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      Prologue


      “Hey, hey, Big Bro, you work with Lady Chastille, right? Have you met this Barbar guy? What kinda person is he?”


      Just as Micca was heading out for work, his younger sister asked him that question. Having just turned sixteen this year, Micca had worked for the church for a good year now. He’d worn his uniform every day to the point where it couldn’t be called new anymore, but he couldn’t shake the feeling that the clothes wore him instead.


      Despite being somewhat lanky, he was finally starting to build up some muscle. He had short dark-brown hair and his tired eyes were a reddish brown. He didn’t have any standout features. No one who passed him on the street would remember him. However, his mediocre appearance was contrasted by a far-from-mediocre sword swaying on his back. It bumped into the narrow entranceway every single time he walked through, so a noticeable number of scratches were etched into the doorframe. One day, he would probably have to replace the whole thing.


      “I’ve only met Lady Lillqvist once,” Micca said, scratching his head. “She’s a pretty scary person. She scolded me out of nowhere. I’ve got no idea about the sorcerer.”


      “Whaaat?! They’re so passionately in love, how can you not know? Oh, right! It was still a secret relationship at the time. Oh well.”


      Seeing the sparkles in his little sister’s eyes, Micca could only force a smile. She was describing events from a month ago. Rumors had spread of a romantic relationship between the third-ranked Archangel, Chastille Lillqvist, and the sorcerer Purgatory Barbar—no, Barbatos, if he remembered correctly—who just so happened to be a former Archdemon candidate.


      At first, the church had denied it as malicious gossip, but due to an enchanted newspaper spreading through the lands, there was nothing they could do about it anymore. The gossip rag in question was quite the troublesome piece. It showed Lillqvist and Barbatos meeting in secret, the sorcerer quite literally protecting her from the shadows when she was in danger of being assassinated, them having tea together, picking cups for each other, and other such romantic scenes. It even replayed scenes of them preparing for her birthday.


      There was no telling who’d made that newspaper or why, but the contents had spread like wildfire right as it had been released. This had likely been a scrupulously planned scheme. There were even rumors that some Archdemon was responsible, but it made even less sense why an Archdemon would spread such rumors.


      Lillqvist was already known as the only woman among the Archangels, and the youngest to have achieved that rank, so she had heavy support from the people. There were even those who wanted to keep this recording of her for prosperity, such was her beauty. There were no signs of her popularity fading. That was exactly why the rumor had entranced the entire continent in a single night.


      A lover, huh? I’d like a normal girl. Someone simple and kind like a florist or a maid. She doesn’t have to do anything for me. I just want someone who will stay by my side when times get tough.


      As a sixteen-year-old boy, Micca naturally had an interest in the opposite sex. He wanted nothing to do with a woman with complicated circumstances like Chastille Lillqvist, but the idea of having a lover was something he thought of often.


      However, even if he did meet someone wonderful, he was sure to prioritize his family. That was how Micca’s life had been thus far. And so, he tucked away that faint yearning in a corner of his mind.


      “Not all sorcerers are bad people, huh?” his sister said, looking up at him. “Have you ever met a good sorcerer?”


      “There’s no way that exi—”


      Micca was about to deny that such a thing could possibly exist, but was left at a loss for words.


      “So you have?” his sister asked, her eyes filled with expectation.


      “Yeah, um, I’m not sure if he’s a good sorcerer, but I’ve met an Archdemon.”


      “Archdemon? That’s the most amazing of sorcerers, right?! What kinda person was he?”


      “He, like, got along really well with his, um, lover?”


      Micca wasn’t quite sure if the man was a good person, but the Archdemon in question also didn’t fit the symbol of evil that the church portrayed him as.


      “Amazing! So there really are good sorcerers out there!” his sister exclaimed, smiling and jumping up and down innocently.


      I got a pay cut and the higher-ups have been scolding the hell out of me ever since, though...


