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      § Prologue: The Moon of Creation


      The Mythical Age.


      Snowflakes fluttered towards the ground, glittering as they reflected warm rays of light... Actually, no. The snowflakes were, in fact, a form of light themselves. Altiertonoa, the Moon of Creation, hung full in the sky alongside the regular moon. Its silvery light shone down on the world below, creating the illusion of falling snow. The “snowflakes” were shaped like flowers, which had earned them the name of lunar snowdrops.


      Under the light of the Moon of Creation, all life gained magic at the core of its being. This created the origin and foundation of all life—the source.


      Illuminated by that silver moonlight was a battlefield where many had lost their lives. The dead bodies, broken trees, and wilted plants on that wasteland froze like time had stopped then ceased to exist. Once the old was gone, the new could be born. It was said that after thousands of nights of destruction, the Moon of Creation would shine in the sky and create new life. Through Altiertonoa’s miracle, the order of the world was maintained by cycling the lives that had been lost.


      Silver lunar snowdrops fell like snow upon the piles of corpses, but within that frozen scenery, one figure was still moving. It was a demon man. He stood alone at the center of the destruction—that was more like overwhelming devastation—dressed in black from head to toe. He was the infamous Demon King of Tyranny, Anos Voldigoad.


      The Demon King slowly stepped forward, glaring up at the heavens with Magic Eyes dyed mauve. A plank-shaped foothold made of darkness appeared in midair. Another black plank appeared one step above it, followed by another. The darkness spread to form a staircase that stretched all the way up to the shining Moon of Creation in the sky. The Demon King began to climb that staircase.


      Just how much time did he spend climbing those stairs? Altiertonoa was so high up, even when the mountains below looked like pebbles, there was still no end in sight. It seemed as if seven days had long passed, yet the night never turned to day. As long as the Moon of Creation shone in the sky, morning would never arrive.


      Another seven days passed, but the silver moon was still far in the distance. As the Demon King continued climbing, lunar snowdrops fell upon the stairs he’d created. The flowers suddenly glowed brightly, and a silver-haired girl appeared ten steps above the Demon King. Her hair reached all the way to her ankles; her eyes were a bright silver; and she was dressed in a pure-white gown.


      “Go back,” she said.


      “I refuse.”


      The Demon King resumed climbing the staircase, but no matter how many steps he climbed, the distance between him and the girl remained unchanged.


      “What is your purpose here?”


      “To bring down the moon.”


      An emotionless gaze pierced the Demon King. “You won’t succeed.”


      “Nothing is impossible for me,” he replied.


      The girl disappeared.


      Unfazed, the Demon King continued climbing. Another seven days passed before the glowing lunar snowdrops fell once again, signaling the silver-haired girl’s arrival.


      “Why do you wish to bring down the Moon of Creation?”


      “I don’t know. Why do you ask?”


      The girl stared wordlessly at the Demon King.


      “When morning comes, the Sun of Destruction takes lives,” the Demon King explained. “When night falls, the Moon of Creation creates new life. We’re sick of being your toys.”


      “That is the law of this world.”


      “Which is why I shall destroy it.”


      The girl’s eyes widened.


      “If something so absurd is the law of this world, we’re better off without it.”


      “If the law is destroyed, order will crumble. This world will perish,” the girl said.


      The Demon King glared at her menacingly. “Is this world a kind place?”


      She didn’t reply to his question—perhaps because she was unable to.


      “Is this a world worth defending? Only death and destruction exists. All hope has long been lost. This world is nothing more than a giant torture chamber. As long as its laws exist, no light will ever reach us. Only the echoes of screams and cries can be heard.” The Demon King stopped and looked up at the girl. “Carve this into your skull, unknown god: I am not one to simply obey due to an overused threat like the end of the world.”


      The girl finally broke her silence. “Militia.” When the Demon King looked at her questioningly, she continued. “I am Militia, the Goddess of Creation, the order that created this world. And you?”


      “Demon King Anos Voldigard,” he replied.


      “Anos.” Her voice was flat and detached, but for some reason, the sound lingered in one’s ears. “The world isn’t kind.”


      She disappeared again, leaving behind a lunar snowdrop.


      The Demon King remained where he was, staring at the flower. For some reason, he didn’t make any attempt to walk again. He glared at the Moon of Creation in the distance, seemingly lost in thought as he gazed into its abyss.


      One hour passed, then four, then ten. A whole day passed. The Demon King remained as still as ever, standing there until another glowing flower fell before him. The silver-haired girl appeared on the staircase once more. The Goddess of Creation’s emotionless eyes stared into the abyss of the Demon King.


      “Hmm. You were much faster that time.”


      “Because you were waiting.” Militia lifted her hand and pointed at the Demon King.


      “You could tell?”


      “I could.”


      “I see. You aren’t the Goddess of Creation for nothing.”


      The Demon King turned around and sat down on the black staircase. Without any of the hostility he showed towards the Moon of Creation, he gazed down at the world below. There was a hint of grief in his expression.


      Curious, Militia descended the stairs. The distance between the two of them shortened. With his back still facing Militia, the Demon King turned to look over his shoulder.


      “There’s something I want to ask you,” he said.


      “About the world?”


      “About you.”


      Militia’s eyes widened slightly.


      “Now that I think about it, I realize I’ve never tried to understand the gods. Tell me what you’re feeling, Militia.”


