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  Prologue


I lived in South Korea, and I was a person filled with a deep-seated sorrow.

When my parents said we should go on a trip, they went to the heavens together.

They tried to take me along, but my seven-year-old survival instincts were stronger than theirs.

I went through elementary, middle, and high school.

I didn’t serve in the military.

Since my parents were gone, that was the one good thing.

When I joked about whether they were jealous of me, my friends called me a crazy bastard and laughed along.

I got a job at a company.

It didn’t last long before I got fired.

I told my boss.

“If you want to grope the female employees’ butts, you should at least slip them 50 bucks or something. Doing it for free just gets you cursed at.”

That got me fired.

I was even sued for sexual harassment.

But none of it mattered to me.

Honestly, in life, from what I’ve experienced, stuff like that isn’t important.

You have to be born at the right time.

I realized that only after I was born.

And by then, it was way too late.

I was born too late to sail the seas.

But too early to pilot a super-giant robot.

That was my dream.

A giant robot.

Maybe that’s why.

Getting fired, being publicly shamed on YouTube, having no money because I spent it on plastic models, getting hit by a car while walking down the street.

None of these were even minor problems in my life.

“Oh, shit.”

Because right now, I’m in a world where the absurd power of “magic” exists.

What does this mean?

It means that with the power of magic, I can finally attempt to create a super-transforming robot, which was impossible with modern science.

Of course, it came at a cost.

The certifications I worked so hard to earn?

The figures that collectors begged me to sell to them?

The countless goods I traveled to buy from their homeland?

I could throw them all away.


Because if I could really create a super-transforming robot, none of that would matter.

“Ahh, I don’t give a shit.”

Oh, right.

I lost my manhood too.

But who cares about that?



 
  Chapter 1: Scout


It’s been a year since Idam fell into this world.

Idam tried shouting “Status window!”, attempted to unlock skills, and even sought out hidden opportunities.

He rummaged through his memories, wondering if this was a game he had played, a comic he had read, or a novel he had come across.

He searched for heroes, asked around about regressors, and tried to meet returnees or people possessed by otherworldly beings.

In conclusion, it was all futile.

This wasn’t a world designed for one extraordinary individual, nor was it a medium meant to turn pages in a grand story.

It was real life.

After about a year, Idam came to terms with that reality.

And so, he chose to shut himself in his room.

The passionate dream of building a super-transforming robot had long since fizzled out.

What could you possibly build in a world where people still rode horses?

This world was harsh.

Idam eventually settled in a small village called Windmill Village.

The so-called “windmill” was closer to a watermill, a small structure that only turned when the wind blew. 

Its sole purpose was to rotate, and that’s about it.

This village had many things like that—seemingly useless objects that were kept around, almost like pointless formalities.

The modest stage-like courthouse in the village center and the execution rock carved for dramatic effect were prime examples.

Idam liked it here because, truthfully, his favorite hobby was also a collection of pointless formalities.

Thud! Thud! Thud!

Loud knocks echoed from outside.

He had struggled to fix the door after it broke last time, and now it was being hammered again.

“Knock lightly, will you?”

When Idam opened the door, a group of kids rushed in.

“Aha! I’m first!”

“Hey, you pervy old hag! What did you make today?”

“I brought some planks! Show us already!”

The boys barged in excitedly, and outside, a few girls stood hesitantly by the door.

“Not coming in?” Idam asked, out of politeness.

The girls screamed “Eek!” and ran off.

“A witch! A witch!”

“A witch who seduces boys!”

Idam sighed at the familiar reaction, then closed the door and returned inside.

The boys were already marveling at the models displayed on the long table.

“What can I say? These are all models I made, inspired by designs from anime I saw in my previous life,” Idam thought.

“Wow, this one’s amazing! Especially the backpack on its back—it’s so cool!”

“That’s not a backpack, kid. It’s auxiliary equipment. And yes, Jet models are top-tier. You’ve got an eye for these things.”

“This one’s my favorite! The one with cannons on both shoulders! Pew pew!”

“That’s the Double Cannon. A classic. It’s bulky but solid, and that’s where its charm lies. You know your stuff.”

As Idam watched the boys gush over the models, a conviction he had developed in this world solidified even further:

“All men, regardless of age, carry a robot in their hearts.”

Whether across time, worlds, or dimensions, the fascination with robots was universal.

Idam had even read somewhere that male toddlers instinctively reached for robot toys, while female toddlers gravitated toward dolls.

“So what does that mean?” Idam mused.

“It means that loving robots is humanity’s most primal instinct.”

“I’m not to blame for this,” he thought firmly.

His obsession with robots wasn’t his fault—it was how the world had shaped him.
Evolution had made men this way.

What could he do about it?

Of course, there was one slight complication.

“Although, I am a woman now,” he admitted.

After coming to this world, Idam’s lower half had changed, and his chest had grown, but his passion for robots remained unchanged.

If anything, the fact that he remained this devoted as a woman proved one thing: women might secretly harbor a love for robots too—they were just too shy to admit it.

“Alright, this is what I made this time.”

Idam held up a palm-sized model. 

Unlike his usual designs, this one had only one horn and a single eye.

“Whoa!” the boys exclaimed in awe.

The materials for the models came from wood the kids collected and metal scraps they occasionally “borrowed” from others.

Though he had a knack for craftsmanship, what truly set Idam apart was his magical talent.

Thanks to mana, he could work with exceptional precision, creating models of a quality that could rival commercial products.

In terms of model grades, Idam’s creations were RG—Revolutionary Extra Advanced Level.

“This one looks a bit weak, though,” one boy commented.

“I like it. This one’s more my style,” another said.

“How does Idam make these so easily? You’re a genius!”

“It’s awesome. Think of this one as a grunt unit. Always getting beat up but never dispensable.”

“Paint it a strong color! Like red!” a boy suggested eagerly.

Idam shook his head.

“Red is special. Only machines that are three times faster can be painted red.”

He planned to save the red paint for a future masterpiece.

Despite falling into another world and becoming a woman, Idam was enjoying life more than he had expected.

“Damn it.”

He corrected himself.

It turned out the people of Windmill Village didn’t just like keeping pointless things around—they had a darker side.

“A witch! A witch!”

“Burn her! Burn her alive!”

“Behead her!”

Before Idam knew it, he found himself dragged to the courthouse in the village center—a place he had thought was just for show.

Now, he was its first “guest.”

“A witch who seduces men!”

“She’s luring children to devour them alive!”

“She bewitched my husband with those ridiculously big breasts of hers!”

“Lady, your husband jerks off outside every morning. Do you even know that?”

The accusation of seducing men was one insult Idam couldn’t tolerate.

Though he now had the body of a stunningly attractive woman, his mind remained that of a robust male robot enthusiast.

“Besides,” Idam thought, “I can’t even comprehend the concept of seduction. What do these fools know?”

Still, he couldn’t help but wonder how things had gone so wrong.

Victory.

When I flashed a bright smile, the head of the Windmill Village cleared his throat and glared at Idam.

“I heard you’re seducing the village boys. As the village head, I can’t overlook such a scandal. Therefore, I propose the death penalty.”

With that, the village’s unofficial chicken farmer and de facto chicken shop owner entered the scene, carrying an axe.

“What? I thought this was a trial! What kind of trial is this?! Call a lawyer! I want a lawyer!”

“Lawyer? I don’t know what spell you’re invoking, but it’s clearly magic. Gag them!”

“This is ridiculous! Absolutely barbaric!”

A Witch Trial.

It wasn’t a trial so much as a farce where the verdict had already been determined: death.

Resistance was futile.

If I’d known this was going to happen, I would have spent my time learning fire magic instead of building plastic models.

Deep regret filled Idam as they sighed, dragged to their knees before a rough stone.

In their blurred vision, the village boys came into view.

They were crying but stayed silent, their swollen cheeks and bruises suggesting they had been beaten by their parents for defending Idam.

To these kids, Idam offered a faint smile.

“Kids, if I die, take whatever you want from my stuff.”

Tears poured from the children’s eyes as their parents hastily dragged them away from the execution site.

The villagers surrounded the shabby stone: from infants still nursing to elderly grandmothers who complained about back pain but had managed to come watch.

“In a boring village like this, this must be the most exciting thing they’ve seen in ages,” Idam thought bitterly.

Long ago, public executions were treated as family entertainment, akin to comedy shows, or so the stories went.

A thrilling event that everyone—regardless of age—could enjoy.

“Bring forth the witch’s tools!” commanded the village head, who seemed to think himself a grand authority.

Moments later, several burly men who had ransacked Idam’s home dumped their plastic models onto the ground.

“Do you know how much effort went into making those?! And hey, that guy stole my underwear!”

One of the men had a pair of Idam’s underwear sticking out of his pocket, but no one seemed to care.

Savages.

The thought of them sniffing, biting, or doing worse things to the stolen underwear boiled Idam’s blood, but with their hands bound, there was nothing they could do.

“The witch’s execution will now proceed!” declared the village head.

“If I’d known, I would’ve made some friends in the neighborhood…” Idam lamented. 

Growing up in a solitary, indifferent Korea, where even neighbors barely knew each other, seemed like a missed opportunity now.

“Do you have any final words?”

“Space centuries, non-space centuries—they’re all cool as hell.”

“What nonsense are you spouting? Kill them!”

Having already faced death once before, Idam resigned themselves.

“Please, if there’s another life after this, let it be a space war. Please, please, please, let it be sci-fi fantasy!”

If reincarnation existed, they wished to be born in a futuristic world—a universe with interstellar travel, mass-produced robots, and advanced civilizations.

“Life’s a gacha. Please, please, please!”

At the moment the execution was about to commence:

“Gasp!”

“Ahhh!”

“Make way!”

“Get down! Don’t make eye contact!”

The villagers, who had gathered to witness the gruesome spectacle, suddenly split apart and fell to their knees.

The wind whipped through the now open path, sending Idam’s hair fluttering.

Standing at the end of the path was a petite woman in a robe.

At first glance, she appeared to be a child, but the aura of power surrounding her and the immense magical energy she radiated bore the weight of years.


The emblem of the Iron Tower etched on her robe was enough to render the village head—a figure of supreme authority moments ago—into a groveling wreck.

“My apologies! A thousand apologies, Great Mage!”

The robed woman approached Idam.

She glanced down at the discarded plastic models, picked one up, and asked, “Did you make this?”

“Well, yes, I did,” Idam replied cautiously.

“Well?”

“Technically, it’s copyrighted material…”

“What?”

The mage furrowed her brow in confusion but continued to examine the model with keen interest.

“Fascinating,” she murmured.

“Excuse me?”

“This is fascinating. Unique. Do you know what this weapon is?” She held up a piece.

“It’s a beam saber. Basically, a high-temperature weapon that can cut through anything.”

“A sword made of high heat? Interesting. What about this?”

“That’s a turret. It shoots high-energy projectiles.”

“Armor with long-range weapons?”

‘Huh?’

Idam blinked.

For a moment, they thought they misheard.

But realization quickly dawned.

‘Oh, she thinks this is all armor…’

To be fair, the models did resemble suits of armor, albeit highly advanced ones.

As Idam pieced things together, the mage also seemed to reach a conclusion, nodding deeply.

“Ah, I see! A knight carrying ammunition is impractical, so you’ve incorporated magic to generate it. Ingenious! It’s unconventional, but that’s what makes it brilliant!”

Meanwhile, Idam squirmed, their chest aching from pressing against the rock.

Swish!

With a motion of her hand, the mage sliced through the ropes binding Idam with a blade of mana.

A small, pale hand extended toward Idam.

“I, Veldora Millennium, Master of the Iron Tower, invite you to join the Tower.”

Gasps and astonished murmurs rippled through the crowd.

A mage affiliated with the Tower was one thing—but the Master of the Tower herself?! 

She was someone who could snuff out lives with a mere gesture.

While Idam’s mind raced, trying to figure out how to survive this turn of events, the mage spoke again.


“Will you join me in bringing your creations to life?”

“I pledge my undying loyalty!”

The answer came faster than the thought.

And so, Idam became a mage of the Tower.

TS Note: The MC might be using female pronouns in the future. 



 
  Chapter 2: GunX


The story begins with a familiar trope.

Isn’t it common?

Knowing the future and preventing disasters before they happen.

Picking up an ancient artifact left in some forgotten place and becoming the key player.

Meeting supporting characters in advance, befriending them, and forming an all-star team.

Facing and defeating impossible foes with a ridiculous combination of talents.

That sort of thing.

But what made Idam certain this world wasn’t from any of the creations he knew was the very foundation of its setting.

This world had three nations constantly at odds with each other, each striving to maintain a miraculous balance akin to the “Three Kingdoms Strategy” of the legendary Master Wolryong.


	The Kingdom of Gerard, where knights were the main military force.


	The Extep Union, a coalition of Vikings and alchemists.


	The Bowlean Republic, whose technological advancements led to the development of firearms.



And every day, they were at war—only war.

Idam had never encountered a world this chaotic.

If this place were from one of the stories he’d read, it was either something he hadn’t seen before or so utterly unremarkable that it slipped her memory entirely.

Regardless, what mattered most here was the Mage Tower.

To put it bluntly, it was a sacred, untouchable domain.

The moment magic was blatantly used in warfare, it led to mass slaughter, forcing the three nations to sign an agreement:

“Let us not use magic in wars.”

It was like the nuclear weapons of her previous life.

Thus, the Mage Tower was established. 

Seven towers, led by Archmages, were built, each specializing in a different field, with seven tower masters overseeing them.

Becoming a mage of the Mage Tower in this world?

That meant your life was set.

Idam had essentially hit the second prize lottery—or perhaps even first prize.

After all, she had been scouted directly by the master of the Iron Mage Tower.

In the carriage heading toward the tower, Veldora Millennium, the tower master, was marveling at the model Idam had crafted.

“This is incredibly detailed. I’ve never seen a model crafted so precisely. It looks ready to be built as is.”

“Let’s build it right away!” 

Idam exclaimed, bouncing excitedly.

Veldora chuckled softly.

“I’m sorry, but for something like this, we need the Archmage’s approval. There’s a lot to prepare—starting with an overview, blueprints, practicality, utility, cost, purpose, and so on.”

She muttered like a manager preparing for a presentation.

“Still, what you’ve created could shake the Mage Tower to its core. This is our chance to put those arrogant Four Elemental Masters in their place.”

“Ah, I can’t wait to build it!”

“Once you officially join the Iron School, we’ll provide you with plenty of support. You’ve got immense mana reserves, so you’ll adapt quickly and secure a key position in no time.”

“I want to assemble it now!”

“Our school is full of talent, but we’ve lacked creativity. Maybe it’s because we deal with iron. That’s why we needed fresh ideas like yours. I’m sure your work will inspire the others.”

“I want to paint it so bad!”

Veldora finally fell silent.

Although Idam looked normal—his features even bordering on pretty—his mind was clearly a bit… off.

There were many eccentric mages, and as a tower master, Veldora’s role was to manage and control such individuals.

But something about Idam made her uneasy.

Her eyes sparkled with a manic light.

No, they’d gone completely mad the moment she suggested bringing her model to life.

“I could finish just the face and still have enough energy for three meals,” Idam muttered dreamily.

Veldora began to feel that leaving him unchecked might be dangerous.

Deciding to redirect the conversation, she asked, “Have you given this armor a name? It’s good to give it a unique name to distinguish it from existing ones.”

She hoped the question would rein in her chaotic enthusiasm.

Unfortunately, she soon realized that this was her second-biggest mistake of the day.

“Gunx.”

“What?”

“Gunx. That’s its name.”

Slowly, Veldora pressed her fingers to her forehead, closing her eyes.

Among the tower masters, there were some who smoked, claiming it helped clear their heads during stressful situations.

For the first time, Veldora understood the appeal.

Veldora found herself so bewildered that she seriously considered picking up smoking.

“Did I hear you wrong? Did you say GunX?”

“Yes, that’s correct,” the man replied, nonchalantly.

“Oh, ahaha!”

Slapping her thigh with her hand, Veldora nodded vigorously.

Ah, that explains it!

Of course!

It was because this was such a rural place that they didn’t know any better!

“Well, uh… let me explain. The GunX you’re talking about is—”

“Orc c**k, isn’t it?” she interrupted.

“That’s just a slang term for an orc’s, uh… genitals. It’s called GunX because they’re so big they could be hung up somewhere.”

“But how big could it even be? This big?”

She suddenly clenched her fist and waved it around, as if to compare the size of an orc’s manhood.

“Honestly, isn’t that ridiculous? Even those guys don’t hang theirs up! Sure, they might poke out of their underwear, but to actually hang it somewhere? What kind of absurd macho fantasy is that?”

Veldora’s head began to spin.

Was this really something a grown woman would say?

Was this truly the voice of a charming young lady, passionately discussing orc genitals with such fervor?

This was the same woman who had designed a groundbreaking new armor paradigm that could revolutionize the Iron School of magic.

And now she wanted to name it after a slang term for orc genitals?

It was like a mother naming her child something crude—like calling her son “Kim Dick.”

“Hey, Dick! Dick!”

You couldn’t just go around calling your child that, could you?

“Well, I have a philosophy, you know? A ck should act like a ck. There’s no need for people to feel ashamed of their bodies because of some divinely blessed adult performers. You are more than just what’s dangling between your legs.”

Her mana reserves were astonishingly vast, and her thought process was so creative and innovative it could make other mages’ heads spin.
But she was, without a doubt, insane.

‘If only… if only I hadn’t come here today.’

Veldora realized now what she regretted most about today:

She should have arrived later.

If he’d come after she’d already been executed by the village chief’s orders, after her neck and body had been separated, she wouldn’t have to deal with this nonsense.

She could’ve just walked away cleanly.

She wouldn’t have been mesmerized by her demonic talent or consumed by greed.

“Well, anyway, you understand now, right? The name is GunX. There’s no room for negotiation.”

Veldora felt a pounding headache.

Her brilliant mind, so adept at predicting future outcomes, conjured a horrifying vision:

‘What if the name really stuck?’

***

“Now, I’ll begin the presentation for the GunX project.”

She would have to stand before the six Magic Tower Lords and Archmages, explaining why they needed to create orc genitals.

***

“We want GunX. How much would it cost?”

The Kingdom of Gerard, their primary clientele, would surely demand orc genitals for astronomical sums.

***

“We’re curious about the technology behind GunX. We’d like to apply it on our end.”

The Extep Union and the Bowlean Republic would shower GunX with praise, calling it a groundbreaking invention.

***

“We want GunX!”

Knights from all over would clamor for orc genitals, desperate to get their hands on the innovation.

Everyone would marvel at the invention while pretending not to know its real meaning.

Even at the Magic Tower’s annual awards ceremony, a catastrophe would unfold.

***

“This year’s Aureum Award for the best invention goes to… congratulations! The Iron School’s GunX!”

“Congratulations, Veldora! It’s been so long since the Iron School won an innovation award!”
“This GunX is truly revolutionary. It’s taken knight armor, which was nearly perfected, to an entirely new level.”

***

A masquerade of awkwardness would ensue.

Everyone, fully aware of the name’s meaning, would pretend not to know, maintaining elegant smiles while internally cringing.

And the proud list of the Magic Tower’s inventions would now include orc genitals.


Wouldn’t it sound like some kind of… personal device, painstakingly crafted by the Magic Tower for noblewomen’s passionate nights?

“Ugh! Dammit! I’m drooling now! First! Justice! Double-Oh! Delicious!”

“…”

“Slurp! I’ll make it big! Really big! Enormously big!”

Right.

She wanted to create a gigantic orc c**k.

In a twisted way, it made sense.

Orcs were, after all, ridiculously… ridiculously huge.

Veldora clenched her fist tightly.

Now, she felt almost a sense of duty.

With six hours left until they reached the Magic Tower, she vowed to herself:

‘I will change that name. No matter what.’



 
  Chapter 3: Contest


Though it was called the Magic Tower, it wasn’t just a solitary, towering structure standing alone.
The expansive grounds, akin to a vast prairie, housed countless facilities, essentially functioning as an independent city.

Of course, what drew the most attention was the colossal circular towers—seven of them, representing the seven different schools of magic.

At the entrance of the Iron School’s Magic Tower, a carriage, heavily adorned in iron, rattled noisily.

The seven towers, each representing their own school, were in fierce competition with one another.

Even their carriages were emblazoned with distinctive features.

For example, the Fire School’s carriages would emit flames from their wheels, while the Darkness School’s left behind a trail as dark as a moonless night.

The Iron School’s carriage, however, was something else entirely.

Its heavy iron plating made it resemble a war chariot more than a carriage.

The armor was so massive that no ordinary horse could pull it.

And yet, there it was, rumbling noisily.

“What’s that about?”

“Isn’t the Tower Master riding it today?”

“She left at dawn, didn’t she?”

“Do you think… she’s doing, you know, that?”

A snickering mage made the suggestion, earning sharp rebukes from others about his disrespect toward the Tower Master.

But once the idea was planted, no one could unthink it.

‘Is it true?’

‘The Tower Master might look young, but her mind isn’t immature, right?’

‘Could she really be so… intense that she didn’t even realize she’d arrived?’

‘Still, whatever she’s doing, if that carriage gets dirty, I’m the one who has to clean it.’

As the mages exchanged increasingly bizarre thoughts, one of the guards on duty at the entrance cautiously approached the carriage.

“G-Gun…! Is that… even possible?!”

“…?!”

“O-Orc’s genitalia! It’s abso…! No…!”

“Gah!”

The guard stumbled backward in shock, gasping as if he’d glimpsed forbidden knowledge from the Akashic Records.

‘The Tower Master… enjoys something the size of an orc? Her tastes are… unique.’

He couldn’t help but wonder how someone so small could handle something so large.

Clatter!

Just then, the carriage door flew open, and a strikingly beautiful woman with uniquely colored hair was thrown out.

“No! Absolutely not!”

She screamed.

From inside the carriage, the Tower Master’s sharp voice echoed,

“Over my dead body! I said no!”

The woman, now sprawled on the ground, rolled to a stop and shouted back,

“But it’s perfect! The name is so cool!”

‘Gun? Orc?’

‘What the hell?’

The mages stared, dumbfounded. 

A woman who arrived only to scream about the magnificence of orc genitalia? 

Even by Magic Tower standards, this was unprecedented.

To make matters worse, she was arguing with the Tower Master herself.

The Tower Master, Veldora, stepped out of the carriage, her teeth clenched in frustration.

“Are you serious right now? I told you I’d take care of everything! Lab funding! Additional assistants! Equipment upgrades! I even offered to personally teach you magic!”

A collective gasp rippled through the mages gathered around.

‘Personal guidance from the Tower Master?’

‘Is she insane?!’

‘I’d let the Tower Master stomp on me if it meant I could learn from her!’

The shock wasn’t unwarranted.

Mages were individualists by nature. 

They neither taught nor learned from one another.

And yet, the Tower Master herself was offering to teach this newcomer?

Despite the magnitude of the offer, the woman, Idam, remained steadfast.

“Absolutely not! The name has to be Gun! Just kill me if you want, but I won’t budge!”

Changing a name was akin to changing one’s conviction.

Idam had chosen her name to honor her past life.

She had cast aside her old name and taken

‘Idam’—a blend of her past family name and a tribute to her past resolve.

It even reminded her of the story of Adam and Eve, which she found amusing.

Snap!

“Fine, have it your way!”

Veldora could no longer contain her rage.

Mana swirled around her hand, condensing into sharp, spear-like forms.

“Oh, shit.”

