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      § Prologue: The Demon King and His Sister


      Someone was dreaming—of a forest bathed in moonlight. The piercing cries of a dragon filled the air as a small girl ran for her life. She was a demon around six or seven years of age, and while her magic was strong for a child, she was ten years too young to be facing a dragon.


      The girl sobbed audibly as she darted between the trees. The dragon pursuing her felled them one after another while baring its fangs.


      “N-No!”


      The girl’s shoes had come off while she’d been running. Her limbs were streaked with blood. She was so absorbed in running away that she failed to notice a large tree root and tripped, slamming heavily against the ground.


      “Ugh...”


      Enduring the pain, the girl picked herself up. She heard a ferocious growl from behind her and turned to see the dragon’s head.


      “Eek!”


      The girl’s knees gave out, and she fell back against the ground. Though she inched slowly away, the dragon’s eyes were fixed on her.


      “H-Help...”


      Its huge jaws opened wide.


      “Help me... BIG BROTHER!”


      With an earsplitting roar, the dragon lunged towards the girl. Its jaw snapped shut with a sickening crunch, but the girl was not devoured.


      “Hmm. Dragons normally avoid this forest,” said the demon boy who had appeared. He held one of the dragon’s long fangs while stomping down on its lower jaw.


      The boy looked to be around ten years old, with black hair and black eyes. If the right person looked at him, they would be able to see he had an abnormal amount of magic hidden within him. His name was Anos Voldigoad—he was yet to be called the Demon King of Tyranny at this stage.


      “Griad.”


      The dragon shrieked as scorching black flames were shot down its throat. Unable to extinguish the flames within its body, the creature was quickly roasted from the inside and crashed to the ground.


      “That should do it.”


      Anos used Gijel to tie up the dead dragon and stored it away in a magic circle. He then turned towards the young girl. Tears were streaming down her face as she sobbed in relief.


      “Don’t cry,” he said. “I’ve eliminated the dragon that was picking on you.” Anos placed his hand on his little sister’s head and smiled gently. “There’s no need to worry.”


      The little girl clung to Anos and cried even louder. “Big brotheeer... I was so scared. Big brotheeer!”


      Anos rubbed her back reassuringly, but her tears showed no signs of letting up. Unable to stand the sight any longer, Anos drew a magic circle in his palm. “Look,” he said, opening his hand to reveal a scarlet gemstone.


      “Wow!”


      The girl’s eyes sparkled as she stared.


      “I figured out how to use Iris this morning. You can have this.”


      “Are you sure?”


      “Of course.”


      The girl beamed from ear to ear. “Thank you, big brother!”


      “Well, aren’t you materialistic?”


      “I’m not a material; I’m a demon! I’m your little sister, after all.”


      Anos smiled at the childish rebuttal and picked her up in a princess carry. The light of healing magic surrounded her body. Then he rose into the air using Fless and headed deeper into the forest.


      “It seems the dragons have sniffed out this place as well. We’ll relocate as soon as the sun rises tomorrow.”


      “I know of a good place we can go,” said the girl in Anos’s arms.


      “Oh? Where would that be?”


      “Do you know what a town is? There are lots of people who live there, and there’s a magic wall that protects them, so they’re safe from dragons too.” She smiled brightly. “If we go to a town, we won’t have to run anymore.”


      “Where did you hear about that?”


      “Oh, it was in a book I read. That’s why I know there might be a town nearby.”


      Anos paused to think before answering. “Unfortunately, we can’t go to a town.”


      “Why not? Don’t you know where a town is?”


      “Do you remember how I told you the dragons will keep chasing us?”


      The little girl nodded.


      “That was the truth, but dragons normally shouldn’t have followed us all the way to this land. This forest, in particular, is full of magic, which they usually avoid. It’s because I’m here that they’re drawn to us.”


      “The dragons are after you?”


      “Yes. That’s why I cannot go to a town—I’ll end up endangering the demons that live there. Besides, I won’t be very welcome once they realize I’m the one the dragons are chasing.”


      Although that was how Anos explained it, the truth was that his little sister was the one being targeted. He didn’t want to burden the young girl with the blame for their constant running.


      “I’m sorry we have to keep moving from place to place because of me. I could have left you somewhere safe, like a town, but I wanted to be together with you despite everything.”


      The girl’s expression brightened. “It’s okay! I’d rather be with you than wait alone in a town anyway. I love you, big brother!” She hugged Anos tightly and giggled.


      “What’s wrong?”


      “You know, I thought I wasn’t of any help to you. You always have to protect me, but I can’t do anything in return.” She smiled happily. “But as it turns out, you need me just as much as I need you.”


      Anos nodded and smiled back warmly. “Yes. You’re my only family, after all.”