      In a voice devoid of emotion, she answered. “Gods are order. We do not feel anger, kindness, sadness, or pride. We are merely born as order and fulfill our roles. We are immortal, thus we are not living.”


      “So you have no feelings.”


      “Immortal beings do not need feelings,” she said matter-of-factly. “They are a function bestowed only on the living.”


      The Demon King’s gaze returned to the ground, and he thought for a moment. “Gods aren’t immortal,” he eventually said. “No beings are immortal before me.” The Demon King asked the Goddess of Creation another question. “Will you tell me about yourself?”


      “What do you wish to know?” Militia replied, as unaffected as ever.


      “Anything about you.”


      The god that looked like a young girl closed her mouth. A long, long silence passed. Eventually, she replied, “I have a little sister.”


      “Oh? Do you get along?”


      “I’ve never met her.”


      “Why is that?”


      “Because that is the order of things,” she said. At the same time, the sky to the east turned a faint red. The long night was about to end. “The Moon of Creation is to disappear. My time here is over.”


      “Can I ask one more question before you go?” the Demon King asked.


      Militia nodded.


      “What’s your sister’s name?”


      The silver moon in the night sky faded as the sun rose in its place. Militia transformed into a glittering lunar snowdrop and disappeared, but not before leaving behind her sister’s name.


      Time passed. Life on the earth continued to perish. Millions of lives were lost. Seven years from that night, the Moon of Creation rose in the sky once again. In the silent world where time seemed to have stopped, a black staircase stretched up to the silver moon. And someone was climbing it. It was the Demon King of Tyranny, Anos Voldigoad.


      He walked for seven days and seven nights, until the mountains below looked to be the size of pebbles and a lunar snowdrop softly fell upon the staircase. Its brilliant silver light intensified, and the flower took the shape of a person. Militia, the Goddess of Creation, appeared, her appearance the exact same as before.


      “Hmm. Long time no see, Militia.”


      “It’s been seven years.” Militia descended the staircase.


      The Demon King reached into his breast pocket and took out a letter. “I have a gift for you today.” He handed it to her. “It’s from your sister.”


      Militia opened the envelope and removed the letter from within. A magic circle was drawn on the paper. When she pressed her hand against it, words played in her head. She listened to them for a moment, then smiled softly.


      “What did it say?”


      She looked back at the Demon King. “You didn’t read it?”


      “I wouldn’t read a letter addressed to you.”


      Militia replied. “Give my regards to my Demon King, she said.”


      “Hmm. I did go through quite the trouble to get her to write that.”


      The Demon King sat down on the staircase while Militia remained standing beside him.


      “I had a dream,” she said.


      “Oh? So the gods can dream too.”


      Militia shook her head. “It was my first time.”


      “What kind of dream was it?”


      “One of a god reincarnated,” she said as though her thoughts were on the ground far below.


      “What happened?”


      “Even if a god reincarnates, order is order; a god is a god,” she replied plainly. “But in my dream, a god became a life other than order. I left everything of mine to my sister.”


      “What did you do after you left everything with her?”


      She stared at the Demon King as she answered. “I don’t know.”


      The Demon King thought for a moment, then changed his question. “What did you want to do, then?”


      “I wanted to become the kindness of a cold world.”


      The words had spilled from the Goddess of Creation’s lips so casually, the Demon King smiled.


      “Is that funny?” she asked.


      “No. I just realized my own foolishness,” he said with a smirk. “It seems there are many kinds of gods out there.”


      “There are many types of order, not life.”


      The Demon King chuckled. “Do you have time tonight?”


      “A little.”


      “Then to continue from where we left off seven years ago, let us talk the night away.”


      On a night when the moon shone silver and lunar snowdrops fluttered down from above, the Goddess of Creation and Demon King of Tyranny falteringly conversed upon a dark staircase reaching into the sky.

    

  

  
    
      § 1. A Plea to the Demon King


      The morning sun pierced my eyelids, rousing me from my sleep.


      I’d had a dream. A dream of two thousand years ago, in which I’d met Militia’s little sister and delivered her letter to Militia. However, I couldn’t recall her name or what we’d said to each other. I dug through the depths of my memories, but a dazzling light blinded my eyes.


      The same happened when I tried to recall Abernyu. In order to seize the order of destruction, I had defeated her and brought her to the ground. The Goddess of Destruction had become the Demon Castle Delsgade, and the Sun of Destruction had become the Abolisher of Reason. But had that truly been the only reason? Hadn’t there been another goal to bringing down the sun? Why hadn’t I destroyed the Goddess of Destruction? It shouldn’t have been impossible for me.


      I knew that the Goddess of Destruction’s power—Venuzdonoa, the Abolisher of Reason—was effective against gods. Had I kept her alive as an extra countermeasure against them? Or was she like the Heavenly Father in that the complete destruction of her order would risk the destruction of the world?


      If I couldn’t remember both Militia’s sister and the Goddess of Destruction, it was possible that they were the same person. The younger sister of the Goddess of Creation could be Abernyu, the Goddess of Destruction. The Goddess of Creation’s power was the Moon of Creation, while her sister’s was the Sun of Destruction. When the moon rose, the sun fell, and vice versa.


      If this was true, it would explain why Militia couldn’t meet her sister. But there was no proof. At present, there was only one way to confirm the truth: to restore the Demon Castle Delsgade to its original form as the Goddess of Destruction to ask her directly.