Idam stared blankly at the menacing spears aimed at her, an involuntary gasp escaping her lips.

For all her stubbornness about the name Gun, even she couldn’t help but marvel at the spectacle.

The scene reminded her of an anime she’d once watched—a swarm of spears poised to strike.

Before things could escalate further, other mages rushed in to stop Veldora.

“Tower Master! Murder is absolutely forbidden!”

“Please, calm down! She doesn’t know any better!”

“Hey, rookie! Apologize to the Tower Master right now!”

As the chaos unfolded, Idam nonchalantly dusted herself off and stood up.

“Well, what does it matter? This or that,” she muttered with a sigh, nodding to herself.

Her body might have changed, her name might be different, but her love for super transforming robots remained steadfast.

Deciding to step back for now, Idam added a condition.

“Fine. Bring me a better name, and I’ll accept it.”

The Magic Tower operated on a meritocracy.

Regardless of age, one’s skills determined how far they could rise.

For someone with exceptional talent, even senior mages wouldn’t dare act recklessly—they never knew when a prodigy might surpass them.

And Idam was exactly that kind of prodigy.

By the end of her first day, rumors about her had spread like wildfire.

The most prominent one? 

That she was a pervert.

Her fixation on orc genitalia was impossible to ignore, and naturally, it raised eyebrows.

Some male mages even spent the night straining to hear any strange noises coming from her assigned room.

The next day, however, the rumors changed.

Now, she was hailed as a once-in-a-century genius.

Her mana reserves, concentration, control, regeneration, output, compatibility, and circulation—all broke existing records, not just for the Iron School, but for the entire Magic Tower.

Even her appearance skyrocketed to the top of the unofficial beauty rankings.

Veldora, however, could only sigh as she read Idam’s record.

“If only…”

If He Had No Talent, I Would Have Ignored Him Long Ago.

In the end, with things turning out this way, I had to seriously consider Idam’s demands.

Already, other towers were abuzz with news of Veldora scouting unprecedented geniuses.

“Haah, this is driving me insane,” Veldora muttered as he wrote the notice, letting out a deep sigh.

It was Veldora’s desperate measure to resolve the issue quickly—seeking ideas from other wizards in the Iron School of Magic.

“Well, there’s no choice,” he muttered, drafting a notice while hoping the wizards would bring creative ideas that would appeal to Idam’s peculiar tastes.

What Veldora didn’t know, however, was that rumors tended to snowball, even out of nothing.

Because of yesterday’s carriage incident, a bizarre rumor was already spreading that Veldora had a preference for orc genitalia and enjoyed personal indulgences in a carriage.

***

The Next Day

The Iron Tower was in chaos. The Master of the Tower had announced a competition.

[New Project Naming Contest]

We are collecting names for a key project that will shape the future of the Iron Tower.
Show us the creativity of the Iron School.

Wizards with ideas, please visit the office promptly.


	Veldora Willenium, Master of the Tower



The usual calm and orderly atmosphere had vanished, replaced by a tone of anger in the announcement’s handwriting and content.

Still, the wizards were brimming with excitement as they began brainstorming.

To name something was to leave a mark on history—having one’s idea immortalized in a Tower Master-led project was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity.

This excitement led to a long line forming on the top floor of the Iron Tower.

***

“Magaju. It combines magic and armor,” a young wizard suggested with a grin.

“Magaju? Hmm, that’s not bad…”

“Absolutely dreadful.”

Idam cut Veldora off, waving her hand dismissively.

“Magaju? What’s the difference between that and regular enchanted armor?”

“Next.”

Idam popped a snack into her mouth as she waved the wizard away, leaving the young man trudging out dejectedly.

And so, it continued.

“OraKnight! Or maybe DragonGuard!”

“Too flashy. True style is effortless, not forced.”

“TitanMagmaGuard!”

“That sounds like something out of a children’s cartoon.”

“Neo Armstrong Jet-!”

“Well, the meaning’s similar, I guess. Both sound like phallic references.”

“Evange-xion!”

“That bastard!”

Despite all the discussions, no name managed to satisfy Idam.

***


Time ticked by aimlessly.

“Magx! Or Xinga—what do you think?”

“Hey, you punk. Be honest. Where are you from?”

“What?! What do you mean?!”

“Hah.”

Veldora sighed as she watched Idam playfully grab the young wizard by the collar.

Suddenly, the door burst open with a loud clang!

Even though there was still a wizard inside, a man strode in boldly, wearing a crimson robe distinct from the Iron School.

“I am here to extend an invitation to you, Idam!”

“Chiron!”

Veldora leaped to her feet, shouting in shock at the unexpected visitor.

“How dare you pull this kind of stunt in someone else’s tower! And in front of me!”

“Haha, Veldora. It seems you can’t appreciate such talent, so I’ve come to claim it.”

“There’s something called professional ethics! She’s only been here for two days!”

Chiron, the Master of the Fire Tower, ignored Veldora’s protests as he approached Idam and extended a hand.

“I will grant you anything you desire. With all my heart, I will support you. I understand exactly what you want.”

“Oh?”

“Idam, don’t you dare fall for that!”

Veldora tried to intervene, but Idam was already intrigued by Chiron’s offer.

“Veldora is rigid, like iron. That’s why she can’t comprehend your deeper intentions.”

“Hmm… You do seem to get it.”

***

Idam pondered.


When it came to building transforming robots, the most important thing was a shared vision.

Chiron was, after all, a man.

It was a given he would appreciate the charm of transforming robots.

Idam thought working with him would make things much easier.

“Do not worry. I’ve read your heart. The warm embrace of our Fire School will accept all of you,”

Chiron whispered as he leaned closer.

“Your fixation on such terms stems from distorted notions of intimacy. But I respect it. You don’t need to suppress it. At our Fire Tower, we’ll go to any lengths to satisfy your desires—”

“You son of a bitch!”



 
  Chapter 4: The Thug bastard


There are certain things a man must never forgive.

For example:

“You’re bad at games.”

“What’s so dangerous about this?”

“Scared?”

And other similar remarks.

But among all the insults men might face, there is one that’s not only rare but absolutely unforgivable.

It’s when someone dares to threaten the sanctity of his rear end.

Imagine this:

A guy walks up to you and politely says,

“Excuse me, may I penetrate your rear?”

Could you resist punching him?

If you could, then maybe you’re the type to run rather than fight.

As for Idam, if she had to choose between the two, she was the type to fight.

Her life philosophy was simple. 

When facing a beast, you don’t run. 

You let it all out. 

And she had no plans to break that principle today.

“Idam Punch!”

Smack!

Once again, she stayed true to herself.

Lacking the ability to use magic, her only means of attack was her fist. 

Her thin, frail hand—malnourished from not eating properly—swung hard. 

Her knuckles crashed into Chiron’s face, the impact landing squarely on his cheekbone.

“Urgh!”

The refined nobleman, who had likely never been hit nor hit anyone in his life, staggered back and fell to the ground.

Chiron clutched his face, staring up at Idam in disbelief.

“You barbarian!”

“Barbarian? Coming from the guy who politely announced he’d deflower me?!”

Idam huffed, ready to charge at him again, but—

Clang! 

Clang! 

Clang!

Iron spears shot down from above, binding her limbs.

“Enough!”

Veldora, standing with her hand extended, sighed as she stepped between them.

“Calm down. This is my tower, not a battlefield.”

Veldora, the Tower Master, was clearly irritated by the chaos Idam had caused in the Tower of Iron. 

But one punch had drastically changed the atmosphere.

Chiron, rising to his feet, shouted indignantly,

“Are you joking?! A mere apprentice just struck the face of a Tower Master! Do you think this can be brushed off with a simple punishment?!”

Before Veldora could respond, Idam cut in,

“So what do you want, huh?!”

“What?! You uncivilized brute!”

“Uncivilized? The one who wanted to ‘share’ me with his cronies is calling me uncivilized?”

“I was considering your… preferences!”

“Enough!”

Veldora yelled again, her petite frame belying the sheer volume of her voice.

Both Chiron and Idam fell silent and turned to her, watching as she took a deep breath.

What was there to say?

It was true that Chiron had overstepped by trying to recruit Idam right under Veldora’s nose, but that was more of a moral issue.

On the other hand, Idam punching Chiron’s face outright violated the tower’s rules.

If this wasn’t handled properly, the entire Tower of Iron could face repercussions, and it might even sour relations with the Tower of Fire—a group known for their volatile and aggressive tendencies.

Veldora, still relatively new to her role as a Tower Master, hesitated before muttering,

“Well… technically, she’s not officially part of my tower yet.”

With that, Veldora essentially disowned Idam.

Both Idam and Chiron stared at her, incredulous.

“Wow. What kind of boss are you?”

“…Veldora, this is disgraceful.”

“You personally brought me here, but now you’re okay with me getting tossed around like a toy?”

“A toy—! No! We, the Tower of fire, do not engage in such vulgar practices! If anything, we—”

“I don’t need your fire wands, thanks.”

Crack! 

Crack!

The iron spears restraining Idam began to splinter.

Mana, instinctively responding to her emotions, surged from her body, pushing back against Veldora’s spell.

“W-What?!”

“…!”

The eyes of both Tower Masters widened in shock.

An apprentice who hadn’t even mastered basic spells was overpowering Veldora’s magic purely through the force of her mana.

More astonishingly, Idam wasn’t even consciously controlling it. 

Her mana seemed to act on its own, protecting her.

Veldora’s voice trembled as she declared,

“She’s officially with my tower!”

“Wait, hold on! Veldora, isn’t that a bit contradictory?!”

Chiron protested.

But it was too late.

Idam had already approached Chiron.

“Alright, fine! She’s yours—”

“Hit me.”

“…What?”

“Hit me. Let’s make it even. One punch for one punch. That way, we’re square.”

Chiron froze, speechless.

This… was the behavior of someone in a scholarly tower?

This was no mage—she was a thug.

Idam tilted her head, rubbing it against Chiron’s chest like a street hoodlum.

“Come on! Hit me! You were so eager with your fire wands, but now you can’t throw a punch?”

She stuck out her cheek mockingly, even wagging her tongue.

Chiron turned to Veldora, his voice strained.

“Veldora.”

Moments earlier, he had seen her astonishing natural talent.

“Alright.”

But Chiron, after all that, gave up.

Idam might have been a magical prodigy capable of reshaping the entire tower’s fate, but her personality… was just too much to handle.

“Haha! You got scared! Then get lost, you jerk! There’s no backdoor for you—”

“I can’t believe you actually hit me.”

Lying on the sofa, Idam looked blankly after taking a punch from Chiron.

“Isn’t it normal to just walk away at times like this? What a rough guy.”


“I would’ve hit you too.”

Watching Idam grumble, Veldora let out a sigh of relief.

At least things were resolved peacefully.

They managed to thwart Chiron’s sly plan to snatch Idam away.

Besides, wasn’t it all even now that Idam had slapped Chiron earlier and received one in return?

“Let’s put off the name for now. It doesn’t seem like the one you want will come to mind right away.”

“Sigh, I guess there’s no choice. For now, let’s just call it Project X.”

“Ah, whatever. Do what you want.”

Why did it feel so exhausting?

It wasn’t like they’d used much magic today, yet it felt more tiring than a full day of magic research.

All Veldora wanted was to go home.

Actually, no—she didn’t even want to see Idam’s face for the rest of the day.

“Please, just leave.”

At Veldora’s earnest plea, Idam quickly got up.

After all, what subordinate would refuse when their superior told them to leave for the day?

“I don’t want to.”

But Idam wasn’t about to leave.

“……What did you just say?”

Veldora’s voice, which had been weak from exhaustion, regained its strength.

She could tolerate a lot, but she couldn’t accept a mere apprentice wizard defying the master of the Iron Tower.

“You said I’m not officially part of the Tower yet, didn’t you?”

Idam was a petty man—or rather, a petty woman.

They say large breasts symbolize motherhood and kindness, but for Idam, they were nothing more than cumbersome lumps of fat.

If anything, they were like useless testicles—dangling pointlessly without purpose.

“What was it you said earlier? Not officially part of the Tower yet?”

“……”

“When things get complicated, you cut ties? You’re not iron—you’re brittle as a cookie.”

“A cookie…? I don’t know what that is, but hmm.”

Veldora stood up, extending her hand with a benevolent smile.

“Welcome to the Iron Tower, Idam.”

“You should shake hands, right?”

“My arm’s about to fall off.”

“Sigh.”

In the end, Idam reluctantly shook her hand.

She even tried to assert dominance by squeezing tightly, but—

“Argh! Are you insane?!”

Despite her small frame, Veldora’s grip was absurdly strong, leaving Idam utterly defeated.

“Hmph, hmph.”

Humming, Idam held a lump of iron in her hand. To be precise, it was a lump of iron that, under her touch, transformed into a malleable, clay-like substance.

***

The second night at the Iron Tower.

The Tower itself was like a massive dungeon, with individual rooms prepared for the wizards to live in.

As an apprentice, Idam’s room was in the basement, but the higher one’s rank, the higher their room was located.

Not that Idam cared about the room.

Compared to the abandoned house she had painstakingly repaired in Windmill Village, even this tiny room was a significant upgrade in amenities.

“Hmm.”

The lump of iron had now taken on the shape of a sleek robot.

In the past, she would’ve needed to buy model kits or figures, but now she could create whatever image came to mind using magic, making her self-sufficient.

“This is amazing.”

A pleased smile spread across her face as she imagined hundreds of robots in her mind. 

With enough time and materials, she could make them all. 

Plus, being in the Tower meant a steady supply of raw materials.

She had already made two and placed them on her desk, but she worried she might run out of space soon.

“Maybe I should ask for a bigger room.”

She hadn’t cared much about promotion before, but now it seemed like a good idea.


“Hmph.”

Even late at night, Idam’s bright eyes sparkled.

She had started carving fine details into her latest creation, sitting down to focus when—

Bang!

Bang!

Bang!

Bang!

“Come out, all of you!”

A strange noise echoed from outside.



 
  Chapter 5: First Transforming Robot


The Magic Tower. A gathering place for elites.

Even as the continent was torn into three great nations gnawing at each other, this place alone was called a white haven of safety.

Cut off from the world, they lived like gods in a realm of their own, far removed from the grim realities of war.

But what exactly defined an “elite” in the Magic Tower?

It was none other than talent.

Magic, by its nature, requires a sufficient amount of mana within one’s body.

Just as a person without hands could not wield a sword, those without mana could not use magic.

Thus, a high level of mana was essential, and this was a realm dictated by innate ability from birth.

In short, it wasn’t determined by effort, knowledge, or character.

BANG! 

BANG! 

BANG!

“Get up, all of you!”

Violence was technically forbidden in the Magic Tower.

But could people truly live by the law alone?

Unwritten rules and lifestyle codes existed even here, and given the predominantly male population of the Iron Tower, these rules were enforced with surprising rigor.

Trainee magicians began to emerge from their rooms.

Among them were some who had been here for merely a month and others who had been trainees for as long as ten years.

In this meritocracy, those without ability were naturally weeded out.

Walking down the hallway was an official magician named Backflick McGrian.

A hulking man with a shaved head, he carried what looked like an iron pipe slung over his shoulder.

Surprisingly, that pipe was his staff.

The trainees standing at attention in their rooms seemed accustomed to this sort of situation.

“I heard we have a new trainee. Why hasn’t the newbie greeted their seniors yet?”

Backflick bellowed.

“Norman, step forward.”

“Yes, sir!”

The man called Norman stepped forward—a middle-aged man, unusually old for a trainee.

He had been a trainee magician for ten long years.

“Are you joking? Isn’t it common sense for new magicians to introduce themselves to their seniors?”

The point of these introductions wasn’t just to establish discipline.

New magicians introduced themselves to familiarize others with their faces, while official magicians assessed the newcomers’ abilities.

If a trainee showed promise, they might be recruited into someone’s project.

Thus, these formalities weren’t entirely pointless traditions.

“I did mention it to the new trainee, sir,” Norman said nervously.

“And?”

“They said they weren’t going to bother…”

Backflick’s face twisted.

It was true that the new trainee was the subject of much gossip.

A prodigy of unprecedented talent, reportedly sought after by multiple Tower Masters.

Ordinarily, such a monster would be left alone, with the logic being: Let them rise on their own.

However…

“Who the hell do they think they are?”

Some couldn’t suppress their envy and jealousy, particularly those who fancied themselves elites like the magicians of the Tower.

“Competing with the Tower Master for projects is bad enough, but ignoring the Tower’s rules?
Is this right, Norman? Is it right for someone talented to look down on us like that?!”

‘Coming from the guy swinging a steel pipe and speaking informally to someone five years his senior.’

Still, Norman bowed his head further. 

He needed to stay in the Tower, no matter what.

“Where is she?”

The eyes of the trainee magicians naturally turned to one door.

Everyone else was outside, yet that door remained shut.

Seeing this, Backflick strode over and banged on the door with his pipe.

“Get out here, you damn brat!”

Moments later—

“What’s all this racket at night?”

The door creaked open, and out stepped a woman with hair like a clear blue sky, shimmering with a silvery sheen.

Her loose robe barely clung to her frame, and her sharp, twisted blue eyes seemed to gaze at something far beyond this world.

Her name was Idam.

Her nickname?

The Mad Eye.

“What’s your problem, cue ball?”

Her tongue was as sharp as her gaze.

“You’ve really lost it, haven’t you?”

Backflick grabbed Idam by the arm.

For all her bravado, she was as physically weak as they came, having once lost a grip-strength contest to a child.

“Urgh?!”

With one swift pull, Idam was yanked out of her room, tumbling to the floor and rolling unceremoniously.

CRASH!

She collided with the opposite wall.

Backflick blinked, momentarily taken aback. 

He hadn’t expected her to be so easily dragged out.

“Ah, crap. My chest hurts.”

Idam groaned as she stood, rubbing her chest.

She knew better than anyone how sensitive her body could be when handled roughly.

“…”

All eyes were on her as she massaged her chest with a strange serenity.

Feeling the weight of their stares, she slowly let go of herself.

“Sorry, it’s just… oddly therapeutic. It really lifts your mood when you’re down.”

Who wouldn’t feel better holding a magnificent pair of breasts? 

Idam thought of this as her cheat code, a way to lift her spirits.

“You really are insane,” someone muttered.

“And you knew that before you messed with me, didn’t you?”

Idam didn’t bother denying it.

She had always known that her mindset wasn’t exactly “normal,” even before she got herself into this mess.

“It looks like a military vibe here,” she muttered, nodding to herself.

As someone who had never served, she still confidently added, “I know about the military, though. They say there’s less corruption at the front lines because training is so intense.
But in the rear, where things are more relaxed, that’s where the corruption thrives.”

She pointed around the room with a knowing expression. 

“This is exactly like that. The magic tower is basically a gray zone where there’s nothing to do, so they’re just indulging in nonsense.”

For someone who had no firsthand experience, she hit the nail on the head.

If a veteran had overheard, they might’ve begrudgingly admitted, “Not bad, for someone who never served.”

“You don’t know what advanced barracks culture is, do you, you bastard?” he yelled, despite having no experience with even old-fashioned barracks.

“Ha, I see. You think you can get away with everything because you’ve got talent.”

Backflick, pointing his pipe-shaped staff at Idam, smirked.

“With a personality like yours, if you ever manage to rise to a position of power in this tower… you might just start a war.”

There was a peculiar sense of duty in his voice now. Backflick seemed determined to correct the rookie magician standing before him.

He was even secretly motivated by the inevitable gap that would form between their abilities in the future.

He wanted to defeat Idam now and claim it as a personal achievement before it became impossible.

“Wait a second, senior! Idam has only been here for two days! She doesn’t even know magic yet!”

Norman frantically stepped between them, trying to defuse the situation.

No matter how you looked at it, teaching someone who’d been in the tower for just two days with such a monstrous weapon wasn’t right.

“I’ll do my best to convince her and bring her to apologize properly!”

“Stay out of this, old man, unless you want to die!”

A sigh rippled through the group of trainee magicians.

If only Norman had stayed quiet, maybe this mess could’ve been handled more peacefully.

“Ha, you heard that? It’s justified now,” Backflick muttered, pushing Norman aside and striding toward Idam.

Idam nodded in response.

“Alright, whoever loses here will keep their head down from now on.”

“What the hell are you saying…?”

It was Backflick’s first time encountering a woman who spoke so brashly.

Idam tilted her head mockingly, a sly grin spreading across her face as she observed his flustered reaction.

“What? You scared? Afraid to put your pride on the line, you coward?”

“You’re a woman.”

“Oh, right. I don’t have those.”

She mumbled nonchalantly, as if just remembering.

No matter what the stakes were, the two of them had agreed to accept defeat gracefully.

It wasn’t abuse anymore; it was now like an unofficial duel.

Backflick felt relieved and prepared to swing his staff with a smirk when—

“Come forth! Unicorn! Sarabi! Freedom!”

“…What?”

Idam raised her hand toward the sky, chanting something incomprehensible.

Everyone froze, confused by her antics. 

Her lips moved nonstop, adding to the chaos.

“Bum-ba-bum! Ba-ba-ba-bum! Ba-ra-ram!”

She even started humming her own background music.

As she carried on, the three figurines from her room flew toward her outstretched hand.

“When are robots the coolest? When they combine, of course!” she declared with dramatic flair.

“Here and now, I shall show you a new horizon! Witness it! Tremble before the magnificent creation that will change the world!”

Her over-the-top proclamation was followed by the figurines clumping together.

It wasn’t a graceful combination; it looked more like someone smashing clay figures into one messy lump.

In the end, what emerged was—

“A… hammer?”

No, more accurately, a hammerhead.

“Ah, damn. I made it too big.”

She’d intended to make a hammer, but the proportions were so off that she only managed the head.

“A magnificent creation… is just a hammer?”

“It’s not a hammer! It’s a god!”

Whatever that meant, Backflick decided it wasn’t worth thinking about anymore.

Magic?

Who needed it?

He decided he’d just beat her senseless with his staff and call it a day.

“That’s a great idea.”

But just as he prepared to swing, Idam hugged the hammerhead tightly and extended her hand.

Suddenly, a surge of mana yanked Backflick’s staff away from him.

“What the—?!”

He poured all his strength and mana into resisting, but it was futile.

“Ha!”

The staff fused with the hammerhead, forming an enormous hammer.

“Whoa.”

“This is insane…”

“Did… did senior just lose his staff?”

Though Idam couldn’t use magic, she was adept at manipulating mana.

Years of assembling intricate figurines and models had honed her precision.

“Now then! Are you ready?!”

“Wait! Hold on!”


Backflick, now weaponless, shouted in desperation, but it was too late.

Idam lifted the massive hammer with one hand. Her strength wasn’t sufficient to hold it naturally; instead, she used mana to support its weight.

“My hammer shall—!”

She paused, realizing that a hammer couldn’t exactly pierce the heavens as she’d intended.

“Um… well.”

After a brief moment of thought, she simply roared,

“IT’S A HAMMER!”

CRACK!



 
  Chapter 6: Discipline


After the morning roll call at the tower, Idam was summoned by Veldora. 

As she pointed at the man opposite, Backflick, she shouted out.

“That bastard did it! That bastard’s just pure evil!”

“……”

“He suddenly came up to me, who was innocently making a figurine, and started swinging around this giant club like a crazy person!”

“Backflick?”

Veldora, arms crossed, gave Backflick a suspicious look. 

Backflick, flustered, quickly responded.

“Oh, no! It wasn’t a club!”