      “You know you can rely on me more, right?”


      “You spoil me enough.”


      “Ehee hee!” She grinned shyly. “You know, when I grow up, I’m gonna marry you!”


      “Do you know what marriage is?”


      “Yup. It’s a promise to always be together. I’m gonna marry you because I love you. Will you marry me?”


      Anos chuckled. “If you still want to when the time comes.”


      The little girl giggled. “It’s a promise, okay? We’ll be together forever and ever!”


      “Yeah, that’s for sure.”


      Soon, a wooden house came into view. The two landed, and the girl ran towards it. Just as she was about to open the door, she paused and looked back at Anos.


      “Ah, I’m dirty. Is there anywhere to bathe?” She looked down at the dust and dirt on her body.


      Anos drew a magic circle and created a bubble of water. A tree grew to surround the bubble, the branches and leaves forming a curtain. It was an impromptu bathtub. “It isn’t the most spacious, but it’ll have to do.”


      “Thanks, big brother!” The girl discarded the clothes she was wearing and dived in, but not a moment later, she stuck her head back out. “Do you want to come in too?”


      “I’ve already washed. I’ll be preparing for tomorrow.”


      Anos went into the house and started throwing all their furniture and belongings into a storage circle until only their bedding remained. He then went back outside and drew a magic circle on the ground, retrieving the dragon he had restrained with Gijel. For some reason, the dragons weren’t chasing them by scent or sight—they were following his sister’s source. With that in mind, he cast Naaz on the dragon, disguising its source to resemble hers. By doing so, he would lure the remaining dragons here after they had relocated. Anos’s Naaz still wasn’t the most developed, but it could fool a dragon’s Magic Eyes to some extent.


      He spent his time carefully refining the spell’s precision, then returned inside to find his little sister drying her hair with a towel.


      “Will this do?” she asked.


      “You’ll catch a cold like that.”


      He drew a magic circle over her head and dried her locks with warm air. She smiled happily at the pleasant sensation.


      “We’re leaving early tomorrow. Let’s sleep now,” Anos said, drawing another magic circle to change them into their sleepwear.


      “Okay!”


      The two siblings proceeded into the bedroom. There were two beds side by side; Anos took the right one, while his little sister took the left. Once the lamplight had been put out, faint moonlight filtered in through the window. Anos closed his eyes and contemplated their next destination.


      The dragons chased them ceaselessly. The siblings moved about Dilhade in search of a place the beasts’ fangs would not reach, but they had yet to find somewhere safe. The forest they currently occupied hadn’t boasted a dragon sighting in several hundred years, but that record had come to an end less than a month after they’d moved there. It felt like the only choice left was to exterminate all dragons, but the young Anos lacked the power to achieve that.


      Roughly an hour later, a voice called out from the bed beside his. “Hey, are you still awake?”


      Anos’s little sister rolled over to face him.


      “Yeah. Could you not fall asleep?”


      “No,” she mumbled feebly. “Can I sleep next to you?”


      “Very well.”


      At Anos’s reply, his sister dived into his bed. She happily tangled her feet with his and rubbed her cheek against his. “Where are we going next, big bro? Somewhere hot? Somewhere cold?”


      “I’m thinking of heading north. It may get a little cold.”


      “That means we’ll get to wear our winter clothes!” she said happily. She peered closely at Anos’s face and grinned. “You know, big brother, I’m not scared of dragons at all. After all, my big brother is the strongest.”


      Anos smiled. “And my little sister is a liar.”


      “I’m not lying! I’m not.”


      “There’s no need to put on a brave front after crying so much earlier.”


      The girl couldn’t argue with that. “It was just a little lie. I’m not always a liar.”


      “You said you’d stay inside, but you sneaked out right away, even after I told you not to walk around at night.”


      “I’m sorry.”


      The girl slumped dejectedly. Anos placed his hand on her head.


      “There’s no need to feel down about it. Your lies are cute.”


      The girl hugged Anos happily. “Big brother...?”


      “What is it?”


      “I love you!”


      “I see.”


      “Yup. Dragons aren’t scary when you’re around, and I can sleep at night. As long as you’re here, I don’t need anything else.” She clung tightly to Anos.


      “I couldn’t ask for more in a little sister.”


      “Is that a compliment? Am I a good sister?”


      “Yeah. You’d be even better if you went to sleep faster.”


      “I normally fall asleep fast! I can fall asleep right away if you cast that sleep charm on me.”


      The young girl grinned at him.


      “What a hopeless little sister.”


      Anos gently held his little sister’s head and planted a kiss on her forehead. She happily closed her eyes.


      “Hee hee. Good night, big brother.”


      Anos patted her head and whispered, “Good night, Arcana.”