      Half a year ago, two Archdemons had rampaged through the treasury in the church’s headquarters in the Holy City Raziel. Twelve Archangels had been incapable of defeating a single Archdemon. That massive failure had led to Micca and the others having to go back through training from scratch. Not only that, but the one in charge of their training was the ever-mysterious Archangel Stella Diekmeyer.


      She really has no idea how to take it easy on us...


      Head Archangel Ginias Galahad II, who was even younger than Micca, was practically beaten to a pulp every single day but had the guts to keep hanging in there. Honestly, Micca respected him for it.


      And then, after finally being released from that hellish training, this incident had befallen them. The church was managed with the support of the people in the form of donations, so they couldn’t function if they ignored the populace.


      What’s more, with that incident as an impetus, it had come to light that there were those among sorcerers who were protecting people, secretly treating the diseased and injured, and sharing food with them as well. The time for the church to reevaluate its relationship with sorcerers was quickly approaching. Even a month after the incident, the town was filled with stories of romance. The wild enthusiasm was in no way limited to Micca’s sister.


      “Maybe I should join the Unification Faction...”


      Chastille Lillqvist was the leader of the Unification Faction, a group that called for coexistence with sorcerers. The recent incident had strengthened their position greatly. It would be smarter to join them if Micca wanted to continue making a living at the church. This got another delighted look from his sister.


      “That’s Lady Chastille’s faction thing, right?! You’re amazing!”


      “Yeah,” Micca replied with a smile before waving to her. “It’s about time for your big brother to get back to work.”


      “’Kaaay. Do your best, Big Bro!”


      “I will, Ayla. Take care of Mom.”


      “Leave it to me!”


      With that, he finally left. This small brickwork house in the corner of the village was Micca’s home. The village itself was also small. Even at the very center, there was nothing but a few places to eat and one general store that handled goods of every type. If there was anything they were known for, it was that the grass was good, or the milk produced here was delicious. There were fewer than a thousand residents, and they were pretty much all acquaintances. Still, even out in the sticks, travelers passed through this tranquil village every now and then.


      Hm? Is that an outsider? How rare.


      Just as Micca saw an unfamiliar figure in front of him, a piece of paper hit the traveler in the face.


      “Mph?! What’s this...?”


      The traveler stood stock-still in bewilderment, then took off his round glasses and wiped them with his sleeve before staring at the paper.


      “Uhhh... Seriously, what’s this? What’s going on...?”


      The baffled young man was staring at a renowned gossip rag. It had been a month since it was published, but it had been carried here by the wind from somewhere.


      Angelic Knights existed to protect the people. Micca was technically a knight, so he called out to the bespectacled traveler.


      “Um, are you all right?” Micca asked. “You seem rather pale...”


      “Hm?!”


      The traveler was so engrossed in reading the paper that he hadn’t noticed Micca. The young man looked startled and placed a hand on his hip.


      “Hey, calm down,” Micca said, raising both hands to show he wasn’t an enemy. “I’m just a passing Angelic Knight.”


      “H-Huh? Oh, forgive me,” the traveler replied, finally returning to his senses. “I just happened to see something unbelievably inexplicable... Wh-What is this?”


      There was still a clear hint of bewilderment in his voice.


      “Oh, that?” Micca said. “It’s news from a month ago. One of the Archangels is in a romantic relationship with a sorcerer. Though I’m ashamed to say it.”


      “Is this true? Isn’t the church angry about this?”


      The traveler looked like he couldn’t believe it. It seemed this was his first time hearing the news. Well, being on a journey could’ve distanced him from what was considered common knowledge now.


      No, shouldn’t a traveler know even more about that stuff? Was he somewhere secluded?


      The man’s reaction was a bit of a mystery, but Micca wasn’t here to interrogate him or anything.


      “Well, it’s become a bit of a problem,” Micca responded, smiling bitterly. “But the public has accepted it, and the person in question is of rather high standing, so it’s gotten pretty complicated...”