“That’s right! It wasn’t much to look at to be a club anyway,” Idam added, deliberately glancing at Backflick’s lower body while clicking her tongue.

Feeling embarrassed, Backflick covered himself with his hands and yelled.

“Wait, hold on! This conversation is taking a weird turn! I—!”

“Enough, Backflick. You’re a big guy, and seeing you do that is just disgusting.”

Veldora clicked his tongue in disdain, his eyes filled with contempt. 

Inside the tower, it was common knowledge that Veldora’s disdain was often seen as a compliment, but hearing it left Backflick feeling like his spirit was crushed.

“Yes, yes…” 

He muttered.

“Don’t worry, I can’t even see it. What are you doing with something so tiny anyway?”

Idam sneered as she scratched her ear.

Backflick, on the verge of swinging his staff and challenging her to a duel, realized the unfortunate truth: His staff had become part of Idam’s massive hammer.

‘She’s not even a woman anymore,’ he thought. 

Though there had been a time when he thought of her as a woman, he now decided she was nothing but a beast.

The gods must have mistakenly poured all of her femininity into her body, leaving her personality and demeanor to be as crude as they were.

“Well, I do allow some degree of disorder in the tower,” Veldora admitted, speaking candidly. “After all, we’re a meritocracy. It’s easier for me to manage things that way.”

“But if it turns to violence, that’s a whole different story. Both Idam and Backflick will face consequences.”

“I was just acting in self-defense,” Idam raised her hand to voice her opinion.

At that, Backflick had nothing to say. After all, it was he who had approached her and struck the first blow before being knocked around.

“I know. But even so, I can’t just let you off the hook. Violence is strictly prohibited in the tower.”

“Are you saying I should just let myself get hit if he strikes first?” Idam retorted.

“That’s just how it is with you. Please, just take the hits. Don’t make this worse.”

“God, this is so unfair.”

In just three days, Veldora, now the tower’s leader, had come to understand Idam’s nature. 

For her, there were typically three options:


	Cause trouble.


	Cause big trouble.


	Cause massive trouble.



This situation could clearly be categorized as the second.

Veldora licked his lips and then spoke to Idam.

“I don’t think the punishment will be too harsh. In fact, it might not even be a punishment at all.”

“So don’t worry about it.”

He waved Backflick away, and once they were alone, Veldora pulled out a piece of candy from his pocket, popped it into his mouth, and got down to business.

“That thing, you know?”

“What thing?”

Idam asked while adjusting her chest.

Veldora looked at her in disbelief and sighed.

“Not that. The project.”

“What project?”

“…You know what I’m talking about.”

“Oh, well, I need you to actually say it for me to understand.”

Idam answered with a sly grin, and Veldora, clearly annoyed, snapped the candy in his mouth as he glared at her.

“The ‘Knight’ project. I spent a lot of time thinking about the name yesterday.”

He cleared his throat and adopted a serious expression, as if preparing for a school presentation.

“Since it’ll be used by knights, at least initially, I decided to call it the ‘Knight Armor.’ What do you think? Sounds pretty good, right?”

His eyes sparkled with anticipation, waiting for a response.

“Didn’t someone say that yesterday?” 

Idam asked nonchalantly.

“……Huh?”

It was a direct case of plagiarism.

In the world where the fastest technologies were created, if someone were to ask where humanity currently stood in terms of technological advancement, everyone’s fingers would point to the tower. 

That place was the epicenter of human knowledge, where intellects gathered day and night to discuss the future.

But the truth is, humans, as they grew smarter, started demanding rights—one of which included a demand for understanding the differences between the genders.

There was even a club dedicated to respecting gender differences, calling themselves the ‘Familism’ group, advocating for living like family and adjusting to each other’s needs.

Their greatest, almost sole achievement, was the creation of separate restrooms for men and women—a small yet monumental victory.

Now, the tower’s inhabitants no longer had to worry about accidentally encountering each other in the bathroom.

Some complained about the disappearance of romantic accidental meetings, but honestly, who really thought bumping into each other while in an awkward situation was romantic?

Humanity’s greatest technological achievement had also solved such problems, leading them to walk into the bathrooms, brooms casually slung over their shoulders.

“Ugh, what is this bathroom cleaning?”

The punishment I received was a week of bathroom cleaning.

By the way, Backflick was banned from participating in any projects for a month, had to wear a magic-using-restriction bracelet, and was given daily punishments, running laps around the Magic Tower.

It felt childish, but thinking it was punishment from Velodra made it somewhat understandable.

After all, isn’t she the one who secretly eats candy from her pocket like a little tower mage?

“Ugh, this is so annoying.”

Grumbling, I started wiping the floor with a mop.

“What’s going on?!”

A male wizard, startled, stepped out of a toilet stall and stared at me.

“This is the men’s bathroom!”

“Hm?”

I gave him a blank look, and after about three seconds, I realized what had happened.

“Oh, right. I’m a woman.”

‘They said the new recruit was crazy, but I didn’t think she’d be this insane.’

No, this wasn’t just crazy—it was like her brain had been split in half.

“No, it’s just that this is the first time I’ve used a men’s bathroom since I came here. I just did it out of habit from old memories.”

“So, what’s the big deal? Cleaning the bathroom is usually the job of the janitors.”

“Finish up your business and get out of here, you jerk!”

My sharp retort made the wizard stare at me in confusion.

However, I was already back to mopping the floor.

“Ugh, look at this yellow stain. Can’t you aim properly?”

“What are you doing, standing there like that? Move your legs!”

Swish, swish, swish, swish.

“What’s this? Did you spit on the floor?”

The wizard, seemingly hypnotized, walked outside.

“Hello, Lord Theodore!”

“Wow, you look amazing today!”

“Lord Theodore, have you heard the rumors? The new recruit is super cute-!”


As I stood in front of the bathroom, blankly staring, other male wizards approached in a group.

Trying to walk past me into the bathroom, Theodore reached out to stop them.

“There’s a beast inside.”

Two days later.

Swish, swish.

The only sound in Velodra’s office was the rustling of paper.

These papers were all letters from the letter box labeled ‘Tell the Tower Master’, a collection of notes Velodra had gathered.

If you were to compare it to the military, these letters were like personal letters.

In book terms, it was the length of about ten pages.

And this was all just in two days, filled entirely with complaints about a certain woman.

One of the letters was read aloud to me, standing with my arms crossed.

“I was using the bathroom when she barged in to clean and it was really uncomfortable.”

“You have to go inside to clean. The Tower Master ordered it.”

“…I thought she would have checked to make sure no one was inside before sending me.”

“When working, you can’t hesitate or you’ll never get started. You just have to dive in.”

That didn’t seem to be the issue here.

“While I was doing my business, she peeked in and muttered, ‘This jerk’s really good at this.'”

“Yeah, I was kind of good at it.”

“She blocked the door with the mop so I couldn’t get in.”


“Well, I had just cleaned and you were about to poop, right?”

“I even melted the lock on the toilet stall so no one could open it.”

“Must be because we’re all wizards. They just break the door and go in like it’s nothing.”

“This one looks like it’s from Backflick. But Backflick can’t use mana right now.”

“Ugh.”

So, how did he manage that?

“Moment of silence.”

I took a brief pause and offered a silent prayer, hoping Backflick had at least had a smooth experience.

Becoming the public enemy and creating harmony between the men’s and women’s bathrooms—I had achieved something.

Finally, Velodra couldn’t hold back any longer.

She stood up and threw the stack of papers at me.

“Hey! The bathroom cleaning! Hah, you couldn’t even do that right, what do you plan to do now?!”

“I’m busy too! My hair’s falling out from making the construction material!”

“Night Armor! We agreed to call it Night Armor!”

“You’re hopeless. And that’s plagiarism…”

“Ahem! Anyway! You can’t start Night Armor yet! I was planning to start working on it with you after your punishment ends, but…”
“I’ve already set the foundation for it.”

“…Huh?”

Velodra was caught off guard.
I grinned, my voice teasing.

“There’s a lot of leftover materials. So, I just put something together for now. Want to see it?”

They hadn’t even given me a separate lab, nor had they taught me any magic.

What could I have possibly made?

The anger faded away, and now Velodra felt an intense curiosity, as a wizard, about what kind of result I might have produced, being left to my own devices.

“Pick up the paper first. Let’s clean up and go.”

“Why did you throw it all over the floor, though?”


Muttering, we both began gathering up the scattered papers.

Then Velodra spotted something on one of the papers and let out a dry chuckle as she crumpled it up.

[Please let I-dam continue cleaning the bathroom. Please, please, I beg you. Every time I go to the bathroom, I get so excited and thrilled. Honestly, I can’t stop thinking about it even in my room, and I keep wondering if she’ll be there when I go again!]

“Ugh…”

Velodra tried to suppress her anger, but,”Check out the handwriting!”

In the end, she couldn’t hold back.



 
  Chapter 7: Cluster


The Iron Tower

Inside the Iron Tower, research labs are assigned based on different projects or designated specifically for high-ranking wizards.

The research lab holds immense significance within the tower, as it means one is either in charge of a specific research project or holds a position of high rank.

Moreover, once a wizard acquires their own lab, the level of support they receive from the tower significantly increases.

They can even recruit other wizards as team members, commanding them like subordinates.

But does this mean that the competition among wizards to acquire a lab is fierce?

Not exactly.

The tower is shaped like a round, circular tube. 

To borrow from Idam’s words, it’s like “an insanely large Pringles can.”

Even with hundreds of wizards present, the tower still has an abundance of labs.

In other words, the fight to get a lab is really a battle against oneself.

It’s not relative evaluation, but absolute evaluation.

Wizards always strive and push forward.

The emotions felt when stepping into one’s own lab for the first time are often shared by many wizards.

The air, the smells, the equipment, the dust…

All these little details.

For a wizard, it’s a monumental moment.

“…How did you open this door?”

Inside such a lab, Veldora furrowed her brow as she watched Idam, who had opened the door without permission.

The lab should have been locked so that no one could open it freely—so how did Idam manage to do so?

“What’s the big deal?”

Idam, grinning mischievously, tossed her sky-blue hair and stepped inside.

Sigh.

Veldora let out a long sigh and followed her in.

The lab itself held symbolic meaning, so it would be expected that even if it was unlocked, one wouldn’t just walk in.

Veldora made a mental note to further strengthen the lab’s security.

Inside, there was a human-sized model standing alone.

It was made of a dark, muted color, resembling a monstrous humanoid creature.

“What is this…?”

“What else? It’s a frame. Not what we’re going to make—that, but the frame for the knight armor.”

“Frame?”

In other words, it was the skeletal structure of the entire knight armor, or the basic framework.
Veldora’s brow furrowed again.

“Why does armor need a frame? Armor is something you wear. This looks like it’s already in the shape of a person.”

There’s supposed to be a knight inside it, but the frame looks like it’s meant for the knight already.

Even if armor were added to it, it would just be a model.

In response, Idam tapped the chest of the frame and answered,

“Right here.”

“Huh?”

“Here. This is where you’ll sit.”

She pointed to a cockpit-like space, the heart of the structure.

As Idam smiled mischievously, Veldora stood there, utterly dumbfounded.

How in the world would a knight fit into that tiny space?

“And then you pilot it. It’s gonna be amazing, right? I can almost see it moving already. Well, it can’t move, but still.”

Even amid Idam’s crude banter, Veldora’s mind was racing.

She still couldn’t wrap her head around what was happening.

“Armor is something you wear. What do you mean by piloting?”

“Huh? No, no one wears it. Do you think this thing has a knight that’s 18 meters tall?”

“E-eight… eighteen?!”

“Yeah, it’s a big one, right? Eighteen meters.”

What is she talking about?

Knight armor is something a knight wears!

Veldora thought Idam was trying to build some giant, colossal monster, but that wasn’t the case!

“Idam, wait. Hold on! We’re making armor for knights, not some misunderstanding like this!”

The misunderstanding began the moment Veldora saw Idam’s figurine.

A figurine the size of a palm had sparked a huge difference in their perspectives.

Cognitive bias, Gestalt effect, perhaps?

Veldora had assumed it was armor, while Idam firmly believed that any construction must involve a giant robot.

The misunderstanding between them was as deep as the cleavage of Idam’s model.

Idam’s sharp, intense gaze and the faint smile at the corner of her lips—a look of madness that only geniuses possess—led Veldora to urgently declare,

“Absolutely not.”

“Goddamn it.”

Muttering curses, Idam stomped back to her underground dormitory.

Other passing wizards merely took notice but didn’t say anything.

They knew better than to interfere; once Idam was provoked, it was like pressing a detonator with no warm-up.

“Fucking hell, short little brat. Maybe her chest is too small, that’s why her dreams are small too.”

Flinch.

The passing wizard quickly decided to forget what he just heard.

There was only one person in the tower who could be called a short little brat.

BANG!

Idam slammed the door open, grabbed the hammer leaning in the corner of her small room, and immediately began working.

It was a hammer fused with a staff, but it was now her tool.

Though the staff was said to be expensive, Idam began melting the metal to create something new.

“This is going to be amazing.”

And so, a new, imposing figurine began to take shape.

This time, it wasn’t a small one, but a robot-sized model that reached about waist-high.

An hour later, Idam’s hammer had transformed it into a smooth, polished figure.

“I’ll call it… Abaddon.”

This was a new creation, not like the previous one.

The towering horns and dark, metallic gray hues made it look like an antagonist.

It had the feel of a rival machine for a protagonist or a final boss in an animated series.

It was a creation from Idam’s heart, and surprisingly, it didn’t look bad at all.

“Ah, I want to paint it too.”

Since it was made of iron, the color wasn’t ideal.

Idam folded her arms, resting her chin on her hand as she stared at it, deep in thought about how she could paint it.

[What are you going to use this for?]

Veldora’s voice echoed back in her mind.

‘This thing’s gonna be amazing! If the Tower Master sees this—’

[Where do you plan to use a weapon that’s eighteen meters tall?]

‘Well, we’re in the middle of a war. If I sell this—!’

[You could make something much more efficient.]

‘Efficiency only, huh?’

[Where are you going to use this?]

“Where are you going to use this?”

“This can even transform later!”

“Where are you going to use it?”

“You damn bitch.”

Without holding back, the words of abuse flowed from Veldora, who had previously punished Idam with magic.

Overpowered both in skill and logic, Idam, huffing with frustration, turned away and began to focus on her figurines and scribbling.

The reason for her frustration was simple—she couldn’t come up with an answer to the question either.

If all one wanted was to exist as they were, why bother making something that moves?

Wouldn’t a figurine suffice?

“Sigh.”

Idam, still fuming, was making tiny adjustments to the Abaddon she had just created.

Knock knock.

“Idam, young master?”

“Who is it?”

A knock sounded from outside the room.

“It’s me, Norman.”

“Who is Norman? Say your name.”

“……Norman is my name.”

“So what?”

“Well then? You’re just going to open the door and walk in?”

In a foul mood, Idam glared at the middle-aged man who had entered without hesitation.

A man in his forties, Norman had spent ten years as an apprentice magician in the Magic Tower.

His hair was thinning to the point of baldness, and despite his age being the oldest among the apprentices, he had no talent.

His only notable role was as the head of the apprentice magicians, relying on experience more than skill.

“Idam, young master, I’m here to give you a warning,” Norman sighed.

“Be careful with how you speak about the Tower Master. If you act like that, the other apprentices will have a hard time too.”

“You know the seniors are watching you, don’t you?”

“Old man, forget that and just take a look at this.”

“Sigh.”

At Idam’s dismissive remark, Norman sighed once more and turned his gaze to the figurine Idam had just created.

“Don’t you feel it when you look at this? Your heart races? Isn’t it just so… so exciting that you might even feel like your chest is going to burst out like mine?”

“Stop making toys.”

“Toys? Did you just call this a toy? How dare you call Abaddon a toy? Do you want to die?”

“Abaddon?”

At that moment, Norman’s eyes widened, and he suddenly reached out, creating a magical barrier with his mana.

The barrier was far too complex and perfect for an unskilled apprentice magician to produce, both powerful and incredibly subtle.

“Ha, hahaha! Hahahaha!”

“What are you breaking?”

Already irritated, Idam asked, leaning on one leg, her mind racing to understand the situation.

Norman’s eyes shifted into something entirely different, a deep intensity now in them as he nodded.

“I see now. You were one of us.”

“Huh?”

“You were a part of the Syndicate!”

In this world, magicians were a kind of power.

Their combat strength was comparable to an army’s, so nations had agreed not to use them in wars.

The Magic Tower, a place where magicians gathered to live in comfort, could also be seen as a kind of prison—a place that confined, monitored, and oppressed them.

A magician born with the talent of mana had no freedom outside of the Tower, for those outside were always targets of the Tower’s cleansing efforts.

And the Syndicate, a secretive resistance group against the Tower.

They were rumored to worship demons or to be involved with dark forces, but no one really knew the full truth.

Norman, however, was a spy planted by the Syndicate within the Tower.

“To shape Abaddon… Hahaha! Looks like you haven’t been properly trained! The gods must never be depicted like this!”

“But it’s fine! It’s fine! I can’t believe someone like you was with the Syndicate! Amazing!”

As Idam listened to the words, a strange feeling washed over her.

The dots were starting to connect.

This ridiculous coincidence…

Was it fate?

The words of Veldora echoed in her mind.

“Where are you going to use this?”

A smirk spread across Idam’s face.

‘If there’s no use for it.’

‘Then just make one!’

Heroes are born in chaotic times.

“Shit! That’s it! Abaddon! Abaddon worship! Praise be to Abaddon!”

Suddenly, Idam burst into excitement, leaving Norman stunned and confused.

“Abaddon! Oh! King of Kings! Burn all these evil scum from the Tower to the ground!”

“Old man, what are you doing? Not worshiping?”


“Cough, Idam. It seems you don’t understand. In the Syndicate, rank is very important.”

“All the rude words you’ve said? You should kneel and apologize. And that figurine of Abaddon? Smash it.”

“Sorry, damn.”

“Ah, so you apologize now?”

“That’s not an apology!”

At this point, Idam decided it was time to use her secret weapon.

Since changing from a man to a woman, nothing had ever felt as convenient as this.

“Shut up, asshole. Don’t touch me, I’m sensitive today.”

Norman sniffled and closed his mouth.



 
  Chapter 8: Towards Progress


“Ah, ahem. My apologies. I failed to be considerate toward a lady.”

“Yeah, I knew you wouldn’t be considerate toward women. That’s why you’ve been stuck here for ten years.”

Norman felt offended, but no sharp retort came to mind.

“Have you ever dated a woman? No, right? I figured as much.”

“Ahem, I am a mage who has devoted himself to the Celestial Stream. I have never even entertained such thoughts—”

“It’s because you’re bald. At least wear a wig.”

“Are you mocking me? I assure you, if I had more hair, I would be quite—”

“Yeah, sure. Keep telling yourself that.”

Norman cleared his throat and was about to reminisce about his youth when he was rudely cut off.

“Enough with the nonsense. Don’t try to change the subject. Have you already forgotten what we were talking about?”

“Wait a moment, weren’t you the one who changed the subject in the first place?!”

“Are you really going to act like this in front of Abaddon? Shouldn’t we be worshiping and devoting ourselves to our great lord instead?”

Idam gestured dramatically toward Abaddon’s effigy. 

Norman sighed and nodded, having spent the past few days with Idam and gaining some understanding of what kind of person she was.

‘Is this one of the side effects of serving the gods?’

The entities worshipped by the Celestial Stream were known to be beyond human comprehension. 

Many who devoted themselves too deeply often became unstable, even fanatical, engaging in bizarre acts. 

The Celestial Stream, however, viewed such behavior as a display of true faith and hailed it as the pinnacle of devotion.

“Ooooh! Worship! Worship Abaddon!”

Norman rubbed his temples. 

Unlike the dignified believers he had encountered before, Idam was reckless and fanatical. 

Yet, despite her eccentricities, he had chosen to trust her.

Because, really, how could that behavior be considered normal?

“Ahem. First of all, we need to dispose of that idol of Abaddon. Even as a devout follower, you should know that creating a likeness of him is forbidden.”

“Then what does Abaddon look like?”

“Hmph, a mind that is eager but lacks the accompanying wisdom.”

Idam almost cursed at him but held back. 

She praised herself for her incredible self-restraint.

“No one has ever laid eyes on Abaddon, so how could I possibly describe his form? However, it is said that his hands are vast enough to grasp the clouds.”

“…So, at least 18 meters tall, then?”

“That’s… an oddly specific measurement.”

Norman was taken aback but nodded when he saw the way Idam’s eyes sparkled with innocent admiration. 

Like a child in awe, she was genuinely enamored with Abaddon.

“Yes, surely, he possesses a truly massive form. With each step, he would shake the world.”

“Khh! The Great-baddon!”

“The… what?”

“Nothing. Anyway, when is Abaddon supposed to arrive? He should hurry up already.”

After all, she needed a reason to complete her 18-meter-tall knight armor.

Norman chuckled and placed a reassuring hand on her shoulder. 

“Patience. Everything must be prepared in sequence. We must ready the path for Abaddon’s arrival.”

“Just wait, and I will guide you.”

Even as he comforted her, Idam let out a frustrated huff, already contemplating her next steps.

***

The Iron Tower. 

The Knight Armor Project.

It was supposed to revolutionize knight armor, as declared by Veldora.

However, within a few days, the project had mysteriously stalled. 

Rumors of Idam’s talent spread across other towers, but all mention of the Knight Armor Project had vanished.

Now, inside the research chamber of the Tower Master, Veldora and Idam sat across from each other, discussing the issue.

“So, after all that effort, it’s just… oversized knight armor?”

“Well, the design is revolutionary. And design is important,” Veldora admitted.

“But the more we focused on the design, the less practical it became. Ugh, maybe I got too caught up in it. I’m starting to feel grounded in reality again.”

Veldora grumbled as Idam crossed her arms. He wasn’t wrong.

In the end, she decided to abandon the idea of an 18-meter Knight Armor and instead focus on improving standard knight armor.

Starting small before scaling up wasn’t a bad idea.

To make something big, she needed support, and to get support, she needed results.

And she knew exactly what was causing the problem.

“The iron is garbage.”

The Iron Tower’s iron was better than what a village blacksmith would use to forge hoes and sickles, but that wasn’t saying much.

Iron in this era was full of impurities, inconsistent in strength and durability, and overall, incredibly weak. 

Processing techniques depended largely on blacksmiths’ muscle power and hammers or crude mana-forged steel, which crumbled far too easily.

“We need to manufacture new iron from scratch.”

For once, her ever-watchful, manic eyes settled into calm determination. 

Idam murmured to herself as Veldora sighed beside her.

“We’re always struggling with iron quality. There’s an entire team dedicated to it.”

“But they haven’t solved it yet, have they?” 

Idam shot back before marching outside.

“Where are you going?”

“To see them. Talking to them directly will be faster.”

For once, Idam’s seriousness caught Veldora off guard, but he followed her as she headed toward Theodore’s research chamber.

***

Theodore. The first victim of Idam’s infamous bathroom disaster.

The Iron Tower had official mages in charge of special tasks, and Theodore was one of them.

His title? 

The Tower Guardian.

Among the Iron Tower’s warriors, he ranked in the top three.

The moment Idam stepped inside, murmurs erupted.

“Oh, great. The lunatic is here.”

“Why is she here?”


“Even the Tower Master is with her…”

Despite Veldora’s presence, the researchers focused more on Idam, a sign of how notorious she had become.

“The Tower Master graces us with her presence.”