    

  

  
    
      § 1. Mystery of the Magic Eye


      Sunlight streamed through the window, returning me to the waking world. It felt like I’d been dreaming of when I was young. Just then, there was a knock at the door.


      “Anos? We’re coming in, okay?” Sasha called.


      I opened my eyes to a faceful of silver hair. The Selection God Arcana was sound asleep before me, her forehead pressed against mine.


      “Arcana,” I said. She opened her eyes and stared at me. “When did you sneak into my bed?”


      “After you fell asleep.”


      The door to my room clicked open. Two sets of footsteps approached my bed.


      “Are you still asleep?” Misha asked.


      “Wake up, Anos,” Sasha said, shaking me impatiently. “You said you had something important to talk to us about. I stayed up all night so I didn’t oversleep.”


      Arcana stirred and sat up.


      “Huh?”


      The sheet covering Arcana slid off her. The god was stark naked, practically glowing with purity.


      “Whuh... Whuh...” Sasha’s eyes widened in shock. “Why are you sleeping with Anos?!”


      Arcana looked somberly back at her. “Is it a sin for god to lie with demon in this nation?”


      “Y-You slept together?!” Sasha yelled, upset by the answer to her question.


      “Hmm. It must be pretty late if you two are here. My bad. It seems I’ve slept in later than usual.”


      “That was my fault. I placed too much of a burden on you.” Arcana turned to me. “How was it?”


      “How was what?”


      “It was my first time, so I don’t know if it went well.”


      Sasha paled and clung to Misha. She seemed to be extremely shaken.


      “J-Just because Anos is kind doesn’t mean you should take advantage of him! Being a god doesn’t give you a free pass to do whatever you want!”


      “Take advantage?” Arcana looked at me questioningly, unsure what Sasha meant.


      “Wait. Do you mean Anos initiated it?” Sasha asked fearfully.


      Arcana shook her head. “I did what I thought best. I believed he desired it too.”


      At that, Sasha snapped. “Anos wouldn’t have wanted that!”


      “It’s what everyone wants. As a god, I wished to grant him salvation.”


      “H-How dare you lump him in with other men?” Sasha faltered for a moment, then glared sharply at Arcana. “Unfortunately for you, my Demon King has no interest in such things!”
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      Arcana stared straight back at Sasha with unclouded eyes.


      “Hmph! I guess there are immoral gods out there too. You’re greatly mistaken if you think such things count as salvation!”


      “Why do you think that?” Arcana asked simply.


      “B-Because...he’s never even asked me...”


      Arcana, still confused, looked at Sasha.


      “That’s why there’s no way he’d ask you, whom he just met.”


      “This isn’t something you can do. That’s why I did it.”


      Sasha flushed. “I...I can do it too! If Anos asked me to do it, if Anos wanted me to do it, then I would. There’s nothing I wouldn’t do!”


      “Filling his void isn’t easy. Even the body of a god cannot handle it.”


      “C-Can’t handle it?! Is it that much?” Sasha glanced shyly at me, flushed even redder, and then resumed glaring at Arcana. “What, are you scared? I’m not scared. He can mess me up if he wants. I’d be happy with anything Anos does to me. Besides, I’ll get Misha to use her Magic Eyes of Creation to make me stronger!”


      Misha tilted her head and muttered quietly, “What do you mean?”


      “At any rate, Anos wouldn’t want anything like that! Isn’t that right, Misha?”


      Sasha clung to her sister and looked at her imploringly. Misha blinked several times before looking at me, tilting her head as if to ask if this was yet another chain of misunderstandings. I nodded.


      “What did you do to Anos, Arcana?” she asked out loud.


      “Exactly what I just said. I was attempting to recover his lost memories,” Arcana replied.


      Sasha stared at her.


      “Anos lost his memories when he reincarnated. My body has consumed Lyeno Ga Roaz, the god that governs memories. I was trying to use that order on Anos’s memories, but retrieving those from before his reincarnation isn’t easy.”


      That was what had placed a burden on my body and what Arcana’s own body couldn’t handle.


      “Y-You didn’t have to be so misleading about it,” Sasha mumbled in embarrassment. “And you didn’t have to crawl into bed with him either.”


      “Memories spill from dreams and drift. Lyeno Ga Roaz is the Keeper of Dreams. The order works the best when inside a dream.”


      “Then at least put some clothes on...”


      “There needs to be no boundary or distinction. The blessing of an order is strongest when god and mortal are in direct contact.” Arcana looked at my clothes. “In order to make the most of Lyeno Ga Roaz’s order, I should have removed his clothes as well.”


      “What?! Absolutely not! Why is the magic of gods so immoral?! You said you forgot your name as a god, but are you sure you weren’t some immoral god of some immoral order?!”