      There were, of course, voices within the church calling for Chastille Lillqvist to be punished. However, she had far too much support from the people for that. Before the church could make an announcement, protests had been carried out, calling to “recognize Chastille’s love.” The clearly negative attitude toward the church had seen a drastic drop in donations.


      The church couldn’t make any careless statements now. Even if they were in the right, it could lead to the balance of power between the church and sorcerers flipping on its head. What’s more, the leader of the church, the pope, hadn’t said a single thing about the incident. He hadn’t shown himself in public over the last few years, so there were even quiet rumors of his death. His silence now pretty much confirmed those rumors. It was almost the same as a public declaration. If their leader was turning a blind eye to the situation, the church couldn’t take any strong measures.


      It’s almost as if they knew His Holiness the Pope would remain silent.


      Not that that was possible, of course. Either way, now that things had gotten this far, the Angelic Knights could no longer act as they had. Drawing their swords immediately upon spotting a sorcerer was out of the question.


      “You must be joking,” the bespectacled man said, his hands to his head. “This ridiculous situation is being accepted? How unfathomable...”


      Maybe, just maybe, this man was a devout believer of the church. The current situation was very hard for such people to accept.


      “As a member of the church, I understand how you feel,” Micca said with a comforting smile.


      “Ohhh... Right. Thank you. Sorry for taking up your time.”


      The bespectacled man crumpled the gossip rag into a ball and shoved it into his pocket, then staggered away on unsteady feet.


      Is he going to be all right...?


      The man’s back exuded an aura that seemed to say, “Like hell anyone in the world can understand how I feel.”


      At any rate, Micca had a job to do. With the traveler still on his mind, he walked off.


      It was a small village, so it didn’t take him long to reach the church, which was a simple wooden building. Even when they held services, the draft was so bad that most participants didn’t even listen to the sermons. Knocking on the door, Micca took a quiet breath and raised his voice.


      “Twelfth-ranked Archangel Micca Salvarra reporting for duty!”


      He then let out an involuntary sigh.


      Why is someone like me serving as an Archangel?


      Micca wasn’t a noble, nor was he from a family of devout believers. His father had served as an Angelic Knight, but he’d been no more than the lowest of the lowest ranks and had died when Micca was six.


      He respected his father for fighting for the sake of others, but after his untimely death, Micca had been forced to forgo school and work for a merchant to support his family. Naturally, he’d never wielded a sword, so he sat on the lowest seat among the Archangels.


      As for how that’d happened, he’d been chosen by a Sacred Sword last year and suddenly promoted to the ranks of the Archangels. Naturally, he’d refused at first, thinking he couldn’t possibly fulfill such an important duty, but he’d had no choice in the matter. A Sacred Sword apparently couldn’t be used by anyone else until its wielder died. At least being an Archangel came with significant income.


      I want my siblings to attend school.


      He had a thirteen-year-old brother, a younger sister, and two other brothers who were even younger. His mother’s body had broken down from overwork. She was in poor health, so Micca was the only one who could support the Salvarra family.


      He didn’t care about achieving great deeds. If he could carry out his duties until his siblings were adults, then that was enough. So long as he was alive, he could support his family.


      “Lord Salvarra,” the priest said with a smile. These two had been acquainted since Micca was a little boy. “The village is peaceful again today thanks to you being here.”


      “No, I haven’t done anything, really...”


      The majority of Archangels were dispatched when there was an incident that required their attention. Even when they weren’t in the field, there was no need for them to stay at a specific church. They generally lived in the cities out of convenience, but in order to help his family, Micca had set himself up in this tiny village. He was often absent, but due to a recent incident, he hadn’t been given any real missions as of late. Rather, the church as an organization couldn’t make a move. Over the last month, Micca had helped out with chores at this church and had patrolled the village. However, that was all about to change.


      “Lord Salvarra, I have a mission for you,” the priest said gravely as if passing a death sentence. “I command you to monitor a certain Archdemon.”


      I get it now. If they’ve got a useless Archangel, they can just send him to die and hope to get a new one.


