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The Magical Garment Factory and the Zephyricloth

Goodness. There really is no predicting things.

The sunlight that streamed through the window and reflected on the glossy
wooden floor was dazzlingly bright. The young woman blinked once against it
before signing a document with a slightly trembling hand.

Head Manager of the Magical Garment Factory, Lucia Fano—she didn’t like
how childish her handwriting looked.

Lucia was a clothier who designed and created garments. However, up until
two months prior, her main line of work had been making socks and gloves at
her family of five’s workshop. She had occasionally worked elsewhere too, but
nearly every day, she had worked a knitting machine or sewed. However, today
she was signing her name on a document in black ink on the stately desk of her
office as the head manager of the Magical Garment Factory, a factory affiliated
with the Tailors’ Guild.

“Thank you, Head Manager Fano. With that, the transfer of the Magical
Garment Factory is officially complete. If any concerns should arise while you
make use of it, please feel free to contact me regardless of the time.”

The man in the elegant dark brown suit took the document with a smile. He
was the architect and the supervisor of the construction of the Magical
Garment Factory. The building was, as he’d said, officially theirs. Just a moment
ago, the two of them, along with the factory personnel, had toured the building
to make sure everything was in line with the design specifications.

The Magical Garment Factory was brand sparkling new; construction had just
been completed yesterday. It was a sturdy three-story building made of reddish
brick. It even had space in the back for carriages to stop and for horses to rest.

The building’s interior design was equally splendid. Lucia’s office had ivory-
colored walls and dark brown wooden floors. The furnishings had a classic style
and were reddish-brown in color, and a low-pile red rug blanketed the floor.



The workrooms’ floors had no rugs and instead were furnished with
floorboards that wouldn’t easily trap dust. The large workbenches that filled the
rooms were free of any scratches.

This interior design had been completed in such a short period of time. Lucia
reflected on just how hard the workers must have pushed themselves to
produce this level of quality so quickly.

“Thank you so much for this wonderful, beautiful building. We will come to
you if we need anything.”

“Your words are far too kind. We look forward to hearing from you in the
future.” The man, older than her father, gave her a deep bow.

After she watched the supervisor leave, Lucia turned to look out the window.
From her office on the third floor, she had a view of the blue sky and the
capital’s cityscape.

The Kingdom of Ordine was the largest and most populous nation on the
continent, and its royal capital was said to be the most prosperous city on the
continent, and even in the world. Moreover, compared to other nations, Ordine
had the loosest regulations when it came to clothing. In other countries, cross-
dressing was heavily scorned, and some places even restricted the color and
style of garments by social class. Lucia had been very shocked when she heard
that was the case not only with school and work uniforms but also with
everyday wear.

Naturally, even in Ordine, clothing differed between nobles and commoners.
However, it was still quite normal to see commoners wearing collared shirts,
women wearing pants, and men wearing accessories. And even if one were to
wear eccentric clothing, although one might get a few curious looks, one
wouldn’t be reproached for it.

For a clothier like herself, a city full of people donning various styles while out
and about was a fun and delightful thing. She was also grateful the city had such
a large array of clothing stores, fabric shops, and stores that sold accessories
like buttons.

As Lucia thought admiringly about her city, she focused her gaze on the
windowpane. There, she saw herself reflected in the glass—deep green hair,



dark blue eyes, short stature despite her high heels, and a somewhat childlike
face despite the fact that she was in her twenties. As a child, she’d been
compared to a dayflower.

Today, she was wearing one of her favorite pieces of her own design—an
aqua blue dress with cute puffy sleeves. At the dress’s low collar, she wore a
short wine-colored tie held in place with a gold pin. The short, puffy sleeves,
which were easy to move in, alternated between aqua blue and light yellow and
were tied off with small ribbons at the cuffs. The low-volume skirt of the dress
fell past her knees, but it spread out nicely when she spun around, making it
easy to move around in.

This dress was actually an improved version of a design she’d made once
before. This time, instead of cotton, she had used a beautiful, sleek silk
material, and the pin, which had originally been gold-plated, was now—albeit
small—real gold. She had also lengthened the skirt by a handbreadth and added
some pretty lace at the hem. Lucia’s favorite outfit, adorned with lace and
ribbon, gave her courage and spirit.

She couldn’t help but smile toward the window. Even she was pleased to see
her cheerful face overlapping with the blue sky.

“That’s a pretty nice view you’ve got here. Are you staying in here a while
longer, boss?”

The voice that came from behind her belonged to the assistant manager,
Dante Cassini. He had dark green hair that looked nearly black, vivid green eyes,
and a well-featured face. He had a good fashion sense too. Since today was the
day that the ownership of the Magical Garment Factory would officially be
transferred to the two of them, he hadn’t dressed in his usual casual fashion.
Instead, he wore an austere sage green suit. The shirt underneath, with a light
green and white double collar, looked very stylish.

Dante was from a viscount’s family, so he also carried himself with
refinement. He had a sharp tongue but also the impressive ability to keep it in
check around nobles and at work. By all rights, he was more suited to the role
of head manager.

Incidentally, most of the staff called Lucia “chief,” but for some reason, Dante



alone insisted on calling her “boss.”

“Nope, let’s head to the workroom! If we don’t prepare everything we need
to today, we won’t be able to start operations tomorrow,” Lucia said, grabbing
the somewhat oversized bag she always carried around before heading toward
the door.

There was a reason that the Magical Garment Factory had been constructed
so quickly. While the Tailors’ Guild had established the factory, the Merchants’
Guild and Adventurers’ Guild were also collaborating on the project, in addition
to which the factory had the support of the royal knights’ Order of Beast
Hunters.

For most, the words “Magical Garment Factory” might bring to mind
enchanted tailcoats and dresses for nobles, or perhaps mages’ robes. However,
they were actually in the business of making toe socks and drying insoles. They
were not to be looked down on as mere socks and insoles—these were proper
magical tools that brought much-needed relief to the royal knights, including
the Order of Beast Hunters, as well as adventurers, civil officials, and anyone
else who wore leather shoes.

The socks absorbed sweat from between the toes and were enchanted with a
fire crystal to provide a mild drying effect, which greatly reduced stickiness and
clamminess. The drying insoles absorbed sweat from the soles of the feet and,
having been enchanted with powdered green slime, also provided the sensation
of a faint breeze. When the two were used in combination, no matter how
much one moved around in leather shoes or combat boots, one’s feet would
stay smooth and dry.

Both the toe socks and the drying insoles were the inventions of Lucia’s close
friend, the magical toolmaker Dahlia Rossetti. She’d originally designed them
for her father to solve his problem of having sweaty shoes in the summer.
When Dahlia had come to Lucia to make a prototype of the toe socks, the
seamstress had immediately accepted. Due to the unusual shape of the socks,
Lucia hadn’t been able to make them using just her family’s workshop’s sock-
knitting machines; she had also been obliged to employ a glove-knitting
machine and hand sewing to finish them. It had taken her some time, but
they’d turned out pretty nicely. Unfortunately, Dahlia was never able to give



them to her father. He passed away suddenly before they were finished.

Just work on it in your spare time—so Dahlia had told her, but Lucia couldn’t
help but wish she had been able to finish them faster.

Then, that summer, Dahlia had unearthed the toe socks and drying insoles
she’d stashed away and had given them to a friend in the Order of Beast
Hunters. That friend had worn them on an expedition, and having experienced
their pleasant effects, he’d given them to other knights to try. Before the end of
the day, the Order of Beast Hunters had commissioned an order for the squad,
to be purchased regularly in bulk. Lucia thought it was only natural that she had
needed to have that dizzying sequence of events explained to her twice. But
after hearing all the details, it made sense.

While out on expedition, the Order of Beast Hunters spent long periods of
time without taking off their combat boots, so the inside of their boots would
get sweaty from traveling and fighting against monsters. As a result, many
knights contracted a skin infection known as athlete’s foot. That posed a big
problem, since they couldn’t very well have it treated at the temple or request
medicine from a doctor while out on expedition. The issue could, however, be
remedied with the toe socks and drying insoles, hence the bulk order.

“It feels so nice. It’s like the swamp in my shoes has turned into a breezy
meadow.”

That was apparently what the captain of the Order had said in praise of the
first batch of deliveries. Lucia was glad to hear it.

Moreover, the Order of Beast Hunters weren’t the only ones itching for the
toe socks and drying insoles. The royal knights, civil officials, the Tailors’ Guild,
the Merchants’ Guild, the Adventurers’ Guild—many seemed to suffer from the
effects of Ordine’s warm climate on the insides of their leather shoes.

It was decided that the Tailors’ Guild would mass-produce the socks and
insoles, and on that same day, the Magical Garment Factory was established.
Having been the one to make the prototype toe socks, Lucia was asked to take
on a training role at the Tailors’ Guild, and then, being an expert on the socks,
she became the interim head manager of the factory. Following that, somehow
or other, she became the official head manager of the Magical Garment



Factory.
There truly was no predicting how things would unfold in this world.

“Chief, have you finished signing the transferal document?” a blonde woman
called out to Lucia after she and Dante had descended the stairs en route to the
workroom.

“Yep! | was kind of nervous, though. How does the cutting room look,
Hestia?”

“The cutting machines are top-notch. We should be able to work more
efficiently.”

The woman’s purple eyes squinted as she smiled. Her name was Hestia
Tonolo, and she was one of the factory personnel. Though she was skilled at
stitching and knitting, her forte was cutting cloth. Despite being older, she was
Lucia’s subordinate.

For the opening day of the Magical Garment Factory, she was wearing a
simple, formal navy blue suit. Her silk blouse had a slight aqua hue, and at her
neck, she wore a ribbon tie fastened with a small pin that held an amethyst
matching the color of her eyes. It was an outfit that could look plain if not
pulled off exactly right, but it was elegant and flattering on Hestia, emphasizing
her beautiful figure. Her waist-length blonde hair was even more gorgeous than
her accessories.

“Is the office to your liking?” Hestia asked Lucia. “Does it seem like a suitable
place for doing paperwork?”

“l don’t know about that, but the office itself is wonderful!”

All the furnishings in her office were of the highest quality. Even the empty
bookshelf was charming. The large desk she’d just used to sign the document
reminded her of the kind of a high-quality piece used in government offices.
Despite the size of the desk, the chair was smaller and aligned her back well,
making it comfortable to sit on. It also came with a footstool to keep her feet
from hanging in midair. Everything about the office was perfect, but how long
could she really expect to use it?

“But | know | won’t be using it for long, so I'll need to make sure to keep it



clean.”
Hestia and Dante responded at the same time.
“What? Why do you say that?”
“Huh? Why?”

“Well, once the toe socks and drying insoles are fully on track here, my job
will be over. Then someone else will take over as head manager.”

Lucia had gotten the position because she had made the original toe socks.
She called herself a clothier, but she’d never been formally schooled in the
profession. She had learned from skilled couturiers she knew and had sewn a
good number of her own pieces, but she lacked both work experience and
industry knowledge.

Objectively speaking, a commoner like herself couldn’t expect to hold on to
this position for long. The Magical Garment Factory often dealt with nobles,
after all.

Dante let out a sigh. “Boss, what are you saying? No one can take over for you
at this point.”

“He’s right. And there’s still much to be done with the toe socks and drying
insoles. | want you to be the head manager for a long, long time.”

“Thanks, you two!” Lucia responded with a smile.

Her subordinates, who were both older than her, were such great people.
They had a wealth of knowledge when it came to clothes, and they were both
highly skilled. Furthermore, the two of them were from noble families, so they
were well-versed in the customs particular to nobles, from their etiquette to
their speech.

Working with them, Lucia couldn’t help but keenly feel all the things she
lacked. And it was precisely for that reason that once the toe socks and drying
insoles really got off the ground, she would be replaced with another head
manager. That seemed the most likely outcome.

“Besides, by the time we can mass-produce the toe socks and drying insoles,
we might just get another magical tool-related request.”



“Dante, I’'m not sure...” Hestia said, trailing off with a grimace.

Something like that was unlikely to happen. In the past, the Tailors’ Guild had
never mass-produced magical tools. Waterproof cloth, made using powdered
blue slime, had become popular a few years ago, but the Merchants’ Guild had
handled that. Although, since it was a cloth and had ultimately come to be used
for raincoats and ponchos, it wouldn’t have been strange if the Tailors’ Guild
had been entrusted with it.

It was then that Lucia realized something. “Now that | think about it, Dahlia
also invented the waterproof cloth...”

Lucia looked off into the distance as she thought of her red-haired, green-
eyed friend. She was kind and smart, and though she usually was more of a
listener than a talker, that changed when the subject turned to magical tools. If
someone asked her to explain a magical tool, her eyes would light up and she
would become talkative, launching into an overly detailed explanation of the
tool’s mechanisms and materials. Whenever she was struck with an idea, she’d
start scribbling notes down furiously on the spot. When Lucia would stop by her
workshop to bring her something while she was testing out a tool, Dahlia
wouldn’t even notice her come in. Another friend described her as being more
single-minded than a cat with a toy, and Lucia had to agree.

But no matter how gifted a magical toolmaker she was, Dahlia probably
wouldn’t create a never-ending stream that would need to go through the
Tailors’ Guild. After Lucia had that thought, she felt a shiver run down her spine.

Odd—she didn’t think she’d dressed lightly. Was she coming down with a
cold? Bright sunlight was streaming through the hallway windows, though.

“Something wrong, boss?”
“No, it’s nothing. Let’s go to the workroom!”
The three of them proceeded down the new hallway.

Today marked the factory’s opening day as well as its first day of operations,
so that morning, the entire staff had dressed themselves up nicely before
arriving at the factory. Everyone exchanged words of celebration, checked out
the room, and admired the new equipment and fixtures.



However, this wasn’t the day to celebrate. Rather, it was the start of their
race against a deadline. In the workroom where Lucia, Hestia, and Dante were
headed, the staff was already preparing to fight.

“Dante, what’s our quota for today?”

Dante took out his notepad from his inner pocket and read aloud from it, his
face grim. “We need 120 toe socks by tomorrow, and we currently have fifty
completed.”

Lucia tilted her head. “What? Didn’t we have one hundred at the end of day
yesterday?”

She’d thought they had plenty of time to work today. Where had those other
fifty socks run off to? Sometimes, involved parties would take some as samples
or to test them out or to bring to someone who had begged for a pair.
However, it was rare for them to be taken out after the end of the workday. In
fact, there were only a few people who were authorized to access the Magical
Garment Factory’s storage after hours in the first place.

“A request was made to the Tailors’ guildmaster last night to bring toe socks
and drying insoles to a most highly exalted personage in the castle.”

“Huh? You can’t mean...”
Lucia and Hestia stopped in their tracks at the same time.