      “Demon girl, I am a god, not a mortal. The undress of a god is sacred and free of immoral concern. Your worries are unfounded.”


      Sasha looked to Misha for help.


      “But you should put on clothes for now,” she said plainly.


      Arcana seemed to accept that and drew a magic circle over her body. “Divine garments, materialize.”


      Garments of Jiordal clothed her small body.


      “Memories spill from dreams and drift, huh?” I muttered to myself.


      Arcana looked at me. “How was it?” she asked.


      “I had a dream of when I was young—of back before I was called the Demon King of Tyranny.” I thought back to the dream. “I lived with my little sister.”


      “You had a sister, Anos?” Sasha asked in surprise.


      “You said you didn’t,” Misha said.


      “I thought I didn’t. I didn’t even know my parents two thousand years ago. My mother died when she gave birth to me.”


      “Are your memories wrong?” she asked.


      It would be quite troublesome if they had been altered.


      “That, or I’ve forgotten them. She could have been my half sister from a different mother, or she could have been born from magic. There’s no guarantee she was even related to me by blood.”


      My little sister had been on the run from dragons, but I had never heard of dragons chasing down a single person before—not even two thousand years ago. If those memories were correct, there had to have been something special about my little sister. Why had dragons been chasing her?


      “Hmm. It doesn’t feel real. Did I really have a sister?”


      The fact that her name was Arcana was also quite the coincidence—or was it?


      “You merely saw your memories drifting in your dreams,” Arcana explained.


      That probably meant it wouldn’t feel real until I actually remembered.


      “I wonder if the god I was before I forgot my name governed an order that conflicted with the Keeper of Dreams’. My compatibility with Lyeno Ga Roaz is bad, so I can’t fully control the order. That’s why you weren’t able to recall everything in one go.”


      An order that conflicted with dreams, huh? What could that be? It certainly sounded like something to note for later.


      “If we continue, you may remember something.”


      “You want to keep going?!” Sasha yelled.


      “My missing memories may be the result of someone’s schemes. Like Arcana said, it wouldn’t hurt to remember them.”


      “Th-That’s true...”


      “There are gods that govern memories more extensively than the Keeper of Dreams,” Arcana said. “Using an order like that, you may be able to remember everything.”


      “If we can meet a god like that so conveniently, sure. Do you have someone in mind?”


      Arcana nodded.


      “Then please fill me in later. There was a reason I called Misha and Sasha here—I’d first like to confirm something.”


      “Confirm something?” Sasha asked.


      “What do you know about the blasphemous god, Genedonov, Goddess of Absurdity?”


      That was what the draconid soldiers had called them upon seeing the Magic Eyes of their fused form. The two girls were demons, but it wasn’t impossible for them to have some relation to the gods as well.


      “We questioned them like you said, but they wouldn’t tell us anything,” Sasha said.


      “They were angry and scared,” Misha added.


      “Blasphemous gods are gods that antagonize other gods and seek to destroy order,” Arcana explained. “The Goddess of Absurdity was the first god to do so. The Magic Eyes of Absurdity can destroy all magic and reshape all things. The power of the Goddess of Absurdity is said to be able to disrupt logic and recreate the world.”


      Sasha looked puzzled. “But our eyes aren’t the Magic Eyes of Absurdity. They’re just the Magic Eyes of Creation and the Magic Eyes of Destruction being used simultaneously. It only looked like one pair of Magic Eyes because we were fused together.”


      Misha nodded.


      “Would you be able to tell if you saw it in person?” I asked Arcana.


      “I’ve never met the Goddess of Absurdity, but I should be able to recognize the divine power of an order.”


      “Then it’s worth a try.”


      Sasha and Misha nodded. The two linked hands and each drew half of a magic circle, combining them into one. Then they drew another magic circle over it and activated the spell.


      “Dino Jixes.”


      Particles of light rose from the circle and lit up the room. Within that blinding light, their two bodies melted into one. Soon, a single girl with silver hair and silver eyes emerged.


      “We just have to show you our eyes, right? Yeah...”


      Following Sasha’s question, Misha created a mock Delsgade in the sky above my house. The silver-haired girl then used the Magic Eyes of Destruction and the Magic Eyes of Creation at the same time. Arcana stared at the magic circle within their combined Magic Eyes, but she didn’t say anything.


      “Is something the matter?”


      “It looks familiar,” she mumbled, still staring. She seemed to be surprised at her own recollection. “I think I saw these Eyes somewhere before—before I forgot my name.”

    

  

  
    
      § 2. Three Memories


      “Hmm. That’s strange.”