Theodore, a blond-haired, handsome man, bowed politely, and the other mages followed suit.

Veldora, however, responded awkwardly. “Uh, yeah. Sure.”

Usually, Idam would have made a sarcastic remark like “Nice manners” or “Take it easy”, but today, she was uncharacteristically serious.

She scanned the room before speaking.

“You’re still using bog iron, huh?”

Her casual tone and lack of formal speech had long become the norm.

Theodore sighed. 

“Yeah, we mainly use bog iron.”

As she expected.

Even in a world with magic, their technology was still medieval.

Bog iron was abundant and easy to access but full of impurities and low in actual iron content.

“Switch to magnetite or hematite. Those have way more iron.”

Theodore glanced at Veldora, who merely crossed her arms and observed.

For now, he was treating Idam as an equal mage.

The debate began.

“Magnetite and hematite are difficult to process and even harder to mine. Bog iron is accessible and easy to refine.”

“Which is why the iron you use is garbage. We need to rebuild everything from scratch. First, we’ll construct a dedicated blast furnace for the Iron Tower.”

“…A blast furnace?”

“What else are we supposed to do with all that unused land?”

Theodore opened his mouth to argue, but Idam raised a hand to cut him off.

“Save your objections. Listen to my plan first, then tell me what’s impossible.”

Theodore shot another glance at Veldora.

‘Is this really the same lunatic who trashed the bathrooms?’

Veldora, too, was surprised by Idam’s seriousness.

‘For a mere apprentice mage… she sure acts like she knows everything.’

‘She’s arrogant. Beautiful, but arrogant.’

‘Why does the Tower Master tolerate her?’

Though the mages grumbled, neither Theodore nor Veldora stopped her, so they reluctantly listened.

“We need coal, iron ore, and limestone. We’re going to purify the iron and make it stronger than ever.”

“First, we’ll smelt the ore into ingots, just like you do now. But we’ll also compress coal into lumps.”

A mage scoffed. “Why coal?”

“To keep the fire burning?”

Idam’s eyes glowed ominously.

“You absolute moron. Don’t you know that to turn iron ore into steel, you need carbon from coal to strip away the oxygen? Think, you dumbass.”

The room fell silent.

Veldora smirked.

‘Now this… this is interesting.’

“What did you just say?”

The wizards looked bewildered, but Veldora and Theodore’s eyes gleamed with interest.

“You can just use charcoal!”

“Charcoal is more efficient.”

The wizards tried to argue, but Idam pointed a finger at them and shouted.

“Bullshit. Charcoal isn’t easy to mass-produce. We’re using a blast furnace anyway, so there’s no need to use charcoal. If you heat coal into lumps at high temperatures, it turns into ‘coke’—a material with fewer impurities that can withstand extreme heat. So shut your mouths and wait until I’m finished before you object.”

“Now, let’s talk about iron ore lumps. These are called sintered ore. If you heat sintered ore and coke together at over 1200 degrees, you get molten iron.”

At some point, Theodoree had silently brought over a chalkboard. 

Holding a piece of chalk, Idam scribbled furiously, explaining like a seasoned lecturer.

“After about five to six hours, we move on to the steelmaking process. To remove impurities from the molten iron, we introduce oxygen alongside the limestone I mentioned earlier.”

Most of the wizards were already lost halfway through.

No, in fact, aside from Theodoree and Veldora, probably no one understood anything.

‘Damn, she’s got a huge chest.’

‘Whoa, look at that bounce.’

‘Did she skip cleaning duty again?’

‘Now that I really look at her, she is pretty…’

“This process filters out impurities with the limestone. By repeatedly cooling and solidifying the molten iron, we can create high-purity steel exclusive to our Magic Tower.”

When Idam’s lecture ended, everyone had blank expressions. 

Many hadn’t even realized it had ended.

“All right, tell me what part of what I said is impossible.”

She wasn’t asking if it was feasible—she wanted them to find what was impossible.

Instead of figuring things out step by step, she laid out the entire process first, then picked out any impractical elements one by one.

Veldora spoke first.

“If we follow your plan, the blast furnace itself will have to be massive. But we don’t have the resources to build something that big.”

“Well, if we really need to, we can tear down part of the Magic Tower to make it.”

“…If we improve the quality of iron, it won’t just be about making knight armor. The entire Iron Tower will evolve to another level.”

It was exactly as she said.

If the Iron Tower learned to refine iron in a new way, it would spark a revolutionary change.

“Let’s say we do build the furnace,” Theodoree raised his hand, questioning. 

“How are we supposed to generate heat of 1200 degrees?”

“We have fire wizards in the Fire Tower.”

“…”

“Just make them do it.”

It wasn’t entirely wrong, so no one could argue.

“Then what about the air? You said oxygen is needed to remove impurities—”

“We have wind wizards in the Wind Tower.”

“…”

“Just make them do it.”

At some point, Idam’s pupils gleamed ominously. 

She wasn’t looking at the wizards as people—she saw them as tools. 

There was an undeniable madness in her gaze.

And the back-and-forth continued in the same manner.

Wouldn’t this be impossible?

– We have wizards.

This part seems too difficult.

– We have wizards.

This is way too complicated.

– We have wizards.

‘She’s treating us like disposable pawns…’

‘Are wizards just some kind of fuel to her?!’

‘Please, don’t let this plan go through. If it does, we’re all dead.’

With a bright smile, Idam turned to Veldora.

Her eyes, glimmering with manic excitement, already held the answer.

“Let’s go! To a new era! A world led by the Iron Tower!”

Veldora’s mouth went dry.

Once this started, it couldn’t be stopped.

And worse—she wasn’t even sure if it was possible.

It was all just theory.

Yet, somehow.

For some reason.

‘Why… why does she act like she’s certain this will succeed?’

Feeling uneasy, Veldora asked one final question.

“How… how do you even know all this?”

At that, Idam grinned widely.

“Because I chased a dream—a dream so ridiculous, I believed in it with all my heart.”

A dream?

She didn’t understand what she meant.

But wizards were meant to challenge the unknown.

Wizards existed to push boundaries.

If this actually worked—

The Iron Tower wouldn’t just advance; it would be completely revolutionized.

It would be like a person who had only ever walked suddenly learning to fly.

“From this moment on—”

As Idam spoke, Veldora realized something terrifying.

Maybe… just maybe…

‘This could actually work.’

“The Iron Tower. All projects—halt.”

With a determined expression, Veldora clenched her small fists and made her declaration.

“We’re moving forward. Towards progress.”

A slow, eerie smile spread across Idam’s face.

Her crazed, shining eyes gleamed brighter than ever.

At that moment—


She no longer saw wizards as humans.

She saw them as tools.

The world was about to change.

And beneath that change—

Would be the sweat, tears, and blood of countless wizards.



 
  Chapter 9: Introduce


A massive undertaking, initiated under the command of the Tower Master, Veldora.

The scale of the project was staggering, shaking the very foundation of the Iron Tower. 

Naturally, murmurs and complaints spread among the mages. 

However, when they realized that Idam’s proposed method could produce high-purity steel free of impurities, they had no choice but to comply. 

After all, such a breakthrough would revolutionize their magic and research.

Of course, Idam’s true goal was much simpler—creating Knight Armor.

To some, it sounded as absurd as plowing a field just to grow rice for a single meal. 

But Idam was the kind of person who wouldn’t even start unless they were prepared to go all the way.

***

Two Weeks Later.

A blueprint for a colossal blast furnace, drafted under Idam’s lead, was finally complete.

The sheer amount of work and materials required was staggering. 

Many balked at the ridiculous demands. 

However, Idam had a solution—one that involved integrating the furnace with the Iron Tower itself.

“Let’s install the blast furnace against the outer wall of the tower.”

A proposal as insane as it was efficient.

Doing so would drastically reduce material costs, as the tower itself would serve as part of the structure.

“That would turn the entire tower into an oven,” objected Theo, the Tower Guardian.

Idam, undeterred, countered with a smirk.

“So what? We can afford to lose a section of the tower. It’s mostly research labs anyway.”

A bold statement.

To the mages, those empty research labs were sacred spaces—places they dreamed of one day occupying. 

Suggesting they be sacrificed for a steel refinery was outright blasphemy.

And yet, Idam’s plan was approved.

The mages’ greed for high-quality steel won out over their attachment to unused laboratories.

They thought they’d be the ones wielding this superior material.

Idam decided to let them keep believing that.

***

“71,000!”

“Aaaaagh!”

“Haaaap!”

The Iron Tower was filled daily with groans and wails.

Steel had to be melted, transported, shaped, and assembled.

Back in Idam’s previous life, all of this would have been standardized into efficient production processes. 

But here, with no such systems in place…

“Throw everything into it! Burn through every last drop of mana!”

The mages became mere fuel.

Every ounce of mana they had was drained and used.

When they finally collapsed, exhausted and empty, Idam would approach, placing a gentle hand on their shoulders.

A rush of energy would surge through them.

“Recharge complete. I filled you up nicely.”

‘Monster.’

‘Just how much mana does she have?’

‘She’s insane.’

Idam possessed an overwhelming, seemingly infinite pool of mana.

At first, some mages tried to resist her relentless exploitation.

But once they witnessed her mana reserves, far surpassing even the Tower’s most seasoned mages, they fell in line.

She was only an apprentice mage, yet she worked directly under the Tower Master.

Rumors were already spreading—Idam was destined to be the next Tower Master.

***

While the Iron Tower echoed with the sounds of labor, Idam and Veldora departed for another destination—the Tower of Fire.

Unlike the Iron Tower, the Fire Tower glowed with a dim red light, radiating heat.

Just before they entered, Veldora turned to Idam with a stern expression.

“Repeat after me.”

Idam frowned.

“I will not cause trouble.”

“…I will not cause trouble.”

“I will not pick fights.”

“…I will not pick fights.”

“If I make a mistake, I will apologize.”

“Hurry up. We’re not going in until you say it. You have no idea how much trouble you caused last time when you punched Chiron.”

Idam sighed.

“If I make a mistake, I will apologize.”

Veldora grinned, satisfied.

Back at the Iron Tower, as the Tower Master, she could cover for most of Idam’s antics.

But here, in another Tower Master’s domain, any misstep could spiral into disaster.

And Idam?

She’d been in the Iron Tower for just over a month, yet no one dared to challenge her anymore.

To the mages of the Iron Tower, Idam was like a beautiful pile of dung.

Pretty on the outside, but so troublesome that everyone steered clear.

If her looks weren’t so striking, her behavior would have made her twice as intimidating.

Right now, she was essentially forcing mages into hard labor, running the place like a factory.

***

As they stepped inside, the mages of the Fire Tower took notice.

Seeing Veldora, they whispered among themselves.

“He’s not our Tower Master, so we don’t need to show respect,” one muttered.

Veldora didn’t mind. 

She expected it.

But then—

“Is that her?”

“Holy crap.”

“The crazy woman who punched Chiron?”


“What did you just say?”

Three seconds.

That’s how long it took for Idam to storm forward, heading straight for the one who spoke.

“Wait, what?”

The Fire Tower mages were caught off guard.

Normally, when people gossip in a crowd, the target doesn’t just charge in headfirst.

But normal logic didn’t apply to Idam.

Numbers? 

Rank? 

Hierarchy? 

None of it meant anything to her.

“Say that again,” she growled, eyes blazing. 

“Go on. Repeat it. I’m here now.”

Veldora groaned.

“We literally just talked about this!”

But Idam was already squaring up, staring the mage down.

She was practically a thug.

If not for her stunning appearance, the atmosphere would have been even more menacing.

“You promised,” Veldora reminded her. 

“If you make a mistake, you’ll apologize.”

Idam didn’t back down.

“Yeah, I did. So?” 

She turned to the mage. 

“Apologize.”

The Fire Tower mage clenched his jaw, insulted.

Everyone knew Fire Tower mages were hotheaded.

And now, their home was being invaded.

“You crazy bitch!”

“How dare you act like this in our tower?!”

“We’ll burn you to a crisp!”

Several mages lunged forward.

And in that instant—

“You lot are really pushing it!”

The voice wasn’t Idam’s.

A sharp, furious shout.

Veldora’s.

And with it, dozens of iron spears materialized in the air, surrounding the Fire Tower mages.

Idam smirked.

She had always found this magic fascinating—the ability to mimic iron with mana.

As long as the caster controlled the mana, the weapons remained.

But the moment their concentration wavered, they would vanish.

It was stronger than real steel, yet fleeting.

“Listen up,” Veldora growled, hands buried in her robe pockets.

“Just because I showed some restraint, you thought you could walk all over me?”

Her stature was small, often leading to underestimation.

But Veldora was still a Tower Master.

And that meant—he was not someone to be trifled with.

At first, a few murmurs were tolerable. 

But beyond that, it became difficult to endure.

“This may be your Magic Tower, but I am still the Tower Master. And this here is Idam, my chosen aide. To insult Idam is the same as insulting me. Or are you too thick-headed to grasp that concept?”

Veldora’s sharp rebuke echoed through the chamber.

A smirk curled Idam’s lips as she tilted her head mockingly.

“Be grateful this ended before my iron fist started crying out for justice, you blockheads.”

Her bony fist didn’t exactly seem intimidating, but there was an undeniable confidence in the way she raised it.

Perhaps that was what pricked their pride.

Idam shifted into a stance—a boxing stance. 

Something she had barely learned in her past life, just three months of training, yet here she was, putting it to use.

“Look, like this. Just like this. Get into position and—one-two!”

As she assumed the stance, pressing her arms together, her elbow brushed against her own chest—her unexpectedly plump chest. 

Her expression twisted in annoyance.

“The hell? This is seriously irritating.”

The Fire Tower mages were completely dumbfounded at this point.

She had stormed in, throwing a fit. 

Then she started throwing punches at the air. 

And now? 

Now she was squeezing her own chest in frustration.

To be honest, it was kind of… suggestive.

Enough so that the irritation boiling in the male mages had cooled down a bit, replaced by sheer bewilderment.

And then—

“What’s going on here, Veldora?”

Descending the stairs was a man with crimson hair.

Chiron, the Fire Tower Master, greeted them in a calm voice. 

But the moment he laid eyes on Idam, his brow furrowed deeply, followed by a long sigh.

***

Chiron’s office was surprisingly tidy. Unlike Veldora, who often left behind crumbs and scattered snacks, Chiron maintained a level of cleanliness that put his counterpart to shame.

The space carried a subtle warmth, the scent of flames lingering in the air, creating an oddly cozy atmosphere.

If Idam were to be honest, this place felt less like an office and more like a sauna. 

It would be much better suited for relaxation than work.

“Ugh, it’s hot as hell,” Idam grumbled, fanning himself. 

Her current body was way more sensitive to heat than before.

Veldora chuckled. 

“Still holding a grudge because I dropped by unannounced last time?”

Chiron exhaled sharply. 

“So this is revenge?”

“A little of that. But mostly, this is urgent. We need to talk.”

“Hm?”

“Let’s not beat around the bush—I need ultra-high-temperature flames.”

Chiron’s brows arched. 

“Ultra-high temperature? What exactly—”

“1,500°C.”

Before Veldora could elaborate, Idam casually cut in, still surveying the office with her hands behind her back.

“What? That’s impossible, even for us,” Chiron scoffed.

“Then make it possible,” Idam shot back, grinning. 

“Isn’t magic all about pushing boundaries?”

Chiron’s gaze darkened as he glared at Idam in irritation.

“At that level of heat, just being near it would suffocate you. The instant you touch it, you wouldn’t just burn—you’d disintegrate into ash. And the caster? They’d die, without question. Are you asking me to invent a suicide spell?”

“Did I say anything about burning people alive? Did I say to conjure flames from thin air?” 

Idam’s eyes gleamed. 

“We’ll create the right environment for it.”

Chiron met Idam’s stare head-on. 

And in that moment, he understood.

He finally understood why Veldora was letting this newly appointed mage run wild.

While others hesitated, this one charged forward.

It wasn’t confidence—it was recklessness. 

No, a better word for it would be… madness.

“Mages exist to challenge the impossible.”

Idam’s grin widened.

And the worst part?

She was absolutely right.

***

“Think about it, Chiron.”

Chiron pinched the bridge of his nose, already exhausted by the conversation.

But before he could respond—

“Ugh, this room is so dull. Here, a gift.”

“Don’t you dare leave anything weird—!”

Thud.

Before Chiron could protest further, Veldora and Idam were already out the door.

Chiron exhaled a long, weary sigh.

‘1,500°C flames…’

This wasn’t just some reckless experiment.

This was a challenge.

A test of the very limits of the Fire Tower itself.

Chiron was a mage through and through. 

And a mage was someone who sought knowledge, who explored the unknown, who pushed forward.

If they succeeded—

He would become the single most powerful fire mage on the continent.

And the best part?

The Iron Tower had even offered a forge as the testing site.

‘But if we proceed, most of the Tower’s resources will be funneled into this…’

As Chiron weighed the possibilities, his eyes fell on the so-called “gift” Idam had left behind.

“A knight’s armor…?”

A small model, barely bigger than his palm, shaped like a suit of armor.

It was strangely intricate, oddly detailed.

“Why the hell would she leave this here?”

With a frown, he picked it up, intending to toss it aside.

But—

Click.

“…Hm?”

Something moved.

The arm.

It moved.

“This isn’t just a model?”

Now that he looked closely, he could see it—tiny, precise components assembled together, forming joints, allowing movement.

It wasn’t smooth, but it was functional.

A child’s plaything? 

No.

This was the work of a meticulous, skilled mage.

“A genius, huh? This is… impressive.”

Chiron toyed with the miniature armor, lifting one arm, adjusting its stance.

And somehow, in this pose—with a draped cape fluttering behind it—

It looked… dignified.

Powerful.

Commanding.

A strange sensation stirred within his chest.


Chiron was a man of fire—burning, passionate, fierce.

And yet, something about this tiny, unassuming piece of craftsmanship set a spark within him.

“…It’s cool.”

He wouldn’t deny it.

He’d been hooked.




 
  Chapter 10: Super Heat Flame Magic


Rumors had been spreading across the other magic towers that the Iron Tower and the Fire Tower had been moving busily of late.

However, this wasn’t particularly strange.

What were the magic towers, after all?

They were sanctuaries, untouched by the political tides of the continent. 

Lands of peace, not because they sought harmony, but because their overwhelming power deterred any who might challenge them. 

A single magician from any of the towers, given a flick of their fingers, could take two or three lives without breaking a sweat. 

Human weapons in the guise of scholars.

Ironically, such power made life boring.

Like a certain bald hero in a comic who had grown too strong to find any thrill.

With duels between magicians strictly forbidden, the only thing left for them to do was research—endless, monotonous research.

“A large-scale project?”

“Is this the first one since Veldora became the Tower Master?”

“The Fire lot just completed Eternal Link, and they’re already at it again.”

At first, everyone assumed it was just another research endeavor, nothing out of the ordinary.

But as time passed, peculiar signs emerged.

The Iron Tower had gone as far as altering the structure of their tower itself.

Meanwhile, the Fire Tower was seeing magicians collapse daily from mana shock or exhaustion.

Something was definitely happening.

A foreboding sense of change began creeping into the minds of magicians from other towers.

***

“Haha… ha.”

Veldora, the Tower Master of the Iron Tower, let out a hollow laugh.

Her once-youthful face, free of wrinkles, had lost its glow. 

Dark circles hung heavily beneath her eyes.

“I can’t believe we actually built it.”

They had halted all other projects, dedicating themselves solely to the creation of a massive smelting furnace.

And now, the results stood before them.

A colossal furnace, its grandeur evident even from the outside, had been integrated into the Iron Tower’s outer walls. 

Inside, a vast array of tools and mechanisms had been arranged for optimal functionality. 

Every aspect of its design had been fine-tuned for efficiency, ensuring that the project’s success would be nothing short of revolutionary.

“Shit, I think I’m going to cry.”

“It’s finally over.”

“We spent two whole months on this?”

“This was insane.”

The magicians of the Iron Tower had worked tirelessly, pouring their mana into the project, collapsing from exhaustion only to replenish themselves and resume work. 

The headaches, the sleepless nights—it had been grueling.

But as they stood there, gazing upon their completed masterpiece, the pride they felt was immeasurable.

Not only that, but in the process, their techniques for handling iron had advanced exponentially.

“Never again.”

“If they tell us to do this again, I swear I’ll transfer to another tower.”

“Are the Fire Tower folks done yet? They’ve been screaming every day.”

It had been a once-in-a-lifetime experience—one they hoped would never repeat.

***

Veldora exhaled deeply, her lips curling into a satisfied smile.

Soon, the Arc Mage, the one who oversaw all magic towers, would convene a meeting.

Had she merely proposed the construction of a furnace, the conservative Arc Mage would likely have dismissed it as a waste of time on architecture rather than magic. 

As a newly appointed Tower Master, she would have faced even more scrutiny for her lack of achievements.

But now, she had a completed structure.

And not just any structure—a monumental one.

For the first time, she had something meaningful to present at the meeting. 

The changes this project would bring were nothing short of revolutionary.

Veldora was already excited at the thought of taking control of the discussion, eager to showcase the vitality of youth to the aging wizards stuck in their ways.

As her heart raced with anticipation, a group of robed figures approached hesitantly.

***

“Ahem.”

Magicians clad in red robes stepped forward, their expressions grim.

It seemed they had come upon hearing news of the completed furnace.

At their forefront stood Chiron, the Tower Master of the Fire Tower, his face unusually dark.

“Don’t,” Veldora said preemptively, as if already bracing for bad news.

“Veldora…” Chiron began.

“I said don’t.”

“I have something to—”

“I said, don’t! Hey! Where’s Idam? Idaaam! Where the hell is she when we need her the most?”

At Veldora’s cry, the Iron Tower magicians scrambled to locate Idam.

Because a wild card is always the most reliable ally.

“Idam! Idaaam!”

“Where’s our precious piece of trash?!”

“Just curse her! Idam’s an orc-lover!”

Amidst the frantic shouts, a voice suddenly cut through the chaos.

“Oi. M—”

Idam emerged from within the colossal furnace, her face smeared with soot. 

With a wave of her hand, a gust of mana-infused wind swept away the grime clinging to her.

Several magicians blinked in shock.

‘Has she improved that much?’

‘It’s only been three months, hasn’t it?’

‘What the hell? Cleanse is a pretty high-level spell.’

Ignoring the gawking magicians, Idam scowled.

“Alright, who was it? Who the fuck called me an orc-dick lover? I told you—I love humans!”

Close enough.

Though no one dared to say it aloud, the thought was unanimous.

Those who had challenged Idam before—six in total—had all ended up brawling with her. 


For the record, Idam had lost every single time.

Not because she lacked magic prowess, but because she had the physical endurance of wet paper. 

Even Veldora could knock her out in a fight.

A woman built for magic, yet cursed with fragile fists.

That was Idam’s personal assessment of herself.

Regardless, she was the Iron Tower’s strongest ally and most effective wrecking ball.

Veldora, momentarily shedding the dignity of a Tower Master, immediately pointed at the Fire magicians.

“Idam! These guys apparently have something to say! I haven’t heard it yet! I haven’t heard anything!”

“Eh? Something to say?” 

Idam crossed her arms, her gaze sharp.

Though shorter than Chiron, the Fire Tower Master suddenly felt as though he were being loomed over.

“Well, the thing is—”

“I swear, if the words ‘we failed the ultra-high temperature flame spell’ come out of your mouth, we’re about to witness a magic war unlike anything in history.”