A most highly exalted personage in the castle. The only person who could fit
that description was the one who wore the golden crown—and considering
how many toe socks had been requested, they must have been distributed to
the family and others in their circle.

“I see, | suppose no one is safe from athlete’s foot...”

“Yeah, and I’'m sure many of them wear leather shoes. | highly doubt they
wear sandals...”

“You two, don’t you dare say another word! | don’t want to be accused of
lese-majesté,” Dante groaned in a low voice. Lucia exchanged a glance with
Hestia and kept hush. What was now certain was that, from today until
tomorrow, they’d have to work even harder to replenish the stock that had



been ferried away to the castle.

III

“All right, let’s give it our all today too

On the other side of the door, the factory staff were waiting for them with a
smile.

In just a few days, Lucia and the rest of the staff became accustomed to the
Magical Garment Factory’s new building and its workrooms.

The rooms were much more spacious than those in the conference room of
the Tailors’ Guild, so they could fit more workbenches inside, which raised their
efficiency markedly.

At the Tailors’ Guild, they had often passed by guests and other guild staff in
the hallways, so they had to take care when carrying thread and finished works.
But now, there was no issue with them noisily dragging carts down the
hallways.

Also, their manager, Lucia, was a commoner, and she had told the staff she
wanted them to freely offer their opinions, so everyone spoke to each other in
a relaxed manner. Every day, the workroom was filled with the sounds of lively
chatter.

The knitting machines, made up of small, hooked needles attached in a circle,
had been turning nonstop since the opening day. The looms were used to make
the regular part of the sock and the toe part of the sock separately, which were
then diligently yet quickly sewn together by the stitchers.

Despite their tight deadline, there was no sense of desperation. They made
sure to have their morning and afternoon tea and to break for lunch, and they
animatedly chatted about clothes, accessories, and fashion trends in the capital.

By the next morning, they were able to meet their quota of toe socks in time,
proving they were able to operate without pushing themselves too far as long
as they produced no irregularities.

Even if they would need to make more in the future, the factory had another
workroom, so they would be able to bring in more knitting machines and
personnel to meet the increased demand.



That afternoon, the entire staff lined up in one of the workroomes, all to watch
one man. He had vibrant blond hair tied back in a ponytail and stood before a
standing workbench regarding the object in his hands with ocean blue eyes. His
tall, slender figure and handsome profile would have made him look at home
on an opera stage.

“How do they look, Mr. Forto?” Lucia asked, a bit nervous.

The man who stood before her inspecting the toe socks was Forto—Fortunato
Luini. He was the guildmaster of the Tailors’ Guild and the head of the Luini
Viscountcy. He was a talented couturier with good fashion sense, and he was
their superior.

His outfit today was a striking summer blue three-piece suit made of monster
silk, consisting of a white shirt and an exquisitely embroidered jacket and vest.
His shoes looked black at first glance but actually had a bluish tinge. The color
coordination with his suit was superb.

The ensemble gave off a different impression in the sunlight. It was just like
him to easily pull off such a look. He always wore outfits that were pleasing to
the eye—outfits Lucia felt she could learn from. Whenever she returned home
after seeing him, she would document his clothes, shoes, and accessories. She
could never tell him that, though.

“Each one is excellent. Operations for both the toe socks and drying insoles
are officially up and running here at the Magical Garment Factory,” Forto said,
smiling as he removed his white gloves. The workshop exploded into cheers.

“We finally made it over the mountain! But | have a feeling another mountain
is just around the bend...”

“Oh, just let us celebrate for now, Zilo!”

The one who had likened the factory’s official opening to crossing a mountain
was a man in the prime of life who sported a short, dark gray beard that suited
him well: Zilo—Zistavolo Contini.

When he’d first introduced himself to her, he’d made her laugh telling her
how his name had caused him a lot of trouble during exams in school. But she
was convinced when he told her how it was spelled. Not only was it long, but



the spelling was tricky too. It was likely for that reason that, when they’d had a
few drinks together, Zilo had kept repeating, “People ought to name their kids
something simple! Something easy to spell!”

Initially, everyone had laughed at him, but when Zilo wrote it down for them,
they could only nod in agreement.

“Now we can celebrate the opening of the Magical Garment Factory!”

In reality, this was far from its opening day; the factory staff had already been
hard at work for several days. Nevertheless, they had decided among
themselves that they would celebrate after they were officially in operation.
That way, they’d be able to relax and enjoy the celebration.

“All right, time to party! Where should we celebrate?”
“Let’s go where we went last time!”
“Yeah, | liked that spot!”

The place everyone wished to go was the three-story restaurant in the South
District, near the Central District. They had delicious meat and fish as well as a
wide selection of alcohol. Remembering the taste of the lemon sherbet she’d
had there, Lucia nodded in full agreement.

“Okay, everyone good with that? Any other suggestions? Okay, that seems
like a no. Mr. Forto, will you be joining?”

“Of course. They serve excellent pizza.”
“I'll go make a reservation, then.”

In the middle of their spirited conversation, one of the factory’s clerks
entered the workroom.

“Pardon me, but Mr. Ivano Mercadante from the Rossetti Trading Company is
here with an urgent matter to discuss with Mr. Forto. He requested that Head
Manager Fano join as well, if possible.”

Lucia’s ears pricked up when she heard her name and the word “urgent” in
the same sentence.

“Very well. Bring him to the reception room, please,” Forto responded in a



voice that was quiet yet still managed to carry across the room. Then he turned
his blue eyes to Lucia. “I shall go first.”

“Okay, Mr. Forto. I'll be right behind you, right after | assign everyone their
tasks!”

No further explanations were needed. An urgent matter coming from the
Rossetti Trading Company—that is to say, from chairwoman and magical
toolmaker Dahlia Rossetti—meant they would be getting busy. Lucia knew that
instantly.

After Forto rushed out of the room, Lucia turned back to face the workers.

“Hestia, hold off on making that reservation. If Mr. Ivano is here, that means
there’s probably more work coming our way. Everyone, I’'m sorry about this, but
please try to pick up the pace as much as you can so we can stock up on our
inventory! But also don’t overdo it with overtime, please. Conserve your
energy!”

Everyone responded with begrudging acknowledgment. That was only
understandable, since they’d been looking forward to the party.

“The Rossetti Trading Company is the developer of the toe socks and drying
insoles, right? If they found an issue with them, then shouldn’t we temporarily
stop the production line?”

“No, I'm sure that’s not why he’s here. The toe socks and drying insoles were
completed a while ago. If there had happened to be a problem, they would
have sent a messenger to stop us, so | think this has to be about something
else.”

“Maybe they’re here about an urgent commission for someplace that really
needs them?”

“There’s no one in Ordine who would get priority on delivery over the royal
castle.”

“Besides, wouldn’t something like that go through Mr. Forto directly
anyway?”

Zilo and Dante were right. In that case, Lucia could only think of one thing.



“Maybe...she has a new one...”
“A new one? Do you mean a new clothing-related magical tool?”

“But | heard the Rossetti Trading Company has only two employees. How
could they have possibly come up with something new already? Or do they
employ multiple magical toolmakers to develop tools?”

“No, just the one. The chairwoman herself is the magical toolmaker, but |
have a feeling she’s no longer holding herself back making tools.”

“She’s no longer holding herself back...from inventing?”

Dante looked at Lucia like she had two heads. But Lucia had a feeling that up
until now, Dahlia had been holding herself back—as her friend, she felt certain
about that.

Dahlia had said that every time she tried to invent new magical tools, her
master and senior apprentice—her father and fiancé respectively—would
always question her: “Is it safe? Is it useful? Is it necessary?” Her friend had told
her with a strained smile that because of that, there had been times where
she’d give up on making certain things.

Dahlia was incredibly talented, but sometimes she let her work get the better
of her. She had a history of getting burned, bruised, or otherwise injured via
magical tools, so Lucia understood her father’s and fiancé’s worry. But those
two weren’t around to stop her anymore. Dahlia’s father had passed away, and
her engagement had been broken off.

Presently, Dahlia seemed happy with her endeavors as a magical toolmaker. A
few months ago, she had established her own company and brought on a
reliable person as a colleague.

Dahlia’s right-hand man was lvano Mercadante, a former Merchants’ Guild
employee and so-called apprentice of the vice-guildmaster. He was a merchant
who even had a friendly relationship with Forto, guildmaster of the Tailors’. And
today, that very same man had come here with an urgent matter.

“I have a feeling we’re about to have our hands full with work, so just be
prepared for that!” Lucia watched as each member of the staff gave her a
skeptical nod in turn, then she headed for the reception room.



The interior of the Magical Garment Factory’s reception room was furnished
with a glossy, dark brown table on top of a red carpet and surrounded by black
sofas. From the ceiling hung a magical chandelier that emitted a dazzling light.

This room was primarily for receiving nobles, but since the Rossetti Trading
Company was an important business partner, Forto had decided to welcome
them here. If he hadn’t been here, Lucia knew she would have just brought
them to the head manager’s office or to a workroom. She made a mental note
to be more mindful.

“I apologize for calling on you so suddenly. Thank you for taking the time out
of your busy schedules to meet with me,” said Ivano of the Rossetti Trading
Company, greeting them with a professional, congenial smile. His sand-colored
suit and smoothed-down hair made him look even more stylish than when he’d
worked at the Merchants’ Guild. She’d heard that Forto had picked out that
outfit for him, which wasn’t the least bit surprising.

“Ivano, will the Magical Garment Factory be getting more work coming their
way, by chance?”

“Yes, I'd say so.”
“In that case, let’s cut to the chase.”

Forto and Ivano must have both been very busy—they got right down to
business. The two of them worked incredibly fast.

“Very well, then. Our chairwoman has developed a new cloth magical tool,
and we’d like to request your involvement.”

“Gladly.”

“Also, the chairwoman and | would like to bring the actual tool here. When
would be a convenient time?”

“When’s your earliest availability?”
“How about this afternoon?”
“Ill clear my schedule.”

The two of them were so quick to decide things, Lucia wondered why she was
even here.



“Mr. Forto, | do have one request. We would like to codevelop this tool—it
still doesn’t have a name yet—with the Tailors’ Guild.”

“Is that necessary?”

“I believe this tool will rival the waterproof cloth.”






llHuh?II

That got Lucia’s attention. It must have gotten Forto’s too, judging by how his
shoulders twitched.

The waterproof cloth was a very useful fabric. On top of its excellent
waterproof qualities, it was lighter and easier to work with than leather. It had
already brought exciting changes to fashion, from raincoats to cloaks that
provided protection against wind. Something that was on par with the
waterproof cloth? What the heck could that be? Lucia wanted to see the tool
itself right away.

Just as she was beginning to feel like a dog being told to wait after getting a
whiff of good-smelling food, Forto leaned forward and said, “Ilvano.” His voice
was pleasant and his smile perfectly formed, but the look in his eyes sent a
shiver down her spine. “Am | correct in my understanding that, in exchange for
Rossetti Trading Company crediting the Tailors’ Guild with codeveloping the
tool, we will handle the profits, distribution, and other such matters on your
behalf? Let us establish the interest rate after we see the tool itself, and we’ll
try to meet your other terms to the extent possible.”

“I appreciate your expediency, Mr. Forto,” Ivano responded with a grin that
was a chilling mirror image of Forto’s.

Despite the fact they were both smiling, Lucia felt like she was listening in on
a conversation between two villains. But was it really okay to already decide
this much before seeing the tool? Also, was it even okay that she was sitting in
on this conversation? Honestly, she would have felt more comfortable if she’d
been invited to sit in with them after the tool had been brought in.

It was then that she realized something. In this room, the person closest to
the inventor of the tool, Dahlia, was Lucia herself.

“Mr. lvano, Dahlia will be coming too, right?”
“Of course. She’ll be here shortly.”

They hadn’t made an appointment, and yet they already planned to come
here this afternoon. The merchant laughed. He had anticipated everything
brilliantly.



III

“Welcome, Dahlia
“Welcome to the Magical Garment Factory!”

“Thank you all for your hard work, Mr. Fortunato, Head Manager Lucia,
everyone.”

Having just arrived at the factory, Lucia’s friend Dahlia greeted everyone
formally. Her outfit today consisted of a white blouse with ribbons tied at the
sleeves and a flowy navy blue flare skirt. The luster of her silk tie, an accessory
she never used to wear often, really brought out her complexion. The ensemble
suited her very nicely.

Though personally, Lucia thought a blouse with a wider neckline or a V-neck
shirt would look even better on someone with a neck as lovely as Dahlia’s. Lucia
chided herself for once again fixating on a person’s outfit before anything else,
then led Dahlia to the reception room. There, Dahlia laid out several pieces of
light green fabric on the low table.

“This is my newly developed magical tool, a cloth that produces a faint
breeze.”

“A cloth that produces a faint breeze...”

Her words were intelligible enough, but what exactly kind of tool was it? Lucia
had no idea just looking at it.

“Here, see for yourself,” lvano said as he handed a light green scarf to Forto.

As she looked on, Lucia waited for Dahlia to deliver the explanation. She
began to do just that, speaking in an even tone. Whenever she talked about
magical tools, her whole aura changed. All of her prior nervousness vanished,
and her expression became that of a magical toolmaker. It was an amazing
thing to witness. Lucia had once told Dahlia that, but she had just looked back
at her in confusion.

“The fabric has been enchanted with air magic using green slime.”
“Green slime...”

That’s Dahlia for you, all right. This was the woman who had used a



staggering number of blue slimes to make the waterproof cloth. Their mutual
friend, Irma, had once said, Someday, slimes will start running away from you as
fast as they can the second they see you. Lucia had to wholeheartedly agree.

At any rate, a fabric enchanted with air magic to prevent it from sticking to
your skin was groundbreaking stuff. If Dahlia could make something with an
even stronger breeze, then it would work wonders to combat the outside heat.
It would be ideal as underwear for the summer or for people who did manual
labor.

Next to Lucia, Forto started planning one practical use after another for the
cloth, starting with undershirts, to lining for helmets, backs, chests, and braces
for the royal knights. The designs he effortlessly sketched out seemed good
enough to be realized straightaway.

Nobles especially would be delighted to have this air magic-enchanted cloth—
Lucia was sure of that. After all, even in the summer, noblemen primarily wore
suits, and when visiting the castle they wore three-piece suits with a jacket,
pants, and vest. Noblewomen also wore long dresses for formal occasions. A
method to combat heat and sweat was essential. Nonetheless, it was bad
manners to remove one’s suit jacket, and it was considered embarrassing to
have sweat stains. Such ridiculous conventions, Lucia wanted to say.