      Of course, if that were a realistic option, I would have done so already. Manifesting Abernyu into this world would mean the complete restoration of the order of destruction. The world itself would be one step closer to destruction. All living beings would be more susceptible to death, and the lives that had been extended through the Goddess of Destruction’s absence would be lost.


      If I could talk to her without releasing her power, there wouldn’t be a problem, but things don’t always work out that well, and there was no guarantee that my memory loss wasn’t the work of another god. In other words, it was possible my memories had been stolen to tempt me into restoring Abernyu. I had no recollection of being caught by a god, but the chance was there. I might have forgotten even that. But now that I’d noticed one thing missing, I was beginning to identify more and more of my incomplete memories.


      Perhaps it had happened back then—when I’d destroyed the jinx the Sun of Destruction had cast on my memories. That was when I’d come to realize my reincarnation had been incomplete.


      Was the Goddess of Destruction on my side? Or was she just appearing to be? At any rate, I was certain that someone had indeed interfered with my reincarnation. Their efforts had been half successful, and I had reincarnated in an incomplete state. Or had this situation been intentionally planned by someone?


      “Hmm. Well, it doesn’t matter.”


      This was no different to that time with Avos Dilhevia. If there was someone else plotting things, they would eventually reveal themselves. While I waited, I could take my time thinking about how to restore my memories.


      I sat up and drew a magic circle, changing clothes from my sleepwear to my school uniform. Then I left my room and went downstairs, where I could hear mom’s energetic voice coming from the other room. The smell of freshly baked bread wafted from the kitchen.


      “...and you’ll never guess what happened next! My little Anos became the Demon King! I thought he’d go somewhere far away, but I couldn’t get in his way, so I decided I’d see him off with a smile, right? I asked him to spare a thought for his mother from time to time, you know? And do you know what he said next? Go on, what do you think he said?”


      I entered the kitchen to find mom and Misha preparing breakfast together. Misha was wearing an apron over the white uniform of the Demon King Academy. They were all but done with cooking, so Misha was serving bread, salad, scrambled eggs, and bacon on a plate.


      She looked over at mom and answered in her usual flat tone, “‘I’d like to have mushroom gratin for dinner tonight, mom.’”


      “That’s right! That’s exactly what he said!” mom cried, lowering her clenched fist. “Anos came back to us! He’s grown into such a fine man, but he’s still a mommy’s boy. I mean, that only makes sense, right? My little Anos may be the Demon King, but he’s still only six months old. He still needs his mother, right?”


      The reason Misha knew what I’d said was because mom had told this story multiple times already. Anyone else would have grown fed up with hearing it by now, but Misha always answered her dutifully.


      “Anos is kind.”


      “That’s right! He truly is! He’s so kind. I worry about him getting tricked by someone bad someday.”


      Misha tilted her head questioningly, but Mom kept on speaking anyway.


      “I knew you’d understand me, Misha. Anos is kindhearted but has lots of strength. He’s the Demon King, after all! Wasn’t his speech at the Demon King Reordination Ceremony just the greatest?”


      “Yeah.” Misha turned around, her long platinum-blonde hair swaying behind her. I caught a glimpse of a faint smile on her face.


      “You know, I was actually really nervous during the ceremony,” mom was saying.


      “Why?”


      “I was worried! Could Anos really speak in front of so many people? What if he forgot what he wanted to say? But in the end, he was amazing! He said everything without making any mistakes!”


      Misha blinked, her expression blank as always.


      Mom seemed to think of the Demon King Reordination Ceremony as some kind of children’s recital. There really was no winning against her. It was as though she was warning me not to think of such a trivial event as an achievement. The ceremony had offered the first public words of the Demon King of Tyranny after two thousand years of absence. The people of Dilhade had no choice but to obey me. But, indeed, all I had done was speak without stuttering. Dilhade’s future, the future of peace, was still yet to be achieved. Mom’s eye-opening view was a reminder for me to work hard without becoming arrogant. I had to keep that in my mind.


      “Good morning,” Misha said.


      Mom whirled around. “Oh! Good morning, Anos. You’re just in time for breakfast. Could you wait in the living room for a bit?”


      “Where’s dad?”


      “He’s already eaten and is back at work in the workshop. We’ve received loads of requests from people asking for your father to make ceremonial swords. Business is booming thanks to you, Anos dear!”


      The swords dad made were swords forged by the Demon King’s father. I’d only just reincarnated, so people probably wanted them as a token of good luck.


      Misha came over carrying the large plate she’d finished arranging breakfast on.


      “Ready to go?” she asked.


      “Yeah.”


      The two of us moved to the living room.


      Just then, a sound came from the entrance of the shop. Someone was knocking on the door. Misha must have heard it too, because she tilted her head.


      “It’s rare to have a visitor so early.” I made my way to the shop front, unlocked the door, and opened it.


      “Ah...”


      Standing outside was a girl with brown hair and brown eyes—Emilia.


      “Hmm. A rare visitor indeed. What do you want?”


      Her head was lowered, her gaze fixed on the ground as she bit her lip. “Um, are you busy right now?”


      “We were just about to have breakfast.”


      “I see.”


      “Oh? Is that Emilia?” mom asked, appearing over my shoulder.


      Emilia bowed. “Hello.”


      Mom clapped her hands together happily. “Perfect timing! Would you like to eat with us? Misha was here practicing today, so we made loads extra.”


      “No thank you. I’m in a hurry today. If you’d excuse me.” Emilia swiftly turned on her heel.


