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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! I 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?”


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


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


      “You two, don’t you dare say another word! I don’t want to be accused of lèse-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.


      “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.
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      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 workrooms, 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 I 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, I 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 I 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 I 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 I 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 I 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 Ivano 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 I would like to bring the actual tool here. When would be a convenient time?”


      “When’s your earliest availability?”


      “How about this afternoon?”


      “I’ll clear my schedule.”


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


      “Mr. Forto, I 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.”
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      “Huh?”


      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, “Ivano.” His voice was pleasant and his smile perfectly formed, but the look in his eyes sent a shiver down her spine. “Am I 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. Ivano, 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.




      “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,” Ivano 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! I 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 I 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, I 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 I have to recommend one made with the crayfish antennae I 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, I believe. It will take some time, but if you’d like, shall I have the Tailors’ Guild procure you some?”


      “That would be lovely, Mr. Forto.”


      “Then I 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, Ivano said, in a serious tone, “I’m afraid I 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. I 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.


      [image: Six white buttons with four holes each, arranged in pairs.]


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


      Lucia responded with a shake of her head. “Yep, peachy! I 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 I put it at the top of my stockings. With a larger piece of fabric, I 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 I also kind of don’t...”


      “It’s the chief. Need I 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. I think I 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 I 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 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 I 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 I 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?”
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