
  
    [image: Cover]
  

  
    [image: Front Image1]
  

  
    [image: Front Image2]
  

  
    [image: Front Image3]
  

  
    [image: Characters 1]
  

  
    [image: Characters 2]
  

  Table of Contents


  
    	Cover


    	Color Illustrations


    	Characters


    	Prologue


    	Chapter I: To a Teacher, a Disciple Snapping at Your Neck is Unexpectedly Cute


    	Chapter II: They Say Life Comes with Three Popular Seasons


    	Chapter III: Misunderstandings Are Fun from the Outside, but Extremely Troublesome for Those Involved


    	Chapter IV: Nevertheless, It Seems Human Potential Can Be Found in Love


    	Epilogue


    	Afterword


    	About J-Novel Club


    	Copyright

  


  Landmarks


  
    	Color Images


    	Table of Contents

  



  
    
      Prologue


      “How unusual it is for you to visit me here, Archdemon Naberius.”


      Inside Archdemon Palace’s throne room, Zagan and a giant Archdemon faced each other. Zagan sat cross-legged atop his throne, staring down at the visitor, an amused glint in his silver eyes.


      Nephy’s birthday party had gone off without a hitch, and the troublesome aftermath of the battle with Shere Khan had been dealt with, so Zagan was in a tremendously good mood. He was sure to laugh off some amount of trouble at this point. In contrast, it was clear that Naberius was perturbed, even through his mask. The giant was a head taller than Zagan, and his muscular brawn even surpassed that of both Zagan and Kimaris.


      “I figured it was about time for me to leave,” Naberius finally said after letting out a deliberately long sigh. “I’m just about sick of being used.”


      “Like I care. It’s your fault for showing weakness.”


      “And you’re the one who’s been exploiting that weakness to your heart’s content!”


      Zagan feigned ignorance and averted his gaze. This man was supposed to be a free spirit who could rival Gremory, but after being spared by Alshiera and that whole mess with losing a Sigil of the Archdemon, all of his weaknesses had been exposed to Zagan. And naturally, Zagan had made full use of them.


      Both Nephy’s birthday present and the wedding ring came out perfectly.


      Well, Alshiera, Nephy, and the others had apparently forced more onto Naberius’s plate, so Zagan could at least understand his desire to complain... Not that he had any obligations to listen to him, of course.


      Still, the fact that he’s going out of his way to show himself means there’s still something he needs...


      This man was an Archdemon. If he really wanted to run away, he could’ve done so whenever he wanted. Even now, instead of venting to Zagan, he could act more like an Archdemon and demand compensation or go on the offensive. The fact that he was here to give a “farewell” with some idle chatter meant that he was probably probing for information. However, Naberius was only on friendly terms because of their contract, which was now over. Thus, Zagan had no intention of giving him any unnecessary information.


      “Don’t play the victim,” Zagan said, smiling coldly. “You knew Asmodeus was after that Spirit Blood when you suggested using the damn thing for Nephy’s present.”


      “Oh? I simply tried to fulfill my client’s request. In truth, there was no other way of meeting your demands without using one, right?”


      “Hmph...”


      In contrast to what he was saying, there was no mockery in Naberius’s tone.


      This man’s goal is to create. Perhaps he has no interest in how his creations are used.


      It was much like how the desires to collect and monopolize were similar at face value. If he had any interest, it was only until his creations fell into someone’s hands. It was entirely possible he would think nothing of his clients breaking what he’d made right before his eyes.


      Eccentrics are difficult to understand. I suppose figuring out that much is pretty good already.


      Zagan came to an understanding on his own, completely unaware that he was quite the eccentric among sorcerers himself.


      “So? Did you just come here to whine?” Zagan asked, glaring down at Naberius.


      “Asmodeus,” Naberius said, a strange chuckle emanating from his throat. “I heard you traded blows with her.”


      Zagan narrowed his eyes, not expecting that name to come up.


      “I got caught up in her schemes,” Zagan replied.


      “I want to get a grasp of how much power she has now. She’s one of my favorites, after all.”