      “Emilia,” I called, making her stop. “You came to see me, no? I’ll hear you out.”


      “But...what about your breakfast?”


      “You swallowed your pride to come and see me. I’m sure whatever it is you’ve come to say is more important than breakfast.” I turned to Misha. “Sorry, Misha.”


      She shook her head. “Go.”


      “See you later, Anos. Good luck with work!” mom called, waving me off with a smile.


      Outside the store, I turned to Emilia. “Did you want to talk at the castle?”


      “No. Just while walking is fine...”


      “Then let’s go with that.”


      We slowly made our way down the road leading to Delsgade. Emilia followed at a slight distance behind me, dragging her feet gloomily. She remained silent for a while, and I slowed my pace without pressing her. Eventually, she made up her mind and spoke up.


      “I wish...for an audience with the Demon King.”


      Her voice was a mix of humiliation and shame. Even now that the truth was out, she must still have been struggling to accept me as the real Demon King, but she had to at least understand. If not, she wouldn’t have requested an audience with me. But her emotions had yet to catch up. Up until today, the pride of being royalty had been everything to her.


      “Granted.”


      Seeking an audience with me right now was the equivalent of asking for salvation. I had a pretty good idea what Emilia’s wish was.


      “There’s no place for me here. Not one at all...”


      “Perhaps so.”


      “You said you’d save your people from their tragedies. If so, then you should save me.”


      I came to a stop. Emilia paused too.


      “I beg of you,” she mumbled.


      It must have been quite humiliating to beg for charity from one’s mortal enemy. The vexation was clear on her face. But Emilia had reached her limit with her current self.


      “If you are the true Demon King of Tyranny, that is.”


      “Emilia.” I turned and looked her straight in the eye. “Do you truly wish to be saved?”


      “Of course I do.”


      “Will you swallow all your complaints in order to be saved?”


      After thinking for a moment, she nodded. “Yes.”


      “I will not allow your tragedy, but remember this: the only one who can save you is you, for the only one blaming you is you.”


      Emilia stared back at me confusedly.


      “Do you enjoy teaching?”


      “I don’t dislike it. It’s just the only job I stuck with,” she said ashamedly.


      “Then I’ll arrange for you to return to work. However, your destination will be the Hero Academy Arclanisca.”


      “In Gairadite? You want me to teach humans?!”


      “It won’t be a problem for you. Besides, no one in Gairadite will care about whether you’re royalty or not.”


      “But that place will discriminate against demons no matter what!”


      “Exactly. All demons are the same to them. Whether the Demon King or a hybrid off the street, we’re all equal.”


      She gaped wordlessly for a moment. “How will that help? Doing that won’t—”


      “You said you wouldn’t complain.”


      Emilia fell silent.


      “If you continue teaching for a year or if you make a notable achievement, I will promote you back to the Demon King Academy and grant you a position equal to those of the Seven Demon Elders.”


      “Are you serious?”


      “I don’t lie.”


      “What would be considered a notable achievement?”


      “The details will be sent to you later, but as for now, the people of Azesion have lost all trust in the Hero Academy. The students have become rather unruly. You just need to get them back on their feet.”


      Emilia thought for a moment, then said, “Very well. Please keep your word.”


      She just had to hold out for a year or so until things got better. After that, she would reobtain her past position and honor, and return to her former self. That was probably what she was thinking, anyway, but such naivety was wishful thinking. She was about to learn firsthand what it meant to seek salvation from the Demon King of Tyranny.


      “Emilia, you came to me for salvation. With that in mind, I will not allow you to abandon your salvation and flee.” I warned her with a threatening look. “Do not forget this. No matter how harsh and cruel the trial that awaits you, you will definitely be saved.”

    

  

  
    
      § 2. The Sleepy Witch


      After parting with Emilia, I sent a Leaks message to Melheis regarding her situation. He would immediately arrange for her transfer to the Hero Academy. However, I had more time to spare than anticipated. I had expected her to put up more of a fight, but it seemed she’d become a lot more docile than before. That must have been down to how harsh her days had been until now.


      “Anos.”


      I turned around to see Misha standing with a basket in her hands.


      “Breakfast,” she said, offering the basket to me. “I packed it for you.”


      “I appreciate it. Sorry for the trouble.”


      Misha smiled and shook her head. “Are you going to Delsgade?” she asked.


      “I’ll be going later, but it’s still a little early.” I stored the basket away in a magic circle and thought for a moment. “Hmm. I have an idea. Let’s go to your house.”


      Misha blinked a few times then tilted her head.


      “We talked about it once before, remember? I’m going to go and wake Sasha.”


      If I recalled correctly, we’d talked about it shortly before the educational exchange with the Hero Academy. I’d made a promise to wake up Sasha, who was terrible at getting out of bed in the morning.


      “I’ve put it off until now, but this is the perfect time to go.”


      Misha nodded and held her hand out to me. “She’ll be delighted.”


      When I took her petite hand, she cast Gatom. Our vision turned pure white and then faded to reveal a different scene.


      We were in a spacious room with a high ceiling and multiple ornate pillars. A red curtain was fluttering around the open window, from which sunlight was streaming in. The bright rays fanned out over the canopy bed, yet the person lying in the bed showed no signs of rousing. Dressed in a pink negligee and with her hair untied, Sasha was snoring away peacefully.


      “She’s out like a log.”


      “It’s her second sleep.” Misha pointed at the window.