When Lucia heard Forto say there were even some people who fainted the
moment they boarded a carriage, she started to realize this could also be a life-
threatening issue. There was a magical tool called the pocket ventilator that
was powered by air crystals to reduce such occurrences, but that tool was a bit
noisy, and if the angle of the wind was wrong, it could ruin the silhouette of an
outfit. A fabric that could just emit a faint breeze wouldn’t have those problems
—as she thought of that, Lucia reached for the table and picked up the light
green cloth, which she’d been staring at.

“A cloth that produces a faint breeze! | get it!”

Everything came together now that she felt it for herself. There was a faint
breeze flowing from the cloth in her hands.

“Ooh, it’s so nice and cool...”

Unable to contain herself, Lucia wrapped the fabric around her neck and then



buried her face in it. It was cool and refreshing but not too cold. This sort of
cloth could undoubtedly be used to make lingerie or worn under a dress.

Lucia excitedly prattled on about how the fabric could prevent underarm
sweat and be used for lining brassieres, corsets, knickers, and petticoats. With
this, dresses could easily be kept clean. Forto immediately acknowledged all her
suggestions.

Expensive clothes were frequently ruined by sweat stains. When light-colored
dresses became stained with sweat, people often had no choice but to dye
them a different color or to lamentably part with them. Above all, sweat stains
presented a huge problem for wedding dresses in the summer. In order to
prevent stains, brides would often avoid drinking anything all day—a terribly
ascetic practice on a day when one wanted to look one’s most beautiful.

Amid their discussion, Dahlia mentioned she wanted to market the fabric to
the general public too, which Lucia thought was a marvelous idea. She really
wanted this cloth for herself as well. If it could be mass-produced, that would
lower the costs. This “cloth that produces a faint breeze” was a magical tool, so
it made perfect sense for it to be manufactured by the Magical Garment
Factory. That would mean the factory would soon be faced with an avalanche of
work, but Lucia was excited nonetheless.

Forto, in his usual efficient fashion, was already thinking of ways to involve
the Adventurers’ Guild. Lucia wanted them to ask them for their help as soon as
possible.

When they started discussing whether there was anything that could be done
about the pale green color, Forto suggested, “Why don’t you try using the dye-
fastening method our tailors and dyers use?”

He explained that it was a secret technique used in the Tailors’ Guild. If the
method could easily change the color of the cloth, then it would be the optimal
material for clothing. While Lucia was feeling inspired by all the possibilities,
Dahlia handed her a handkerchief that was enchanted with stronger wind
magic. The breeze that blew against her palms was even more forceful than
that of the fabric she’d held earlier.

Suddenly, she was struck with an idea. She lifted her skirt and tucked the



handkerchief at the top of her thigh-high stocking, which made the hem of her
skirt gently billow up. The refreshing breeze felt wonderful against her slightly
sweaty legs, and she loved the way her hem gently swayed.

“Superb,” Forto murmured from beside her. Lucia vehemently agreed.

This was revolutionary for skirts. In the summer, it would keep skirts feeling
breezy and prevent them from sticking to skin, and in the winter, it would keep
them from feeling too weighty. This would have a great impact on how people
walked in long dresses and even pants. Lucia wanted nothing more than to get
her hands on long rolls of this fabric in bulk, not just a handkerchief-sized piece.

“Dahlia, you’'re a genius!”

Lucia had been entirely sincere, but Dahlia just laughed it off. “Oh please,
Lucia.”

Even Forto told Dahlia he wanted to offer his sword to her. Lucia completely
understood his feelings. Dahlia should have been immensely proud of herself
for creating something like this, but instead she was being relentlessly modest.

Furthermore, Forto christened this cloth, enchanted with wind magic via the
sacrifice of green slimes, zephyricloth. Lucia thought it was a great name, one
bursting with poetic imagery.

As her heart raced with excitement, Forto said, “Right, why don’t we relocate
to my estate? We can continue our discussion, and | have a workshop where we
can test things out using as much fabric and material as we’d like. We can also
bring some trustworthy stitchers with us to try out various creations. Wouldn’t
that be a delight?”

The personal workshop of Fortunato Luini, guildmaster of the Tailors’—it was
sure to be filled with all kinds of wonders. Forto explained that his workshop
was stocked with a collection of fabric and threads made from monster
materials.

“I have fabric made from several types of butterflies and spiders, foreign-
raised monster silkworms, and baphomets as well as sleipnirs and unicorns.
Perhaps most extraordinary, | have thread made from the antennae of giant
crayfish.”



“That sounds fascinating...”

Dahlia’s eyes took on another look entirely. She was still practicing some self-
restraint, but she leaned forward and turned her full attention to Forto. Just like
a cat staring at a toy.

Forto started explaining in detail the materials that could be used for magical
tools too.

“Weaving thread made from unicorn fur into fabric gives it a mild resistance
to illusions. It is often woven into cloaks to help prevent adventurers from being
led astray by fairies. High-ranked adventurers even use it for their tents.”

Dahlia’s eyes sparkled as she listened raptly and started taking diligent notes.
“Mr. Forto, why would fairies lead people astray?” she asked.

“One theory is that they don’t want them getting near their dwelling places,
but fairies are also quite capricious creatures. Sometimes they even laugh as a
group when they catch sight of someone wandering around lost. They never
help them afterward, however, so it can be a matter of life or death in some
cases.”

Lucia could understand the fairies not wanting humans encroaching on their
homes, but the second half of what Forto said sounded more frustrating than
all else.

“Our neighbors in Ehrlichia raise many monster silkworms,” he continued.
“The silk they produce is shinier and far more durable than regular silk. It’s also
resistant to water damage and doesn’t wrinkle easily.”

Lucia had also obtained a good amount of that silk recently. As a clothier, it
was a material she was extremely grateful for.

“Is that right? Maybe it could be used to make tools for kitchens and
bathrooms...”

“Miss Dahlia, if you’re looking for thread that’s resistant to water, then | have
to recommend one made with the crayfish antennae | mentioned earlier.
Exposure to water doesn’t affect its durability, so it is very long-lasting.”

“Is that thread similar in strength to kelpie?”



“Even more so, | believe. It will take some time, but if you’d like, shall | have
the Tailors’ Guild procure you some?”

“That would be lovely, Mr. Forto.”

“Then | shall let you know when it comes in. Giant crayfish become active in
the river abroad starting from the spring, so it may not come in for a while.”

Forto went on to explain the habitat and ecology of giant crayfish. Dahlia
muttered that he went into more detail than a bestiary, but Forto always
seemed to know the latest information. As the Tailors’ guildmaster, he must
have needed vast knowledge about monsters. Just as Lucia was mentally telling
herself she probably needed to study up more, her boss changed the subject.

“There is a monster called the silverwind butterfly that has the most beautiful
silver wings. They actually look more like moths than butterflies, and they’re
only found on a certain island, but their scales can be used to make very high-
quality silver dye.”

“I can’t say I've ever heard of that dye before, Mr. Forto.”

“That’s because the art of safely processing it was only recently discovered.
However, it’s mainly used to dye animal fur or hides and doesn’t adhere to
plant-based textiles well, so its uses are somewhat limited.”

“Is it dangerous unless it’s processed?”

“It can cause pain to your eyes, nose, and ears, and it can even throw you into
a terrible coughing fit. It can be mistaken for influenza at first, so the material
needs to be handled with care.”

Just as they said a beautiful flower had its thorns, apparently a beneficial
moth had its dangers too. But Lucia wanted to try using that high-quality silver
someday. She listened attentively as Forto continued his lecture on monster
materials, fabric, and dyes. He answered each and every question she and
Dahlia threw his way without any hesitation.

Their teacups were refilled, they were brought a fresh tray of snacks, and
then came sandwiches for dinner—when Dahlia had filled up every page of her
notepad, lvano said, in a serious tone, “I’'m afraid | have to interrupt. Our
chairwoman has an early start tomorrow, so do you mind if we end here for



today?”

Forto was about to respond when his attendant came over and whispered
something in his ear.

The guildmaster nodded reluctantly. “Yes, very well. | suppose it’s improper to
keep two young women late into the evening...”

He sounded really disappointed. Lucia had to admit she felt the same.
However, outside the window, the bright moon was already high in the night
sky.

“You seem tired, chief. You feeling all right?” Hestia asked worriedly.

Lucia responded with a shake of her head. “Yep, peachy! | just went a little
overboard sketching out designs.”

After she returned home yesterday, her excitement from the day still hadn’t
worn off, so she’d spent all night sketching designs until the early hours of the
morning.

She had been disappointed that she hadn’t been able to see Forto’s collection
of monster materials used to make clothing yesterday. When Forto had
extended his invitation for a second time, Ivano had stopped him, looking
serious when he said, “It would be improper for commoners such as ourselves
to accept such a sudden invitation to your estate.”

His words had snapped Lucia out of her reverie. Of course commoners like her
and Dahlia couldn’t just up and go to a viscount’s home. Not only would they
cause trouble for his household staff, but Lucia was sorely lacking in knowledge
of noble etiquette. If she had been going with Hestia and the others from the
Magical Garment Factory, then maybe. She would love to see Forto’s workshop
someday with everyone if they ever had the chance.

Lucia suspected Dahlia had gone straight to work after she returned home
late last night, or maybe had woken up first thing in the morning to make
zephyricloth. Around teatime that morning, twelve handkerchief-sized
zephyricloths had been delivered to the Magical Garment Factory.

Lucia gave a general explanation of the cloth to the staff, and everyone



showed a lot of interest in it. They all worked hard to finish their work in order
to carve out some time in the afternoon in which they could experiment with
the fabric themselves.

“Now then, allow me to explain in detail what exactly this zephyricloth can
do!”

While reading from the notes Dahlia had written out, Lucia explained how the
cloth was enchanted with air magic using green slimes, how there was little
concern of it changing in quality since some time had passed since it was made,
and how they should be careful when working with it in case it might cause
some people to break out in a rash.

After she finished, Lucia showed everyone her sketchbook designs and
explained the cloth’s possible uses for underwear, suit linings, dress linings, and
so on.

“What an amazing fabric!”
“I never knew slime could be useful for something like this!”

Everyone was spellbound. A new product was already exciting enough, but a
new function brought them to whole new levels of enthusiasm.

“Chief, can the cloth be washed with soap?”

“It can be washed gently in water, but it’s still under review whether it can be
washed with soap or not.”

She began taking questions, but a lot of the staff’s queries were about things
she didn’t know either. Still, the answers would have an impact on how they’d
handle the cloth.

Could a needle pass through it? What kind of thread should they use? Was it
okay to fold it? To wash it? How hot could the iron be when ironing it? Did they
have to worry about the heat of the iron degrading the fabric? Every question
was unanswerable without actually trying it out. Lucia decided to write down
each question in an itemized list to bring to Forto and Dahlia later.

Following the question-and-answer portion, she decided they should divide
up the twelve squares of zephyricloth to test it out for themselves.



“You too, chief?”
“Yep, I've already put it on!”
Lucia picked up the hem of her aqua blue dress.

“It feels really refreshing when | put it at the top of my stockings. With a
larger piece of fabric, | could attach it all around the hemline. Just imagine how
fluttery that would make a dress look!”

Lucia stood up and gave a twirl. The hem of her dress billowed up gently.
Hestia, Zilo, and Dante all spoke up at once.
“Hold on, chief! You’ll expose yourself!”

“Hey, chief, that might be a little too provocative!”

“Boss, please stop, for all our sakes!”

The other members of the staff were laughing or had frozen up entirely. She
wished they would just calm down.

“It’s fine! I’'m wearing shorts underneath! Mr. Forto gave them to me.”

Lucia lifted up her skirt to show that she was wearing a pair of opaque,
doubled-layered silk shorts underneath. They were dark blue and quite long,
reaching down to her knees. Forto had given them to her in a paper-wrapped
parcel that morning.

When he’d handed it over, he’d said frankly, “Use them when you’re testing
zephyricloth on the hem of your dress.”

Lucia had accepted them, figuring he wanted her to wear them out of
consideration for the others present, and not necessarily just because there
were men in the factory too. Though she doubted Forto would ever look at her
in that way in a million years.

“Mr. Forto’s always thinking ahead...”
“That’s what you’re thinking about?”

“I kind of want to ask exactly why he decided to give you those shorts, but |
also kind of don’t...”



“It’s the chief. Need | say more?”

Her staff was talking about something or other, but Lucia paid them no mind.
She continued to twirl around to check the movement of her skirt. It was
endless fun how the dress curved up even more naturally than normal. Plus,
thanks to the shorts, she could spin around as much as she wanted without
having to worry about anything above her knees being visible. Unfortunately,
she spun around a little too much and grew dizzy.

“Oh no, chief! Are you okay?” asked Hestia.

“I’m okay. | think | can spin even more with practice. Testing out how the
cloth affects skirt and dress hems is important work.”

“Well, sure, but...”
“I want to try it too! I’'m bringing shorts tomorrow!”

“If | could get some zephyricloth that produces an even stronger wind, I'd
want to try making my cloak flutter in the wind...”

“Oh yeah! You’d look like a cool knight!”

While the staff’s enthusiasm was rising, Dante put a hand on Lucia’s shoulder,
looking slightly perturbed.

“Boss. After you spin one direction in your dress, spin in the other direction
the same number of times. Just like dance practice.”

He spun her around in the opposite direction several times, and it worked.
Her dizziness quickly went away. For someone like Lucia who didn’t know much
about dancing, it was a very helpful tip.

“Okay, everyone should try it out for themselves too!”

“I want to try it out on my underwear too. Any guys who feel comfortable
changing, let’s head to the next room.”

“Good idea. If any ladies don’t want to get undressed, you don’t have to! And
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anyone who doesn’t want to join can go back to what they were doing

In the Tailors’ Guild, men and women split up when trying on clothes, but
there were also some people who refrained from participating. Same-sex



marriage was recognized in Ordine, so it wasn’t just about separating the
genders. Some people just didn’t want to participate, some were from noble
families and couldn’t get undressed in front of others, some didn’t want their
skin to be seen by others, while some didn’t want to see others unclothed.
Anyone who fell under one of those categories continued their work in a
separate room.

“All right, chief. Here’s hoping none of us catch colds!”
“I'll keep making as many toe socks as | can!”

And so the men who wanted to try out the zephyricloth on their clothes and
anyone who wanted to return to work left the room.

“Okay, I'm going to try sewing the zephyricloth onto the inside back part of a
camisole.”

“I’m going to try basting it at the underarms of this blouse.”
“I’'m putting mine on a petticoat, where it hits against the thighs.”

The women who remained in the room started out by testing the zephyricloth
on undergarments and lingerie. The stitchers opened up their respective sewing
boxes and got right down to sewing. Unsurprisingly, the light green zephyricloth
was slightly visible through the white cloth.

“Do you think | should place it higher up on the back of the camisole? Or
maybe toward the center?”