      Sasha wasn’t the only one who could use the Magic Eyes of Destruction. The same went for Misha and the Magic Eyes of Creation. Militia, too, had possessed those Eyes—after all, she was the god that governed the order of creation. It only made sense for her to possess every power related to creation magic. At any rate, while the twins’ Eyes might not have been unique in and of themselves, Dino Jixes was another matter.


      “It would be extremely rare to find two people capable of combining themselves with fusion magic who just so happen to possess the Magic Eyes of both Destruction and Creation. Besides, Dino Jixes is the secret art of the Necron family.”


      It wasn’t common magic.


      “When did you lose your memory, Arcana?” I asked.


      “One thousand years ago.”


      “Dino Jixes succeeded for the first time on Misha and Sasha, and that was fifteen years ago. There was no record of the Magic Eyes of Destruction and Creation fusing before then—at least, not in the world aboveground.”


      If Arcana had seen it somewhere, then it had probably been while underground.


      “The Goddess of Absurdity is said to have silver hair and possess the Magic Eyes of Absurdity,” Arcana said. “I might have once met the god that destroys order.”


      “In other words, the fused form of Sasha and Misha. Hmm. Not having a name sure is inconvenient. How about we call you Aisha? Or would you prefer something else?” I asked.


      The silver-haired girl nodded. “Aisha’s fine. It’s a good name. I like it.”


      “Let’s call the fused form of the Magic Eyes of Creation and Destruction the Magic Eyes of Omneity. What you’re trying to say is that Aisha could be Genedonov, the Goddess of Absurdity. Is that right, Arcana?”


      “Yes. The Goddess of Absurdity continuously defied order. Gods remain gods when they reincarnate, but Genedonov might have resisted that as well. She could have reincarnated after her death, becoming a demon. As a subordinate of the Demon King of Tyranny, she could continue destroying order.”


      While it was only a conjecture, it was a possibility we couldn’t deny.


      “The Magic Eyes of Omneity are the Magic Eyes of Absurdity. They merely became the Magic Eyes of Creation and Destruction because they were split with Dino Jixes.”


      In other words, the Magic Eyes of Omneity hadn’t formed through the fusing of Sasha and Misha; it was the Magic Eyes of Destruction and Creation that had been formed through the original Eyes’ separation.


      “If Dino Jixes hadn’t been used on Sasha, would she have had the Magic Eyes of Omneity?” Misha’s voice asked.


      “One source was split into two, but instead of the source’s power being split evenly, it was split into the powers of creation and destruction. That’s one possible explanation,” I said. It certainly wasn’t out of the question.


      Aisha tilted her head in thought. “We’re a god? That doesn’t seem right at all. It’s not like we’re missing any memories.”


      “There are times when no memories are retained after reincarnation. If Arcana says she’s seen those Magic Eyes before, whether you’re the Goddess of Absurdity or not, it’s possible that you once lived underground.”


      “As a draconid? Oh, I get it. We could’ve been a draconid before we reincarnated into a demon.”


      “I have one question for you, Arcana,” I said. “You said you discarded your name as a god, but do you recall how you managed that?”


      “I have lost those memories.”


      So she didn’t remember.


      “And the Keeper of Dreams was of no use?”


      “That’s right.”


      This was certainly curious. How did a god go about discarding their name and obtaining a heart?


      “Did you reincarnate?”


      Arcana mulled over my words for a moment. “Gods remain gods when they reincarnate. Even if they forget their memories, they retain the order they govern. They don’t gain hearts. However...”


      “The Goddess of Absurdity would have been able to do that. A god capable of reincarnating into a demon would have easily been able to take your name and grant you a heart,” I concluded. If Arcana’s theory was true, this was another possibility.


      “That’s correct.”


      “There’s a possibility that you’ve met the Goddess of Absurdity before and saw the Magic Eyes of Absurdity. Perhaps that was when you were reincarnated into a nameless god.” I looked over at Aisha and continued. “Furthermore, the Goddess of Absurdity might have been Aisha. Genedonov reincarnated into the demon named Sasha in order to become a subordinate of the Demon King of Tyranny in this era. Aisha forgot her memories as Genedonov and split into Misha and Sasha through Dino Jixes.”


      Aisha blinked. It was possible that she had lost her memories because she hadn’t expected her source to be split upon her reincarnation.


      “In which case, I might have met the Goddess of Absurdity before too,” I said.


      “You met us...two thousand years ago?”


      “Misha, do you remember when you first saw the city I’d made beneath Midhaze? You said it looked familiar.”


      That underground city had been a recreation of Midhaze two thousand years ago.


      “That could be proof you still have some vague memories left.”


      Aisha tried to recall her distant past.


      “On top of that, I, too, forgot about the Goddess of Absurdity when I reincarnated. Thus, when I met the two of you in this era, I was unable to realize that we’d met before.”