      Foll had been the one to actually fight her, but this had happened inside Archdemon Palace. Thus, Zagan had, of course, been observing from beginning to end. It’d been rather backbreaking work doing this while facing Archdemon Glasya-Labolas at the same time, however.


      Asmodeus, huh? Foll does really like her.


      In a sense, she wasn’t a guest. He considered her more quasi-family. As such, Zagan scoffed.


      “She’s called the Collector. I figured such an Archdemon would be at complete odds with the Mystical Artisan.”


      “Rashness is an adorable trait, isn’t it? It’s been three hundred...no, three hundred and fifty years since Asmodeus became an Archdemon. Do you know what the first thing she did upon becoming one was?”


      “I see... She went straight for your head, didn’t she?”


      Now that he thought about it, that made perfect sense. Mystical Artisan Naberius was the Archdemon who handled the most Spirit Blood among all sorcerers throughout history.


      “Seeing as you’re both still alive, I suppose it ended in a draw?” Zagan asked.


      “Oh dear, she was no more than a little chick who’d just become an Archdemon, you know?” Naberius said, smiling scornfully. “Of course I turned the tables on her. Why, I’m the one who gave her about half the scars on her body.”


      According to Foll, Asmodeus was covered in old scars. Zagan had questioned how an Archdemon could have so many visible wounds but hadn’t even considered that it was this man’s doing.


      Are wounds dealt by a beholder untreatable?


      Dealing with the loss of an entire arm like Raphael had would be one thing, but it was a matter of course for an Archdemon to be able to treat normal wounds without leaving behind any scars. The fact that her scars remained meant that she couldn’t or hadn’t removed them. Still, none of this had anything to do with Zagan, so he returned his focus to Naberius.


      “Hmm? She didn’t seem like the type to back down, though,” Zagan said.


      “Well...she did crush half my magic eyes, then steal every single magic tool I’d made using Spirit Blood.”


      “I’d call that a draw.”


      This man’s true identity was a beholder, a monster with ten magic eyes. Losing half of them probably meant he’d met her at full power in his true form. He had some audacity to call that turning the tables on her.


      “That girl really had me at a loss,” Naberius said nostalgically. “After that, she went around spreading rumors that all Spirit Blood were cursed gems. I needed them as materials but couldn’t get any.”


      “And despite all that, she’s your favorite?”


      Naberius blinked like he found Zagan’s reaction wholly unexpected.


      “Is it not human to love what’s beautiful?” he asked.


      “I can’t deny that...”


      Zagan was the one who’d spent his entire fortune upon falling in love with Nephy at first sight. How could he possibly deny such logic?


      So I guess he sees her as beautiful.


      In Zagan’s eyes, when Lily had no memories, she’d been much like a raw mineral that shined the more it’s polished. After getting her memories back, Asmodeus seemed far too much like a sharp blade that could shatter at any moment for his liking.


      “As far as I know, there are only three Archdemons who’ve sought the power to take on all thirteen Archdemons,” Naberius said.


      “Hmm...?” Zagan raised his voice in amusement.


      “One is the man who declared he will kill the thirteen Archdemons... That would be you, Zagan.”


      “Then I suppose the second is the one who tried creating the Nephilim even if it meant making enemies of all Archdemons, Shere Khan.”


      Naberius nodded.


      “And the last is the one who tried to steal all Spirit Blood from the thirteen Archdemons, Asmodeus... It’s been three hundred and fifty years. I’m a little curious whether she’s gotten stronger or weaker since then.”


      Zagan sank into thought. The last sorcery Asmodeus had displayed, the Calamitous Moon of Hades, had the power to destroy the world. It was the same kind of sorcery as Zagan’s Heaven’s Phosphor and could even be considered more powerful than that.


      Zagan had developed his sorcery to be used against Archdemons, Sacred Swords, and Azazel. Calamitous Moon was different. It would surely have engulfed not only this entire town, but even the continent itself. If Foll hadn’t managed to stop her, even if Zagan had done everything he could, he’d have lost his domain in Kianoides. Even the thirteen Archdemons would be helpless before it. It was a dreadful power.