“I think it would feel most refreshing against the shoulder blades.”
“How about on a dress? What do you think about putting it under the bust?”

Deciding where to affix the handkerchief-sized zephyricloth presented its own
headaches. But they were still in the testing stages, so they decided to
experiment with sewing the pieces onto different spots using a quick basting
stitch, then afterward try on the finished pieces. They layered blouses and shirts
over their undergarments and camisoles.

Hestia was first to speak. “With a camisole like this, | won’t have to worry so
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much about sweat stains on my blouse!” she said, beaming. She preferred to



wear blouses with elaborate collars, such as ones that were ruffled or double-
layered, so a method to mitigate heat and sweat would be great for her.

“Not only will this keep the sweat stains down, but it’ll also help with not
getting chilly after sweating. That would really help with my shoulder pain...”
another stitcher chimed in with a smile and a nod.

The zephyricloth could also be useful to prevent chills from sweat that didn’t
quite dry all the way. It truly was an exciting material.

“Pfft...hrk...1"

The blouse one of the stitchers had just put on was covering her mouth, and
she was starting to become unsteady on her legs. Lucia rushed over to her to
help take her blouse off.

“Are you okay? Do you feel sick?”

“I’'m sorry... It was tickling me so bad, and | couldn’t breathe from laughing...
Then my knees started giving out...”

The fabric had tickled her so badly that it had made it hard for her to breathe.
It was a good thing she hadn’t fallen and gotten hurt.

“Aha ha! This one’s really tickling my armpits!” the stitcher next to her said.
She’d been able to get the blouse off herself, but she had tears in her eyes.

“Maybe armpits aren’t the way to go...” muttered Lucia. “Wait, it doesn’t
bother you, Hestia?”

“It feels so nice and cool. Maybe changing the placement or the sizing would
help. That way, the breeze can blow in a way that doesn’t make it tickle.”

Lucia jotted Hestia’s ideas down in her sketchbook.
Next, Hestia put on a petticoat. “I don’t mind the wind on this either.”

“Mr. Forto mentioned that civil officials would really like that, since they have
to sit for so long at a time. Sewing them into the lining of pants and skirts would
really help with sweat.”

“I'll try it,” Hestia said. She sat down on a chair. “Ooh, it feels very nice behind
the thighs. They don’t stick together even when sitting down.”



Another stitcher, wanting to try the same, sat down in another chair, then
raised a shriek. “Thighs are a no! A definite no!” She pulled down her petticoat
and slapped the backs of her thighs.

“Was it that ticklish?”
“No, but it felt like tiny insects were all over me. | couldn’t stand it.”
“Ah, | guess that’s another thing to think about besides it being ticklish...”

That was understandable. Even though the fabric didn’t bother Lucia, she
could see how it could feel like tiny crawling insects to some people, which was
naturally an unpleasant sensation.

“We might have to let prospective buyers try it on first so they can get an idea
of how they feel about it...”

It could be dangerous if the clothes weren’t personally tailored. The slightest
mistake would turn an article of clothing into a torture device. Lucia and Dahlia
shared the hope of one day making the cloth available to commoners. But
based on how things were going, selling uniform, ready-made clothes didn’t
sound feasible.

“Maybe we should start with scarves and then go from there...” Lucia
muttered.

One of the stitchers walked up to her and asked, “Chief, do you think the
zephyricloth is going to end up being fairly expensive?”

“I think so, yes. At least at first. The price might drop after we’re able to mass-
produce it, but that depends on the green slime.”

“I see...” The stitcher looked so disappointed, Lucia had to wonder if excessive
sweating was a big problem for her.

“If you really need it, you can take some of the prototype zephyricloth to test
out. I’d ask you to write a report on it, though.”

“Oh, no, | was just thinking if it became more affordable, maybe we could use
it to make diapers. My baby suffered a terrible diaper rash over the summer.”

“Diapers...?”



Infants went through countless cloth diapers. While they might be affordable
for nobles, buying that many diapers made out of zephyricloth would be
beyond a commoner’s budget.

“They’ve got great ointments for that now. Why don’t you ask a doctor?”
someone else suggested.

“No, that’s okay,” the stitcher responded with a shake of her head. “My kid’s
already out of diapers. | just thought it’d be nice to prevent other babies from
getting diaper rash.”

What a kind thought—no, what a wonderful thought. The stitcher also made
a fabulous point.

“That would really broaden our clientele! Nobles have babies too, and babies
need all sorts of things! We have to work hard to mass-produce the
zephyricloth and try to bring the price down by five percent!”

The potential applications for zephyricloth were endless—it could not only be
used for the linings of dresses and suits but also for diapers and children’s
undergarments, and undershirts for manual laborers who spent the day
working outside.

“Someday, people might say, ‘There’s nothing better than a zephyricloth
diaper in the summer!’” Hestia said, her purple eyes squinting as she smiled.
But instead of waiting for someday, Lucia wanted to make that day come as
soon as possible.

“Speaking of, | bet the others have formed some opinions by now too,” said
one of the stitchers. And it was right at that moment that they heard a voice.

“It’s hot! I’'m opening this window!”

One of the stitchers in the next room over had evidently opened their
window. The voice carried over on the wind and came in clear. On the ladies’
side, they’d preemptively half-opened their window before their discussion due
to the heat.

“Apologies for the wait. I've finished stitching the cloth onto two shirts in the
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workroom, on the underarms and the back. Take turns trying them out



That was Zilo. It sounded like he’d brought over a couple shirts that he’d sewn
zephyricloth onto.

“Are you going to use that one?”

“Hey, that one’s a grade stronger. Don’t put it there. The regular one should
be more than enough.”

“No, | think putting it right here is the best way to keep it from getting
sweaty!”

It sounded like some were still working on sewing, with a few being particular
about the placement of the zephyricloth.

“Very nice! This undershirt feels great. This is definitely the way to go to keep
your back cool in the summer.”

“Urgh! Putting it under the armpits might not be for everyone...”

“Aha ha! Yeah... | don’t think | can wear a shirt with it wrapped around the
collar. It feels like a little bird is flapping around in there.”

“I guess some people are just more ticklish than others. It doesn’t bother
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me.

They heard the sounds of laughter and discomfort—it seemed things had
developed along the same lines over there.

“This might really be good as a set of undergarments. It should help the sweat
dry off when sleeping at night.”

“It might make you catch a cold, though, no?”
“What about bedsheets for the summer instead?”

“Oh, | like that! My apartment gets really hot. I'd pay a month’s salary for
something like that.”

Why didn’t | think of that? Lucia wondered as she listened in, when all of a
sudden, she heard a loud stomping sound.

“Whoa! Why’re you jumping around?!”

“Ahhh! It’s shrinking!”



“That’s why | told you not to attach the strongest one there on your boxers!
The placement is crucial! Use your brain!”
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“I can’t get it off

The voices coming through the window went from being just loud enough to
overhear to a noisy cacophony of shouting. The situation seemed to grow even
more chaotic. Zilo was guffawing, Dante was trying to help but wasn’t quite able
to, and one of the stitchers was apparently writhing around on the floor. It
sounded rough. The last thing Lucia wanted to do was call out to them. In fact,
she wanted to pretend she hadn’t heard a single thing.

With a stiff smile, she whispered, “Let’s not mention anything unless they
do.”

Everyone in the room wordlessly nodded.
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Zephyricloth was such a thrilling material. Sewn into lingerie, undergarments,
dresses, underneath suits, inside armor—its applications would only grow from
here on out.

The toe socks and drying insoles were getting off the ground too. They were
working on both projects at the same time, which meant much more work for
Lucia. She’d been prepared to have to work overtime, but Dante was taking
care of coordinating with the Tailors’ Guild to prevent that.

“Boss, a message came from the Tailors’ Guild. Some extra stitchers are
coming to help with the toe socks, so we’ll be covered for that batch of
deliveries. For the drying insoles, the cutting will be handled by the guild’s
cutters, and their mages and magical toolmakers will handle the enchanting and
inspections.”

“Tell them they have our thanks.”

“They know. That’s why they also said to give them priority on buying the toe
socks once we’re over the mountain. Ten pairs per each of the ten helpers.”

“Sounds like we’ve just been given more work to do...”

They had seen the true potential of the toe socks, and as a result, the number



of toe socks and insoles they had to make had increased.

“You can’t fight it, boss. Debts always accrue interest,” Dante said with a
solemn look on his face. He was certainly right.

After preparing everything they needed, they welcomed the inventor herself
to the factory.

In the second workroom, Lucia’s friend, the magical toolmaker Dahlia, bowed
her head deeply and said, “Thank you for having me here. | look forward to
working with you all.”

Forto smiled, and the factory staff, the mages, the magical toolmakers, and
the dyers from the Tailors’ Guild all returned her greeting. The reason they had
gathered here was because, starting that day, they would be working together
to identify the zephyricloth’s specifications, as well as testing out ways to
improve it.

Dahlia was wearing green work clothes, and she looked very nervous. Lucia
lightly touched her arm and whispered, “Dahlia, you can relax. No one cares
about hierarchy. We all express ourselves openly here.”

“Thanks, Lucia. But | don’t know anything about clothes, so | have a lot to
learn from everyone here,” Dahlia whispered back. The factory staff turned
their gazes toward her.

“The boss’s friend is nothing like her, huh...?”

Lucia heard what Dante said loud and clear. Later, she wanted to ask just
exactly what he’d meant by that.

“Now then, let’s discuss the key elements and possible improvements to the
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manufacture of zephyricloth

Normally, they would have started with self-introductions and some sort of
preliminary explanation. However, neither the Magical Garment Factory nor the
Rossetti Trading Company had a lot of time to spare. Everyone acknowledged
that they would get right to work.

“Okay, let’s start with identifying the specs!”

Everyone took a sample of zephyricloth and tried out cutting it with scissors



or fabric cutters.

“It feels like the blade doesn’t cut through it very easily. It’s not as bad as the
waterproof cloth, though.”

“I think it has to do with the slime’s properties. Someone with body
strengthening magic should have no problem. Or you can use a mythril cutter.”

Cutting the zephyricloth presented a minor problem but not a serious
roadblock. What they needed to be mindful of was their sewing.

“Hmm... It makes my eyes dry if | don’t get the direction or distance between
stitches right.”

“Can | please work on the table? | can’t focus when it touches my legs.”
“The fabric with stronger wind makes my fingers feel weird...”

The stitchers used their fingers for checking fabric and thread, so many had
sensitive fingers. The cool breeze coming from the cloth must have bothered
them. That being said, it wasn’t as if they could wear gloves to sew.

“Can you get used to it?”
“Maybe, but honestly, | think it depends on the person...”

Some people were more ticklish than others. And she couldn’t exactly tell
someone to just get used to feeling ticklish.

“Maybe we should have all the stitchers try sewing and then have whoever
wants to volunteer take over from there,” Lucia suggested.

Forto nodded. Next to him, a magical toolmaker took out two sheets of fabric.

“I’'ve checked the durability on these already. After the fabric was brought to
us, | cut it in half. | washed one half a hundred times and saw no reduction in its
effects. However, | would advise against using strong soaps.”

They washed it a hundred times, already? Lucia guessed that the toolmaker
had done it personally rather than delegating the task to another. Their hands
were bright red.

“Does that make the fabric fray or something?” Dahlia asked.

“Yes, and it may pill. That can happen with waterproof cloth too, so | think it’s



due to the properties of slime.”

The two toolmakers continued their discussion of tools. Lucia lumped blue
and green slimes together in her mind, but apparently they were quite
different. Once the toolmakers started discussing the names of different
chemicals, Lucia gave up on trying to follow along.

Just identifying the specifications of the cloth took up a great deal of time, so
they ended up taking a late tea break.

“Chairwoman Rossetti, would it also be possible to apply this enchantment to
a fabric made of monster material?” the toolmaker asked.

“As long as their magic doesn’t conflict, | think so. But it would be hard to
enchant without high magic.”

“Yes, | thought that might be the case. But | believe if we could enchant an
undershirt woven with unicorn hair, it would be quite marketable to
noblemen.”

Lucia, listening in on the discussion, had suddenly heard something she didn’t
quite understand. “Just noblemen?” she asked. “I think women and adventurers
would want to buy something like that too, though.”

Dante jumped in to explain. “Oh, boss, unicorn hair has a mild
antihallucination effect. It also prevents confusion and has calming properties.
That’s why noblemen value it highly.”

“So it keeps you calm while working?”

“Well...in the sense that it keeps the blood from suddenly rushing to your
head and stops you from doing anything stupid, yes.”

Noblemen were expected to always act in a refined and calm manner, so she
could see why they would find a shirt made with unicorn hair to be useful.

“It is good to wear while working too, and allegedly, if you wear
undergarments that are made with unicorn hair when proposing, your partner
is more likely to accept,” Forto commented.

“Wow, really?”

“I’'ve never tried it out myself, so | cannot say for certain.”



Forto had never used it himself. Lucia swept her eyes around the room, but all
the men shook their heads at her. Evidently, no one here had tried it.

“I think I'd want to try it out...if it works for women too.”
“I need a partner first, though...”

The stitchers became lost in thoughts far away from the factory. Lucia
sympathized, but right now, she wanted to know more about unicorns. “Dahlia,
you’ve said unicorn horn is used for magical tools too, right?”

“Yeah, it can be used as a painkiller or to relieve stiff shoulders.”

“I recall that it’s a common practice among noblewomen to give magical tools
made of unicorn horn to their daughters.”

“Interesting. | suppose that would contribute to the decline in the unicorn
population.”

“They’re in decline?” Lucia asked.

“They used to be seen in the woods by the eastern highway, but not so much
anymore.”

That was surprising. It meant unicorn materials would be hard to come by.

“Maybe they’ve just moved to a region without humans? I’ve heard an
adventurer talk about spotting unicorns in a forest they never used to inhabit.”

“Yes, | think it’s possible they’ve relocated to avoid contact with humans,”
said Hestia. “The woods near my family’s house used to be inhabited by quite a
few unicorns when | was a child, but according to letters from my mother, they
haven’t been able to catch any at all recently.”

“Catch?”
That sounded like something a hunter would say.
“Yes. They fetch a high price, so they’re favored by hunters.”

Lucia hadn’t misunderstood, then. But unicorns were agile monsters that
could even use magic. Weren’t they a dangerous quarry for regular hunters?

While Lucia was pondering that, another stitcher spoke up and asked, Lucia
was also curious about the rumors that unicorns had a fondness for beautiful



maidens. “Hestia, is it true, then? That you can lure a unicorn with a beautiful
maiden and then use arrows or traps to catch it?”

“The unicorns in the forest near us would emerge whenever small children
were playing in the vicinity, so we’d leave out a pile of dry fruits and cookies
soaked in strong alcohol for them to eat—though they eventually switched to
soaking them in strong sedatives.”

