enough to trigger any rumors.


      “Nevertheless, Delsgade is widely known for being the Demon King of Tyranny’s castle. With the power of the Demon King and the castle combined, it’ll only be a matter of time before the enemy obtains the sword.”


      Considering Nosgalia’s involvement, the ultimate goal could be to free the Goddess of Destruction from the Abolisher of Reason and restore order to the world.


      “Smiting our way through the front is a perfectly viable option, but there’s something I want to find out first. Let’s choose another path.”


      “Is there another path?” Sasha asked.


      “There’s a recent addition to Delsgade that has yet to become part of the Demon King’s lore. Avos Dilhevia’s Eyes won’t reach it.”


      I drew a large magic circle beneath my feet. The floor of the shop turned transparent, revealing a staircase that extended downwards.


      “Ah, I see!” Eleonore said excitedly. “It’s the underground city where Zeshia’s sisters live!”


      Not so long ago, I had created a city beneath Midhaze as a place for ten thousand Zeshia clones to live. Since it had been constructed after my reincarnation, there were no rumors of it to tie it to the Demon King of Tyranny. It was located on the bottommost floor of Delsgade’s underground dungeon.


      “But Melheis is on their side, so won’t they know about that already?” Sasha asked.


      “He isn’t aware of the actual layout of the underground city. Besides, if they send demons down there, it’ll be all the better for us—it’s our home ground.”


      “Zeshia’s sisters are strong,” Zeshia said.


      Eleonore nodded in agreement. “Yup, they’ll chase away any intruders in the blink of an eye.”


      The underground city was the same size as Midhaze. Sending soldiers to an area out of Demera’s reach would actually be doing us a favor, though they’d be fools to stir up such trouble for themselves.


      “Will we all go together?” Misha asked.


      “No,” I replied, turning my attention to the fan union. “You girls stay here. Look after mom and dad for me.”


      The girls nodded.


      “Got it!”


      “We’ll protect them with our lives!”


      “We’ll let your parents know!”


      With that, the girls headed farther inside.


      “The rest of us will head to Delsgade. Are you ready?” I asked.


      Everyone left behind nodded. Judging by their determined expressions, there was no real need to ask them.


      “Then let’s go.”


      Just as I was about to set foot on the staircase, a door opened. Emilia came into the room, glancing at me quickly before lowering her gaze.


      Hmm. It seemed she had something to say.


      “Head down without me. Eleonore, you lead the way.”


      “Got it!”


      Lay and the others followed Eleonore down the stairs, leaving me alone with Emilia. I looked over at her, but she kept her gaze down and mouth shut. A minute passed without her making any attempt to speak.


      “Unfortunately, I don’t have all day. If you’ve got something to say, say it quickly.”


      At that, Emilia looked at me. “P-Please...”


      Her voice was trembling so much, she couldn’t properly form words. In spite of her fear, she gathered her resolve and made another attempt.


      “Please... Isn’t this enough already? Remove the reincarnation curse and just kill me. I beg of you.”


      How long had it been since she’d become a hybrid? The hardships she’d gone through could be easily discerned from the way she phrased her request. Her hatred for me had withered to the point that there was no hostility in her eyes—she was merely pleading.


      “Hmm. Will you ask to be turned back into a royal?”


      Emilia paused for a brief moment, then replied, “Can you do that?”


      “Even if I did, doing so wouldn’t turn back time.”


      She furrowed her brow, conflicted.


      “Avos Dilhevia has emerged. If I stay my hand, Midhaze will become the ideal city for royalty, just like you always wanted.”


      Emilia listened with a miserable look on her face.


      “Do you find it beautiful?”


      “Find what...?”


      “Would you have found beauty in this city just as long as you were on the ruling side? After living as a hybrid, would you consider yourself noble if you returned to royalty now?”


      She stared at me in silence.


      “If even now you truly believe that, I’ll return you to your former self. You can go join Avos Dilhevia’s forces.”


      Emilia opened her mouth and then closed it again without saying anything. She bit her lip and glared down at her feet. Tears welled in her eyes and began spilling onto the floor.


      I waited and waited, but she didn’t say anything more. She couldn’t. She had no answer. Her days as a hybrid had been etched into her memory. If she returned to royalty now, she would recall those moments every time she tried to oppress a hybrid. Every time she had been persecuted, every time she had been discriminated against would come rushing back. Yet at the same time, she didn’t have the courage to remain living as a hybrid. That’s why she had begged for me to kill her.


      Emilia’s royal status had been her pride. Now that she’d lived as a hybrid, those values had been smashed apart, and she had completely lost sight of herself. That was no surprise. There had never been any value in the status of royalty, and she was finally beginning to understand that herself. Everything had been in vain. Until she gave up on the notion of superior lineage and established herself as her own demon, she wouldn’t be able to move forward.


      I wasn’t kind enough to provide her salvation. She had to suffer and struggle until she found the answers herself.


      “Emilia.”


      When I called her name, she lifted her head slightly.


      “You protected mom.”


      At that, she looked away in shame.


      “Thank you.”


      I started making my way down the stairs. After some time, she seemed to believe I was out of earshot, as her trembling voice whispered something behind me.


      “What do you want me to do...?”


      Quiet sobs followed.
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