      Asmodeus’s goal was to steal back all Spirit Blood from anyone who was in possession of one, not to use them as decorative ornaments. If she couldn’t steal them all, it was only natural for her to conclude that existence itself had to be erased. However, Naberius must’ve seen that power too. He’d been in Archdemon Palace at the time, after all.


      “Can’t you tell for yourself?” Zagan asked. “She has enough power to take on all thirteen Archdemons at the same time.”


      He was, of course, implying with absolute confidence that if it came down to a fight, he’d beat her.


      “When it comes to simple power, I’m sure that’s true,” Naberius mumbled in dissatisfaction. “Still, it worries me that she ended in a draw against the little lady Valefor. It seems she’s caught up with some no-good lot too.”


      Zagan had already heard that Asmodeus had sided with Marchosias. This was the Eldest, the man who’d spent a thousand years reigning as the Head Archdemon. Zagan didn’t know what he was paying her to do, but he wasn’t the type of man to let someone run away just because they thought the deal was fishy. Unexpectedly, this apparently worried Naberius.


      “Well, I suppose you can say that Valefor has just grown incredibly strong,” Naberius said.


      “Now that I think of it, when Marchosias died, you and Bifrons endorsed Foll to be the next Archdemon. Why?”


      “That’s because I never took a disciple. The only Archdemon candidates at the time who weren’t a disciple of an Archdemon were you and Valefor.”


      Strictly speaking, Kimaris wasn’t either, but he had deep connections to Shere Khan and Orias. Besides, his actual teacher was Gremory, who was Orias’s personal disciple, so she’d surely taught him something.


      “Barbatos too,” Zagan corrected him.


      “Who’s that?”


      Now that he thought about it, it was easy to picture how hopelessly incompatible Barbatos was with this man. It was possible they wouldn’t even be cognizant of each other if they were standing in the same room.


      He’s an idiot, but a useful one.


      “Oh yes, it seems another former Archdemon candidate has come here recently,” Naberius said. “Who was it again?”


      “Earthshaker Vepar? Well, he certainly was an interesting one.”


      Thanks to Vepar, Chastille’s birthday had gone rather well. Zagan thought back to the events that happened just two weeks ago, about half a month before Nephy’s birthday.

    

  

  
    
      Chapter I: To a Teacher, a Disciple Snapping at Your Neck is Unexpectedly Cute


      “Gremory, do you know the sorcerer named Vepar? He was one of the former Archdemon candidates.”


      Around two weeks prior to Nephy’s birthday, Zagan sat on his throne in Archdemon Palace and questioned his subordinate. This old woman was one of the former Archdemon candidates and one of Zagan’s trusted confidants who served as his left hand. She just happened to be here to report on another matter, and after hearing his question, the granny flashed a reluctant smile, showing her yellowing teeth.


      “Kee hee, now that name really brings me back... Of course I know Vepar. Among all Archdemon candidates of the time, he possessed the greatest love power right after you.”


      “Oh, is that so...?”


      Meaning he’d also been one of this granny’s playthings. Zagan had never met Vepar before, but he suddenly felt deep sympathy for him.


      “So what about him?” Gremory asked.


      “He entered Kianoides a few days ago. It doesn’t look like he’s prodding into our affairs, so as far as I can tell, he’s not an enemy. However, there’s Marchosias to consider. I want a grasp of what kind of guy he is.”


      Shere Khan had been defeated. Bifrons was dead. Zagan didn’t have a particular reason to be wary of a sorcerer entering his domain, even if they were a former Archdemon candidate. That should have been the case, anyway, but things had changed a little because of the incident with Asmodeus.


      A former Archdemon candidate was essentially a pseudo-Archdemon. They were the most powerful sorcerers in the world. Depending on the circumstances, the power they possessed could pose a threat. One on the level of Barbatos or Gremory couldn’t be ignored.


      “And if possible, you want to know what he’s here for too, I suppose?” Gremory asked with a nod. This granny usually did whatever the hell she wanted, but she truly was a talented sorcerer. Zagan didn’t have to explain a thing to her.