“So you get them drunk and then catch them?”
“No, they’re killed while they’re in that drunken state.”

“Whoa... That sounds kind of brutal. They come out to see some kids and
then get killed?”

A unicorn looking affectionately at frolicking children sounded very
picturesque, but then, after they’d taken the drugged bait, that was the end for
them. It was a little cruel. Others seemed to share Lucia’s feelings. She heard
several people mutter, “Poor things.”

Hestia, however, smiled softly and said, “There’s a mutant strain of unicorns
in the forest by my hometown. There have been times when they’ve kidnapped
children and frozen them in ice to keep on display. That’s why the locals have
come to a consensus that they’re monsters undeserving of mercy.”

“Well, sure, that’s your only option at that point!”
“They should be eradicated for that!”

Hestia’s comment had everyone convinced now. Who knew unicorns could be
capable of such sickening behavior?

“Unicorns freeze children...to keep on display?” Dahlia asked from Lucia’s
side. This must’ve been a shock to her too. Her arms were crossed and she was
trembling.

Now that they all had a deeper understanding of mutant unicorns, they
decided to return to work.

The next day, Dahlia taught the magical toolmakers of the Magical Garment
Factory as well as the mages who were enchanting the drying insoles how to



enchant the zephyricloth.

That morning, all of them had arrived in the same carriage. Dahlia had
explained to them that it wasn’t a difficult enchantment; those with high magic
should have no problem getting the hang of it. However, when the magical
toolmakers and mages had watched her perform the enchantment, they’d all
had deeply furrowed brows.

That piqued Lucia’s curiosity. Out in the hallway, she surreptitiously asked one
of the Magical Garment Factory magical toolmakers about it, and he explained
that it was no easy feat to enchant powdered green slime uniformly in a lattice.

When she pressed just how difficult it was, a man who was also
knowledgeable about clothing said with a faraway look in his eyes, “It’s about as
difficult as uniformly sewing the hem of a flared skirt around its whole
perimeter.”

Lucia was impressed. Something like that was still impossible for her.

But Dahlia’s work didn’t just include instructing others. At the same time, the
testing of the dyes and dye-fastening method were underway. For that, Forto
and the dyers had brought a large volume of dyes to the factory’s storage and
were testing out one thing after another.

Of course, they needed zephyricloth in order to test out the dyes, so Dahlia
tirelessly enchanted cloth for them to use. When she ran out of magic, she
drank a mana potion in place of tea, then got right back to work. She was like a
machine.

When Lucia told her to take it easy for the sake of her health, Dahlia
expressed her concern more for the price of the mana potions. It was true that
mana potions cost a steep two gold coins a bottle, but her friend’s health was
far and away more important.

From morning to night, Lucia monitored Dahlia’s condition, and eventually,
the magical toolmakers and mages reported that they were sufficiently able to
enchant the cloth. That was a great relief to hear, but the dark circles under
their eyes were very telling of their struggles. Lucia felt sorry that they’d had to
push themselves, but she had deep respect for them for being able to learn the
enchantment method in such a short period of time.



After working together every day, Dahlia and the factory staff started to feel
more at ease around each other. While the work itself was interesting, getting
to chat with each other during their tea and lunch breaks was a lot of fun. The
topics that dominated their conversations were clothing, monster materials,
and magical tools.

On Dahlia’s last day at the factory, they broke for tea earlier than usual. For
the occasion, they prepared tea from premium leaves, plenty of sweets, and
dried seafood. The spread wasn’t that much different from their usual fare, but
they decided to take their time to savor it all today. Lucia wished they could
have had a leisurely meal with everyone to officially celebrate the completion
of the zephyricloth, but it seemed that would have to wait.

“Aww, Dahlia! | wish you could just stay with us at the Magical Garment
Factory!” Lucia cried to her friend, who was sitting next to her.

Forto followed up immediately, “I have to agree. Why don’t you take this
opportunity to stay with the Tailors’ Guild? We can set up a magical toolmaking
wing just for you.”

Dahlia favored them with an uneasy smile and said, “l appreciate the thought,
but I’'m slow at enchanting, and | know nothing about clothes.”

“The Rossetti Trading Company affiliated with the Merchants’ Guild, you two.
Don’t get carried away now,” cut in Ilvano, an employee of said company. He
had brought in some snacks for their last day as a gesture of appreciation and
had ended up staying for tea as well.

Forto narrowed his blue eyes at lvano. Maybe he was actually serious about
recruiting Dahlia to the Tailors’ Guild? Lucia wondered. But he had to have
known how impossible that was.

“Now then, it’s time to sample these delicious treats! Take what you like!”
Zilo said, picking up one tray of snacks. He turned to Dahlia and asked,
“Chairwoman Rossetti, would you like some apple pie and dried kraken?”

“Y-Yes, thank you.”

Dahlia looked at Lucia as if questioning how he knew what she liked. Zilo’s



recommendations for her had apparently been too on the mark. He also passed
Lucia a slice of apple pie and some sugarcoated fried potatoes. It seemed like a
lot of food, so she decided she’d share with Dahlia.

“How about you two over there?”
“Ill take some dried kraken, please.”
“I want salted fried potatoes!”

Hestia and Dante responded at the same time. Those two always had a
craving for bar snacks.

Once everyone had their tea and snacks in front of them, they dug in as they
conversed.

“It’s so nice having tea with everyone like this,” Dahlia said sincerely in
between sips of tea.

“Do you always work by yourself?” Lucia asked. “Do you make sure to take
breaks?”

“I usually work alone in the tower, yeah. And I...try to take breaks.”

”

“Sounds to me like you get too wrapped up in what you’re doing and forget.

Lucia was well aware of Dahlia’s tendency to hyperfocus. There had been
times when she’d say something right next to Dahlia, only to get completely
ignored.

“There’s a saying that sewing in short bursts brings out artistry, while sewing
for long stretches only brings out fatigue. Taking proper breaks is essential for
sewing well. That’s why we at the factory never skip our morning tea, midday
lunch, or afternoon tea breaks. You should take care to rest too, Chairwoman
Rossetti, if you’re working long hours.”

“I-I will...” Dahlia responded.

That seemed to have resonated with her a little too strongly. Lucia, somewhat
worried, asked, “How long do you rest when you take breaks? And how long do
you go without resting, when you’re really focused on your work?”

“When I’'m really focused... Probably until the afternoon. But no more than



half a day. | rarely work from morning to night without a break.”

Rarely still meant sometimes. Lucia also doubted Dahlia went without a break
for no more than half a day. She suspected she worked continuously after lunch
until late in the evening. Lucia had known Dahlia long enough to know that was
true without having to ask.

“Maybe you should have someone with you who brings you tea and tells you
to take a break. Like a maid, or an assistant, or even a roommate,” Lucia
suggested. “Before you collapse from exhaustion.”

“Okay, Lucia. | get it. I'll start using a bell timer,” Dahlia said, giving her a smile
that showed her she really didn’t get it at all. Lucia seemed to remember Dahlia
had already tried using one of those in the past and had said she hadn’t heard it
go off when she was too focused.

“Chairwoman, we’ll talk later,” Ivano said from Dahlia’s side. Maybe he would
try to convince his boss to be more careful. Lucia really hoped so.

“I know, why don’t you remain here at the factory? You could simply borrow a
room to work in,” Forto jumped in to suggest. Lucia couldn’t help but think that
was a good idea too.

After their lengthy afternoon tea, they went over the results of the
zephyricloth tests.

There were no issues dyeing the cloth from its original light green to a darker
color. Dyeing the cloth in light colors depended on the compatibility of the dye
with the fabric, so that would undergo more testing. Ivory might be doable with
certain fabrics, but pure white was currently unachievable. The dyer explained
with clenched fists that they would also test out compatibility with other
monster materials. The silk they had tried dyeing white had turned out a fairly
light color, but it still wasn’t the same as pure white silk.

The safety of the cloth would continue to be monitored, but as of now, no
issues had been detected. However, there was the possibility some people
might not react well to it, so consumers would have to be adequately cautioned
about wearing the fabric. The factory’s magical toolmakers would also be
monitoring the fabric’s safety. When Dahlia heard she would continue receiving
reports, she smiled happily.



When the time came to roll out the product, they would first send a
provisional shipment to the Order of Beast Hunters to see how the knights
responded to the cloth. The Magical Garment Factory’s personnel and some of
the Tailors’” Guild staff would also be testing out the product concurrently.

Furthermore, for those who absolutely insisted on having a prototype for
themselves would have to consult with the guildmaster of the Tailors’ Guild—in
other words, anyone who couldn’t be denied a sample would receive one on
the sly. Just as with the toe socks, if the one who wore the golden crown
requested the cloth, no one could refuse.

And with that, the Magical Garment Factory’s zephyricloth manufacturing
operation was in business. Dahlia thanked everyone, her relief clear on her face,
and then she and Ivano boarded a carriage and left. Lucia felt a little sad
watching her go.

“And that’s another day done!”

After the inspection of the toe socks was complete, Lucia returned to her
office to write up a daily report, though there was no need to submit it right
away—Forto, to whom she would have turned it in, had been working with her
that entire time. He was probably grappling with his own mountain of
paperwork that had piled up in the last few days at the Tailors’ Guild.

As Lucia was putting her things away in her bag to go home, she realized
something. She’d left her ruler behind in one of the workrooms. Deciding she’d
stop by on her way out, she exited her office and descended the stairs.

IIOh?”

Just as she was about to enter the workroom, she noticed someone standing
there with their back turned to her. She wasn’t aware of anyone working
overtime today. She was about to call out to them when a voice came from
inside.

“Oh, so you came back, huh?”
“Look who's talking. | want to practice the enchantment, so give me half.”

The open door allowed Lucia to recognize them by their voices. One was a



magical toolmaker and the other a mage who had worked on the zephyricloth.
“I couldn’t enchant it as well as her while she was here...”
“| get it. Being able to enchant so uniformly at her age—it’s impressive.”
Lucia knew immediately who they were talking about.

“We can’t get dependent just on having high magic. We need to work
harder.”

“You said it. We're a disgrace to the Tailors’ Guild if we can’t even enchant
some fabric. We can’t lose to Madam Rossetti!”

They’d all looked like they were enchanting the same to Lucia, but apparently
they didn’t see it that way. She’d heard that these two had been members of
the Tailors’ Guild for a long time and were both very skilled.

Those two acknowledged Dahlia as a craftsperson on their level—no, as a
craftsperson they should aspire to. Feeling a mixture of jealousy as well as pride
for her friend, she decided not to call out to the two in the room or even to go
inside. Instead, she quietly returned to the hallway.

“Impressive...” she said, reflecting on the pair’s conversation. She sincerely
agreed. “Yeah, Dahlia is an amazing, talented magical toolmaker.”

For being as young as she was, Dahlia was a skilled, competent toolmaker
who was inventive to boot. On top of that, she was the chairwoman of the
Rossetti Trading Company, which had established business in the castle faster
than any other company in the history of the Merchants’ Guild.

The toe socks, drying insoles, and zephyricloth that Lucia was now involved
with were all Dahlia’s inventions. Lucia had become the head manager of the
Magical Garment Factory entirely thanks to Dahlia. Sure, Lucia had been the
one to create the toe socks, but that had been at her friend’s request. If Dahlia
had asked someone else to do it, then they would have become head manager.

It wasn’t as if Lucia knew much about magical tools. Her sewing and knitting
skills were suboptimal, and she knew nothing about managing work operations
or schedules. And she lacked the charisma necessary for leadership. All she had
was her youth, motivation, moderate knowledge about clothing, and the skill of



a novice artisan. Her list of shortcomings was appallingly long.

And the list didn’t end there. She needed Forto, Dante, and even Hestia’s help
when it came to anything about nobles. Even though she was appreciative of
their support, could she really let herself stay dependent on them?

Lucia was being paid a good salary as head manager of the Magical Garment
Factory. She was very grateful for it, since she wanted to open up her own
atelier and boutique.

Although the work was hard, it was more exciting than all else, and she’d
lucked out with her boss and her staff. It was rare to find a workplace like this.
That was why, as head manager of the Magical Garment Factory, Lucia had a
responsibility and an obligation to do her best.

I’'ll work my hardest in this opportunity I’'ve been given, Lucia thought,
squeezing her fists tight.

She thought about what she currently lacked—not as a clothier, but as the
head manager of the factory. She could think of one thing after another. Among
those three seemed absolutely critical.

The first was knowledge of noble etiquette.

Without that, she’d cause not only trouble for herself but also for the Tailors’
Guild and her own family. Presently, she was relying on Hestia’s help when
greeting visitors and using proper etiquette when being invited to a noble’s
house, but she couldn’t keep asking for her help each and every time.

The second was familiarity with the peculiar expressions nobles used.

Sometimes, innocuous phrases could be catastrophically misconstrued. Lucia
remembered how Dahlia’s face had turned pale as a ghost when she’d shared
her own stories about that. Lucia felt she was being given a pass right now, but
it’"d be dangerous if she were ever misunderstood to be making a commitment
to something. Also, she didn’t want to offend anyone due to her own ignorance.

The third was learning about noble families.

Not only did different noble families belong to different factions, but various
families were close due to business or marriages, and some purposely distanced



themselves from others. Some had troubled histories with one another or just
did or did not get along personally. It was likely impossible that Lucia could
understand the ins and outs of everyone’s situation, but at the very least, she
wanted to learn about the families who would be clients or whom she would
otherwise come in contact with. Someone might even be offended by her
complimenting them on their beautiful or stylish clothing. She also wanted to
know what nobles typically wore so she didn’t accidentally wear something
similar.

All three were points she didn’t feel confident in—or rather, points she knew
she was clueless about—but they were things she’d have to learn. Lucia made
up her mind.

“I'll ask Hestia and Dante for help!”

She decided then and there—she would ask those two to help fill the gaps in
her knowledge about nobles.



The Castle and a Dress for a Friend

What a long journey. They were still in the capital, so distance-wise, they
hadn’t traveled that long. But it felt long.

So Lucia mused as the two-horse carriage rocked down the road. Outside her
window, she saw tall white-stone walls. As the carriage continued down the
road, large buildings and three prominent towers also came into view.

They had arrived at the royal castle of the Kingdom of Ordine. These spacious
grounds formed the cornerstone of this kingdom, including the castle as well as
the buildings used by the aristocratic government and the royal knights.

Lucia had never thought she’d ever have anything to do with this place, but
the castle was the main client of the Magical Garment Factory. While she felt
grateful, there was also a small part of her—or rather, a very large part—that
couldn’t quite wrap her head around how things had developed.

“So, have you gotten used to visiting the royal castle yet, Lucia?” Forto asked
with a smile from the seat across from her.