“We don’t talk things out here. Iron magicians don’t carry staffs. We carry swords and spears.”

“Damn right!”

“That’s right! Take our blades instead!”

“Don’t you dare speak of failure!”

“What is failure to a magician? It doesn’t exist!”

…Was this some kind of revolutionary army?

Chiron cast a bewildered glance at the gathered mages. 

The moment he admitted their failure, he feared they might actually pounce on him.

But still—

There was no use in hiding the truth.

“We failed.”

“W-what? What did you just say? I didn’t quite catch that. Did he just say what I think he said?”

“I have no idea.”

Veldora played along, feigning ignorance, and Chiron turned to her with the look of a man betrayed.

“Fail…ure? Is that even a word in this world?”

‘I swear to God, I want to punch him.’

Watching Idam turn around and question the mages with genuine confusion was enough to make everyone’s blood boil. 

But in the end, they had no right to argue—because they really had failed.

“Failure? What’s that? Some kind of new spell?”

“Oh! Maybe ‘Failure’ is the name of this ultra-high-temperature fire magic!”

“Oh! It does have a nice ring to it!”

As the iron mages egged Idam on in perfect sync, the fire mages started getting visibly annoyed.

They were hot-blooded by nature, and now they were on the verge of snapping.

Right before they could lunge forward in anger—

Idam shot them a piercing glare.

“Hey! Failure for a mage means defeat! You get that?!”

‘And what does this brat, who’s only been here three months, think she knows?’

But as infuriating as it was, they couldn’t exactly refute her words.

“We told you before we started—this was a mission you absolutely had to succeed in. That’s why we funneled every bit of support we could your way!”

A forge is nothing without fire.

What was the point of crafting the shell if they had nothing to burn inside it?

“You goddamn bastards! ‘We can’t do it’ isn’t an option anymore! If you don’t get your asses back there and make it work, I swear I’ll throw every last one of you into the furnace as fuel!”

Idam was on a roll.

Idam was the best.

Our lunatic was unstoppable!

For the first time, the iron mages were genuinely relieved that Idam was here.

She was already notorious as a madwoman in every other tower, so her rampage no longer surprised them.

When a person barks, it’s weird.

When a dog barks, it’s normal.

Idam was a dog.

A ferocious, roaring hound.

“You kept whining about not having the proper place to study high-temperature magic! Well, just study inside the damn furnace!”

Her voice carried the unmistakable intent to actually throw them in there.

But Chiron, his face dark, answered quietly.

“We couldn’t even get close to the target of 1,500°C. We didn’t even reach 1,200°C.”

Steel melts at 1,538°C.

Only by achieving that could they take their first step toward producing high-quality metal.

But if they weren’t even approaching 1,500°C?

That was a serious problem.

In a normal smithy, the heat generated with charcoal barely reached 1,000°C at best.

Even hitting 1,200°C was impressive.

But it wasn’t enough.

Not for what Idam needed.

“Damn it… I have no excuse. We’ll take responsibility—”

“IDAM PUNCH!”

SMACK!

Idam’s fist met Chiron’s face.

A deep sigh followed.

She lay sprawled inside the massive furnace—the very space where an ultra-high-temperature flame should have been roaring.

No fire meant no steel.

They had built an enormous, durable forge that could withstand extreme heat.

And yet, all they could do now was sit and twiddle their thumbs.

‘Should I just learn fire magic myself?’

‘…No. That would take too long.’

If anything, it would be easier to dance around half-naked and jiggle until they got it right.

“Ugh! This is absolute bullshit!”

Frustration weighed down on her.

She thought about sculpting a figurine to calm her nerves, but even that felt like it would only remind her of their failures.

After all, all of this—

Everything she was doing—

Was ultimately for the sake of building a true weapon of legend.

“…Screw it. I’ll go beat them up some more—”

Just as Idam rose to her feet, grumbling, someone entered the furnace chamber.

A man with thinning hair.

The eternal apprentice mage.

But in truth—

A spy.

Norman.

Right now, her mood was so foul that if he so much as breathed the wrong way, she might just rip out the last few strands of hair he had left.

“…I know.”

“How the hell do you know I—wait, no, that’s not the point.”

Norman cleared his throat awkwardly before inching closer.

“I find this unfortunate. Nebula has quite the interest in your grand forge project.”

“The hell are you—”

Idam had been ready to cuss him out, but then—

She remembered their previous conversation.

Back then, she had bluffed that the forge was meant to provide high-quality steel to Nebula.

It wasn’t exactly a lie.

She needed Nebula to summon a transcendent being—a force capable of rivaling the greatest weapon of all time.

“…Oh. Right. Yeah.”

She nodded in realization.

Norman smirked, rubbing his hands together.

“I believe I can help.”

“…Help?”


“Yes! Among those we serve in Nebula, there is one known as the Black Sun.”

“Would you care to join me in meeting his followers?”

Norman grinned.

Idam smirked right back, jerking her chin.

“Lead the way, cue ball.”



 
  Chapter 11: Black Sun Astraziel


In the media of the previous world, there were countless figures with the epithet “Black Sun.”

A so-called second name.

A moniker.

To an ordinary person, it might have seemed meaningless.

But to those deeply immersed in anime or comics, such a name had an irresistible allure.

And naturally, Idam belonged to the latter group.

“Black Sun, huh… that’s insane.”

Just how powerful would someone with that title have to be?

“C-Could you slow down a little?”

Lost in thought, Idam had unconsciously quickened her pace in anticipation.

“Do you even know where we’re going?”

“…Right.”

She came to a sudden stop.

Now that she thought about it, something felt off.

Mages weren’t supposed to leave the Mage Tower.

Then where exactly was this meeting taking place?

Did the tower have that many spies lurking within?

If that were the case, her trust in the institution was about to plummet drastically.

“Hrmm. This way,” Norman beckoned, leading the way.

At first, Idam wasn’t sure where they were heading.

But soon, she realized—they were descending to the underground levels of the Iron Tower.

It was a place usually designated as dormitories for apprentice mages.

As she followed Norman deeper into the dimly lit corridors, she shoved her hands into her pockets and casually warned him.

“If you ask me to ‘do it once,’ I’ll kill you.”

“…What?”

“A month ago, some bastard dragged me down here, got on his knees, and begged for a turn.”

“…That won’t happen, so don’t worry.”

“Just saying, that guy’s impotent now.”

Norman, who had been walking ahead as if ignoring her, finally broke his silence.

“What the hell did you do to him?”

“He tried to force me. So I ripped it off.”

“…….”

“You think I’m joking?”

“Hrmm! L-Let’s keep moving.”

Norman hastened his steps, mentally vowing never to let his gaze linger on Idam’s chest for more than two seconds.

He had no idea how such a huge incident had been covered up.

Most likely, the victim had chosen to conceal it.

Idam wasn’t the type to brag about such things, after all.

Eventually, they arrived at the deepest section—an unused room.

Since the Mage Tower was vast, even the underground levels had plenty of unoccupied spaces.

This was one of them.

[Room 111]

“This is the place.”

“Hm.”

Idam stepped in without hesitation.

At first glance, the room was unremarkable.

But Norman, instead of stopping, walked past her and approached one of the walls, pressing his palm against it.

Suddenly, a black magic circle shimmered into existence.

“Oh?”

“This will take you there. It’s a passageway connected to an external location. After observing you for three months, I’m certain—you are one of us.”

“Why?”

Idam frowned.

She hadn’t done anything particularly extraordinary.

When she tilted her head in confusion, Norman responded with a gentle smile.

“When I described your condition to the others, they all agreed—it’s clear that you serve the Evil God. Apparently, when people become too devoted, they start to change like that.”

A surge of irritation rushed through Idam.

So, her usual behavior made her resemble a fanatical cultist?

“Thanks for the insight, Baldy.”

“…Why do you call me that?”

Norman looked like he wanted to argue, but Idam ignored him and stepped into the magic circle.

The scene before her shifted—

It was a sight she had only ever seen in video games.

A vast ceiling. Stalactites dripping water, their droplets falling with rhythmic precision—like the tense background music before a boss fight.

Torches lined up in neat rows, casting flickering light upon the darkness.

And at the heart of this artificially constructed cave, an altar stood.

It looked like a place where sacrifices were offered. 

As if the moment one was made, a colossal boss would materialize.

However, something about the altar irked her.

“That thing is absolute trash.”

Right at the center sat… 

What looked like a giant jar.

No—upon closer inspection, it was a statue.

A broad, heavyset figure, reminiscent of an ancient fertility goddess, was seated upon the altar.

“So… they bow to that thing?”

Did the men here actually get aroused looking at that?

Idam began to wonder if this place was actually a haven for fetishists with a thing for… well, that.

“You’ve arrived.”

A voice called out.

A man stood before the altar, waiting for them.

His presence carried an energy that was far too dense to be mana.

It made Idam instinctively furrow her brows.

He was the exact opposite of her.

While she was enveloped in a pure, blue mana, his was black.

His long, black hair was tied back in a ponytail, and his features were strikingly handsome.

The kind of man who lured women into cults.

“Miss Idam, this is Bishop Karmile, a servant of Astraziel, the Black Sun.”

“I’ve heard much about you. I am Bishop Karmile.”

“Yeah, I’m Idam.”


Situations like this were all about establishing dominance.

When Karmile extended his hand for a handshake, Idam ignored it and simply nodded.

Karmile exchanged glances with Norman and let out a laugh.

“Hah. Just as I heard.”

“You badmouthed me, didn’t you?”

“What? No!”

“Don’t lie. I bet you couldn’t even explain me without talking shit.”

“…….”

So she knew.

Norman was momentarily surprised.

“So, is this the guy who can help with high-temperature flame magic?”

“I can assist. I possess one of Astraziel’s sacred relics. With it, you’ll be able to reach the temperatures you require.”

“Oh?”

Well, of course.

The name Black Sun wasn’t just for show.

Idam exhaled sharply through her nose, waving her hands impatiently.

“Where? Where is it? Can we use it now? We’re in a hurry.”

Right now, Veldora was sprawled out in the Fire Tower Master’s research lab, staging a sit-in.

It was only a matter of time before the heat in there made things unbearable. 

The Fire Tower was already hot as hell.

“It is possible. However…”

Karmile smiled slyly.

“I can’t simply lend it to you for free.”

Idam’s eyes narrowed in suspicion.

“Spit it out. No physical labor.”

“Oh, come now. Don’t lump us in with such vulgar people. It’s nothing serious. Just a simple test.”

If Karmile were an animal, he would be a deer.

People often thought of deer as pure, innocent creatures.

But this one…

His antlers had grown rough and jagged, as if he had spent his whole life hiding in the forest, waiting for the perfect moment to strike.

Something about him felt off.

But still—

“I said I’d help.”

“What is it? What do you need me to do?”

“Could you go and pray for a moment? We need to confirm one last time whether you are truly one of our people… And we also need permission from Astraziel.”

“Praying here lets you talk to the gods or something?”

“Only for special people. Very special people.”

“Hmm.”

Idam strode forward and stood before the altar. 

She wondered if kneeling was necessary, but as soon as she closed her eyes—

“Ah, shit—”

A sharp shock rippled through her brain. 

Her vision blurred, and she felt himself tipping backward, her consciousness slipping away.

Thud!

That sound—was that him collapsing?

When Idam opened her eyes again, she was floating.

[What is it?]

Oh?

The voice didn’t come from her mouth but resonated inside her head.

Fascinated by the strange sensation, she tried saying a few more words, but then—a massive figure appeared before him.

If she had to compare its size, it was like looking up at a towering mage’s tower.

A curvaceous woman of overwhelming proportions gazed down at him.

She looked exactly like the statue she had seen earlier.

Not to be dramatic, but if she started rolling on the ground, she’d probably keep going until she looped back to the same spot.

Because, you know, the world is round.

[Wha—damn.]

[My name is Astraziel, the one you call the Black Sun.]

The woman introduced herself as Astraziel and continued to look down at her.

[You, who possess immense mana and the talent to rule the world—are you prepared to walk with us?]

[Walk with you?]

[Your extraordinary talents are acknowledged even among the gods.]

[We offer you a chance to lead our forces and conquer the continent.]

[Bow your head.]

[Wait a second.]

Without realizing it, Idam slipped into a polite tone. 

But let’s be real—anyone would start using honorifics when faced with a woman the size of a mage’s tower.

[You’re aiming to summon the Dark God, right? If you do, will you look like… this?]

This was an important question for Idam.

What was the point of crafting an incredibly badass knight armor if his opponent was just… a ridiculously voluptuous auntie?

It would look like a damn joke.

To make it worse, she didn’t even have hair.

[We are not bound by form.]

[But you do have a form right now.]

Now that she thought about it, Norman had mentioned that divine figures shouldn’t just be given random forms.

[We take the shape that faith and belief dictate.]

[Ah, so basically, because people keep praying in front of that statue, you just… took that form?]

[Indeed.]

So that was why the statue existed. 

Astraziel’s worshippers must have spent years bowing in front of it, shaping her form over time.

[Serve us, and we shall grant you power.]

Idam didn’t think for long.

[Gimme.]

After all, creating knight armor required the ability to wield extreme heat magic. 

And besides—divine power? 

That sounded cool as hell.

[You are now our servant. Prepare the path for our arrival.]

Darkness consumed her vision.

And then—

“Huff! Huff!”

Idam gasped for air as she shot upright, glancing around.

Norman and Karmile stood over her, looking equally shocked.

“Ugh, my head—”

As she rubbed her temples, Idam noticed something new on her arm—a strange tattoo.

It extended all the way up to her cheek, radiating a searing heat.

When she furrowed her brows, the tattoo slowly faded away.

“Oh, damn.”

It was sick.

She felt like Sas—no, never mind.

As she processed what had just happened, Karmile suddenly rushed toward him, eyes wide with awe.

“You have received a divine power! Astraziel has acknowledged you! You truly are one of our people!”

“Whoa! This is incredible! I’ve never seen someone gain power from a single prayer!”

Even Norman was making a fuss beside him.

“And to receive such a strong blessing… You could even take the position of bishop—”

“A divine revelation has been granted.”

Idam casually raised her hand.

On her fingertips was a small replica of the massive woman’s statue.

“Tear this ugly thing down. The goddess wants her true form to be honored.”

“W-What?! Y-You actually saw Astraziel?!”

When Idam nodded, Karmile began trembling, tears spilling from his eyes.

“Ooooooh! Ooooooooh! Oh, great and mighty one! You, you—!”

“Enough with the dramatics. Gather everyone. We’re rebuilding it.”

Rolling up her sleeves, Idam marched toward the statue.

There was no way in hell she was letting her epic knight armor fight a sluggish, overweight goddess.

‘I don’t care if the gods allow it—I sure as hell won’t.’

‘You’re done, Astraziel.’

‘Today’s your makeover day.’

***

Idam wiped the sweat from her forehead and looked up at her masterpiece.

“Now this is what I’m talking about.”

Astraziel’s worshippers gathered around, jaws dropping.

“T-Truly divine!”


“So this is the true form of Astraziel?! My heart is overwhelmed!”

“Aaaaaah! Praise be to your merciful grace!”

As the dark god’s worshippers practically wept with joy, Idam wiped her nose and smirked.

‘Damn, this is cool.’

Maybe it was time to switch sides.




 
  Chapter 12: Exchange Day


“Take care on your way!”

“You’ve worked hard!”

“Next bishop! Fighting!”

“She’s a saint! Literally a saint!”

“Ohhh! The Saint!”

As people around her bowed deeply, Idam casually waved her hand.

There were more of them than she had expected.

Not all were magicians; some seemed like regular believers.

Considering this was a teleportation spell, these people must have come from outside.

‘Not that it matters.’

She wasn’t particularly interested anyway.

“Keep serving faithfully. Pray diligently.”

Only then would Astraziel’s image transform from that of a frazzled old lady into something much cooler—like an awesome robot.

“Yes! Understood!”

“Take care!”

“The Saint is the best!”

At last, the bishop, Kamail, approached. 

He bowed low and extended his hand. 

Resting in his palm was a rosary, its black beads glistening like the symbol of a dark sun.

“This is an incredibly precious artifact. I would be honored if you accepted it, Saint.”

‘So I’ve been confirmed as a saint now, huh?’

Just a moment ago, they were asking her to take on the role of bishop. 

Now, they’d smoothly upgraded her to saint status.

Idam didn’t bother refusing.

The mana emanating from the rosary was intriguing, and keeping it close would likely intensify the manifestation of her power.

“Alright. Let’s do well together.”

“Yes! Absolutely!”

Her confident tone made it seem as if she were the CEO of a company. 

The members of the Sacred Order only groveled even more in response.

With that, Idam activated the magic circle and returned to [Room 111] with Norman.

***

“Ahem, Miss Idam, you are quite…”

“Miss Idam? You think we’re friends?”

“People change when they go into the bathroom and when they come out, but shit, do you really think we’re on equal footing?”

“Uh… S-Saint?”

“Yeah. From now on, address me properly unless you want to get smacked.”

Norman had been acting high and mighty just because he had seniority in the Sacred Order, and it had been getting on Idam’s nerves for a while.

Now, she finally had the perfect excuse to put him in his place.

Though Norman seemed dissatisfied, he had no real argument to counter her. 

Instead, he slightly bowed and asked cautiously,

“S-Saint… What is your plan now? Will you use your power to create fire?”

“That was the idea.”

A black tattoo stretched from her right arm to her cheek, surfacing once more.

At the tip of her fingers, a dark flame flickered. 

She controlled it, but it wasn’t truly hers. 

Unlike regular magic, she was merely borrowing it.

That meant it could unleash power beyond her own limits.

The problem was that divine power stood out too much.

“This fire’s black. They’ll figure it out immediately. If they find out I’m from the Sacred Order, I’m screwed.”

“…That’s true.”

“And yet, you suggested this to me? Baldy, get down and headbutt the floor.”

“…Excuse me?”

Norman blinked blankly.

Idam scowled.

“Oh? You didn’t hear me? Should I step back into that teleportation circle and tell everyone you disrespected me?”

“N-No! Of course not!”

Without hesitation, Norman slammed his forehead onto the ground.

Considering how little hair he had left, it was a nerve-wracking sight.

Idam let out a deep sigh as she looked down at him.

“Do you think just matching the temperature is enough? It needs to be natural. Haaah. Give me a minute. I need to think.”

She sat on Norman’s back, crossing her legs.

Norman trembled. 

He wanted to punch her. 

He really did.

But that was no longer an option.

‘Damn woman.’

Clenching his teeth, he swore to himself that one day, he’d get revenge.

And yet—

The feeling of a person sitting on his back…

‘Haaah…’

It had been a long time since he had experienced human contact.

Strangely, that alone made it slightly more bearable.

***

“I have nothing to say.”

Chiron, the Tower Master of Fire, stood sweating in front of the massive furnace.

Behind him, the other fire magicians lined up in a row.

They had come because Idam had summoned them.

Even Veldora had come along, though that was only because she had been lying in protest inside Chiron’s research lab.

Disheveled and groggy, Veldora trudged up to Idam.

“What the hell, Idam? I was putting up a fight, and now you’re ruining the mood.”

“The Tower Master could strip naked in there, and these idiots still wouldn’t be able to make a proper flame. The most they’d achieve is heating up his junk.”

Chiron looked deeply aggrieved, but Idam didn’t wait for him to respond. 

Instead, she gestured for them to follow her into the furnace chamber.

This was where the fire needed to be lit.

“Wait… Are we actually getting locked in here?”

“Ugh, why did I agree to this project?”

“…I hate this.”

“We really tried, you know? We barely slept, working on this every day.”


Behind her, the fire magicians muttered complaints.

They knew they had failed. 

But wasn’t this treatment a bit too harsh?

Idam swallowed the urge to burn them all on the spot and simply motioned toward the massive pile of charcoal stacked taller than a man.

“Just do it.”

“…Miss Idam, I’m sorry, but—”

“I said do it. Look, I get that you failed. But that doesn’t mean we should just let this go to waste.”

“We need to use it. Get the furnace running. Otherwise, what’s the point?”

“…That’s true.”

Chiron nodded.

Failure was failure. 

But it was still better to produce some flames than none at all.

About thirty minutes later, the fire magicians stumbled out, exhausted.

Sweat poured down their faces. 

Their shoulders sagged.

Behind them, the furnace glowed faintly. 

Smoke curled from the vents, rising into the sky.

But no one was happy.

“Damn it, the temperature…”

“…Ugh.”

“What can we even do with this?”

Outside, the metal magicians sighed as they checked the temperature gauge.

No matter what they did, the heat refused to rise above 1,100°C.

But then—

“Oh?!”

“What the hell?!”

Suddenly, the temperature gauge spiked.

The needle trembled, climbing higher and higher—

1,600°C.

Even the Tower Masters’ eyes widened in shock.

They had no idea what was happening.

Meanwhile, Idam strolled outside, brushing off her hands.

“Ah, shit. Burned my robe.”

Clicking her tongue, she glanced at the temperature gauge—then smirked.

“Oh, hell yeah.”

Veldora muttered beside her.

Idam ignored her.

Instead, she looked at the baffled mages and shrugged.

“You know, I figured the Fire Tower dumbasses wouldn’t account for the environment.”

Chiron stared blankly.

Of course, they had calculated everything.

The heat. 

The structure. 

The airflow. 

The type of coal. 

The temperature needed to smelt the metal.

They had accounted for everything.

Then what had gone wrong?

Chiron’s confusion deepened—

“Long live the Saint! Long live the Saint!”

And cheers erupted.

As Veldora raised both hands and began cheering, the other magicians followed suit, shouting and jumping excitedly.

“Hooray! The Tower of Fire is the best!”

“I believed in you all!”

“You fools! Why were you apologizing when you pulled it off?!”

“You just wanted to make a dramatic announcement, huh? You idiots!”

Watching the iron magicians and fire magicians embracing and celebrating, Chiron finally closed his mouth.

It felt unsettling.

Unsettling, but he decided to let it go.

After all, they had succeeded.

Success was what mattered in the end, and magic didn’t always unfold strictly according to calculated formulas.

“Hey, good job.”

Idam, the one leading the uproar, grinned and extended his hand.

Chiron, staring blankly at it for a moment, nodded and grasped it.

“Yeah.”

A wave of relief washed over him.

If they had to return the support received from the Iron Tower, the Tower of Fire wouldn’t be able to propose any new projects for months.

That would have effectively excluded them from the upcoming “Day of Exchange” in a few months.

But now, instead of being left out, their position had only grown stronger.

Chiron decided to take it as a good thing.

‘Heh. Yeah.’

Idam suppressed the smirk forming on her lips.

How could she use her authority naturally?

As she pondered, she realized something.

‘Wait, why am I even worrying about this?’

The ones casting the magic were the fire magicians.

Once the fire was lit, she didn’t need to check it with her own eyes.

All she had to do was keep shoving charcoal and mana into the input slot.

And if they got caught?

Who cared?

The fire magicians were the ones who started the fire in the first place.

“Ahaha! Thanks, Chiron!”

“…Hmm, yeah.”

As Idam clapped him on the shoulder with a bright smile, Chiron awkwardly nodded, feeling slightly embarrassed.

Once they had everything set up, producing high-purity iron proceeded rapidly.

Solving the hardest part of the process meant that most of the remaining problems could be resolved simply by overworking the magicians.

Of course, the magicians were all in despair, screaming in exhaustion.

But as long as the results were good, wasn’t that all that mattered?

‘King Sejong became a great ruler by working his retainers to the bone too.’

The only difference here was that there were no citizens to govern.