      “Hmm. So she opened the window then went back to sleep anyway.”


      Misha nodded. “Maybe it’s her third.”


      I approached Sasha and sat down on the edge of the bed. “Sasha,” I called, but she didn’t respond. If she was like this every day, that she could make it to school on time at all was impressive. I put my hand on her head and nudged her lightly. “Wake up already. Or should I shake the whole house instead?”


      I’d added a bit of magic into my words, which made Sasha crack her eyes open.


      “Misha? Is it morning already?” she mumbled. She must have still been half asleep to be mistaking me for Misha.


      “Have you forgotten your master’s face?”


      Sasha’s blurry eyes stared up at me. “My master? Anos? My Demon King...”


      “That’s right. It’s your Demon King. I came to wake you up.”


      “What? That’s weird. Anos couldn’t be here...”


      Her speech was still slurred with sleepiness.


      “We spoke about it before. Now I’ve gone out of my way to come here. It’s about time you woke up.”


      “Oh, so it’s a dream...”


      She wasn’t listening.


      “It isn’t a dream. Wake up.”


      “Anos is cold even in my dreams.” Sasha grabbed her sheets and rolled over, turning her back to me.


      “Sasha.”


      “I’m still sleepy.”


      I extended my hand, but she grabbed it and tried to drag me into the bed.


      “Nngh... Then how about this? You can sleep with me. My bed’s big enough for both of us...”


      “I believe I’ve said this before, but don’t think you can sleep before me.”


      “Hmph,” she grumbled, like a spoiled child throwing a tantrum. “Anos would never do that, even in a dream...”


      Her grumbling was incomprehensible. It was like she had no intention of waking up.


      “Stop whining so much.”


      “If you want me to listen to you, you should keep your word...”


      Sasha rolled back towards me. The sheets shifted to reveal her thin negligee.


      “What word am I keeping?”


      “You said you wouldn’t let me sleep,” she said, pouting. “If it’s a dream, you could at least hold me a little.”


      “Hmm. I guess there’s no helping it.”


      I reached for Sasha and touched her.


      “Ah! Hee hee... You can come closer, closer...” she said, giggling happily.


      “Sure.” I proceeded to pick Sasha up.


      “Eeeeek!”


      With Sasha in my arms, I got up from the bed. “Well? I’m holding you now. Good grief, to think you can’t even get out of bed alone. A child could do better.”


      Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Misha shaking her head faintly. Had I done something wrong? Apparently not. The next moment, Misha gasped and started nodding furiously instead. It seemed I’d done the right thing after all.


      “Huh? Anos?” Sasha blinked in my arms and stared up at me. Her sleepy gaze gradually grew steadier until she was finally able to speak again. “What happened just now? Huh? Wasn’t that a dream? Why would Anos be here?”
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      “I promised you, didn’t I? I’m here to wake you up.”


      “Oh. I see. Th-Thanks...” she said in spite of all the questions she still seemed to want to ask. “By the way, Anos, can I ask you something?”


      “What is it?”


      “Did I, um, say anything weird?”


      When I looked at her questioningly, she attempted to explain herself.


      “I...I thought I was dreaming. Yeah, I mean, I was having a weird dream, so I might have said something weird. Did I?”


      “You said a lot of incomprehensible things, and whined about not getting up until I held you. Thus, here I am holding you.”


      Sasha sighed in relief, then tilted her head. “Why would you pick me up when I asked you to hold me? I’m not a child.”


      The moment after she’d said that, Sasha’s mouth fell open. She looked panicked—as though she’d just dug her own grave.


      “I didn’t think it was all sleep talk,” I said. “I assumed you wanted me to wake you up, but it turns out that was all because of your dream.”


      “Y-Yeah, that’s right. A dream. It was all because I was dreaming! Not that it matters, of course. That aside—”


      “What were you dreaming of?” I asked.


      Sasha gaped. “O-Oh, well, you know...”


      “It had to be a rather good dream, judging from that blissful look on your face.”


      She turned away, blushing. “Y-Yeah. It was a good dream.”


      “You called my name too. Was I in your dream?”


      She clutched my sleeve. “You were...”


      “I see. So even the former walking nightmare can now appear in good dreams. And then? What was I doing in your dream?”


      “Wh-What?!” Sasha yelped.


      “What’s the matter?”


      “Nothing...”


      I stared at her forlorn expression.


      “Hmm. It seems I’ve pried too far. Some things aren’t meant to be shared. I won’t ask any further.”


      “Ah...”


      I tried to let Sasha down, but she kept hold of my sleeve to stop me.


      “You were...” she muttered quietly.


      “Hmm?”


      “You were carrying me. Just like this.”


      I laughed heartily and ruffled her loose blonde hair. “There was no need to hide that so stubbornly, was there? How childish.”


      “Sh-Shut up. Who cares about that?” Sasha clung to me tightly, making her sister giggle. “Jeez, what are you laughing at, Misha?”


      “I’m just glad to see you happy.”


      Sasha looked a little guilty at that.


      I chuckled heartily. “Bwa ha ha. I can never tell who’s older between the two of you.”


      “Sasha’s the older one.”


      “You should try to act more like the younger one, Misha,” Sasha grumbled sullenly.


      Misha tilted her head. “How so?”


      “However you can. Maybe by being more lazy than I am.”


      Misha froze, unsure how to respond, but she eventually seemed to realize something and opened her mouth. “Being born second makes me lazy already.”