      These were the hopeless events of a certain day at the end of spring in the sixteenth year of Micca’s life.

    

  

  
    
      Chapter I: Doing Something Unfamiliar Generally Leads to Wasted Effort


      “Exactly how much of that incident was your doing, Archdemon Zagan?”


      Inside Archdemon Palace’s throne room beneath Kianoides, a sorcerer with closed eyes questioned Zagan. It was Earthshaker Vepar, a man with white hair and a slender frame. He was so beautiful that if Zagan hadn’t heard of Vepar’s features beforehand, he would never have assumed Vepar was a man. Vepar was one of the former Archdemon candidates, as well as Asmodeus’s disciple. Despite both being Archdemon candidates at one point, and getting Vepar dragged into last month’s incident in a grand manner, Zagan had never met him before this.


      “Ever since that incident, the relations between sorcerers and Angelic Knights have changed greatly,” Vepar continued, awe clear in his voice. “You’ve destroyed the structure of the world, yet you refer to it as no more than ‘that trivial matter.’ The feat was akin to leveling a mountain by throwing a pebble. Honestly, you terrify me.”


      There was clear admiration in his voice. Zagan leaned an elbow on his throne and replied boldly...or not. He replied with a sense of fear in his own voice.


      “Well, I was the one who ordered it, but Gremory actually executed the plan. I’m terrified of her too.”


      “Is that so...?”


      A bead of sweat ran down Vepar’s cheek as he nodded, a strange sense of understanding in his heart.


      Angelic Knights and sorcerers were enemies who’d been at each other’s throats for as long as anyone could remember. However, the root of those hostilities had been fabricated by Eldest Marchosias’s twisted hands eight hundred years ago. Up until that point, Angelic Knights and sorcerers had worked together to develop the world. The Head Archdemon at the time, Lisette Dantalian, had brought peace through her great efforts. However, when Marchosias trampled her work into the ground, the two groups had been turned into enemies.


      Someone had already gotten revenge against Marchosias for this, but Lisette and Shere Khan’s intended peace remained shattered. That was why Zagan and Gremory had formed a plan to foster harmony between Angelic Knights and sorcerers. However, Zagan hadn’t expected Gremory to accomplish the task with such astounding success. Though, Gremory had been the one to directly witness Shere Khan’s memories, so perhaps she’d been spurred by a sense of duty rather than entirely by her hobby.


      The populace’s attention was now focused entirely on the romance between an Angelic Knight and a sorcerer, and as a result, the Angelic Knights could no longer hunt sorcerers with reckless abandon. And yet, the sorcerers had also stopped quarreling with the knights as if that were perfectly natural. That was because the sorcerer in the middle of this upheaval was none other than Barbatos. There was no telling how he would butcher any sorcerers who caught his attention. Such was what the average sorcerer believed.


      The sorcerers were also vaguely aware that Zagan had instigated the whole affair. After all, Gremory had boldly used his name to spur those reporters into action, and Zagan had approved of it. Sorcerers had nothing to gain from antagonizing Angelic Knights if it meant incurring the wrath of an Archdemon and a former Archdemon candidate. Thus, just as Vepar had said, the way of the world was changing.


      Well, I got to celebrate Nephy’s birthday in peace thanks to that, so I don’t really have anything to complain about.


      Zagan was at least grateful for what she’d done, but Gremory still terrified him. Even an Archdemon couldn’t rein that granny in.


      “I shall apologize for dragging you into such damnable trouble,” Zagan said, pulling himself together and facing Vepar once more. “As proof of that, I’ll hand over all the information I have on Asmodeus to you. If you wish for anything else, I’ll consider it so long as it’s within the realm of reason.”


      “What a lavish offer,” Vepar replied, his mouth agape.


      “I know how rough it can be to get involved with Gremory...”


      “I see...”


      She always rambled about love power or whatnot, making a toy out of Zagan. He understood how much of a pain that was more than most. This was the moment a strange sense of comradery was born between two of Gremory’s victims.