      “If I had to guess, I’d say Vepar isn’t here because of Marchosias, but because of something to do with Asmodeus.”


      “Meaning?”


      “Vepar is Asmodeus’s disciple,” Gremory answered with an air of amusement.


      Zagan’s eyes widened upon hearing that unexpected news.


      Setting aside her personality as Lily, to think Asmodeus would ever take a disciple...


      She was less of a misanthropist and more someone who hated the entirety of humanity itself. That was understandable, considering the life she’d lived, but then how did someone like that end up teaching someone else sorcery?


      “Well, half of the Archdemon candidates from last year were disciples of Archdemons,” Gremory said. “He just happens to be one of them. I’m pretty sure he has no relation to Marchosias.”


      “No, considering the fact that Asmodeus is working for Marchosias, it’s highly probable he’ll end up getting involved. Even if that’s not the case now, we don’t know how things will turn out.”


      “You certainly have a point there...”


      It would be far too arrogant to force him to obey Zagan’s commands, but they had to at least grasp his intentions. The old woman pondered over how to contact him, a sharp glint in her eye that differed from her usual carefree behavior.


      Marchosias—the previous owner of Zagan’s Sigil—was over a thousand years old and was supposed to have died last year. However, after being revived as a Nephilim, he’d stolen Shere Khan’s Sigil and returned to his seat as an Archdemon. He also happened to be Zagan’s benefactor, who’d taught him the means to survive when Zagan was no more than a waif dying by the roadside.


      Asmodeus’s attack the other day had also been at Marchosias’s command. Zagan had no idea what the man was scheming, but he had a premonition that he would come to blows with him in the not-too-distant future.


      I need to be prepared...


      To that end, he needed power and information. And due to those necessities, he wanted to keep the former Archdemon candidates in check.


      “Still, an Archdemon candidate, hmm?” Gremory said, an air of nostalgia in her voice. “It’s been a year since then. The lineup of Archdemons sure has changed, hasn’t it?”


      “Yes, but there’s a need to make one more change to that lineup.”


      Among the Archdemon candidates from that time, Zagan had inherited Marchosias’s Sigil, while Foll had obtained Bifrons’s. They hadn’t been Archdemon candidates, but Nephy had inherited Orias’s Sigil, while Shere Khan’s disciple Shax had obtained Head Archdemon Andrealphus’s Sigil. Plus, not only had these four seats been replaced, but Archdemon Furcas, an expert at leaping through space, was beyond recovery and under Zagan’s protection. Well, more like in the middle of trying to seduce one of his subordinates, but still...


      In any case, a good number of the Sigils had ended up in Zagan’s camp. It was reaching the point where the other Archdemons couldn’t simply remain spectators.


      “There were ten candidates a year ago, correct?” Zagan asked, leaning back into his throne.


      Half of those were in Zagan’s camp now. Foll and Zagan were now Archdemons. Gremory and her partner Kimaris were his advisors. His bad friend Barbatos was one too.


      “Nine, to be precise,” Gremory replied, nodding. “Decarabia was recommended, but was never actually a candidate.”


      Decarabia/Stella, cursed by the King’s Silver Eye, had completely lost her ego, so she couldn’t really call herself a sorcerer at the time. After Decarabia’s personality had vanished, Stella had regained her original personality, but she’d chosen to stand on the side of the Angelic Knights.


      “The remaining four are Earthshaker Vepar, Godsight Flauros, Gaoler Acheron, and Thunder God Furfur,” Gremory added.


      “Were they not invited to Bifrons’s evening ball?”


      The majority of sorcerers in Zagan’s camp had joined his fold during Bifrons’s evening ball, including Gremory, Kimaris, and the new Archdemon Shax.


      Gremory shook her head and replied, “They were invited but didn’t participate. And obviously, considering what happened, they made the right choice.”


      Because Bifrons had resurrected the Sludge Demon Lord, everyone there had nearly died, which meant those four possessed proper wariness as sorcerers.


      “If possible, I’d like to get them onboard too. I don’t necessarily need them as subordinates, but it’d be a pain if they end up being used as Marchosias’s pawns.”