      “Smart-ass!”


      What a sharp rebuttal.


      “Ugh, whatever.”


      Sasha started kicking her legs in the air, so I put her down. A magic circle appeared beneath her feet and moved upwards, turning her negligee into the black Demon King Academy uniform. She was dressed in the blink of an eye.


      “What should I do?” Misha asked, looking up at me. She seemed to be bothered by being told she didn’t act like a little sister.


      “I don’t think it’s something to worry about.”


      “But I’m still worried...”


      “Then how about you try asking for something every now and then?”


      “Asking for something?”


      “A little selfishness might make you seem more like the younger one.”


      Misha thought for a moment, then turned to Sasha. “I’m sad.”


      “Wh-What’s up with you all of a sudden?” Alarmed, Sasha stepped closer to Misha.


      “I’m sad that Anos won’t go to class anymore.”


      It was then that Sasha caught on to what she was saying. “Oh, that’s right. But now the truth is out, there’d be a huge commotion if the Demon King of Tyranny attended class.”


      “Yeah...”


      “I’m a little sad about it too, but it can’t be helped,” Sasha said, linking hands with Misha gently.


      “I’m sad for Anos as well.”


      “For Anos?” Sasha looked at me curiously. “But he’s already proved he’s the Demon King of Tyranny, so there’s no need for him to attend anymore, right?”


      “There was never much reason for me to attend in the first place. But those dull classes weren’t the worst thing in the world, especially with you guys there.”


      “Really?” Sasha smiled. “But that means... Becoming the Demon King of Tyranny wasn’t all good, huh?”


      Misha nodded in agreement.


      “Oh, there’s no need to feel down about that. There was a lot to prepare, but now everything’s ready for today.”


      “Huh? Wait... Hold on. What are you talking about?”


      The two sisters looked at me.


      “I’m talking about my return to school, of course.”


      “WHAT?!” Sasha yelled in disbelief.

    

  

  
    
      § 3. An Unusual Transfer Student


      Demon King Academy Delsgade.


      Alongside the bell signaling the start of class, manic cackling rang out from the corridor. The door to the second lecture hall slammed open with a mighty bang, revealing Eldmed, the Conflagration King, dressed in his trench coat and top hat. With his cane in hand, he marched up to the teacher’s podium.


      “Good morning, students! I, the Conflagration King, have returned to the podium to educate you all on the Demon King!”


      The Conflagration King, who had been on temporary leave until now, had dumbfounded the students as soon as he’d opened his mouth.


      “Say, does Mr. Eldmed seem a little different to you?”


      “Y-Yeah. It feels like he’s more expressive now.”


      The students watched Eldmed warily as he continued cackling in high spirits.


      “Maybe he’s a bit too expressive...”


      “But he was odd to begin with. Didn’t he call himself a god once?”


      “He did indeed.”


      “Why did we even take him seriously back then?”


      With the disappearance of Nosgalia, his words had lost their effect. No one believed Eldmed was a god anymore. Their only remaining memory of him was of a weirdo who’d proclaimed himself a god.


      The current Eldmed had inherited the Heavenly Father’s power to create order. Considering his personality, if he were left to his own devices, there was a high chance he would create more trouble than Nosgalia. That’s why I’d had him return to his post as a teacher at Delsgade.


      Of course, he wasn’t the type of man to quietly obey orders, but there was another reason he was standing at the podium.


      “Before class begins, allow me to introduce the new transfer student!” Eldmed pointed his cane at the door. “Enter!”


      The door slid open by magic. I stepped into the classroom and walked straight forward.


      “Huh?”


      “Aw, how tiny...”


      “I wonder how old he is.”


      “Are you even allowed to enroll here at such a young age?”


      “Maybe he’s just small.”


      “The current Demon King Academy accepts anyone who shows great promise.”


      I came to a stop and turned to face the noisy students. “I’m Anosh Polticoal, six years old,” I declared. I had used Kursla to shrink my body to the size of a six-year-old.


      I could see Sasha had an exasperated look on her face. Next to the open seat beside her, Misha was smiling faintly.


      “Wow, what a surprise,” Eleonore mumbled, having been out of the loop. Zeshia’s eyes sparkled.


      “Zeshia’s...an older sister now.”


      “Did you, uh, know about this, Lay?” Misa whispered.


      “I wasn’t told anything either.”


      Eldmed tapped his cane against the floor, calling the students’ attention. “Anosh, could you introduce yourself a little more?” he asked.


      “Hmm. Let’s see...” I took a step forward. “Before I came here, I was a traveling entertainer. My specialty is imitating the Demon King of Tyranny. My favorite food is mushroom gratin. There’s no spell I can’t use, but I sometimes lack common sense. It’s a pleasure to make your acquaintance.”


      There was a quiet round of applause. It was coming from Misha. The other students belatedly followed her lead and started clapping too.


      “Sir, can we ask Anosh questions?”


      “Of course. Ask all you want.”


      With Eldmed’s permission, a female student in white uniform spoke up. “If you’re six years old, does that mean you’ve reincarnated?”


      “I have not. I’m a genuine six-year-old.”


      “Wow, that’s amazing! So you passed the transfer exam at six?” one guy wearing black asked. “Is that even possible? I thought the transfer exam was meant to be really hard.”


      “Indeed. I was able to transfer in, but the exam wasn’t something the average child could pass.”


      The noise in the classroom escalated. Eldmed spoke up to quiet everyone.