      Nonetheless, Gremory was essential to his plans. Zagan had used her while being well aware of the risk. Nobody but the granny could’ve achieved such results, even if they also used Barbatos and Chastille, so it was up to her king to deal with the aftermath.


      “Is that enough to make up for it?” Zagan asked Vepar, staring right at him. “Then allow me to move on to further negotiations. I have an interest in your attempts at reproducing Sacred Swords.”


      Despite being a sorcerer, Vepar had knowledge of Sacred Swords, and he even knew how to make them. This was information Zagan wanted above all else so that he could destroy the Sacred Swords—freeing the seraphs who were sealed within them.


      Upon hearing that, Vepar’s brow shot up in shock.


      “What? Is it that surprising for an Archdemon to have an interest in Sacred Swords?” Zagan asked.


      “Oh, well...it is, in fact, surprising, but it’s been a while since I’ve had someone I can conduct a proper negotiation with,” Vepar responded, wiping the corner of his eye with a sleeve.


      “I really do apologize for that idiot and granny,” Zagan said from the bottom of his heart.


      Getting involved with Gremory and Barbatos was guaranteed to be a huge pain. It was enough to make the very concept of a negotiation seem futile. Zagan waited for Vepar to calm down before continuing.


      “I have one Sacred Sword at my disposal. If necessary, I can provide you with another two...no, another three.”


      The first was, of course, Raphael’s. The rest were Richard’s, Chastille’s, and Stella’s. They would likely allow their swords to be studied if Zagan asked. Richard and Stella were especially liable to simply handing over their Sacred Swords. It was even possible that Archangels who were part of Chastille’s Unification Faction would cooperate given the right conditions.


      “That’s as much as I can guarantee, but I have others I might be able to get,” Zagan added. “So long as you meet my demands, you may use them however you see fit.”


      He meant allowing Vepar to use them for his own purposes—which was ultimately to fulfill his lifelong goal of defeating Asmodeus. That was the reward Zagan offered.


      Not that Foll will like it... But if she doesn’t, she simply has to intervene in her own way. She possesses the power and status to do that if she so wishes.


      “You continue to show how terrifying an Archdemon you are,” Vepar said, taken aback by the extraordinary offer. “You’ve made your way that far into the church?”


      Zagan remained silent and smiled boldly.


      Not that I intended to... I just happened to get more Archangels in my family over the last year. Still, I’ll use everything at my disposal.


      Zagan had already crushed several Archdemons, but he didn’t trust too much in his own strength.


      “Is an Archdemon of your caliber so fixated on the Sacred Swords because of that monster from the other day?” Vepar asked, probing.


      Samyaza, despite being a demon, possessed great intelligence. It was an amalgamation of over ten thousand demons. Zagan hadn’t been able to defeat it on his own. There was a way, but it was impractical. Heaven’s Phosphor Showers of the Wailing Dead was a sorcery Zagan had created to destroy absolutely everything. It was meant to be used by a group, so it would take him an entire day to weave it on his own. However, demons appeared in unexpected places at unexpected times, so he couldn’t use that method. If Nephy hadn’t shown up, Zagan would have failed to do anything.


      We repelled it, but I doubt it’s dead.


      There could also be more of its kind. Thus, Zagan had to accumulate power. Marchosias was scheming something too, so he couldn’t afford to fall behind now.


      “That one, you mean,” Zagan said, nodding gravely. “Truly a dreadful demon. I need a means of defeating it or any others of its kind when they next appear. However, I have other reasons for investigating the Sacred Swords.”


      “And they are?” Vepar asked nervously, gulping.


      “I intend to destroy all the Sacred Swords,” Zagan declared, a quiet and absolute resolve in his voice.


      Vepar gasped. Well, to be precise, Zagan was intent on freeing the seraphs sealed within the Sacred Swords, but that would take a while to explain. Besides, freeing the seraphs would render the Sacred Swords powerless, so it was ultimately the same as destroying the weapons.