      Perhaps I was connected to Arcana somehow too. In the dream I’d had that morning, my little sister’s name had been Arcana. That might not have been a coincidence. But even if that were true, I had no idea how a god could end up becoming my little sister.


      “The three of us might have met somewhere two thousand years ago. Perhaps we’ve just forgotten that through our respective reincarnations.”


      That’s why not one of us had recognized each other back when we’d first met.


      “Could all this really be a coincidence?”


      If Arcana had reincarnated to discard her name, then it made sense for her to have no memories. Genedonov had reincarnated into a demon. Gods normally reincarnated into gods, so the price she had paid might have been her memories. However, my lack of memories was inexplicable. Did that mean Arcana and Aisha’s cases could be dismissed as coincidences?


      “I don’t think so. Someone might have taken our memories,” I said.


      “Someone... A god?”


      “When it comes to enemies of mine, gods would probably be the top contenders, but there isn’t enough evidence to say for sure. If someone truly has stolen my memories, they would have taken everything related to themselves as well.”


      In short, I probably couldn’t remember who my enemy was in the first place.


      “Someone stole Anos’s memories—and you can’t even remember them. Isn’t that pretty bad?” Aisha said worriedly.


      “No, it’s not a problem. If the culprit erased all my memories of them, I’ll eventually find them by following my missing memories.”


      The blanks in my head were my biggest clues to their identity.


      “We’ll be underground for the Selection Trial anyway, so we might as well investigate while we’re down there.”


      “Speaking of which, you said you were going to do something about the Selection Trial. What exactly are you gonna do?” Sasha’s voice asked.


      “The Selection Trial is said to be held by the order of judgment,” Arcana answered.


      “So we just have to destroy the god of judgment?”


      “That’s right. But the god that possesses the order of judgment has never appeared before the gods. They are a god no one has seen.”


      Aisha tilted her head. “How will you find them?”


      “I don’t know. There’s no god, but the order of judgment exists. Due to this, the people of the underground—and a number of gods too—deduced the existence of a being called Equis, the Almighty Radiance. That is, they believe that everything is the work of this almighty god and that the Selection Trial is an order personally carried out by Equis, which is why no one has ever seen them.”


      “So in short, this Almighty Radiance isn’t a real god, but a concept the draconids came up with?” Sasha asked.


      Arcana nodded. “In a way, that is correct. The Almighty Radiance may or may not exist. It all depends on what you choose to believe.”


      “Hmm. It would be pretty simple if this Almighty Radiance was the one who stole my memories. I could settle everything in one go.”


      Aisha shot me a dumbfounded look. “Settle everything? But if this Equis really does exist, they’ll be able to use all the powers of the gods at once. What will you do, then? It’d be like going up against the world itself.”


      “Good point,” I said, laughing fearlessly. “I guess I’ll just have to destroy the world.”


      Aisha recoiled in disgust. It seemed my expression was a little more sadistic than I’d thought.


      “I’m joking. Even I can’t do something like that, but I’ll think of something else.”


      “It didn’t sound like a joke. Fiend...”


      I looked over at Arcana. “You said before that there’s a god that governs memories more broadly than the Keeper of Dreams. If we use that god’s order, we may be able to recover all our memories.”


      For now, all this was mere speculation, but if our memories returned, the truth would become clear.


      “That god is Revalschned, God of Traces, who governs the order that carves the footsteps of the world. It’s believed that Revalschned sleeps in Jiordal, the Kingdom of the Divine Dragon.”


      Jiordal, huh? That was Ahid’s home country.


      “Then let’s head there.”


      “Oh. I guess that means this isn’t the time to be going to class, right? Do we call in absent?” Sasha and Misha asked.


      “No, that’s not necessarily true. Now that the underground world has been discovered, I need to keep a close eye on the future demon lords of Dilhade.”


      “I have a bad feeling about this. Agreed.”


      “You two can head to the academy first. I have something to discuss with Eldmed and Shin before class.”


      Aisha nodded and drew a magic circle over herself. With a flash of light, Dino Jixes was released, splitting Aisha back into Misha and Sasha.


      “See you later,” Sasha said.


      Misha waved, and the two left the room.


      Roughly half an hour later, the bell for the start of class rang. The door to the second lecture hall opened, and the Conflagration King Eldmed skipped up to the podium. Shin, the right-hand man of the Demon King, quietly closed the classroom door behind him and moved to stand beside Eldmed.


      “Bwa ha ha! Good news! Good news, everyone!” the Conflagration King cried, raising his arms and clenching his fists. “Today, we’ll be holding a special class that has been in the works for a while now!”