      “Bwa ha ha! There’s nothing to be surprised about. After all, Anosh Polticoal”—the Conflagration King pointed his cane at me—“is without any doubt a child genius!”


      If I had admitted to having reincarnated, I would have had to come up with a story about a past life. Maintaining consistency would have been an annoyance, and people would have wondered why I hadn’t used Kurst to age myself. The more I had to explain myself, the greater the likelihood that my secret would be exposed. It was better to do the opposite right from the start—that is, to gracefully insist that all was because I was a child genius.


      “I see. A child genius...”


      “Well, I guess that makes sense.”


      “I can’t see why there wouldn’t be at least one child genius in Dilhade.”


      Although there were some confused looks, everyone seemed to accept it.


      “You may take any of the empty seats,” Eldmed said.


      As I started walking, the other students called out to me.


      “There’s a free seat over here, Anosh!”


      “Come sit with us, Anosh. Let’s be friends.”


      Hmm. They were quite friendly, weren’t they? It was a completely different reaction from when I’d been considered a misfit. That being said, my seat had already been decided.


      “Come to think of it, where are Ellen and the others, Mr. Eldmed?” one student asked.


      “The Demon King’s Choir is busy with official business today. They’ll be arriving later in the day.”


      “Official business, huh? They became famous overnight.”


      Ever since the Demon King Reordination Ceremony, the popularity of the Demon King’s Choir had skyrocketed. Their schedule was packed with requests for them to sing the Demon King hymns. The fact that they were the direct subordinates of the Demon King of Tyranny most likely played a part in that popularity, but no matter what the intentions of the demons making the requests were, it was a good thing that their songs of peace were spreading. I had allowed the girls to pursue their official duties just as long as it didn’t impact their schoolwork.


      “Hey, wait. He’s...”


      The students watching me gasped.


      “No way. Is he going for that seat?”


      “W-Wait, Anosh. Don’t go there! That seat’s bad news!”


      I turned to the students that had called out to me. “Is this seat taken?”


      “No, that’s not—”


      “Then I don’t see the problem.” I continued walking without a care to the seat between Sasha and Misha.


      “M-Maybe he doesn’t know because he’s a child.”


      “Even if he doesn’t know, this is bad. That seat belongs to Lord Anos.”


      “But Lord Anos isn’t here anymore.”


      “Even then! I once sat in that seat as a joke, you know?”


      “You did that?!”


      “It was a joke! A harmless joke!”


      “So what happened?”


      “Lady Sasha came back at the worst time and sat beside me. She was all smiles, but her eyes were glowing with the Magic Eyes of Destruction, and she wouldn’t look at me the entire time.”


      “I mean, you’d be dead if you made eye contact with her in that state.”


      “Not only that, but Misha kept staring at me. She didn’t say a single word and had no emotion on her face!”


      “I can’t believe you managed to anger Misha of all people.”


      “And the finishing blow came from Eleonore! In this super cheerful tone, she went, ‘If you’re gonna sit there, you can’t complain when you’re killed, you know?’”


      “Why didn’t you just move out of the way?”


      “I was paralyzed with fear and couldn’t stand up!”


      All eyes in the room focused on me.


      “I mean, it should be obvious how bad that seat is,” another student said. “Sitting in it as a joke is practically asking to be killed. I mean, just look around. There’s Hero Kanon, those kids from the Hero Academy, the former fake Demon King, and the Necron sisters. Who would want to go near that?”


      “Huh? But they’re all nice people.”


      “No way. The combination’s bad no matter how you look at it. Is Hero Kanon really an ally now? Same for the fake Demon King. Why are those two even attending school?” the student said seriously.


      “It’s just Lay and Misa though. They were our classmates before, remember?”


      “How optimistic can you be? They’re definitely up to something. Just think about it. Why would people like them be attending school like normal students? What if they’re hiding here while planning to betray the Demon King of Tyranny one day?!”


      “Ah, so Lady Sasha and Misha are here to keep an eye on them?”


      “There’s no other reason why all those monsters would be gathered together in one area, right? That spot is like a warehouse of explosives. It may seem like they’re chatting peacefully among themselves, but you never know when they’ll explode.”


      “And everyone’s too scared to mention that seat. The last teacher bowed to the seat every morning.”


      “Well, I suppose it is a little hard to talk about.”


      Hmm. It seemed that in my absence the seat had become somewhat of a sacred zone, and Lay and Misa had become feared by the other students. Well, students were known for their wild gossip. There was no real problem with letting them say what they wanted.


      With a flick of my finger, I used magic to pull back the chair. Once I’d sat down, I turned to the side. “See? No one noticed.”


      Sasha shot me a look of exasperation. Misha thought for a moment, then said, “No one yet.”


      “Do you plan on staying hidden the entire time?” Sasha asked. “This is you we’re talking about—there’s no way you’ll keep your head down quietly.”


      “That’s what the child genius excuse is for.”


      “Oh!” Eleonore exclaimed. “You’re going to insist on that no matter what, aren’t you?”


      Zeshia clenched her fists encouragingly. “The perfect plan...”


      “You hear that, Sasha?”


      “You should at least try to hide it more seriously.”


      “That won’t be a problem. I have outstanding subordinates.”


      “What’s that supposed to mean?”


      “You’ll be able to make sure things proceed smoothly. Am I wrong?”