      “Why would you do that?” Vepar asked, a bead of sweat running down his cheek. “The Sacred Swords shouldn’t be much of a threat to an Archdemon of your caliber.”


      They were somewhat of a threat, but not enough that he had to break them. Zagan found it difficult to answer that question. He had done it because his sister-in-law’s lover had asked him and his bride wanted him to. However, saying that now was likely to invite a misunderstanding. So, after pondering over how to best respond to that question, Zagan arrived at an answer.


      “Because I promised a friend.”


      To Zagan, Richard was his sister-in-law’s savior and a peerless friend from whom he could learn how lovers were supposed to act. He was almost like Zagan’s teacher. Zagan spoke with clear respect for him in his voice. Vepar opened his mouth in shock. No words came out, but upon coming to an understanding, he closed his mouth and flashed Zagan a beautiful smile.


      “I see,” Vepar replied. “I heard you were a man with a strong sense of duty, but this surpasses my wildest imagination. I would’ve loved to meet the person that you hold in such high esteem.”


      “Hm? I’m sure I’ll introduce you two sooner or later.”


      “No, I’ll pass on that. It’s not my place to intrude on such things.”


      Vepar was speaking as if Zagan were referring to the deceased, but Zagan didn’t give it much thought.


      “At any rate, even if you’re keeping quiet for the moment, I figured you were hostile to that ‘self-proclaimed’ Marchosias,” Vepar continued, nodding. “Even if it’s to fulfill a promise to a friend, it’s unexpected that you would so boldly tear apart a source of great power.”


      Having been revived as a Nephilim, Marchosias was up to something. He hadn’t directly picked a fight with Zagan yet, but Zagan knew that conflict was inevitable after the incidents with Asmodeus and Eligor. So Zagan was better off devoting all his strength to the confrontation with Marchosias. That Archdemon was called the Eldest. He’d lived a thousand years, all the while ruling the world both publicly and from behind the curtains.


      “I’ve played my hand already,” Zagan stated, smiling boldly. “My subordinates are talented, after all.”


      “I see. I suppose all the new Archdemons are your subordinates,” Vepar mumbled, coming to an understanding and smiling once more. “Now that I think about it, I haven’t heard anything about one of the new Archdemons yet. Do you mind if I ask about him?”


      Zagan didn’t need to ask whom he was referring to.


      “You mean Shax. The man doesn’t know how to spread his name, so that’s understandable. However, I believe he is the most terrifying of the new Archdemons.”


      Foll was the strongest sorcerer among them. Her power had destroyed the Zombie Dragon Orobas and had forced Asmodeus into a draw. In contrast, Nephy was the natural enemy of all sorcerers. Her celestial mysticism manipulated nature itself, and she was even well-versed enough in sorcery that it wouldn’t bring any shame to her title of Archdemon. She was also in tune with Sacred Swords.


      However, despite all that, Shax was the most terrifying among them. Even though he had a proper grasp of Foll’s and Nephy’s capabilities, that was what Zagan truly believed.


      ◇


      “Achoo!”


      The “terrifying Archdemon” let out a grand sneeze in the middle of the street. The surrounding pedestrians shot annoyed looks at him. Spring was over, and it was the start of the month of Vodi, so the weather was supposed to be warming up, but maybe it was still a little chilly today.
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Barbatos

Zagan’s undesirable friend. A skilled sorcerer who is
one of the leading Archdemon candidates. Is con-
stantlr troubled by Chastille’s crybaby side, but still
can’t leave her alone.

Chastille Lillqvist

An Archangel known as the Maiden of the Sacred Sword.
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.

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.

Kuroka Adelhide

+
A blind cait sith. She once served in the church’s secret
assassination sect, Azazel, and excels in swordsmanship.
She has finally entered a relationship with Shax. Lately,
they’ve been in their own little world.

* +
A sorcerer who excels in healing sorcery. He once worked
under Shere Khan, but has now inherited the title Tiger King
and serves as an Archdemon in Zagan’s camp.

Marcbosias

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.”