      He took a running leap, landing before the blackboard and twirling his cane before tapping out a magic circle on its surface. The circle glowed, releasing streamers, confetti, and a dozen doves into the air.


      “And that lesson is called”—Eldmed spun rapidly on the spot before dramatically pointing his cane at the students—“Greater Demon King Training!”


      A Gatom magic circle appeared on the teacher’s podium. I emerged from the circle as Anos Voldigoad, wearing my white uniform. Shin immediately knelt. Eldmed copied him soon after. Chairs scraped noisily across the floor as the students scampered to kneel as fast as they could, nearly smacking their heads against the floor in the process. On the teacher’s podium, I opened my mouth coolly.


      “I, Anos Voldigoad, the Demon King of Tyranny, will be your provisional instructor for classes starting from today, but there’s no need to turn this into a formal occasion.” I smiled warmly, like I was greeting old friends. “Long time no see, everyone.”


      Over half the students pulled faces filled with despair.

    

  

  
    
      § 3. Demon King Training


      The classroom fell silent. Normally, this would be when the class burst into chatter, but everyone remained stiff.


      “What’s wrong? You’re all awfully quiet today. I thought this class would be noisier than this.”


      The students all opened their mouths at once. The class started stirring like usual.


      “W-We’ve offended him!”


      “Quick, everyone, make some noise! Murmur at a volume low enough that Lord Anos can’t understand what we’re saying!”


      “Isn’t this bad? We’re gonna be in so much trouble,” a student in black uniform mumbled at the back of the room.


      “I don’t know how many times I called the Demon King by his name.”


      “Dumbass! At least that’s all you called him. I called him a misfit the entire time.”


      “I’m even worse! I kept telling him his blood was worth nothing!”


      “Say, do you think he’s here to use this class as an excuse to end us?”


      “If he wanted us dead, he could just ask Mr. Shin to finish us off. The only reason he’d come here himself would be to watch us suffer in person!”


      “But he’s the Demon King of Tyranny—that Demon King of Tyranny. Surely he doesn’t care about demons like us.”


      “Right! Good point. He’s probably forgotten us already. Please, please tell me he’s forgotten us.”


      Hmm. They seemed rather nervous.


      “Raise your heads. Be at ease.”


      Shin and Eldmed raised their heads and got to their feet. The students followed their lead, hesitantly returning to their seats.


      “There’s no need for formalities. Just because you now know I’m the Demon King doesn’t mean I’ve changed. I still clearly remember the time I spent in this classroom with all of you.” In order to refresh their memories of me as a fellow classmate, I flashed them a smile. “I remember every single moment—who said what, who did what, everything. They’re precious memories of the fun I had with you all. Wouldn’t you agree?”


      The students in black flinched.


      “Oh no. We’re doomed! He said he remembers everything!”


      “That face... He must be imagining how he’s gonna torture us!”


      “He’s the Demon King of Tyranny, after all—the perfect existence that’s both merciful and savage. The legends say he’s the most terrifying when he’s smiling.”


      “And what a cheerful smile it is too! Just what kind of horrors is he thinking of?!”


      Hmm. It seemed there was a rather severe misunderstanding going on. There was no helping it. I’d have to deny things directly.


      “If I could say one thing,” I said quietly, looking at each student’s face one by one, “in the past, some of you might have spoken to me rudely because of my status as a misfit, but I’m not bothered by that in the least. We were fellow classmates. That means our statuses were equal, and you were free to speak as you wished. I am not so petty as to blame you all for something so trivial.”


      The Royalist students continued whispering.


      “He said he’s not bothered by it...”


      “That must mean he’s holding a grudge against us! We’re too late!”


      “If he truly wasn’t bothered by it, he wouldn’t have mentioned it in the first place.”


      “Being of equal status means he won’t have to hold back against us!”


      “He’s going to do whatever he wants to us. It’s over.”


      “I just hope he’ll spare my life!”


      Hmm. So that’s how it was.


      “Sasha, do something.”


      “Don’t just show up and demand things from me! Do it yourself!”


      The students in black froze and gulped. “Even Lady Sasha’s hesitating.”


      “What in the world does he want her to do?”


      “I don’t know, but one thing’s for sure: this is the start of our personal hell.”


      Sasha stared at them with an exasperated look.


      I snorted. “Sasha, you’re making it worse.”


      “What are you laughing at?!” she snapped. “You’re the one creating this mess! It’s all your fault!”


      “Well then, Misha, can you do something in the place of your pitiful sister?”


      Sasha fumed as Misha got to her feet.


      “Please listen,” Misha said, capturing the attention of the students. “Anos may not look like it, but he likes mushroom gratin.”


      Interesting. Emphasizing my love for common food could invoke a sense of familiarity, reducing their fear of the Demon King of Tyranny.