      “It sure would.”


      There were terrifying unnamed sorcerers who weren’t former Archdemon candidates too. Shax was one such example. There were also sorcerers like Behemoth and Leviathan, where it was actually curious that they hadn’t already become Archdemons.


      From now on, Zagan needed to contact such sorcerers. Eldest Marchosias’s name was such a big deal that he had to be on guard against all of them.


      I can’t let him get the upper hand on me like Shere Khan...


      Zagan had indeed tried to be as careful as possible back then, but due to a serious lack of information, he’d exposed Nephteros, Richard, and many of his subordinates to danger. It’d been a shameful failure as a king.


      It was unlikely for sorcerers at the level of former Archdemon candidates to so easily give away their locations, though. After thinking things through, Zagan shook his head, as things had clearly gone off track.


      “Let’s get back to the main point,” he said. “We’re done with the aftermath of Shere Khan’s attack. Nephy’s birthday present is finished. I don’t mind heading out to meet him in person, but as an acquaintance, you’re better suited to the task. Find out what he’s here for. If he can be of use, then you may use him for that case if you want.”


      If that turned out to be a lot of work, it was the king’s duty to clean things up. Right now, Barbatos and Chastille were more important.


      “Kee hee! Understood!”


      Gremory skipped out of the throne room in high spirits.


      Did I get ahead of myself...?


      Watching her back, Zagan felt a little anxious. Now that it was quiet again, he leaned back into his throne, then let out a massive sigh, enduring the rage he felt and controlling the massive amount of mana building up within him. His suddenly overflowing mana shook Archdemon Palace—no, Kianoides itself. Zagan brushed back his bangs.


      Lately, I haven’t been able to cuddle with Nephy at all.


      This was a serious problem. Zagan had to deal with all the aftermath of the battle and making Nephy’s birthday present, while Nephy had just become an Archdemon and was taking lessons in celestial mysticism. Thus, even though they were in the same castle, they weren’t able to see each other very often. What’s more, that idiot Marchosias was apparently starting some kind of dastardly scheme, so it was going to get busy again.


      I don’t have any time to waste. I need to go on a date with Nephy!


      Zagan’s spirit was liable to break, leading to the destruction of Kianoides. And as he agonized over the power needed to keep that urge in check, another knock came at the door. Zagan shifted his focus to the person on the other side, then widened his eyes in surprise.


      “Hmm, how unusual it is for you to visit me here, Archangel Richard Flammarak.”


      ◇


      “If now’s a bad time, I can come back later.”


      Perhaps having interpreted the earlier tremor as some sort of trouble, the Angelic Knight at the door spoke with a stiff expression. He had wavy blond hair and blue eyes, his handsome features reflected his upright nature, and his slender body was even taller than Zagan’s. Under a pure white mantle, he wore the noble Anointed Armor of an Archangel. This was Archangel Richard Flammarak. While serving Chastille as a regular Angelic Knight, he’d ended up being selected to serve as Nephteros’s guard while in the church. And now, somehow or other, he was in possession of a Sacred Sword and had been promoted to the position of exclusive knight of Lady Oberon’s daughter.


      Zagan had once disapproved of Richard’s desire to court his sister-in-law, but now he recognized him as a man worthy of the respect of an Archdemon. Richard was supposed to be at Nephteros’s side at all times, but here he was on his own.


      “No, I don’t mind. Come in,” Zagan said, shaking his head.


      With that, Richard entered the throne room and bowed respectfully.


      “It has been a long time, Lord Archdemon Zagan.”


      “It hasn’t really been all that long,” Zagan replied, scoffing. “Well, I guess a sorcerer’s sense of time differs from that of an Angelic Knight.”


      That was one of the problems that Richard and Nephteros would have to face. Even after becoming the wielder of a Sacred Sword, Richard was still a normal human, whereas Nephteros was both a high elf and a sorcerer. Elves lived far longer than humans, so she couldn’t match his lifespan. This man wasn’t one to be ignorant of such problems, so Richard gritted his teeth and endured the thought.


      That said, it’s a problem for the two of them to discuss between themselves.