One might ask, then, what was the point of grinding down magicians?

Idam wouldn’t bother answering.

With refined iron being produced smoothly, the Iron Tower was in high spirits.

During such a time, the Tower Lord, Veldora, summoned Idam to his office.

Naturally, since Idam had been practically living beside the massive blast furnace, her face was smudged with soot as she entered the room.

“Ugh, what is it now?!”

Irritated at being dragged away from work, Idam snapped at him.

Veldora, who had been reviewing documents, grinned as she approached.

“Idam, the Day of Exchange is in two months. It’s time to start preparing.”

“The Day of Exchange?”

Not immediately understanding, Idam frowned.

Veldora gave a brief explanation.

“For about three months, all nations will observe a ceasefire. During that time, each tower sends delegations to share technological advancements.”

“Hmm?”

“Each nation forms an alliance with one of the towers. That means out of the seven magic towers, we have to be in the top three.”

“If we form an alliance, that means… they’ll provide resources?”

Idam’s soot-covered mind instantly snapped into clarity. His sharp gaze gleamed with realization.

Veldora, pleased with his quick understanding, snapped his fingers with a grin.


“Exactly! Resources don’t just fall from the sky, even for a magic tower. But if we secure an alliance, we’ll get way more support than we do now—!”

“Which means I can build my—!”

“…Knight Armor, Idam.”

Veldora corrected him, but his words fell on deaf ears.

Idam’s sharp eyes were already brimming with schemes, calculating just how much she could squeeze out of those fools.



 
  Chapter 13: Mad Dog


A day when the three warring nations ceased their battles to engage in a historic exchange with the Magic Tower.

Many called it a time of peace, a crucial period where new technologies and innovations were introduced through interactions with the Tower.

However.

For the administrators of the three nations and the mages of the Magic Tower, the Day of Exchange was anything but peaceful.

If anything, it was merely a pause—a deep breath before plunging back into war. 

A period of gritted teeth and clenched fists, a time to prepare, to seize advantages, and to extract whatever support they could from the Tower.

In truth, the outcome of the war often hinged on how much preparation was done during this time and what kind of aid could be secured.

With only two months left until the Day of Exchange, Veldora, the Master of the Iron Tower, sat in a grand meeting among the Tower Lords, accompanied by the Archmage.

Her posture was poised, her confidence soaring—after all, she had rewritten the very paradigm of the Iron Tower.

She had devised a new method of refining iron, elevating all iron-based magic to an entirely new level. 

Moreover, she had spearheaded the construction of a massive furnace, proving that iron magic could now be far more useful in construction and production than ever before.

At the round table where the Tower Lords were gathered, Veldora exuded an air of confidence that irritated the others.

“Hmph, your shoulders are practically touching the ceiling, Veldora.”

“She’s already short, but she’s puffing up so much that she might actually reach it.”

“Ha!”

The Wind Tower Lord and the Earth Tower Lord sneered at her, but Veldora merely smirked.

She had learned from Idam that nothing infuriated people more than a well-placed smile.

Simply resting her chin on her hand and staring at them mockingly was enough to counter their provocation effortlessly.

“Tch.”

“Hah, look at her acting all relaxed.”

Seeing Veldora cross her legs nonchalantly, the two who had tried to provoke her fell silent.

After all, the Magic Tower was a meritocracy.

Everything depended on results, and today, in this meeting, no one had achieved more than the Iron Tower.

Even the Fire Tower, which had done well, owed much of its progress to the support of the Iron Tower.

“Are you all really this uninterested?”

At that moment, the Water Tower Lord sighed as he returned to his seat after finishing his report to the Archmage.

He had been diligently presenting his findings, only for the other Tower Lords to ignore him in favor of bickering.

But there was no time for complaints.

The Archmage, an elderly man with deep wrinkles and a long white beard, exhaled heavily.

“Reduce the effectiveness of the healing salve.”

A collective silence fell over the room.

The Archmage continued, his voice calm but firm.

“If wounds heal this quickly, the supply of frontline troops will become too efficient. It will disrupt the balance of the war.”

“…Understood.”

“Remember this well. Magic that interferes too greatly with the battlefield must not be used. We are merely providing tools, nothing more.”

It was absurd.

Magic was forbidden in direct warfare, but magic tools were allowed.

And so, as the Day of Exchange approached, the Towers became engrossed in not how to cast magic, but how to imbue it into artifacts.

Veldora rested her chin on her hand, scoffing internally at the Archmage’s words.

This system was flawed, and everyone here knew it.

But reality was often unreasonable and filled with contradictions.

Magic and magic tools.

A ridiculous distinction, but one that dictated their world.

***

At the Iron Tower’s forge, Idam was on the verge of losing her temper.

Standing before her were mages from the Fire Tower, making demands with smug expressions.

“Hah! Try saying that again, you bastards! Want a taste of iron magic?!”

The Fire mages didn’t back down, standing firm with a sense of self-righteousness.

“Look, we created the magic in the first place. It’s only fair that we should be able to use it, right?”

“Your furnaces are running 24/7. Would it kill you to share some of the steel with us?”

“We’re not asking for everything! Just ten percent! Honestly, without our flames, you’d be nothing.”

Sweat dripped down Idam’s brow as she gritted her teeth.

It was already hot as hell inside the forge, and now these idiots were pushing their luck?

Her right hand twitched, nearly summoning her infamous Black Sun of Destruction, but she held herself back.

Instead, she snatched up a steel ingot, pointing it at them like a weapon.

“And how exactly is this yours? Just because you lit a fire, it all belongs to you?!”

She scoffed, shaking her head in disgust.

“If you’re that desperate, go back to your own damn tower and make your own.”

Behind her, the other Iron Tower mages chuckled.

“Man, it’s nice having Idam around. We don’t even have to argue anymore.”

“She yells at us all the time, but at least she yells at everyone else too.”

“Let’s just stick with her. It’s safer that way.”

While Idam was a menace, she was also a shield.

Her temper made daily life a bit rough, but there was no denying how valuable she was.

Especially among the male mages, who, despite working in the sweltering forge, found Idam’s presence strangely motivating.

There was something about the way she moved—her sweat-drenched form and unyielding attitude—that drove them to work harder.

“Ugh, shit. It’s hot as hell, and now these idiots are making it worse.”

Idam wiped the sweat from her neck with a towel, dragging it casually down between her collarbones.

The Fire mages, caught staring, quickly averted their gazes.

“What the fuck are you looking at, you perverted bastards? Never seen sweat before?”

“……”

“Try growing a pair of tits yourselves. Then you’ll understand. Trust me, balls getting sweaty is nothing compared to this.”

The Fire mages looked deeply disturbed, as if questioning their own existence.

‘What the hell is she even saying?’

‘Is she implying she used to be a guy or something?’

‘There’s no way. The gods must have just made a mistake with her gender.’

Despite their obvious frustration, they didn’t give up.

They had come prepared.

“Enough games. We’re here to talk with someone in charge. A real mage.”


Idam froze.

“Oh?”

“You’re just an apprentice, aren’t you? No authority, no rank. We don’t take orders from someone like you.”

A vein twitched in her temple.

“Hah!”

“If you’re not qualified, then get someone who is.”

The Fire mages smirked, believing they had won the argument.

Unfortunately for them…

They had just poked the worst possible bear.

With a sigh, Idam gave a small nod.

“This is the grade of iron, you son of a bitch!”

She snatched the steel ingot once more and swung it high, aiming to crack open the bastard’s skull.

“Idam!”

A voice cut through the air, urgent and commanding.

Theodore, the Tower Guardian of the Iron Tower, rushed in, grabbing her arm just in time.

“If you hit him with that, he’ll die!”

“He won’t die! I’m not that strong!”

“Idam, enough! Last time, you knocked two people out because they weren’t doing their jobs properly! One of them still can’t even talk properly!”

“A dog only learns after getting beaten! Those mutts need a good thrashing!”

“Everyone! What are you doing? Stop her!”

At Theodore’s cry, the other iron mages rushed in, attempting to restrain Idam.

“What the hell are you idiots doing?! Do you even know who the real enemy is here? Those bastards are trampling on our hard work! Ah—who the fuck just groped me?!”

“Agh, that hurts!”

“I-It wasn’t on purpose!”

“You backflipping bastard, I’m smashing your skull next!”

The mage named Backflick flinched, instinctively stepping back.

Meanwhile, Idam was struggling in the grip of multiple mages, her feet kicking in midair.

Theodore, desperate, turned to the fire mages.

“Go! We’ll hold back this lunatic!”

“Uh, uh—”

“Where the hell do you think you’re going?! Come back here! I’ll crush your skulls one by one! You think I won’t?! Do you know what happens if someone dies here? We throw them into the furnace—perfect crime! I’ve already taken care of three bastards like that—”

Her wild eyes gleamed with madness, and the pure conviction in her threats sent shivers down everyone’s spines.

The fire mages, having worked with Idam before, knew exactly how unhinged she was.

They hesitated—then backed away, their retreat turning into an outright escape.

As the fire mages disappeared, Idam’s rampage came to an abrupt halt.

“Ha.”

A slow smirk curled her lips.

Her body relaxed, and seeing this, the other mages cautiously let go of her.

Handing the steel ingot to another mage, Idam shrugged.

“See? Mad Dog Strategy. Works every time. I knew those bastards were going to try and claim ownership of our iron sooner or later.”

“…I mean, you were right,” Theodore admitted with a sigh. 

“But maybe you went too far. I lied about you injuring two people last time, and now you just admitted to taking down three more—”

Idam’s eyes curved into crescents.

“Too far? Please. Now they’ll piss themselves before even thinking about stepping into our territory.”

“……”

“You gotta sell the lie with your soul. But I wasn’t even lying just now. If you hadn’t stopped me, I would have cracked their skulls open with that ingot.”

Silence fell over the room.

Not because they were shocked.

But because everyone knew it was true.

Idam, oblivious to the weighted silence, clapped her hands together.

“Alright, back to work! We’ve got to make something so good that our sponsors will lose their damn minds!”

“They’re not sponsors. They’re royal envoys.”

“Same thing.”

Lately, all preparations were focused on the upcoming Day of Exchange.

Idam was currently developing Knight Armor, something small enough for a person to actually wear.

Of course, there were still plenty of flaws to iron out before it could be fully operational.

But first impressions mattered. She just needed to show off something flashy enough to hook them.

‘Edison conned investors with flashy lies too, didn’t he?’


Muttering to herself, she turned to resume her work on the Knight Armor prototype.

Then she paused.

“Oh, Backflick. Get over here, you son of a bitch.”

In one swift motion, she grabbed the steel ingot again—

—and lunged.



 
  Chapter 14: Request a tour


The peaceful sky stretched vast and blue, with soft clouds floating idly above.

Two grand carriages entered the towering Mage Tower, their presence commanding attention. 

What stood out was how vastly different they were in design. 

One was adorned in pristine white with golden embroidery, drawn by a pair of noble white stallions. 

At a glance, it was clear that a noble of great standing occupied the carriage. 

Even the horses carried themselves with an air of arrogance, their heads held high as if showcasing their superiority. 

It almost seemed excessive, bordering on vanity.

“Hmph.”

The first carriage came to a halt, and its door swung open. 

A pair of thick legs stepped out, legs that seemed more suited to a warhorse than a carriage. 

The man who followed was equally imposing—his broad face was marked by a thick, proud mustache, a feature he seemed to consider his greatest asset.

This was Marquis Fovis Lysander, a noble hailing from the Kingdom of Gerard, known as the Land of Knights, one of the three great nations.

“Ahem.”

Trailing a short distance behind was another carriage. 

Or rather, calling it a carriage was generous—it was shaped more like a ship, only mounted on wheels. 

The behemoth of a vehicle was pulled not by noble steeds but by oxen, drooling as they dragged the cumbersome vessel forward.

Stepping out of the ship-like carriage was a man who exuded the complete opposite aura of Marquis Lysander. 

He was built like a fortress, with thick muscles and broad shoulders, his head adorned with a horned helmet. 

This was General Bearigal, a warrior from the Extep Union, a formidable alliance formed between Vikings and alchemists.

“Tsk, how barbaric.”

Marquis Lysander wrinkled his nose in distaste at the sight of the oxen-drawn carriage. 

To his eyes, it was not just unsightly—it was downright filthy.

“Hah. These snobs are just begging to get their teeth knocked in.”

Bearigal, on the other hand, looked upon the nobleman with equal disdain. 

To him, they were nothing more than overdressed fools who wasted time on frivolities.

Knights valued honor. 

Vikings and alchemists valued practicality.

Their differences were what had fueled their never-ending rivalry.

At that moment, a mage stepped forward to greet them.

“Welcome. I am Garshin, an official mage of the Wind Tower. I will be your guide.”

“Ahem. Fovis Lysander.”

“Bearigal.”

The two men introduced themselves tersely. 

They were here for one purpose only—to negotiate the first-ever agreement with the Mage Tower in preparation for the upcoming Day of Exchange, an event now just a month away. 

They had been sent as scouts, tasked with evaluating what the Mage Tower had to offer before formal negotiations began.

Though they had arrived at the same time, neither seemed pleased about it. 

Following Garshin’s lead, they made their way to their assigned quarters. 

It was a three-story building, and while they loathed the idea of sharing space, there was no room for argument—outside guests were required to stay in designated areas.

“Please, this way.”

Garshin used wind magic to lift their luggage effortlessly, leading them inside. 

But as they entered, they were met with an unexpected sight.

A woman sat comfortably, already enjoying a cup of coffee. 

She had arrived before them—Jennifer Iva, an officer from the Bowlean Republic. 

Unlike the two men, she had reached the Mage Tower an entire day earlier.

“Oh? Took your time, didn’t you?”

“Tsk.”

“Hmph.”

Both Lysander and Bearigal frowned at her presence. 

They had considered themselves prompt, yet she had beaten them here. 

Given the tensions between the three nations, the fact that the Republic had gotten a head start was an unsettling disadvantage.

Jennifer smiled knowingly as she approached them. 

It was as if she had been waiting for this very moment.

“We will be signing a contract with the Iron Tower.”

“…!”

“Ha!”

Garshin, sensing the tension, quietly excused himself. 

He had no desire to get caught in this political web. 

Slipping away, he floated their luggage to their respective rooms.

“Surely you’ve all heard? A brilliant new talent has emerged in the Iron Tower. Everyone knows it.”

They were all veterans in this game. 

Even before taking their seats at the negotiation table, they already knew exactly what they each wanted. 

The Mage Towers competed with one another just as fiercely as the nations did. 

While the nations sought to form contracts with the most powerful towers, the towers, in turn, sought to align with the most promising nations.

Normally, the Seven Mage Towers vied against each other equally.

But when multiple nations set their sights on the same tower, the balance shifted. 

The Mage Tower in question gained the upper hand in negotiations, dictating the terms to desperate contenders.

That was a scenario none of them wanted.

“Let’s not waste time fighting amongst ourselves. The Iron Tower is ours. We’re going to make them an offer they can’t refuse. So the two of you might as well step aside.”

“The Republic sure loves running its mouth, doesn’t it?”

Bearigal sneered, his thick arms tensing as he cracked his knuckles.

“Sorry to disappoint, but the Extep Union has also marked the Iron Tower as our priority. You’d best back off before you lose credibility with the other towers.”

“Hah. Barbarians truly have a simple way of thinking.”

Lysander scoffed, idly twirling his mustache.

“Apologies, but the Iron Tower contract belongs to us. I suppose neither of you even knows what they’re currently working on?”

His voice brimmed with confidence.

Because what the Iron Tower was crafting was none other than—

“Knight armor. Using newly refined, high-purity steel, they are developing armor tailored for knights. And that, gentlemen, is a direct advantage for the Kingdom of Gerard—”

“Hah! We wear armor too, you pompous fool!”

“Armor is just a symbol. What we truly desire is high-purity steel and the weapons forged from it. Sorry, but your thinking is far too shallow.”


Crackling tension filled the air, as if sparks would fly at any moment.

The battle had already begun—not on the battlefield, but in the war of negotiations.

No one was backing down.

‘Ha, how foolish.’

‘Those idiots. As if they truly know what they’re getting into.’

‘Too bad for them—I’ve prepared thoroughly on my end.’

The three of them were certain. 

They would secure the contract with the Iron Tower.

“Hey, Idam! Look at this! We just got simultaneous proposals from all three nations for a tour and negotiation!”

Inside the office of the Iron Tower’s master, Veldora threw up both hands in excitement.

Just yesterday, all the nations had arrived, and from today onward, the groundwork for true diplomatic exchanges had begun. Depending on how today unfolded, it would become clear which magic tower each nation prioritized in these negotiations.

And now—

All three of them had chosen the Iron Tower.

Veldora could barely contain her excitement as she praised Idam and Theodore.

“This is all thanks to you two! Idam, you oversaw the process and succeeded in manufacturing high-purity steel! And Theodore, you secured the distribution channels for all the necessary materials—you’re the unsung hero here!”

“You flatter me.”

Theodore bowed his head slightly. 

His gentle smile was enough to qualify him as a true gentleman.

“Hah.”

In contrast, Idam snorted and grinned.

“What’s wrong? You don’t look excited, Idam. Do you even realize how big this is? This kind of recognition for a magic tower is—”

“No, I am excited.”

“Oh, right? That’s more like it—”

“Thinking about all those bastards groveling at my feet is really getting me fired up.”

“…”

They should be used to it by now, but Idam’s bold way of speaking always managed to take people aback.

Theodore cleared his throat, pretending not to have heard anything, and got straight to business.

“Ahem. How do you plan to schedule the visits?”

“We’ll probably have to host one delegation per day. That’s only proper etiquette.”

“Right.”

Negotiations alone would take a considerable amount of time, and the tours weren’t any shorter. Besides, these nations weren’t exactly on friendly terms, so it was best to separate them.

“The real question is who to invite first.”

Theodore had a point.

The order in which they hosted each nation would set the tone for the entire negotiation.

Just as these nations had rushed to secure an audience with the Iron Tower first, the order in which they were invited would influence their stance in return.

“Personally, I think we should bring in the Kingdom of Gerard first. After all, our latest creation is the Knight Armor.”

“True. The Knight Armor was made for knights, after all.”

“Exactly. If we can convince them, then the Extep Union and the Bowlean Republic will have no choice but to acknowledge its value.”

Theodore’s logic was sound.

It only made sense to begin negotiations with those who would make the best use of their research.

At that moment, both Theodore and Veldora turned to Idam.

“You’re awfully quiet. That’s not like you.”

“You feeling sick or something?”

“What? Do you think I’m some kind of rabid stray dog? The moment I stop barking, you assume I’m ill?”

Theodore and Veldora blinked in mild surprise. That was… unexpectedly self-aware.

Veldora coughed and got back on topic.

“So, what do you think, Idam? If it were up to you, you’d probably invite all three at once and have them compete on the spot.”

Veldora chuckled, and Theodore nodded, seemingly thinking the same.

But Idam frowned and shook her head.

“What are you talking about? We should bring them in separately.”

Veldora’s shoulders drooped slightly, disappointed by the surprisingly normal answer. 

Theodore, on the other hand, was taken aback.

Idam shrugged.

“That way, we can conduct a blind auction. Each of them will keep raising their bids, without even knowing what the others are offering.”

They had confidence in their product.

Even though the Knight Armor was still incomplete, its performance and design were already impressive.


Idam gritted her teeth.

This was their golden opportunity.

If they could secure a massive deal now, they would have the resources to create a countermeasure against the looming threat of the Black Sun.

A sly grin crept onto Idam’s face.

Her entire body itched with anticipation—she couldn’t wait to welcome their esteemed guests.



 
  Chapter 15: Devil’s Contract


“Ahem.”

In the knightly kingdom of Gerard, Marquis Forvis Lysander arrived at the Iron Tower, his face twisted in displeasure.

It had been three days since he had requested a tour.

In other words, among all the competitors, he was the last to be summoned.

“Hmph. Quite mysterious.”

The first thing that caught his eye upon arrival was a massive furnace, spewing thick smoke into the sky.

They had integrated the furnace into the tower itself, drastically reducing resource consumption and construction time. 

The sight of the otherwise plain tower fused with such an enormous industrial marvel was unexpectedly intriguing.

“Haa…”

Regardless, being called last did not change. 

With a trace of irritation, Lysander stepped inside.

At the sweltering entrance of the Iron Tower, a woman with sky-blue hair stood yawning.

‘Oh?’

At first glance, she was an undeniable beauty.

Not only that, but her figure was remarkable enough that Lysander found himself unconsciously admiring her.

And then he realized—she must be the rumored genius who had recently entered the Iron Tower.

‘Since she’s here to receive me, that must mean they’re treating me with some level of importance…’

“Ah, you’re here.”

“……?!”

Lysander’s eyes widened.

He wasn’t sure if he had just misheard.

But the woman, without further greeting, simply turned her back and began walking.

“Follow me. I’ll explain on the way.”

‘What in the world—!’

His eyes sharpened, blood rushing to his temples.

The sheer rudeness of her attitude was infuriating.

Yet, he was here as an envoy, sent to negotiate and assess the situation.

Gritting his teeth, Lysander forced himself to breathe deeply and maintain his composure.

‘There’s no way she’d act like this without reason.’

His rational mind quickly dissected the situation, searching for an explanation.

The answer was obvious.

‘They’ve already chosen their contract partner, haven’t they?’

The first day had been the Bowlean Republic’s officer, Jennifer Iva.

The second, the Extep Union’s General Bearigal.

And now, the third and final day—himself.

The Iron Tower’s brazen disrespect signaled their absolute confidence in their position.

Furthermore, by slighting the Gerard Kingdom, they were practically declaring that they had already made their decision.

‘This is dangerous.’

What kind of offer had his rivals presented for them to act so assuredly?

The negotiation had ended before he could even sit at the table—this was an outright humiliation, a stain on his competence as a diplomat.

‘This won’t be easy.’

Setting his jaw, he followed the woman deeper inside.

She led him to a vast laboratory on the second floor of the tower.

The interior stretched out like an exhibition hall, displaying an array of projects.

What first caught his eye were two towering suits of armor, standing still as statues.

One was white, the other black.

“This is the White Knight—Silver Lance. And this, the Black Knight—Onyx Lance. I named them myself.”

“Oh. The designs are quite unique.”

Compared to conventional knight armor, they were thinner and appeared to allow for greater mobility.

But what mattered was whether they were practical.

‘Tch. It reeks of a magician’s touch.’

The designs were certainly novel and worthy of praise.

However, their effectiveness on the battlefield was an entirely different matter.

‘Armor that thin wouldn’t stand a chance against Viking axes or even an officer’s bullets.’

Magicians loved embellishing their creations, as if designing for their own amusement.

But they weren’t the ones fighting real wars.

‘What we need is a reliable supply of pure steel.’

What the kingdom required was not magically-enhanced armor, but the high-quality steel used to craft it.

If he could secure that, they could forge far more practical equipment using their own techniques.

With that thought, Lysander continued following the woman.

“Now, next up—”

Each subsequent presentation was filled with astonishing and tantalizing innovations.

Yes, they were incredible. 

And yes, they were original.

But—

‘The real question is whether they’re practical.’

They had all the finest steel in the world, yet they were playing with toys.

It was almost laughable.

“Haha! The Iron Tower truly is impressive across many fields!”

Naturally, Lysander kept his frustration well hidden.

Securing the steel supply remained his top priority.

If they wanted to mass-produce weapons that could shift the tides of war, they needed that raw material above all else.

Finally, they reached the last stop.