      “I often make mushroom gratin for him. I practiced with all my might. I messed up before too, but he always ate it and told me it was delicious. That’s the sort of person he is. He’s kind.”


      An anecdote of my daily life was sure to ease the students’ fear of the Demon King of Tyranny. They would even see me as a Demon King of the people. With this, they would finally understa—


      “M-Mushroom gratin?!”


      The Royalist students looked more terrified than ever.


      “Wh-What’s that? Is it some kind of torture method?!”


      “Hey, don’t tell me he intends to cook us alive!”


      “What?! But we’ll melt! Does he mean to disfigure us?!”


      “Hold on. If she’s made it for him often, has he been making her practice how to torture us?! Oh, the tyranny!”


      “And he ate it and said it was delicious! Does he plan on cooking us alive in mushroom gratin and eating us too?!”


      “That’s not even the biggest problem. Listen...”


      The students gulped nervously.


      “The biggest problem is that she still considers him kind.”


      “What’ll happen if he truly gets mad?”


      “We shouldn’t have opposed him. There was no way for us to know his identity, but what have we done?”


      The students paled and pressed their foreheads to their desks, trembling in fear. Misha blinked at them, then looked at me. “I made it worse.”


      “It’s fine. It happens.”


      Looking discouraged, she quietly sat back down.


      “It was a good effort, Misha,” Eleonore said to reassure her.


      Zeshia patted Misha’s head from behind. “It’s...okay.”


      Well, it was fine either way. The Demon King of Tyranny name had created needless fear two thousand years ago too. This level of misunderstanding was tame compared to back then. If I remained composed, they would eventually realize the truth.


      “Allow me to give you the rundown on Demon King Training,” I said.


      Eldmed pointed his cane at the blackboard. A cross-sectional map of the world magically appeared there. The map showed the surface and the underground world.


      “Just the other day, an underground world was discovered below us. It’s roughly the same size as our world and is inhabited by descendants of dragons. The draconid people’s culture has been built around worshipping, making pacts with, and summoning gods.”


      The students listened closely.


      “I’m sure you all remember the recent dragon attacks on Azesion and Dilhade. Those attacks were the work of the draconid people. During this class, we will be visiting the draconid nation in the underground world.”


      The students’ eyes widened.


      “Um, Lord Anos,” Ellen said, hesitantly raising her hand, “does that mean we’re going to a country that tried to invade us?”


      “That’s right. That being said, there’s still no telling if every draconid considers Dilhade an enemy. There could be good and bad draconids, just like how there are good and bad humans and demons. Your task will be to head to this unknown nation and judge them for yourselves.”


      The worried students looked even more uneasy.


      “There’ll be a risk of death. There’s even a chance that you cannot be resurrected, but that’s what makes this a worthy learning experience.”


      “But we’ll be fine if you’re there, right?”


      “I’ll have other business to attend to during your training. I may not be able to tend to you the entire time. You must work together with your classmates to survive.”


      Of course I would make sure they were sufficiently prepared, but they wouldn’t make any progress if they assumed I would always save them. A bit of scare would do them no harm. However, the students looked like they didn’t want to go at all.


      “Well, I won’t force anyone to go. It’s an unknown nation in an unknown world. There will be many dangers, and it’s just as vital to be aware of your own strength. If you think you can’t do it, you may ask to be excused.”


      The fan union girls exchanged looks with each other.


      “What should we do?”


      “We can’t defeat a dragon ourselves yet. Won’t it be tough for us?”


      “Maybe it’d be better to sit this one out.”


      “Yeah. I don’t wanna cause trouble for anyone.”


      “Hold it! I just thought of something!”


      “Something to do with Lord Anos?”


      “Do you think he’s testing us?”


      “No, that’s not it. If it’s an unknown nation, Lord Anos hasn’t been there either, right?”


      “R-Right. Maybe.”


      “Then if we go together, we’d be sharing an indirect first time with him!”


      “Eeeeeek!” they all screamed.


      “Besides, if we die while we’re there, we’ll be dying at Lord Anos’s will.”


      “An indirect first-time trip that ends in destruction?!”


      “I want to be destroyed!” they shrieked.


      The fan union girls continued squealing, all thoughts of the underground world gone from their heads. As usual, their unwavering resolution was a sight to behold. Those who didn’t fear death were the least likely to die. Also, as the girls were among the weakest in the class, the other students found themselves unable to ask to remain absent. In fact, the only person worse at magic than the fan union was Naya. Their pride wouldn’t allow them to ask to stay behind.


      “Hmm. Well, let me know if you change your minds. We depart tomorrow.”


      The students seemed relieved to know they still had some time.
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