      Sasha blushed and averted her gaze. “Yeah, yeah, whatever the almighty Demon King wishes. This feels like a recipe for hardship though,” she mumbled.


      “Sasha’s pleased,” Misha whispered in my ear.


      “Misha! Don’t feed him weird thoughts!”


      Misa giggled. “But I’m glad we get to study with you again, Anos—I mean, Anosh,” she said with a warm smile.


      Lay leaned back in his seat and grinned at me. “What about your Demon King duties?”


      “I can do them after school. Like I just said, I have outstanding subordinates. The Demon King can remain a mere symbol. Most of the entreaties of the people can be resolved by Elio and Melheis.”


      If anything, it was better for me to be a mere symbol. If the Demon King of Tyranny had to deal with official business from morning to night, that would mean the world was no longer at peace.


      “Back to school life it is, then?” Lay asked.


      I chuckled. “That’s right.”


      The students who were looking on with tense expressions let out sighs of relief.


      “I-It seems like it’ll be okay.”


      “They seem to be getting on well, right? I wonder what they’re talking about.”


      “Why the difference?”


      “Maybe it’s because he’s a kid.”


      “Ugh, kids get special treatment now? That’s so unfair.”


      The sound of a cane tapping the floor echoed through the room once more. The students quickly turned back to face the blackboard, where Eldmed continued speaking.


      “There’s one more person I’d like to introduce today,” he said. “It’s time to meet your new sword instructor!”

    

  

  
    
      § 4. Sword Instructor of the Demon King Academy


      The door opened, and then came the sound of footsteps. The man who walked with guarded steps up to the teacher’s podium had white hair and uncolored eyes. His sharp, penetrating gaze turned to the students, making them flinch.


      “My name is Shin Reglia. As of today, I will be the Demon King Academy’s sword instructor,” he said quietly.


      Misa stared at him in shock. “Father?”


      Hmm. It seemed like she wasn’t aware Shin had been appointed as an instructor. I’d thought the Demon King Reordination Ceremony had brought them closer, but it seemed Shin was still struggling for words.


      “Hey, isn’t Shin Reglia the Demon King’s right-hand man?”


      “Yeah, I saw him at the Reordination Ceremony. And isn’t he the Spirit King too now?”


      “The one who’s said to be able to control a thousand different demon swords?”


      “Two thousand years ago, they called him the strongest demon swordsman.”


      “Are you serious? Someone that amazing is gonna be our sword instructor?”


      “Do you think Lord Anos sent him?”


      The students were quite dubious to hear that the Demon King’s right-hand man and present Spirit King would be their instructor.


      “Bwa ha ha!” Eldmed cackled. “Surprised, are we? The Demon King of Tyranny’s closest aide will be teaching you the sword! There’ll never be another opportunity like this!”


      Eldmed twirled his cane around and pointed it at the students. “What’s more, the Demon King Academy has come to a cooperative arrangement with the spirit school. Ennunien, the Great Tree of Learning, will be holding lectures and trials for you all. Talks are underway to arrange for a special instructor to teach defense against spirit magic and its various uses. In addition, the demons of two thousand years ago are available as detailed individual instructors.”


      Eldmed clenched his fists and grinned from ear to ear. “And, above all, the ultimate lecturer worthy of teaching about the Demon King is prepared to teach a new class. And the name of that class is...” The Conflagration King jumped on the spot, stomped his feet, and announced proudly, “Great Demon King Training! Bwa ha ha! With this, your futures as demon lords are all but guaranteed!”


      After the dramatic declaration, the Conflagration King straightened himself and resumed speaking calmly. “Of course, the lectures and practical demonstrations of magic by yours truly will be thoroughly drilled into the abyss of your bodies. Do you know why such an exorbitant curriculum has been prepared now that the Demon King has reincarnated?” He pointed his cane at one of the students. “You there, give me an answer.”


      Uniform colors no longer held any meaning in the Demon King Academy. The system of hybrids wearing white and royals wearing black had been abandoned, and the students were free to wear the color they preferred. That said, the change had only been implemented recently. Most of the students were still wearing the same uniforms as before.


      The difference between white uniforms and black uniforms had been an established rule in Dilhade. Merely abolishing the system and changing the uniform color wouldn’t change the way people thought. The important part was to instill the idea that uniform color didn’t matter. Some had suggested we change the uniform completely, but it had been decided that the two uniforms would be left unchanged as a reminder to demonkind.


      “Well? I’m speaking to you. What is your answer?”


      “U-Um, is it because the Demon King’s reincarnation prompted talented people to gather here?” the student answered nervously.


      Eldmed grinned. “Precisely! Only Demon King Anos would be able to gather so many people and for the purpose of education! Bravo indeed!”


      The student exhaled in relief, seeming pleased with themself.


      “But that’s not all! It was the Demon King’s popularity that gathered people here, but what prompted him to put so much energy into education? That is what I wish to know.” Eldmed pointed his cane at the student once again. “What do you think?”


      “I... I’m... I don’t know.”


      “No, you do know. You should be able to figure it out. Give it some more thought. What would be different if he didn’t focus on education?”


      The student racked their brains for a moment then muttered, “The future?”


      “The future! That’s right. It’s the future! In other words, the Demon King is focusing on education in order to prepare for the future. Well done. You did know the answer!”


      After receiving Eldmed’s praise, the student looked more confident in themself.


      “Then here’s another question: why is the Demon King passionate about the future?”


      “Because the present isn’t good enough...?”
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