      Zagan would naturally lend his strength if they asked, but it wasn’t his place to question them about it now.


      “Well, whatever,” Zagan said. “I just happen to have a question for you too.”


      “For me?” Richard asked, blinking in surprise.


      “Yes... It’s a rather difficult problem. I believe you may be the only one who can provide me with an answer.”


      Zagan’s subordinates were talented, but no sorcerer could answer his question. And honestly, it was questionable whether his sworn friend Chastille could provide him with an answer either. Richard straightened himself up, bracing himself as he nodded.


      “So long as I can answer, I will,” he said. Richard had some kind of business here, but showed a willingness to hear Zagan out first.


      “Mmm... You see...” Zagan started, pulling a box from his pocket. It was small enough that he could hide it in his fist. After holding it out, he spoke in so serious a tone that none had ever heard it before. “Do you happen to know when and how one should hand over a wedding ring?”


      Zagan had heard from his mother-in-law Orias that this man was already serving as a perfect escort for Nephteros, so he seemed like the perfect person to ask.


      The question really had come out of left field, but Richard smiled wryly as if he was already fully accustomed to this.


      “Let’s see... Personally, I believe I’d want to give one while swearing an eternal oath,” he answered. “It’s essentially proof of marriage, so if it is accepted, it would mean she consents to being wed.”


      “Wh-What?!” Zagan exclaimed as he arched back unintentionally, taking a serious blow to the heart. “I see... If I give it to her, then we’ll already be married...”


      “Oh, no. You’re only officially married after having a wedding ceremony, but your personal feelings are another thing altogether.”


      “Hnnngh! I see... It seems I’ll need to be mentally prepared... We both will.”


      Zagan obviously needed tremendous resolve to say it, but Nephy would also be struck with significant shock from being on the receiving end. On one hand, he wanted to shock her by keeping it a secret until the last moment. On the other, he couldn’t shock her too much. He had to get Nephy to mentally prepare herself somehow.


      At the very least, handing it over alongside her birthday present was out of the question. Zagan brushed back his bangs to calm down, then took a deep breath.


      “You have my thanks,” he said. “I doubt I would’ve gotten a satisfying answer from anyone else.”


      “That’s not... Oh, um, don’t worry about it.”


      He was just about to deny it, but then remembered the people who made up Zagan’s social circle. Richard returned a considerate smile.


      “You must be rewarded,” Zagan said, regaining his composure. “If you so desire, I could contrive a way to extend your lifespan to at least match Nephteros’s.”


      Richard’s eyes shot open, apparently never having imagined such a suggestion.


      “Umm, is it truly all right for you to so simply suggest such a thing?” he asked.


      “I don’t do it simply. I’ve already said that I approve of your relationship with Nephteros. That means I’ve accepted you as my little brother-in-law, so I need you to make Nephteros happy.”


      In terms of age, Richard was actually older, but in terms of relations, that was how it worked out. Nephteros was Nephy’s little sister, after all.


      “Um, I thank you for the offer,” Richard said, still clearly bewildered. “However, I’d like to discuss it with Nephteros a little more before coming to a decision.”


      “Hmm, a reasonable answer. You may come to me whenever you’ve made up your mind.”


      “Thank you very much,” Richard replied, his expression hardening. “Though it may be presumptuous of me to ask, I’ve come here today to request something of you.”


      “Hmm, let’s hear it.”


      Richard took in a short breath, then said in a clear voice, “As an Archdemon, would it be possible for you to destroy the Sacred Swords?”


      Richard was capable of hearing Sacred Sword Camael’s voice directly. He was the Sacred Swords’ most beloved Angelic Knight right next to Head Archangel Ginias Gallahad II. Such a request sounded preposterous coming from such an Archangel, but Zagan nodded in understanding.


      “It’s said a seraph is sealed within each Sacred Sword, meaning you want to release them, correct?”


      “I’d expect nothing less of you...” Richard said, lowering himself to a knee in supplication. “Over the past thousand years, those girls have been captives within the Sacred Swords, not even being granted the chance to pass on in peace. Among those who have wielded Sacred Swords, some committed massacres in the name of a just cause. The girls inside the swords remained unable to stop them, unable to look away, forced to watch the entire time. Is that not far too cruel?”