The woman led him to a spacious table, covered with various miniature knight armors.

“Oh? Are these battle models? Fascinating.”

As he examined them, she nonchalantly picked at her ear before nodding.

Then, she placed her hand on the table.

In an instant, an immense surge of mana flooded the space.

The miniatures began to move.


‘W-What just happened?!’

Lysander gawked at the scene, his mouth slightly agape.

She had just unleashed an overwhelming amount of concentrated mana, condensing it all into this one space.

He had heard that magicians were impressive, but seeing it firsthand was beyond anything he had imagined.

And it didn’t end there.

The miniatures engaged in a battle simulation.

The Silver Lance marched forward across the battlefield.

Its movements were far smoother than expected, its sword swings crisp and natural.

Lysander found himself engrossed in the display, mesmerized.

Silver Lance took its position at the front line, shield raised, blocking the path.

Meanwhile, the Onyx Lances behind it lifted the cannons mounted on their shoulders and began to fire.

Silver Lance moved with a fluidity that made it hard to believe he was clad in armor.

The bombardment from the Onyx Lances rained down with precise accuracy, striking enemy strongholds and shattering the battlefield’s balance.

“Hah… Ha ha ha! My goodness! I don’t even know what to say!”

The Marquis of Lysander wiped the sweat beading on his forehead.

“It felt as though I was watching a grand theatrical performance.”

Yes.

He had to admit it.

It was incredible.

This was far beyond mere child’s play or an elaborate ruse.

The precision, the technology—it was all too intricate to dismiss.

Still, he swallowed hard and voiced his skepticism.

“But, Lady Mage… this is merely a scripted demonstration, is it not?”

Silence.

“There are many aspects that seem impossible with our current technology. The graceful movements of the White Knights, for example—there’s no way a man in full armor could move like that.”

“And those Black Knights wielding cannons? A single individual cannot produce that level of firepower. You know this as well as I do. We are not mages.”

The Marquis took a deep breath.

He had made his decision.

The Iron Tower had too much blind faith in their own technology.

‘Whoever pitched this to them must have blown a lot of hot air…’

Whatever those sycophants had whispered to the Tower’s leaders, Lysander chose to stand in opposition.

‘We need to wake them up. That way, we can prove our sincerity.’

Mages found joy in growth and progress.

Even if they were offended now, in the long run, they would appreciate an honest and cooperative partner.

He steeled himself and spoke.

“Overall, I do believe this is a promising direction. However, before this can be—”

“Hmm.”

A smirk curled at Idam’s lips.

Before he realized it, she had lifted something with one hand—a suit of armor’s right arm, crafted as a single piece from fingertips to shoulder.

“Put it on.”

A chill ran down the Marquis’s spine.

Taking the piece hesitantly, he slid his arm inside and tested its movement.

“O-oh…”

It was astonishingly light.

Far more agile than expected.

The joints, reinforced with chainmail, moved smoothly and naturally.

“This is… remarkable.”

“Pure steel. No impurities. That makes it lighter, stronger, and far more durable.”

Clang!

“Urgh?!”

Idam swung a sword directly at his arm.

The Marquis flinched, but the armor absorbed the impact effortlessly.

The blade bounced off as if striking solid rock.

“O-oh?!”

“That’s the same standard-issue sword your soldiers use, isn’t it?”

“Y-yes!”

The weapon in her hand was a common steel sword, the kind given to ordinary foot soldiers.

And yet, even a direct hit left no mark on the armor.

“And now, this.”

Idam lifted a cylindrical device, roughly the size of a grown man’s forearm.

The moment she infused it with mana, a searing beam of energy erupted from its core.

With a thunderous roar, the beam blasted a hole straight through the research lab’s stone wall.

The Marquis’s eyes widened.

He noticed two more similar holes nearby.

It wasn’t hard to guess how they had been made.

“This is the thermal beam magic we requested from the Fire Tower in exchange for iron shipments,” Idam explained.

“Right now, it requires a significant amount of mana, but we’re refining it. Soon, we’ll be able to activate it with only a fraction of the energy.”

“If we receive more support, we could accelerate development even further.”

“You mean to say—”

“You see where this is going, don’t you?”

Idam grinned, nodding toward a table where miniature figures stood frozen in victorious poses, arms raised in triumph.

“Of course…”

At last, the Marquis understood why she had gone through the trouble of demonstrating a mock battle with such an excessive display of mana.

She had accounted for the delegation’s lack of imagination.

Rather than words, she had shown them a vision of the future.

A future where the battlefield would be transformed.

A future where the Iron Tower stood at its center.

Knights, once burdened by the weight of their armor, would no longer be hindered.

The suits they wore would grant them the full range of their abilities.

‘Even their greatest weakness—ranged attacks—would be eliminated.’

Each soldier, an artillery unit in their own right.

“I’ve shown you everything you need to see.”

Idam folded her arms, her smirk widening.

“If you want a contract…”

She leaned in.

“You’ll need to prove you’re serious.”

Gulp.

The Marquis of Lysander swallowed hard.

This wasn’t arrogance born from desperation.

She wasn’t bluffing.

She wasn’t pleading.

She knew.

She knew her side held the absolute advantage.

‘This isn’t just high-quality iron.’

No, the reason he had dismissed it as nonsense earlier… was because she was seeing far beyond the present battlefield.

The truth was, the Iron Tower was already leagues ahead of the three great nations when it came to warfare.

The woman before him wasn’t some frivolous aristocrat indulging in fantastical delusions.

She was a prophet.

A seer, pointing toward the future.

And as he picked up the contract, one thought settled in his mind.

‘If the old tales are true, then a deal with the devil must be dangerously sweet.’

With a smooth voice and a honeyed smile, she whispered the final condition:

“It should be an offer so tempting that I’d think—”


‘Ah, these fools are groveling so desperately they’d even lick the dirt from my boots.’

Her scent was intoxicating. 

Her presence, mesmerizing.

But her words…

Her words were the devil’s own.





 
  Chapter 26: Previous


Aura. 

Another sword of the knights, often portrayed in countless media. 

While mages wield mana to cast spells, knights use mana to channel aura or enhance their physical abilities. 

This was a familiar trope in many stories.

Idam had assumed that this world, too, would follow the same logic. 

But that belief crumbled within days of entering the Mage Tower.

In this world, those who could manipulate mana were forcibly conscripted as mages and sent to the tower. Idam naturally believed that anyone capable of wielding mana effectively would end up there.

Conversely, knights were thought to be clueless brutes without mana. 

Using aura? 

That was something Idam never expected.

“You can use aura?!”

Idam’s shock was evident upon witnessing a knight’s use of mana and aura for the first time.

But that astonishment was short-lived.

“W-Well, this is about all I can manage.”

Winston, the Knight Commander, scratched his head in embarrassment.

“This is it? That’s all?”

Idam couldn’t hide the disappointment. 

What Winston demonstrated was barely practical — a pathetic display that held no real value.

Yet, instead of Winston feeling shame, he seemed puzzled by Idam’s reaction.

It became clear that in this world, a knight’s aura was seen as nothing more than a rudimentary gimmick.

The reason for the knights’ underdeveloped aura was simple: the looming presence of the Mage Tower.

“If we use mana excessively… we get taken to the Mage Tower.”

“Huh?”

“It’s practically the same as using magic. That’s why the knights intentionally avoid aura training. After all, if a skilled warrior suddenly shows talent for magic and gets dragged away to the tower, it would be a significant loss of military strength.”

“So that’s why knights don’t use aura. I’m considered somewhat proficient, but that’s about it.”

Winston’s prideful remark, despite the lackluster performance, made Idam stifle a scoff.

‘What a ridiculous situation.’

Those who demonstrated even a sliver of magical talent were taken away, leaving families behind to fend for themselves. 

If Winston, for instance, was deemed a mage and whisked away to the tower, his elderly parents would be left to face their fate alone.

“I understand.”

Idam nodded, getting a grasp of the situation. 

But one thing was clear: for Idam’s grand ‘Blade Plan,’

“This is utterly useless.”

Winston, visibly disheartened, set aside the demonstration equipment and stepped back.

Idam’s sharp gaze shifted to the pyromancers, her patience wearing thin.

“I’ll give you a week. I don’t expect a perfect product. But it had better be more useful than this.”

She seized the cylindrical prototype, and with a swift surge of mana, flames flared up. 

Yet, within moments, her mana effortlessly subdued the fire, forming a thin, searing-hot blade.

“Like this. Make it easier to use. Something a gorilla could operate with a flick of its thumb. Pour in the manpower if you have to.”

“Y-Yes, understood.”

“Damn it. You call this a cooperative relationship? You take all the benefits and give nothing in return. And if — and I mean if — you fail to deliver anything in a week…”

Idam jabbed a finger at the trembling pyromancers.

“I’ll personally suit up in Night Armor and turn the Fire Tower into a sea of flames. Let’s see just how practical our Night Armor is — using all of you as test subjects.”

The pyromancers, including the Tower Guardian Sela, paled.

They were all too familiar with Idam’s temper and tendency to follow through on threats. 

Unlike most who spoke in hyperbole, Idam’s words were painfully genuine.

“A-All right.”

With a curt nod, Idam turned and exited the tower, Winston trailing behind her.

“Idam, ma’am…”

Winston hesitated, stealing glances at the Fire Tower behind them. 

The pyromancers’ uneasy gazes followed them until they were out of sight.

“What?”

Idam walked with arms crossed, chin resting thoughtfully on her hand. 

Her usual bravado was replaced with a rare, contemplative silence.

“Do you really need to use a blade?” 

Winston ventured. 

“I mean, I’m not one to question your decisions, but the Kingdom of Gerard is known for its exceptional smithing techniques. The blacksmiths are skilled, and though armor is heavy and cumbersome, our swords are more than capable of cutting down enemies.”

He trailed off, waiting for Idam’s response.

She didn’t answer immediately. 

The gears in her mind were turning. 

Because unlike Winston, Idam knew something they did not.

And for her, a mere sword wouldn’t be enough.

Idam glanced at Winston. 

Her expression conveyed a deep sigh and an overwhelming sense of exasperation.

“You literally held it yourself earlier, you idiot… Ugh, you’re like a damn gorilla.”

“Is your brain made of bananas? You might as well rip off that pathetic thing of yours and stick a banana in its place. The size seems about right.”

“Ahem! L-Lady Idam!”

“Ugh.”

As though tired of the situation, Idam explained further to Winston.

“Hey, how did it feel when you held it just now?”

“Uh? Well, it was incredibly hot, flashy, and… light?”

“Exactly. Light. That’s the point.”

Idam snapped her fingers, nodding.

“The reason knights can’t perform at their best is because of the weight of their armor and swords. Knight Armors are designed to be as light as possible to overcome that problem.”

And yet, they maintained superior durability, offering far greater protection than traditional heavy armor. 

The development of highly refined steel was precisely for this purpose.

“Think it’ll lose its sharpness? Even without strength, a simple swing can cut clean through.”

As she spoke, an image of the battlefield formed in Winston’s mind.

With Knight Armor, his movements would be much lighter, allowing for swift and agile combat. 

The intense heat and sharpness of the blades were incomparable to even the finest swords. 


Shields from the Extep Kingdom or the iron bulwarks of the Bowlean Republic would be no match.

Could any other nation stand against knights with such unrestrained power?

“Impossible.”

A new sense of determination welled up within Winston. 

The flicker of hope ignited deep in his chest.

‘The prince was right. He said this could end the war.’

But Winston had been skeptical. 

The war had raged on since his father’s time. 

No one truly believed it would ever end. 

It had become a senseless cycle of advances and retreats, consuming countless lives.

The young men on the front lines clashed against enemy blades and bullets, while women and the elderly starved in the war-ravaged towns behind them.

The memory of a peaceful era was so distant that the current state of war seemed natural.

“L-Lady Idam…”

His trembling lips barely managed to form the words. 

Without realizing it, Winston had stopped walking.

Idam, already a few steps ahead, turned back in response.

“Hm?”

“Do you… truly believe the war will end?”

“What?”

Idam frowned, her voice dripping with disbelief.

“Ugh, you idiot. Once Knight Armor is complete, the first thing it’ll achieve is peace. After a few strikes, they’ll surrender on their own.”

Her words were so matter-of-fact that Winston’s eyes filled with tears.

Peace.

That elusive word. 

The one everyone longed for, but no one believed would ever come.

“Ah… Ah…”

Tears streamed down Winston’s cheeks.

A world where knights no longer needed to raise their swords. 

It was the most cherished dream he had ever dared to imagine.

‘She may have a sharp tongue and thoughts I can barely keep up with…’

Yet, she stood on the front lines of peace. 

She fought harder than anyone to bring an end to the war.

“Knight Winston.”

Placing his hand over his heart, he declared his resolve.

Too much blood had already been spilled. 

There could be no peaceful end without further sacrifice.

Then so be it.

If anyone must stain their hands with blood for the sake of peace, let it be him.

He would ensure Idam’s research and dedication were not in vain.

“For the day peace arrives, I will stand by you until the very end.”

“Good. Well said.”

Idam smirked, satisfied with his answer.

“Now, about that aura you used earlier. I’ve been thinking — it’s not particularly useful, but I might have a different approach.”

“A different approach?”

“Yeah. In a proper gun, the most critical part is the core, the engine, right?”

“…I don’t quite understand.”

Idam ignored his confusion.

“Knight Armor works just fine using its current design, but for a gun, it’s a whole different story. The engine is essential.”

And then.

Idam’s finger pointed at Winston as she grinned slyly.

“You shall become my engine.”

***

Archmage Randelf.

A striking figure with white hair, a long beard, and deep wrinkles. 

He was the head of the Magic Tower, ruling over the Seven Tower Lords. On this day, the woman who stood before him was Veldora Millennium, the Iron Tower Lord.

“You summoned me.”

She spoke with an unusual seriousness. 

Her gray robe was immaculate, her posture formal as she bowed in greeting. 

Randelf stroked his beard, observing her with a thoughtful gaze.

“The Iron Tower has been quite lively lately,” he remarked. “It drew a lot of attention on the Day of Exchange.”

“Indeed. A new mage has arrived, bringing a refreshing atmosphere.”

A compliment.

“As expected, Idam may be a headache within the Tower, but he is invaluable outside it.”

While Idam’s reckless behavior within the Tower caused endless trouble, her contributions beyond its walls were undeniably significant. 

Because of this, Veldora often turned a blind eye to his antics.

“The Knight Armor, wasn’t it?”

“Yes, that is correct. It’s a next-generation armor designed for knights, as I explained during the last council meeting.”

“And I hear you’ve collaborated with the Fire Tower to forge swords as well?”

“…That is true.”

Something felt amiss. Veldora had assumed she was being praised, yet Randelf’s questioning now carried a sharper edge.

“It seems the Knight Armor’s specifications have already exceeded the standards you reported.”

“Ah, we did not anticipate that high-purity iron would yield such practical results. It was a pleasant surprise.”

“Hmm. A contract has been signed with the Kingdom of Gerard, correct?”

“Yes… that is correct.”

A sense of unease crept up Veldora’s neck as her words grew sparse. 

But the Archmage had already reached his verdict.

“Lower the specifications. The Knight Armor could significantly impact the battlefield. Find a plausible excuse for the Kingdom of Gerard.”

His voice was resolute.


“Remember this well. Our Magic Tower’s purpose is not to ensure victory in war, but to maintain balance.”

This principle had stood since ancient times. 

When the Water Tower created potions with excessive healing properties, when the Fire Tower developed bombs that could engulf entire landscapes in flames, and when the Dark Tower forged artifacts that cast regions into eternal darkness — each time, the Archmage intervened, dismantling their creations in the name of balance.

Now, the Knight Armor from the Iron Tower had crossed that line. 

It too, could not be permitted.



 
  Chapter 16: What You Can’t Win


It had been a long time since most of the mages had gathered outside the Iron Tower.

Lined up like soldiers in a training field, they busied themselves, adjusting their robes and straightening their collars.

“Who’s guarding the furnace?”

“The duty roster left a few behind.”

“I thought for sure he would stay.”

Naturally, when people gathered, murmurs followed. 

Even as they tidied their Iron Tower robes, the mages’ chatter never ceased.

At the forefront, Veldora amplified her voice with a resonance spell and repeated the announcement.

“Alright, everyone, check yourselves one last time. And don’t just check yourself—look at the person next to you. Make sure your hair isn’t a mess, your robe isn’t dirty. You know, don’t make yourself look like a complete recluse.”

She let out a huff before continuing, “We’re the Iron Tower Mages, not some shut-ins locked away in a dim room all day. You’ve seen the Fire Tower lot, haven’t you? They spend half their time preening themselves!”

She grumbled under her breath, but thanks to the resonance spell, her irritation carried loud and clear.

Not that it mattered.

They were all Iron Mages here.

“Most of us are men, yeah? That means we should carry ourselves with a sense of unwavering strength. Stand tall! Shoulders back! Give off the presence of sturdy, dependable Iron Mages!”

The reason Veldora was so insistent on their appearance today was none other than the Day of Exchange.

For a month, envoys from different nations had traveled between the magic towers, gathering information. 

And today, negotiations would begin in earnest.

Not just the initial delegations—other outsiders had already made their way into the towers. 

This day marked the grand gathering of all the mages, culminating in the Archmage’s speech to officially open the event.

Veldora clicked her tongue. 

“Ugh, why do our people look so half-assed?”

“Tower Master, we can hear you.”

“…My bad.”

Standing beside her, Theodore whispered the warning, and Veldora raised a hand in awkward apology.

‘The Tower Master’s been acting weird lately.’

‘It’s because of her influence.’

‘Oi, don’t push.’

Amidst the burly men of the Iron Tower, a woman with sky-blue hair stood slightly apart.

If anyone unfamiliar saw the scene, they might assume the mages were guarding her.

But the reality was simpler—they were keeping their distance to avoid unnecessary trouble.

“Ugh. I’m so damn tired.”

Dark circles hung under Idam’s eyes. 

Since guiding the initial envoys of the three nations, she’d had little to do.

While the envoys visited other towers, Idam had essentially become a jobless wanderer.

And as every otaku knows, the busiest period of one’s life is when they’re unemployed.

“I-Idam? You look exhausted.”

A mage hesitantly approached, offering an awkward smile.

‘Brave soul.’

‘He’s actually talking to her?’

‘Is he insane?’

Rumors had been swirling lately—something about someone attempting to harass Idam and ending up… permanently incapacitated.

Of course, no one truly believed it.

But because it involved her, it didn’t seem entirely impossible either.

“Ah, well, I stayed up all night making an orc d—”

The mage immediately pressed his lips shut.

The latest Iron Tower weapon, the Knight Armor, was Idam’s brainchild.

And yet, she casually spoke about struggling to craft… that.

‘Just how detailed is she making it?’

‘She works on it every night…?’

‘Damn. If only her personality was better…’

“I-I see.”

As he awkwardly nodded and prepared to escape, Idam swiftly grabbed his wrist with a grin.

“You want to see, don’t you? You do, right? You’re curious about how incredible my masterpiece turned out.”

“N-no, that’s—”

“I’ll even hold an exhibition later. It’s absolutely legendary.”

“You’re… exhibiting that?”

“Obviously. I’m even going to do a live demonstration. The world needs to see this.”

What kind of lunatic was she?

A demonstration? 

Of what, exactly?

The mage, trapped in her grip, could do nothing but sweat nervously. 

Idam had found a captive audience, a channel through which to spill all her pent-up excitement.

“So, you see, white paint can get dirty easily, but on the other hand—”

‘She’s crazy.’

‘Wait, she’s demonstrating it?’

‘Idam… and an orc d—’

A silent wave of highly questionable imagination spread among the gathered Iron Tower Mages.

After all, Idam was undeniably beautiful—when she kept her mouth shut, anyway.

“HEY! What the hell are you all doing?! Stand up straight! Why is everyone suddenly slouching?!”

Veldora’s voice cracked like a whip, snapping the mages out of their thoughts.

“What are you all doing?! Straighten up! Are you trying to embarrass yourselves?!”

No matter how much Veldora barked, it took a moment for their posture to return to normal.

Because, well.

Until the effects wore off, it was a little difficult to stand tall.

***

At the back of the platform, a man sat in an ornate chair.

Legion Gerard.

First Prince of the Gerard Kingdom and the nearly confirmed successor to the throne.

Having arrived with the second wave of envoys, following the Marquis Lysander, Legion surveyed the gathered mages from the various towers with an amused smile.


“Fascinating, isn’t it?” he mused, directing his words at Lysander.

“They have no idea how their research will be used. They continue their work, knowing full well it will lead to countless deaths.”

Lysander remained silent. 

The prince had a sharp tongue, and he had no desire to get caught in a pointless exchange.

“The towers pretend to be neutral,” Legion continued, “but they desire war more than anyone else. Do you know why?”

“…Because otherwise, their funding would be cut.”

War was, in a way, a matter of supply and demand.

With war came a demand for superior weapons, strategy, and technology.

As long as one sought to outmatch their enemy, they would continue to pour resources into those who had the means to advance them.

And naturally, the magic towers, at the forefront of innovation, would receive that support, strengthening their power even further.

“There’s one more thing.”

A half-truth answer.

The prince chuckled and added,

“When the war ends, the Iron Tower will become the next target.”

“Right now, we cooperate out of necessity, but do you really think they’ll let an institution like that continue to exist?”

“The war has lasted so long that people have grown complacent. The very existence of the Magic Towers is an anomaly.”

“You believe in the Knowledge Stratification Theory, don’t you, Your Highness?”

The Knowledge Stratification Theory.

It was a conspiracy claiming that the Magic Towers deliberately concealed advanced magical technology, providing only lower-tier knowledge to the outside world.

Officially, the Magic Towers vehemently denied it, as they were bound by an oath not to withhold knowledge.

But—

“Of course. There’s no doubt they’re hiding advanced magic from us.”

They were preparing for the day when swords and spears would inevitably be turned against them.

“That’s also why ending this war is so difficult. There are multiple layers to consider.”

“……”

The Marquess of Lysander fell into deep thought, his expression darkening.

Seeing this, Prince Legion shrugged, shifting the topic.

“Well, this isn’t exactly the best place for such discussions.”

At that moment, a banner embroidered with the sigil of the Iron Tower fluttered in the distance.

The ones approaching were clad in gray robes, most of them men.

Unlike the mages of other towers, they had a rougher, more robust appearance—perhaps due to their expertise in metal magic.

However, at the forefront stood a woman—

A remarkably petite figure, especially for the Master of a Magic Tower.

“The protagonist of today’s event is fashionably late.”

Legion smirked, resting his chin on his hand.

No doubt the other dignitaries in attendance were thinking the same thing.

“This ‘Exchange Day’—we must secure a contract with the Iron Tower, correct?”

At Legion’s question, Lysander nodded firmly.

“It is imperative. The sight I witnessed that day still lingers vividly in my mind.”

“Hmm.”

A month had passed since they visited the Iron Tower.

Despite having toured all the other Magic Towers, Lysander’s mind remained fixated on that one.

Such was the impression it had left—both profound and shocking.

“Her name was Idam, correct?”

“Yes, that’s right. A genius among geniuses. She’s already being considered as the next Master of the Iron Tower.”

“But didn’t their current Master just take over?”

“Which makes her even more extraordinary.”

At that, Prince Legion searched the crowd for Idam.

Sky-blue hair.

Pale, porcelain-like skin.

A voluptuous figure.

Eyes brimming with madness.

She was not difficult to find.