That day, the two of them were headed to the royal knights’ Order of Beast
Hunters to hear the knights’ and the captain’s opinions on the zephyricloth. Up
until this past spring, Lucia had spent her days in her family’s small workshop,
making socks and gloves on knitting machines. Their main clients were the
Tailors’ Guild and small shops, but now she was being invited to the Order of
Beast Hunters’ wing of the royal castle. A few visits weren’t enough for her to
have gotten used to it.

“It still makes me nervous,” she said.

They would be gathering the opinions of the Order’s knights directly. She was
feeling the pressure. Not to mention that they would first be meeting the
captain of the Order of Beast Hunters, Marquis Grato Bartolone.

Lucia had been the one to make the set of clothes they would be showing to
him. Nevertheless, she hadn’t expected Forto to request that she handle



explaining the product. She waited for him to tell her he was joking, but he’d
just kept smiling at her.

Yesterday, she’d felt appreciative of the opportunity she’d been given and
had resolved to become someone worthy of her position as head manager of
the Magical Garment Factory and a face of the Tailors’ Guild—someone who
didn’t always have to rely on others. However, she felt like that resolve was
being put to the test a little too soon. She still hadn’t finished reading her book
on noble etiquette. Her knowledge of the topic was hardly even superficial—
she felt like she hadn’t so much as scratched the surface. Honestly, she wished
they could have postponed this meeting. But at this point, all she could do was
steel herself and face the music.

“I have faith in you, Lucia.”

Where exactly did that excessively high faith in her come from? He’d be
absolutely no help if she caused any trouble in the castle.

“I will do my best,” Lucia said, straightening her back.

The large castle gates looked as though they’d swallow their carriage whole.

“Welcome to the Kingdom of Ordine’s royal knights’ Order of Beast Hunters!”
the knights greeted them with a smile. At her height, Lucia had to crane her
neck to look up at them. The knights wore black uniforms and combat boots,
which looked exquisite on their muscular physiques. They were like a
congregation of simple, functional beauty. Lucia wished she could see them in
their casual wear too. She couldn’t help bringing her work into everything—it
was like a disease.

Lucia and Forto were first brought to the captain’s office. Already waiting on
the sofa inside was a knight with dark gray hair and red eyes—Captain Grato
himself.

“Thank you for inviting us here today.”

After she and Forto gave their standard greetings, Lucia promptly jumped into
her explanation of zephyricloth. Her nerves refused to settle down, but that
only meant it was better to get it over with now, before her face muscles



started to freeze up. After she explained what the fabric was and its points of
caution, she arranged the articles of clothing she’d made on the coffee table.

“These have been made according to the sizing you provided us with. Please
let me know which you would like to try on.”

“Right. I'd like to try on the bandanna, the scarf...the shirt, the boxers...and
the knee braces.”

So, everything? He’d inspected each item individually, but it seemed he’d
ended up wanting to try them all on. Lucia gathered up the set of clothes,
wrapped them in a cloth, then handed them to the knight next to Grato.

While the captain changed in the other room, Lucia and Forto headed to the
Order’s conference room. The squad was already there waiting for them, their
expressions full of anticipation and curiosity. Lucia’s nerves still refused to settle
down.

Thankfully, Dahlia was here too. When they met eyes, she noticed Dahlia
looked a little anxious. We can do this, Lucia mouthed to her friend, who
responded with a nod and a smile.

Forto started things off by introducing himself to the roomful of knights as the
guildmaster of the Tailors’ Guild. Then, he lightly touched Lucia’s shoulder,
signaling her to take a step forward as he had previously instructed her. She did
so, then spoke from her diaphragm.

“Now, we would like to ask you all to try on some items of clothing made with
zephyricloth. Today, we have prepared caps meant to go under your helmets as
well as undershirts, and boxers. The sizes have been stitched into the fabric, so
please check them before you try them on.”

The knights cheered excitedly.

“Hey, you animals!” one of them shouted. “Don’t get changed in here! Go to

III

the other room

It was said that to a clothier, clients sometimes looked like no more than a
foundation for clothes, but Lucia also thought the body of a muscled man was
beautiful in itself. But naturally, they couldn’t get undressed here.



As the rays of the afternoon sun streamed through the windows, the knights
moved back and forth between the conference room and the room next door,
their voices loud and lively.

III

“Whoa, this feels so refreshing! This’ll be great for summer expeditions
“This’ll help with heat rash for sure!”

The satisfied smiles of the knights made Lucia’s heart soar. This wasn’t the
time to be nervous. Right now, she had to do her job as a clothier. She tried to
perk herself up and consciously lifted the corners of her mouth into a smile.

Forto had his sketchbook open on the table. Lucia was sitting beside him, and
next to her was Vice-Captain Griswald. Sitting at the other table was the
inventor of the cloth, Dahlia, with her friend and Order of Beast Hunters knight,
Volfred, on one side of her and Ivano on the other.

They were here to listen to the knights’ opinions, and each one of them was
in rowdy spirits—occasionally, someone burst into raucous laughter, perhaps
from getting tickled by the fabric. Fortunately, even when a knight started
doubling over in laughter, another knight with quick reflexes supported them,
so there was nothing to worry about. No one ended up writhing around on the
floor, as had happened at the Magical Garment Factory.

“Head Manager Fano, about this zephyricloth scarf—is there any way to make
it a little bigger?” a knight asked. “Also, if it can be done, I'd like a button to
fasten it in place.”

“Yes, that’s definitely doable. How big would you like it to be?”

The knight held his hands apart, and Lucia measured the distance with a tape
measure. When it came to clothes, the difference between the customer’s
perception of their size and the reality could lead to tragedy. That was why it
was absolutely necessary to confirm measurements.

“Id like to use these as underpants when riding horseback, but, um...is there
anything that can be done about it tickling my thighs?”

“There is a version of the cloth that has a softer airflow,” said Forto. “Also, it
can be attached in a specific area, so for horseback riding—"



The knights stared fixedly at Forto as he sketched out a quick design.

“Can this be attached to the backs of gloves? It'd be great if | could do
something about my sweaty hands when I’'m wielding a bow.”

“Yes, of course. | think the placement of the fabric will make a significant
difference. Do you mind if we make a glove that can be taken apart so you can
try that out first?”

They ended up dividing their work by having Lucia listen to feedback about
the measurements, while Forto handled anything related to armor and
horseback riding, of which he was knowledgeable. Lucia found their work
fascinating and engrossing, but once break time came, she closed her
sketchbook, then slipped out to use the restroom. She always tried to go as
soon as she could when she was nervous.

As she made her way back down the hallway to the conference room, she saw
a green-haired young man standing outside the door.

“Pardon me, my name is Kirk Leonardi, knight in the Order of Beast Hunters. |
wanted to express my appreciation for what you did for my fiancée, Marialuna
Volandri, and her sister Delphina. Thank you for making both of them such
beautiful, flattering dresses.”

After giving his polite greeting, Kirk smiled at her softly. That simple gesture
eased some of her tension.

“I’m Lucia Fano, head manager of the Magical Garment Factory. I’'m glad they
enjoyed wearing my designs.”

“I’m not merely being polite—I genuinely thought they were lovely dresses!
Maria looked stunning, and Delphina looked very classy... The dresses suited
both of them so well, and the designs were entirely unique and distinct from
one another. They were both—no, the entire family was thrilled!”

“...'m very delighted to hear that.”

Lucia’s heart warmed as she remembered how happy those two had looked
that day. A short while ago, she had designed personalized dresses for a pair of
twin sisters. For their whole lives, they had been dressed in the same clothes
and worn their hair in the same style, just because they were twins. Their



mother’s own complicated past had made her insistent on that, and no one had
been able to point out the harm she was inflicting on her children.

However, the young man before Lucia now had gone to the twins’ mother out
of love and convinced her that even though the two girls were twins, each was
her own individual and should be allowed to dress how they wished. Lucia had
then simply accepted their request to make them clothes that suited each of
them. She felt Kirk was deserving of much more praise than her.

At any rate, from now on, those two would no longer match clothing and
hairstyles; each would dress according to her personal tastes and become even
prettier in her own way. Lucia was very proud that she’d been able to help with
that.

“I’'m afraid it’s not much, but | hope you can make some use of this, Head
Manager Fano. Maria helped me decide on it.”

Kirk held out a blue pouch that was adorned with a simple ribbon rather than
wrapped in paper. The pouch was opened and unbuttoned. I’'m supposed to
look inside now, right? Lucia wondered nervously as she accepted it.

“I know couturiers spend a lot of time drawing, so these are notepads. Please
feel free to use them simply for cleaning the nibs of your pens.”

Lucia looked inside, and the scent that wafted up made her break into a smile.
“They smell so nice... Thank you! This is so lovely.”

Inside were two notepads, each no bigger than the palm of her hand. On one
cover was a design of pink roses, on the other, pale blue roses. She smelled a
faint, delightful fragrance—the pages were even scented with rose perfume. It
was a very fancy gift.

It would be a waste to use them—Lucia wanted to keep them as decoration
until the fragrance faded. Or maybe she should enjoy sniffing them in the
pouch? She couldn’t decide.

Lucia would have expected nothing less from Marialuna Volandri’s fiancé. So
this is Kirk Leonardi, the deeply thoughtful man I’'ve heard so much about. Kirk
had apparently spent his first paycheck from the Order of Beast Hunters on a
pair of pearl earrings for Marialuna. She wished he could give her brother,



Massimo, a quick lesson on how to treat women.

“I sincerely hope you like it. | hope Marialuna and Delphina can call on you in
the future too.”

“Of course, | hope to hear from them again.”

They said their goodbyes in the hallway and then parted ways. After Lucia
watched Kirk disappear into the room, she went right back to sniffing the
notepads thoughtlessly. The scent really was wonderful.

A quiet voice from behind her made her jump. “Lucia.”
“Yes?! Mr. Forto, is something the matter?”

“No—but a word of caution, just in case. Depending on what it is, a gift from a
noble can be a proposal of courtship.”

“Oh, it’s okay. They’re just notepads, ones that smell really nice.”
She showed Forto the opened blue pouch, and he gave a cursory nod.

“I presumed it was a simple thank-you gift, but | just wanted to let you know.
The gifts you should be cautious of are bracelets, rings, pendants, and the like.
Bracelets especially can be dangerous. There have even been instances when an
unsuspecting person has accepted a bouquet of flowers with a bracelet hidden
inside, upon which the other party insists it means they are now engaged.”

“What an unfair trick...”

Lucia doubted she’d ever find herself in that situation, but that was the last
sort of thing she would want to accept.

“Earrings and brooches can be fine,” Forto continued, “but please avoid
accepting accessories worn at the collar. Especially anything with a family
crest.”

What about collar accessories that looked like brooches or vice versa? Also,
she hardly knew what any noble families’ crests looked like. Not accepting
anything was probably the safest option.

“I don’t think I'd be able to recognize those, so | just won’t accept them at all.
Otherwise, I'll ask Hestia or Dante.”



“Please do. Feel free to come to me for counsel as well. Ah—and please
refrain from accepting any stationery sets.”

“What? But notepads are okay?”

“Notepads and notebooks are just fine. Stationery sets, or expensive pens
that match your hair or eye color, imply the gifter wants you to write them a
love letter.”

“You’ve gotta be kidding me... Oh, I'm sorry. | mean, | never would have
imagined.”

Forto laughed after she accidentally muttered her inner thoughts. “I wish this
was knowledge you could do without, but nobles have an irritating habit of
making a mess of things. Please ask about anything that seems suspicious to
you. If they give you trouble, you may tell them to go through the Tailors’
guildmaster.”

“1 will, Mr. Forto.”

What a caring, attentive boss. She’d never had better treatment in a work
environment. Lucia was about to follow up with a thank-you, but Forto spoke
up first.

“Yesterday, | placed an order for several sketchbooks, so | shall give you some
too. Please make use of them as work supplies.”

“Thank you! Oh, is this your way of telling me to be diligent in my work or
something?”

“Precisely. Make sure you do just that.”

The pair laughed, then returned to the conference room to hear more of the
knights” opinions.

III

“Ugh, the nerve of that old coot

“Lucia, while | would love nothing more than to agree, make sure you don’t
share those thoughts outside this room... It is very disrespectful to speak that
way about the head of a marquis family.”

They were in the manager’s office of the Magical Garment Factory. Sitting on



the sofa across from Lucia was Forto, his expression sour.

The zephyricloth had received rave reviews from the knights of the Order of
Beast Hunters. They had finished listening to everyone’s feedback and had
pretty much settled on a delivery order, but just when she was starting to relax,
a man with gray-streaked blond hair had shown up.

Gildovan Diels—the royal head treasurer and head of the Marquisate Diels.

He wore a standard dark gray three-piece suit, and Lucia could tell at a glance
that it was a fine-quality suit, perfectly tailored to the man’s figure. His gold,
two-feathered lapel pin was a magnificent addition to his outfit. If it hadn’t
been for the situation that had unfolded, she would have found his ensemble
quite charming.

Lucia had heard the Marquisate Diels was a renowned family, home to many
strong knights. It was also the family that had hosted one of her friend’s debuts.

However. How. Ever. The head of that very same Marquisate Diels—Gildovan
Diels—said the following to Dahlia, chairwoman of the Rossetti Trading
Company:

“That is Chairwoman Rossetti, yes? Perfect. | have come to return the budget
statements for the camp stoves.”

The delivery of the camp stoves had mostly been settled. Coming here for
that reason just sounded like an excuse to cause conflict. Captain Grato had
tried to explain that the costs for the stoves were well within the budget for
improving expedition conditions, but the treasurer’s response was ice cold.

“Allow me to be frank. This is an issue regarding trust in the Rossetti Trading
Company.”

It was true that Dahlia had only just established her company, so it didn’t
have many past accomplishments to speak of. But still, if the magical tools she
made weren’t actually good, then how would she have gotten recognition from
the Order of Beast Hunters? Lucia was infinitely frustrated she was unable to
voice that point.

Dahlia, however, took it all in stride. When the treasurer told her sarcastically
that maybe she could set up a spot in the castle to justify the cost of the stoves,



she’d accepted his proposal while looking him straight in the eye.

Gosh. How was it that Dahlia usually got so flustered or embarrassed by the
smallest things but became remarkably resilient in moments like these? Lucia
was internally applauding her friend’s cool demeanor when Gildovan made his
final remark.

“Let’s see just what you’re capable of, little lap cat.”

He’d said it in a low whisper, but Lucia had heard it clear as a bell. Shut your
mouth, you old codger—she’d almost delivered him a swift kick then and there,
but she’d gritted her teeth and held herself back.