      “Such thoughts suit you. However, say I can destroy the Sacred Swords. Will you be able to protect Nephteros?”


      “I’ll protect her. I have no intention of making her sad.”


      Zagan let out a sigh of admiration. The average man would likely have answered, “I’ll stake my life on protecting her.” If that was as far as his resolve went, then this wasn’t even worth entertaining. After all, saying that would be equivalent to dying willfully and leaving Nephteros behind, which was the same as abandoning her. Instead, this man said that he wouldn’t make Nephteros sad.


      “And how exactly would you do that?” Zagan asked. “Without one of those damn swords, you’d be a simple human.”


      “There are swords with similar power to the Sacred Swords, like the one Lord Michael and Lady Oberon use. They don’t rely on the same powers that Anointed Armor or Sacred Swords use. Also, I don’t intend to be picky about the means I use to get stronger.”


      In other words, be it sorcery or anything else, he would make use of it. What’s more, the Hex Blades used by the first-generation Archdemons during the battle with Shere Khan could also be substituted for the power of a Sacred Sword. This method was realistically possible.


      If he’s made up his mind to such an extent, I suppose there’s no room for me to object.


      If he had the tenacity to survive, even if it meant slurping mud for sustenance, Nephteros wouldn’t be left alone. Seeing him like this, Nephteros was sure to support him. The two of them were definitely capable of overcoming almost any difficulties. If things were beyond them, Zagan and Nephy could lend a hand from the shadows too.


      “Very well,” Zagan said, nodding in understanding. “I’ll assist with the destruction of the Sacred Swords.”


      “Th-Thank you very much!”


      “It’s too early to rejoice. It’s no simple feat to destroy one, after all.”


      Zagan had already tested that they could be chipped, but had also confirmed that the blades automatically repaired themselves. It was unknown how much one had to be destroyed to erase the will of the seraph within, and if handled poorly, any attempts could just lead to unnecessary agony.


      “It is no simple matter to shatter a Sacred Sword,” a voice said, resounding through the throne room.


      Zagan looked up toward where countless bats were flapping overhead. Before long, a slender arm reached out from the swarm of bats, followed by a creepy stuffed doll covered in stitches. A girl soon landed on the floor of the throne room with a tap of her heel, her eyes shining like a golden moon and her hair in pigtails. This was the vampire who’d lived for a thousand years, and Zagan’s mother, Alshiera.
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She’s a master of the blade, but is far too serious and easily
tricked. Lately, those around her suspect she’s in a much
deeper relationship with her guardian sorcerer, Barbatos,
than she lets on, but she vehemently denies it.

Asmodeus

+-
The Archdemon known as the Collector.
Possesses immense power even the other Archdemons
have to acknowledge as beyond them. She lives for the
sake of gathering Spirit Blood.

Fol

-+
Wise Dragon Orobas’s daughter and a current Archde-
mon. She was adopted by Zagan and Nephy.
The two of them heavily dote on her, and she is
growing at an astonishing pace.

CJ

Alshiera

A girl of the Night Clan who has actually lived for an extreme-
ly Fong time. Calls Zagan the Silver-Eyed King. She has an
understanding of history that has been lost to man, but tends
to refuse to answer any questions about it for some reason.

Marchosias

Once the Archdemon known as the Eldest.
He’s been revived as a Nephilim, and is plotting behind the scenes while
gathering many Archdemons to his cause.
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The protagonist of this
series. He was abducted
by a sorcerer at a young
age, but managed to
slaughter said sorcerer
and stole all his assets and
knowledge. After falling
in love with Nephy at first
sight and purchasing her,
he worries over how to
properly convey his feel-
ings to the first person
he’s ever truly cared for.

An elf girl with
snow-white hair. Even
among the elves, who
possessed a high level
of mana, hers was ex-
traordinarily high, so

she was treated as a
cursed child. Little by
little, she grows to love
Zagan, who told her “he
needed her.”