Dahlia was clenching her fists so tightly they were turning white, and her
mouth was in a hard line. The term “lap cat” was often used to imply someone
was the mistress of a noble. To think that man suspected Dahlia, of all people,
of such a thing. Lucia had never heard anything so preposterous. First of all,
Dahlia was the most hardworking person she knew. During their school days,
she’d hardly ever spoken of having any crushes, and her partner for dining out
had always been her father, Carlo. Even her engagement had been like a
business partnership. Dahlia had honestly looked relieved when they’d broken
things off. Excuse my language, but how dare that bastard say something so
horrible to Dahlia!

Lucia’s anger still hadn’t abated, hence her currently venting her frustrations
in the office.

“The toe socks, the drying insoles, and now the zephyricloth—they’re all great
magical tools! How else would she be doing business with the castle?! And the
knights in the Order are so ecstatic about every single one! | can understand

”
!

wanting to lower the price, but calling her a lap cat?! How dare he

Lucia had half a mind to march right back to Gildovan and say something like /
bet you’'re the one with a mistress!

“I got it, boss. Your anger’s coming through loud and clear. But try to calm
down with a cup of tea, won’t you?”

To the right of Forto, Dante was setting down some tea on the table. Due to
the nature of their conversation, Forto had sent away the maid. Lucia was



twisting a handkerchief in her hands, and Hestia, who was next to her, patted
her on the shoulder.

“I’'m sure there’s much you’d like to say, chief. We’ll hear you out, but first,
drink some tea.”

Encouraged by the kindness of Dante and Hestia, Lucia managed to take a sip
of tea. But the sweet, perfect-temperature tea did nothing to cool the anger
boiling inside her.

“The Magical Garment Factory wouldn’t even exist if it wasn’t for Dahlia!”
“You are exactly right,” Forto agreed. “So, shall we do what we do best?”
“And what would that be?”

Dahlia had even stopped the Order of Beast Hunters when they tried to tell
her they would stand up to Gildovan themselves. What could they possibly do?

“We can prepare a dress for Miss Dahlia to wear when she gives her
presentation at the castle in three days. It can be a rental from the Tailors’
Guild, or we can make some alterations to—"

“Excuse me, Mr. Forto! Please, let me take some time off before the day of
Dahlia’s presentation. | know it’s a big inconvenience, but | need to be the one
to make Dahlia’s dress.”

Making Dahlia’s dress was the only way Lucia could support her, but she
wouldn’t be able to make it in time if she started from scratch today. But even if
she had to alter an existing dress, Lucia wanted to be the one to sew it, with her
own hands—to cheer on her friend.

“What are you saying, Lucia? Dahlia has done a lot for the Tailors’ Guild and
has worked side by side with the Tailor’s Guild in research and development.
You will be making her dress as a representative of the Tailors’ Guild, so this will
be considered official work,” Forto said with a broad smile.

III

What a wonderful boss. “Thank you. | really appreciate it

As Forto rose to his feet, he gave out instructions. “There’s no time to waste. |
will bring over some green and blue fabrics. Lucia, you pick out designs that
seem fitting—Hestia, advise Lucia about designs appropriate for a baron’s



daughter. Dante, you handle assigning the factory staff their tasks. If we don’t
have enough personnel, I'll call some over from the Tailors’ Guild.” He adjusted
his tie with his fingers, then continued, “We’ll make the dress as a zephyricloth
prototype. Let us do whatever it takes to finish it in three days.”

“Yes, Mr. Forto!”

Thus began their race against the clock. Lucia sent a letter home telling her
family she would be staying overnight at the Magical Garment Factory. Hestia
advised Lucia on which of her designs were suitable for a noble. Dante picked
out a pattern paper from an existing dress so they could modify that instead of
having to create one from scratch, then assigned workers to get right to sewing.

Hestia cut the fabric while the stitchers helped with the sewing. Other factory
personnel and helpers from the guild continued making the toe socks and
drying insoles. Despite all that, it would still be fairly—no, extremely difficult to
finish the dress in time. The only solution they had was to enact a human wave
tactic.

Zilo took the lead on recruiting people to stay late at the factory.

“Anyone looking to make some money, work overtime! You’ll be handsomely
compensated! But if you have things to take care of back home, don’t force
yourself to stay. And anyone who has an important appointment or date, leave.
| don’t want to be stomped to death by a sleipnir!” he said, making the stitchers
laugh.

“Teacher Lucia, Teacher Zilo, will we be given supper?” Dante asked, putting
on a high-pitched, childlike voice.

“Of course! We’'ll stuff you full of snacks and dried seafood!” Lucia responded
resoundingly. She was planning to pay for everything out of her own pocket.

“I'm sold!”

The humming atmosphere felt more like they were all about to start drinking,
not make a dress. There would be no partaking in alcohol inside the factory,
though.

And so the stitchers took over the factory’s second workroom, which they had
been using to make zephyricloth, and soon the floor was abuzz with activity.



The Tailors’ Guild made it a practice to refrain from having its employees work
overtime, and in the cases when it was required, they always made sure to
compensate everyone involved adequately. They also had some reserve staff
when others absolutely could not work overtime. Lucia had assumed that
practice had existed for a long time, but apparently it had only been
implemented in the last few years.

Some people needed to return home early because they had young children
or sick family members to look after. Nobles often made last-minute orders for
clothing. Forcing people to work could result in skilled workers resigning, which
would be a much bigger loss—so Forto had calculated, which had led him to
enact that policy.

Lucia listened to Zilo in surprise as he looked down at his hands and said, “I've
been here for a while, so | know full well how things used to be, and | think Mr.
Forto did the right thing. We don’t have any guild staff running out on us
anymore.”

He’d said it in a joking tone, but no one laughed. Next to him, Dante picked up
where Zilo had left off, nimbly sewing the lining to the dress.

“The old Adventurers’ Guild really went through hell when they decided to
listen to some higher-up nobles and reduce labor costs. The situation was
terrible until Vice-Guildmaster Augusto took over. | heard they sometimes
didn’t have enough adventurers to send on jobs, and they had to send a
capable member of the guild staff to hunt, dismember, and process monsters,
and then even deliver the materials.”

“That’s far too much work. That one person was doing the job of a high-
ranked adventurer.”

“Yeah...”

This discussion reminded Lucia of the irritable veteran adventurer who had
been present during the toe socks meeting. She remembered his face and
name, but she decided to keep it to herself.

“Having a good boss really is super important, huh?” Lucia murmured.

“You said it!”



“I completely agree!”
Just as several people spoke up in agreement, there was a knock at the door.

“I’'ve brought refreshments, so take a break and— What’s gotten into you
all?”

When Forto entered the room, everyone smiled at him as if they’d rehearsed
it.

Lucia kept her attention on sewing the dress. She had been napping as little as
possible and secretly taking an antidrowsiness medicine; she’d convinced
herself that it was fine since she was young.

Late at night, during her second all-nighter, her inability to use body
strengthening magic caused her fingers to start bleeding from chafing against
her needle. Forto, who had been sewing next to her, had made her bring him a
potion, claiming he’d pricked his finger. But then he’d silently poured it into
Lucia’s tea. When she tried to apologize for the trouble, he purposefully
stabbed his own finger and drank some of the potion too.

Lucia had no idea what to say. She hadn’t imagined a nobleman could be so
obstinately conscientious. She was concerned about his pain, but feeling unable
to apologize, she forced herself to smile and said, “That must have hurt. Please
be careful!”

Then, for some reason, he chuckled at her.

But thanks to that, she’d been able to sew the contour of the dress, from the
bust to the waist. That was a great relief—that was the part she hadn’t wanted
to leave up to anyone else.

“We did it!”

Ultimately, they just barely managed to complete the dress on time, by the
morning of the day of. The sun was painfully bright against Lucia’s eyes.

The dress was a deep navy blue, the fabric being something Forto had had in
stock. Although it wasn’t quite lustrous enough for a soiree, it had a nice sheen



and rich color. They’d used a silky, aqua blue fabric for the lining and added
patches of zephyricloth to prevent sweating.

Both the exterior and interior materials of the dress felt nice to the touch, and
the dress was easy to move in. Even Dahlia, who wasn’t used to long dresses,
should have no problem walking around in it.

The shape of the dress was basic. It was on the longer side, but not so much
that it touched the floor, and the chest and back were modestly covered. The
design highlighted Dahlia’s slender neck and wrists, while some pleats around
the middle worked to minimize the allure of her firm waist. The outfit would be
paired with a set of genuine white pearl necklace and earrings, borrowed from
the Tailors’ Guild.

Dahlia was the daughter of a baron, and as such, this was the best type of
dress she could wear to the castle. It was a beautiful dress that would make her
look dignified but wouldn’t invite flattery or flirtation. Lucia thought it was the
perfect outfit to serve as Dahlia’s “battledress.”

Lucia and Forto brought the dress to the Merchants’ Guild, and as luck would
have it, Dahlia had arrived at that exact moment. Lucia thought her friend
would be overjoyed, but Dahlia looked at the navy blue dress in bewilderment.
Then, she thanked them and apologized profusely.

“This dress is too nice for me...” she said, and Lucia knew she must have really
felt that way. Dahlia had a hard time accepting help from others, even her
friends. If Lucia didn’t make an active effort, Dahlia would never say a word
about needing help and would end up shouldering all of her burdens alone. And
yet, if someone else was in trouble, Dahlia didn’t hesitate to lend a hand, even
at her own expense. But that was exactly why Lucia was thankful to be her
friend.

Before she could offer any words of support to Dahlia, who looked ill at ease,
Forto did so first.

“This is your battledress, for when you go to the castle. Go in there with your
head held high.”

“It’s your battledress!” Lucia echoed. “You give that old geezer what’s coming
to him!”



Hearing their words, Dahlia’s face blossomed into a smile. Then, she went into
another room and changed. The dress fit her like a glove—it looked even better
on her than Lucia could have imagined. Overwhelmed with glee, Lucia hopped
up and down on the spot. Forto took Dahlia’s hand and told her how lovely she
looked, which Ivano put a stop to, saying they were short on time.

Then, Dahlia boarded a carriage, and left for the castle.
“Please, please let Dahlia’s sales pitch go well!”

While her dress looked perfect on her, it was another matter entirely whether
the meeting would go well. That was why Lucia couldn’t help but say a prayer as
she watched the carriage grow smaller in the distance. Seeing her do so, Forto
smiled.

“There is no need to fret, Lucia. Even if it doesn’t go well, the Rossetti Trading
Company can still do business with the castle. Several families have written her
recommendation letters, as have the Merchants’, Adventurers’, and Tailors’
Guilds.”

All the plans had already been put in place. Lucia was impressed. So this is
what guildmasters are capable of. However, she couldn’t stop herself from
pouting a little.

“Mr. Forto, | wish you would have told me that a little sooner. Just for a little
peace of mind.”






“My apologies, Lucia. The recommendations were only just collected this
morning,” he responded serenely, but when Lucia looked at him in surprise, she
saw that he had dark circles under his blue eyes.

He had really pushed himself for Dahlia’s sake. The other guilds had probably
done so too.

“Thank you for working so hard to make that happen, Mr. Forto! Ah... |
probably shouldn’t have said that, huh?”

She realized it as she was saying it. It was best to avoid telling a nobleman
he’d worked hard—she remembered that from her conversation book. Even
though she remembered reading it, apparently it hadn’t stuck.

“That is correct. Noblemen place importance on staying calm and composed,
so pushing oneself to get a job done is considered the result of poor planning. It
is better to prepare for everything in advance and make provisions for any
emergencies. If you find yourself wanting to express similar appreciation to
someone in the future, just ‘Thank you” will suffice. But as for me, | happily
accept your sentiment, Lucia.”

Lucia was very glad Forto was such a capable boss, and a gentleman at that.

It was now time for Lucia to return to her regular duties as head manager of
the Magical Garment Factory. She was starting half a day late, but she wanted
to try to balance the accounts by the end of the workday. After forcing herself
to down a cup of strong black coffee, she headed for the factory.

“Thank you so much for your help,” Dahlia said with a deep bow. She had
arrived at the Magical Garment Factory that evening. Lucia had gone to meet
her in the hallway, where they’d had a brief chat.

“Thank you, Lucia. This dress is so pretty, but it’s also really comfortable... |
was surprised it didn’t lose its shape while | was wearing it.”

“The right size really makes a difference, Dahlia. Don’t get the wrong idea that
looser clothing is always easier to move around in,” Lucia whispered, making
her friend blush. Dahlia had a habit of picking clothes one or two sizes too big,
with the idea that they would be more comfortable.



“The dress was the hit of the presentation. The people there all commented
on how lovely it was. | gave referral letters to those who asked for them, so you
can look forward to hearing from them.”

“Thanks, Mr. Ivano!”

When did he have time to write up referral letters? Dahlia’s vice-chairman
really works fast.

Afterward, they all moved to the reception room. Lucia sat next to Forto and
practically leaned over the table to hear all about Dahlia’s presentation. Dahlia
and lvano took turns telling him that it had all gone well and that the Order had
decided to adopt the camp stoves for their expeditions. Also, they’d cleared up
any ridiculous misunderstandings on the part of the head treasurer, and he had
sincerely apologized.

Thank heavens. As she listened, Lucia could only offer platitudes, repeatedly
telling them she was relieved and congratulating them on their success. But
when Dahlia announced she had been made adviser to the Order of Beast
Hunters, Forto froze momentarily—then let out a loud laugh.

“Congratulations. Please, allow Lucia and me to make you a dress for when
you receive your peerage.”

“Pardon...?” Dahlia asked, her eyes wide.
“Did you say...peerage?” Ivano followed up.
Lucia had no idea what her boss meant either. She turned to look at him.

“Excuse me, Mr. Forto, I’'m not quite sure | follow, but do you mean to say our
chairwoman might receive a barony sometime in the future?”

“Not quite, Ivano. Ah, | suppose you’re uninformed about these sorts of
things too?” Forto’s smile grew even broader as he explained. “Now that the
Rossetti Trading Company has become a purveyor for the Order of Beat
Hunters, you needn’t worry anymore. Not only will they prioritize your
company as a supplier, but you will also enjoy a certain amount of protection
from them. The Order will act as a mediator to prevent any sabotage or
unmanageable deals.”



That way, Dahlia’s company wouldn’t receive any other unnecessary
comments like the ones from Gildovan. Lucia was relieved to hear that.
However, her boss continued with his bright tone.

“Advisers are highly respected in the castle, so as a rule, they are candidates
for peerages. To be precise, it is essentially set in stone.”

“Il— What...?”

“Ordinarily, barons are assessed through recommendations, so it will take
about a year before you receive your title. There is no chance an adviser will fail
that assessment, so, sometime next year, we will be welcoming Baroness
Rossetti into the world.”

At Forto’s words, Dahlia’s shoulders slumped. “I-’'m very honored...”

This should have been great news, but Dahlia’s green eyes had darkened.
Maybe the prospect of the shock and the pressure to come was overwhelming
after all that stress and fatigue from visiting the castle. Lucia could understand
that.

Suddenly, Lucia thought of Dahlia’s father, Carlo, who had always welcomed
her to the Green Tower with a smile. If he were still alive, he would have been
the most overjoyed of anyone and would have celebrated with his daughter. It
was unfortunate he wasn’t here. Lucia could never replace Dahlia’s father, but
as her friend, she put on her most enthusiastic smile and said, “Congratulations,
Dahlia! I can’t believe | get to make your dress! I’'m so excited!”

“Thanks, Lucia... It still doesn’t feel real...” Dahlia responded, looking more
fatigued than joyous. Lucia knew what would make her happy—a certain black-
haired knight of the Order of Beast Hunters bringing her flowers.

Afterward, Lucia stood in the entryway of the Magical Garment Factory and
watched as Dahlia and lvano boarded a carriage to leave. Forto soon followed
suit and made to board another carriage, saying he was headed to the
Adventurers’ Guild.

While she was seeing him off, Lucia finally relaxed. That’s one thing taken care
of. Now she needed to head to the workroom to help sewing zephyricloth, then



make the prototype gloves for the Order of Beast Hunters, staying overtime to
— No, actually, | really need to go home on time today and get some sleep or
else—but the moment she thought that, her vision went black.

“Lucia?!”

Forto, who had been about to board his carriage, caught her in his arms. Her
vision was still spinning so badly that she couldn’t raise her head.

“Are you all right?! I'll call a doctor!”
“No, I'm okay... I'm sorry, | just felt a little weak.”

Forto was still holding her up, but she felt like she couldn’t immediately walk.
She was begging her dizziness to go away when she heard another voice at her
ear.

“I'll carry her. You’ve been staying up all night too, Mr. Forto, so you should
go home early and get some rest—"

Halfway through his sentence, she felt arms circle around her back and under
her knees, and then she was smoothly scooped up.

“Dante! Really, I'm fine...!”

“Do you really think you can even hold scissors or a needle in your state? I’'m
throwing you in a carriage and sending you home.”

“I'm sorry...”

She was causing trouble for both her boss and her assistant manager—she
felt a rising urge to cry at how pathetic she was.

“You don’t need to apologize, boss. We made Chairwoman Rossetti’s dress on
time, and we’re on schedule with our deliveries. Everything worked out. Now
it’s time for you to take some time to recharge and—actually, you need to sleep
like the dead.”

“Like the dead...?”
It was true she felt dead tired, but did he really have to phrase it like that?

“Honestly, Dante, mind your wording,” Hestia said, arriving at their side. “I'll
ride home with her, so please go home early today, Mr. Forto.”



“All right,” Forto said. “I leave Lucia in your care, then.”

Accompanied by Hestia, Dante carried Lucia to another carriage. Once inside,
Lucia thanked the two of them, then leaned against the wall. The inner walls of
the luxury carriage were covered in a soft cloth that dampened the rhythmic
sounds of the moving carriage. Lucia couldn’t keep her eyes open.

“I can’t believe she’d be so careless...” said Dante, letting out a deep sigh. He
was sitting across from Lucia, who was leaning against the wall, her soft
breathing audible as she slept.

“She hadn’t slept a wink for two days straight. Everyone was so worried about
her,” said Hestia, letting out a similar sigh of her own. She was sitting next to
Lucia and keeping her steady.

“She and Chairwoman Rossetti must be really good friends.”
“Yes, enviably so.”

Chairwoman Dahlia Rossetti, who had spent time in the Magical Garment
Factory—inventor of numerous magical tools, Lucia’s friend, and the recipient
of the dress they had all worked so hard to make. A highly competent, standout
individual was at a higher risk of being criticized by those higher up, and
evidently that was what had happened at the castle.

The royal castle, the culmination of the labyrinthine mess that was noble
society, a place filled with conflicting agendas. From an aristocrat’s perspective,
the safest thing to do was stay away and not get involved. However, Forto and
Lucia had jumped into the fray to fight as couturiers. As he’d watched the two
of them do so without any hesitation, Dante had felt unable to just sit back, and
before he knew what he was doing, he had joined them in working overnight—
though since he still had to make sure the factory ran smoothly, he couldn’t do
any more than the one night.

“She even took medicine to keep herself awake.”
“And yet you couldn’t stop her, could you, Dante?”

“Neither could you, Hestia.”



The two of them exchanged a look that said each blamed the other. They had
both known Lucia had been working too hard. And yet neither of them had
been able to say anything to her because of how earnestly she’d been working.

In spite of her dainty frame, she’d spread out those heavy rolls of fabric and,
with Forto at her side, discussed what worked and what didn’t. She’d inspected
the pattern paper intently, her eyes lighting up as they cut the fabric, and
expressed admiration for the stitchers’ nimbleness.

Even when she’d been sewing for so long that her fingers were stained with
blood, she didn’t let the pain show on her face; her only concern was not
getting the fabric dirty. That was why, no matter how much he wanted to, he
couldn’t tell her to stop. And even if he did say something, he knew there was
but a slim chance she would have listened anyway.

“I know our boss is a diligent worker, but | don’t want her to feel she has to
push herself so hard,” Dante said.

Hestia trilled a laugh. “That just means we, her employees, have to push
ourselves even harder, Mr. Assistant Manager.”

Dante merely responded with a smirk and a nod.
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“Uh...hnn?”

The curtains were closed, yet the morning sunlight pouring in through the
windows was painful to Lucia’s eyes. Actually, considering the angle of the
sunlight, it must have been closer to midday. It was then that she finally awoke.

After work yesterday, Lucia had celebrated the news of Dahlia’s barony and
seen her off as she left in a carriage. Then, relief—and collapse. Forto had kept
her from falling to the ground, and Dante had picked her up in his arms. Dante
and Hestia had brought her home, and she’d crawled into bed with barely a
word to her family. There was no denying she’d been sleepy and physically
exhausted, but she couldn’t believe all the fuss she had caused.

When she went to get changed, she noticed a card on top of her desk.

“Head Manager Fano, please take two days off work,” Lucia read aloud.
“Signed, Assistant Manager of the Magical Garment Factory, Dante Cassini...”



That angular penmanship was definitely Dante’s. After whispering the
contents of the card aloud to herself, Lucia sighed. They had all been under the
demands of an impossibly tight schedule, yet she alone had collapsed from
fatigue. She had some serious self-reflection to do.

“Am | really the only one who has no stamina?”

I mean it. Starting tomorrow, I’m taking up jogging to get in shape—but no
sooner had she thought that than her stomach growled and she realized she
hadn’t eaten anything since yesterday afternoon. After changing into her
comfortable sky blue dress, she headed to the kitchen, where her family was
gathered. It seemed like she’d come in right as they were eating lunch.

“It’s not really morning anymore, but good morning!”
“Morning, Lucia. Feel better?”

“You still don’t look so good...”

“Lucia, if you’reill, I'll call the doctor.”

“No need,” Lucia said. “l was just a little sleep-deprived. I’'m much better

|”

now

She was sure she sounded energetic, but her family was still looking at her
with concern, so she decided to give a sincere apology.

“I’'m sorry for worrying you!”

“When that Dante fellow carried you in here, | wondered what on earth
happened...”

“Don’t stay overnight at work so often. It doesn’t matter how great the pay is
if something happens that you can’t recover from!”

“That’s right. Your health is what’s most important, so please be more
mindful about that, Lucia.”

Her family lectured her one by one. In the past, this would have annoyed her
to no end, but she could tell just how worried they were. She was just thinking
she should say something when, for the second time that day, her stomach
growled.



“You haven’t eaten a thing since last night, have you? Here, have some soup
with boiled egg.”

“Here, take some bread. Freshly cut. I'll eat the end, so take some from the
middle.”

“Here, Lucia—I just bought this strawberry jam yesterday. Sweets perk you
right back up after a hard day of work.”

There was something embarrassing about being fussed over like this, but
today, Lucia happily decided to let herself be doted on. Brown bread with
strawberry jam and vegetable soup with bits of bacon and a hard-boiled egg—it
was what her family always ate, but it was delicious. Once she finished eating,
she felt completely reenergized.

“I’'m taking some time off from the Magical Garment Factory, so after | take a
shower, I'll come help out at the workshop.”

“The only thing you’re doing today is resting, Lucia. The workshop will be just
fine.”

“Taking time to rest is also part of working.”
“You need to take it easy every now and then.”
“Go ahead and spend the whole day sketching designs.”

Her entire family had put a stop to her idea at once. Why do they all have to
be in sync now? she wondered.

Lucia ended up spending the day cleaning and tidying up her room. She woke
up the next day feeling completely back to normal, but her family still refused
her help at the workshop. They even stopped her when she tried to cook,
saying they would buy food from a cart instead.

She could have used all the extra time on her hands to sketch as many designs
as she wanted, but she couldn’t stop feeling anxious. Each time she opened her
sketchbook, her mind was filled with thoughts of the Magical Garment Factory
—were things going smoothly right now? Were they being given even more
urgent work to do? Amid her restlessness, her brother Massimo came to bring
her a flat, light blue box.



“Lucia, a package came for you.”

The box was from Forto and the Magical Garment Factory staff. There was an
envelope on top, inside of which were two cards, each one filled with signatures
and messages from the entire staff. The messages telling her to take care and
get better soon were nice to read, but was the one that said, Be good and sleep
really necessary? Lucia smirked at the angular penmanship.

She placed the box on the kitchen table and carefully opened the lid. A
deliciously sweet aroma wafted up from inside.

“Get-well-soon pastries? They look pretty good,” Massimo commented.

“Why don’t we all have some with afternoon tea? | know it’s a little early, but
they’re best fresh.”

“You're right. I'll go call everyone.”

After Massimo walked off at a brisk pace, Lucia turned to look at the pastries
again. There were fifteen of them, each one shaped like a pretty flower.
Typically, flowers were sent as get-well-soon presents, but it seemed the staff
felt she would prefer sweets over flowers. And they were right on the button.

Tomorrow, she’d return to the Magical Garment Factory full of energy. With
that determination in mind, she started to brew some tea.



The Manager’s Apology and the Aristocrats’ Strings

“Everyone, | apologize for causing you so much trouble! From now on, | will
be more careful not to let something like that happen again,” Lucia said, bowing
her head to the entire staff in the Magical Garment Factory’s largest conference
room. She had taken two whole days off, yet everyone greeted her with
worried expressions.

“Don’t worry, you didn’t cause any trouble. You barely took any time off,
anyway. Are you sure you're really okay, boss?”

“Are you feeling better? You pushed yourself really hard!”
“Please ask us for more help next time!”

“Chief, | think it’s best if you stay seated and only give out instructions. We
can bring you any documents and fabric you need.”

Hearing everyone’s warm words made Lucia’s nose tingle. She fought back
the sensation with a smile, then raised her voice and said, “I’'m fine now, really!
I’ve made a full recovery.”

Everyone responded with relief and smiling faces, and this time, Lucia’s eyes
started to water. As she again fought back the sensation, Zilo came up and
clapped her on the shoulder.

“It’s not just the chief who needs to be careful—everyone here needs to make
sure they’re not overworking themselves. Overworking, much like getting an
advance on your salary, always comes back to bite you. And once you’re over
thirty-five, all-nighters start to take an even greater toll on your body, and they
take longer to recover from too, so keep that in mind!”

“I know that all too welll”
“Zilo, please don’t talk about getting old!”
The room echoed with sounds of laughter and wailing.

“On a serious note,” Hestia said, “overworking really isn’t good for you.



Especially not for your skin.”
“Says the woman with flawless skin.”

“Now that you mention it, | don’t think I've ever seen Hestia’s skin look bad!
Even though you work as much overtime as everyone else! Tell me what
cosmetics you use!”

As the conversation turned lively, so did it start veering off in other directions.
This was how things always went at the Magical Garment Factory. Lucia was
happy nothing had changed in her absence.
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“Okay, that’s enough!” she called out, clapping her hands together. “We can
hear about Hestia’s beauty routine at teatime! Let’s work hard to meet today’s

goals and prepare for anything unexpected that may come up tomorrow.”
“Yeah, let’s do it!”
“We can do this!”

Most of the personnel nodded cheerfully and then headed back to their own
workstations. Lucia watched them leave. Zilo remained by her side, frowning as
he stroked his beard.

“Something wrong, Zilo?”

“No, | was just thinking, we haven’t had a week yet without something
unexpected coming up...”

“When you put it that way, it sounds like no matter how much we make, the
stock in our warehouse never increases...”

The toe socks, drying insoles, and zephyricloth. Every day, they worked hard
to make enough to meet their production goals, plus a little extra. But the
Magical Garment Factory’s inventory never grew.

Whether it was the azure-eyed messenger from the Order of Beast Hunters
coming to them on the verge of tears for their priority delivery, or Forto
carrying something out with a deeply furrowed brow, their inventory was being
shipped out left and right. While Lucia was incredibly grateful they had such
demand, this was likely placing a heavy burden on the factory personnel.

“l should ask Forto to hire more staff,” she stated.



They needed to secure more workers, not only to create a buffer with their
inventory but also to take into consideration the possibility of people needing
to take sick leave and vacation.

The Magical Garment Factory staff was made up of clothiers like Lucia and
Dante who were involved in the entire production process from designing to
manufacturing, cutters like Hestia who were adept at cutting tricky cloth or
complex curves, stitchers who mainly worked on sewing, knitters who worked
the knitting machines, and office clerks who handled communications and
administrative tasks.

Even those who mainly worked the knitting machines also worked as
stitchers, so for convenience, they were often called stitchers as well. However,
since the toe socks were the main product of the factory, knitting had become
an especially important job, so highly knowledgeable and skilled knitters were
incredibly valuable to them. It was for that reason that Lucia tried to make sure
to refer to them as knitters.

Considering their current workload, Lucia wanted to bring on two more
stitchers and one more knitter, plus, ideally, someone who was an expert in the
unique qualities and peculiarities of different fabrics.

“Boss, we're still doing all right. We can fill our stock if we all just put in a little
more effort.”

“He’s right,” Hestia agreed. “I’m sure we can speed up our pace, and if we
work overtime...”

“No, no extra overtime. | don’t want anyone ending up like me. Not to
mention, the more you overdo things, the less efficiently you work,” Lucia said,
reflecting on what had happened to her. She was grateful for everyone’s
perseverance, but she didn’t want anyone to have to go as far as she had.

“Besides, a job is something you do every day, not something you need to
push yourself to your limits for. I’'m not saying it’s not important to get better at
your craft, and sometimes a rush order comes your way, but if you keep
exerting yourself past your limit, 