Among the gray-robed mages, she stood out like a lone flower blooming on a barren cliff.

Perhaps it was because the others were so rugged in contrast, but her presence seemed to carry its own distinct color.

“Oh? So the rumors about her beauty weren’t exaggerated.”

“Be cautious. I’ve met many mages, but she is… exceptionally insane.”

“Aren’t all mages a little mad? If anything, that level of insanity is what earns one the title of genius.”

Legion grinned.

He was a master of rhetoric, well-versed in courtly affairs, and—having known his fair share of women—saw her as an enticing challenge.

“The more information, the better. Any special details about her?”

In war, in negotiations, and in the pursuit of women, knowledge reduced the risk of failure.

Lysander hesitated before reluctantly sharing what he had learned over the past month.

“…She is very interested in men.”

“?”

Not exactly unwelcome news.

Legion was handsome, skilled in bed, and had a natural charm that most women found irresistible.

“This might be easier than I thought—”

“But she doesn’t actually sleep with them.”

“…What?”

“In other words…”

Lysander wiped the sweat from his forehead and, with great difficulty, continued.

“She… requires a man to be at least on par with an orc in order to be satisfied.”

“An orc?”

Legion had seen an orc’s attributes before.

During the subjugation campaigns, it was impossible not to.

“Hmm.”


His gaze instinctively drifted downward.

Comparing himself to an orc…

“……Any other details?”

Legion decided to abandon the idea of seducing Idam.

Some battles simply could not be won.



 
  Chapter 17: Idam’s Natural Enemy


“Damn, these guys are really packed together.”

Normally, when people gathered like this, they would naturally keep their mouths shut and follow the serious atmosphere of the surroundings.

But was that too much to expect from a woman like Idam? 

She casually stuffed her hands into her pockets, glanced around, and muttered,

“Did the Mage Tower always have this many wizards? No wonder I didn’t know—they all just hole up inside like a bunch of shut-ins.”

“…Idam, could you keep your voice down a little?”

“Hm?”

Norman, who stood beside her, cautiously made the request. 

Truthfully, he hadn’t wanted to engage in conversation, but the subtle glances from their seniors left him with no choice.

“It hasn’t even started yet.”

“That may be, but…” 

Norman hesitated. 

“The other towers are watching.”

“I know. See that guy over there? He’s slightly bowing his head. He must’ve been staring too hard.”

Idam pointed to a man from the Wind Tower. 

He flinched and quickly straightened his posture, clearly caught in the act.

The Wind Tower, which had an especially high number of female wizards, sent him exasperated looks.

“You know, I think I’d suit the Water Tower better. Don’t you think?”

Idam smirked, flicking a strand of her hair.

“The color of their robes would match my hair, don’t you think?”

“Haah, Idam, please. Just quiet down,” Norman begged.

“Tsk.”

Still, she complied. 

Not because she wanted to avoid attention—she wasn’t that kind of person. 

But she was getting bored, and honestly, she also wanted to send a little warning to that sneaky onlooker from earlier.

Just then, an elderly man with deep wrinkles stepped onto the podium.

One glance was enough to tell how important he was. 

Draped in the only white robe among them, his presence alone was a symbol.

He was the Grand Mage, the highest authority of the Mage Towers.

“My dear comrades of the Mage Towers, today marks the beginning of a momentous day…”

“Yawn.”

Of course, Idam stopped listening halfway through.

She was the kind of student who would rather lie down in the back and chat with the teacher than pay attention to the principal’s long-winded speech.

Other mages from the different towers cast uncomfortable glances at her blatant disregard, but the Iron Tower mages? 

They didn’t even care.

To them, Idam was beyond managing.

After about an hour, she had reached her limit.

“Holy shit, an hour? This is insane.”

Now crouching on the ground, she lazily doodled with magic.

The ground wasn’t dirt like an ordinary training field but covered in grass. 

Using her mana, she etched delicate designs into the blades.

“What should the next Knight Armor design be?”

At least she never had to worry about creative blocks.

Idam had a personal rule—never completely copy an existing design. 

That would be theft. 

Instead, she took inspiration, an homage that always resulted in something sleek and refined.

“I kinda wanna try making a Zaku-inspired one.”

But now wasn’t the time.

A Zaku had to look a bit crude and mass-produced to capture its essence. 

Her current Knight Armors weren’t mass-produced; each was a unique, high-quality piece. 

Using that kind of design would be a waste.

She exhaled through her nose, letting the mana flow from her fingertips, slowly completing her design.

“Should I add a horn?”

It might not be a bad idea.

After all, that was an iconic feature.

“Hmm. I can’t decide.”

Still crouching, she turned to Norman.

“Hey, look at this.”

“…Idam,” Norman groaned.

“What do you think of the design? Personally, I think adding a horn would be a nice touch.”

“Haah, for the love of—”

“I-I don’t think it’s a good idea.”

The unexpected response came from an entirely different direction.

It was a mage from the Wind Tower.

Unintentionally, Idam had been standing at the edge of the Iron Tower’s formation, making her sketch visible to the Wind Tower mages.

“Hey, mind your own tower.”

“Shut up, baldy,” Idam shot back at Norman, wounding his pride.

Then she turned to the other mage.

“You don’t like it? What kind of design do you prefer?”

“W-Well, I think it would look much better without the horn… A sleeker design is more aesthetically pleasing.”

“Hmm. Really? But doesn’t that feel a bit plain?”

“That’s…”

“That’s right.”

Another Wind Tower mage chimed in, nodding.

“It is plain. I think adding horns would make it look better. But instead of the head, how about putting them on the shoulders?”

“To emphasize the charging power of the armor?”

“Exactly.”

A grin slowly crept across Idam’s face.

Her mana-created sketches split into two versions, reflecting their ideas.


“Nice. Good suggestions. See, this is what happens when guys get together. We just get each other.”

She beamed proudly.

After all, wasn’t that the nature of otakus?

Talk to them about something they love, and they’ll light up instantly.

Right now, Idam was no different.

“Ah, Gundam—the great unifier of men.”

She hummed contentedly as she admired her work. 

Though usually seen as a troublemaker, at that moment, she seemed more like a bright-eyed child, completely absorbed in her passion.

The gazes of the surrounding male mages turned toward Idam.

Especially the mages of the Iron Tower—deep down, they had always wished Idam had this kind of presence.

“Now then, moving on. It is time to announce the order of the Mage Towers’ negotiations, as pre-determined by each nation.”

Finally, the Archmage’s long-winded speech had come to an end. 

As he stepped back, the first to take the podium was Prince Legion of the Gerard Kingdom.

“What? What’s going on? Why is everyone suddenly tense?”

Sensing the shift in atmosphere, Idam tilted her head and glanced around.

As she slowly stood up, she saw a blond-haired prince standing on the podium.

Unlike before, when everyone was merely listening to the Archmage’s speech, the other mages now looked visibly nervous.

Noticing Idam’s confusion, Norman explained in a low voice.

“Each nation is now officially determining the order of negotiations. The earlier a group is called, the higher their priority.”

“Hmm?”

Idam crossed her arms, eyeing the prince. 

For a moment, she had the strange feeling that their gazes had met.

But it didn’t matter—without hesitation, the prince made the announcement.

“First priority: The Iron Tower.”

It was an obvious result, yet the declaration triggered an uproar of cheers from the Iron Tower’s mages.

“Uwaaaah!”

“It’s the Iron Tower!”

“This is who we are!”

“…Damn it.”

Idam plugged her ears, scowling. 

She quickly understood what was happening.

‘Ah. This is that moment.’

Like Gryffindor getting 50 points in a certain magical school.

The prince was basically playing the role of Dumbledore right now.

And it didn’t stop there.

An alchemist from the Extep Union also stepped up and named the Iron Tower as their first priority. 

Another wave of cheers erupted.

Finally, the minister of the Bowlean Republic did the same, officially solidifying the festival-like atmosphere.

It was the Day of Exchange.

And the Iron Tower had completely seized the initial advantage.

“So what now? Are they coming right away?”

Back at the Iron Tower, Idam yawned and asked Norman. 

Since they had been designated as the first priority, she assumed the leaders of each nation would immediately rush over to grovel.

But Norman shook his head.

“There’s nothing for us to do now.”

“Huh?”

“The negotiations will be handled by the Tower Master. The contract proposals should arrive by the end of the day. We just wait, and the deals get made.”

Idam scoffed, irritation flashing across her face.

“So you’re telling me the contract terms will come in, and I’m just supposed to sit here? That’s exactly why I should be involved! Why should the Tower Master decide everything alone?”

Muttering complaints, she stormed toward the Tower Master’s office.

“I-Idam!”

“The Knight Armor project isn’t even complete! It’s still a long way off! I need to discuss what kind of support we need!”

The first floor of the tower was still crowded with mages, but Idam shoved through them without hesitation, heading straight for the stairs.

“Haah! Don’t forget that you’re just an apprentice mage!”

“Yeah, yeah. F*** you.”

She flipped him off without looking back as she climbed.

Norman sighed. 

Maybe it was this sheer madness that made her chosen by the Black Sun.

The Celestial Cluster revered her as a saint… but in Norman’s personal opinion, she was less of a saint and more of a full-fledged delinquent.

Thud!

Halfway up the stairs, Idam suddenly tripped and fell.

It was a spectacular fall, one witnessed by every mage still lingering on the first floor.

As she sprang back to her feet, she scowled and shouted, “Ugh! My damn huge chest blocks my view of the stairs! Seriously, what the hell is wrong with my body’s mobility?!”

She shot a murderous glare around the room, as if daring anyone to laugh.

But the mages, having suffered under her wrath many times before, wisely averted their eyes and pretended not to see a thing.

“…Tch.”


With no target to vent her frustration on, Idam dusted off her robe.

“Damn it, that hurt.”

Muttering complaints, she resumed her climb.

Thud!

“ARE YOU KIDDING ME?!”



 
  Chapter 18: The most valuable resource


Thud! 

Thud! 

Thud! 

Thud!

By now, Veldora had experienced this sound enough times to recognize the approaching individual just from their footsteps.

Not that she could identify everyone this way—this particular ability was oddly skewed toward just one person. 

A woman whose steps were always quick, filled with barely restrained fury.

“You’re here,” she muttered.

Theodore, the Tower Guardian, who had been conversing with Veldora in the office, sighed heavily as well.

The hierarchy of the Iron Tower had truly been turned upside down.

There was a time when Theodore worried deeply about this situation, but ironically, it was Idam who had brought more order to the Iron Tower. 

If nothing else, she had become an excellent cautionary example for many.

Crash!

“What the hell is this?!”

The door burst open.

Idam stormed in, clutching her bouncing chest with both hands as she shouted. 

There was no clear reason why she was holding herself like that, but the slight glimmer of tears at the corners of her eyes suggested she might be in pain.

Did she fall again? 

Most likely.

“You’re discussing contract terms without consulting me first? While I’m right here?! This is outrageous!”

Sigh.

Theodore let out an immediate sigh, his expression filled with pure exhaustion.

He didn’t even seem interested in explaining, but Veldora, uninterested in dealing with the situation herself, gestured at Theodore to take over.

“Idam, I don’t know who’s been feeding you nonsense, but no one is hiding the contract terms from you.”

“Huh?”

“You’re the key creator of the Night Armor. It would be far stranger if we kept this from you, wouldn’t it? So stop worrying over nothing, and calm your mana.”

“…Oh.”

Theodore pointed at the blue light flickering over Idam’s shoulders—mana resonating with her emotions.

Idam glanced at the glow indifferently and muttered,

“Oh.”

“See? It’d be absurd to leave me out of this! I mean, seriously, if people with no clue how the Night Armor functions try to negotiate—!”

“This is exactly why you can’t be there!”

Theodore finally snapped, unable to hold back any longer.

He jabbed a finger at Idam, his voice rising as he laid out his case.

“You need to control your damn temper! You would’ve been promoted out of apprentice rank ages ago if you weren’t constantly getting into trouble! Didn’t you have to clean the bathrooms just last week?!”

“I had no choice! Someone stole my underwear, and I had to find it!”

“And why—WHY—did you think the men’s locker room was the best place to look?!”

“It’s a habit.”

“…Ha! Haaaah!”

Theodore groaned, pressing a hand to his forehead as frustration overtook him.

The composed, serious image he usually carried was completely shattered whenever he dealt with Idam.

“Oh, for fuck’s sake! What am I supposed to do with you?!”

“Listen, geniuses are allowed to be a little difficult.”

“That’s not something you’re supposed to say about yourself!”

Idam folded her arms, scowling.

“Well, the Tower Master told me to keep doing what I’m doing, since I’m bringing in results.”

“…The Tower Master?”

Theodore turned to Veldora with a look of sheer betrayal.

But Veldora had already averted her gaze, suddenly finding great interest in the carpet patterns.

“Regardless, it’s not happening. You took the lead at the last demonstration, but this time, we’re dealing with high-ranking officials from multiple nations. We can’t afford for you to create a scene.”

The previous display had been about showing off their power.

Now, they were at the negotiation table, where the goal was to exchange polite words while securing the best possible deal.

Acting like a reckless brute would only hand the advantage to the other side.

They needed to play the victim—a strategy as old as time.

If their counterparts made unreasonable demands, it would be them who appeared overbearing.

“Ugh, everyone wants to sign a contract with us anyway—!”

“That only applies this time! What about next time?! Do you think we can afford to repeat this mess?!”

As the shouting escalated, Veldora finally stepped in.

“Enough. That’s enough!”

“What kind of beastly woman—”

“Cut your balls off, you bastard.”

“I said enough.”

She positioned herself between the two, glancing back and forth before offering a compromise.

“Let’s do this. Idam, you want to be part of the negotiations. Theodore, you think she’ll ruin everything if she does. Right?”

“I’m certain she will.”

“I’m certain she won’t.”

Idam mocked Theodore’s tone, clearly enjoying his rising irritation.

He clenched his fists but held back, waiting for Veldora to continue.

“So let’s make a deal. Idam, prove to us that you can behave like a normal person before the negotiations.”

“What? I’ve always been normal.”

“…Right.”

“You’re seriously asking me that?”

Veldora ignored her protests.

“I’ll push the meeting back two days. Until then, you have to act like a proper lady. No cursing, no reckless behavior—just act normal. Can you do that?”

Idam exhaled sharply, glaring.

She clearly hated this idea.

“This is your only option. If you truly care about this deal and aren’t just looking to cause a scene, you’ll agree.”

With visible reluctance, Idam lowered her head, swallowing her frustration.

Then, sweeping her bangs back, she let out an awkward chuckle.


“…Fine, my lord.”

“…I don’t know why you’re talking like that, but I’ll take it. What do you think, Theodore? Good enough?”

Theodore eyed Idam warily.

She stood with her hands neatly folded over her stomach, looking like a well-bred noblewoman for the first time in her life.

“…If she stays like this, I’ll accept it. But I guarantee by tomorrow, she’ll be back to causing trouble and running her damn mouth.”

“You little—!”

“Idam?”

Veldora gave her a half-lidded stare.

Idam bit her lip and forced an awkward smile.

“Have faith in me, you son of a—”

“Idam?”

“Oops, my bad.”

She covered her mouth with both hands, eyes twinkling with mischief.

“Please forgive me, dear sir.”

No one had even forgiven her yet, but she was already thanking them as if they had.

Without missing a beat, she flopped onto the guest sofa, making herself comfortable.

“So, let’s begin. What’s the priority in these negotiations?”

“…This is weird.”

“I find it quite peaceful,” Theodore admitted.

With her hands neatly placed in her lap, Idam finally looked like a proper lady.

It was a stark reminder of just how much her usual behavior diminished her otherwise striking appearance.

Veldora took her seat at the head of the table, with Theodore sitting opposite Idam.

“Alright. Let’s call in the senior officials.”

One by one, the Iron Tower’s top personnel entered, and the negotiation strategy meeting officially began.

“Sometimes, they even take from the emergency storage.”

“What? Someone actually took from that? Who the hell is the lunatic!?”

No matter how desperate things got, the emergency supplies were meant for actual crises. 

But as the realization sank in, all eyes gradually turned toward one person.

Seated gracefully, hands resting lightly above her navel, was Idam.

Under the weight of their gazes, Idam simply smiled—a soft, serene expression—and calmly responded:

“I am sleepwalking.”

CLANK!

PFFFT—!

Chaos erupted.

Some officers jumped to their feet in shock, others choked and sprayed their tea, and one unfortunate soul even slipped off his chair entirely.

“Are—are you injured?!”

“Idam, what’s going on?!”

“M-Magic! Somebody use healing magic—!”

“If you don’t want a fist to the face, sit your asses down and shut your jaws.”

The words were crude, but even Veldora had to admit that the atmosphere had settled down considerably. 

Normally, if someone spoke to Idam like this, she would’ve already jumped up and hurled expletives. 

So, in a way, this was an improvement.

“Watch your language,” came a sharp voice.

Of course, Theodore was the exception.

“Are you planning to say things like ‘fist to the face’ during the conference too?”

“…Lord Theodore.”

For a moment, Idam’s smile softened—too soft, too natural, too beautiful.

And then, in that same gentle tone, she declared:

“I will kill you.”

“Ahaha, forgive me. That was a slip of the tongue,” she chuckled behind her hand, a refined “hohoho” escaping her lips.

To those who knew her true nature, it was nothing short of terrifying.

Sigh.

Veldora, ever the peacemaker, interjected once more.

“Enough fighting. Idam, explain. What do you mean by ‘sleepwalking’?”

Without hesitation, Idam answered, as if she were simply discussing the weather:

“I sleepwalked into the storage and took some iron. I used it to craft a… personal item.”

Silence.

Dead silence.

So, let’s get this straight.

She had taken emergency supplies.

And used them… to create a personal item.

Not a weapon.

Not armor.

A personal item.

And now, she was blaming it on sleepwalking.

“You… will replace what you took.”

“I already did. I restored its original form and put it back.”

Silence returned.

Wait—so she actually put it back?

Then that meant…

“So, you’re saying that among our emergency iron reserves… there was one that used to be an orc’s, uh… organ?”

“No, wait. That means the iron she used for her… ‘personal use’… is now back in storage?”

The realization sank in.

“…I need to go check for any lingering scent.”

“Would it still be… damp?”

As the officers were lost in their disturbing thoughts, Idam exhaled and spoke with resignation.

“This is precisely why I insisted on attending the conference.”

“Hm?”

Her eyes darkened.

Slowly, the light in her irises was replaced by something unhinged.

“None of you truly understand what’s at stake in this negotiation.”

Coal? 

Iron? 

Limestone?

No. 

None of that mattered.

“The development of the Knight Armor requires extensive testing. Before it can be used in real combat, there will be… mistakes.”

Her lips curled into a knowing smile as she turned to the Master of the Magic Tower.

“Master, do you wish to see our precious, invaluable mages—your mages—suffer injuries or explode, simply because they wore crude, unrefined armor?”

“W-What? No, of course not, but—”

Those sharp, glimmering eyes.

That eerie, knowing grin.

That was already an answer in itself.

Yes.

Yes, it would happen.

“People.”

This negotiation—this war—was not about resources.

It was about people.

“We need manpower.”


Human resources.

“In the end—”

The smirk on her lips bloomed into a dazzling, radiant smile.

A smile so sweet, it almost carried the scent of flowers.

“Pilots are always the most expensive asset.”



 
  Chapter 19: Utopia


It was lunchtime.

Idam, who had overslept, scratched the back of her neck as she shifted under the covers. 

Until the upcoming diplomatic negotiations, she had nothing to do. 

Normally, she would be busy working in the furnace, but the arrival of external guests meant all forge work was on hold.

After all, the towering steel furnace was a closely guarded secret of the Iron Tower. 

If outsiders got a good look, they might try to replicate it elsewhere. 

Days of exchange like this required extra caution—things usually done freely now had strict limitations.

‘Ah, this is boring as hell.’

Just yesterday, she’d secretly smuggled in some iron to tinker with, only to get caught. 

As a result, all her materials had been confiscated, leaving her with nothing to do but stare blankly at the ceiling while sprawled across her bed.

Flop, flop.

“I’m bored out of my damn mind.”

As she listlessly rolled around, a knock came from the door.

Though she was bored, she wasn’t particularly eager to meet anyone. 

She thought about ignoring it, but after several persistent knocks, she finally got up and opened the door.

“Who the hell—”

“Who the hell?”

Standing outside was none other than Theodore, the Guardian of the Tower.

Polished and refined, he was the kind of man whose mere presence made hearts flutter. 

Many women in the Iron Tower secretly admired him.

“That’s hardly the tone you should be using.”

‘Oh, shit.’

It was more than just annoying—there was a real reason Idam had been avoiding people.

For the sake of the upcoming negotiations, she was required to maintain a polite manner of speech, proving she wouldn’t negatively impact the talks. 

Knowing her own temper, even she had to admit it was a necessary precaution.

So, she had locked herself away.

“Staying holed up like this isn’t fair for our wager. Come outside.”

“Did you really come all the way to a lady’s chambers for that? How indecent.”

Her tone was strangely irritating, yet not exactly incorrect, making it difficult to counter.

Theodore cleared his throat and took a step back.

“Today is technically a rest day, but not for you. You have work to do.”

“Oh my, what an absolute delight.”

Her words dripped with sarcasm, and her face was the complete opposite of delighted—if looks could kill, Theodore would have dropped dead on the spot.

Swallowing nervously, he decided to cut to the chase.

“The Tower Master wishes to commend the mages for their efforts during this diplomatic exchange. She has gifted them special ornaments. You are to distribute them to each mage’s quarters.”

‘Motherf—’

Theodore was clearly trying to force her into social interactions, hoping she’d slip up and lose the wager.

It was a dirty trick—but one born of genuine concern. 

No one knew what kind of havoc Idam might wreak at the negotiation table.

And so, like it or not, she was now the Iron Tower’s unwilling courier.

***

The decorations were already stacked in the corridor.

They were finely crafted steel ornaments shaped like miniature swords. 

Quality-wise, they were decent.

‘But still… kinda disappointing.’

To Idam, who spent her free time crafting complex machinery, the design felt lackluster.

Her precision and artistry were unmatched—her mana control was as refined as a factory’s precision-cutting machine.

‘Tsk, the design needs work.’

The trophies were roughly the size of a dagger, but they lacked flair.

The Iron Tower was at a pivotal moment. 

Shouldn’t they be showcasing their knight armors instead?

“You know what? I’ll make these spectacular.”

It wasn’t Christmas, but today, people were going to get the best presents of their lives.

***

Knock, knock.

“Yes? Who is it?”

A rare day off in the Iron Tower.

Especially after working like a coal-drenched slave in the gigantic furnace, drenched in sweat, inhaling the stench of burning fuel.

One man, Backflick, had once tried to rein in Idam’s wild streak. 

But after witnessing her contributions firsthand, he had realized just how foolish he had been.

Nowadays, he avoided her at all costs.

“Ugh!?”

Yet, the moment he opened the door—there she was.

Idam leaned against the doorway, arms crossed.

With that stance, her figure was naturally accentuated, but Backflick only flinched as if haunted by a past trauma.

He remembered all too well—the time when the fire mages had visited the forge, and Idam pretended to lose control.

In his attempt to stop her, he had accidentally grabbed her chest.

That day, he had genuinely feared for his skull.

“W-What do you want?”

“Pick one.”

Floating behind her was a large box.

Caught off guard, he reached inside and pulled out an object.

It was a small, palm-sized knight armor figurine.

“Oh, lucky you. You got the original version! That one’s a collector’s item—it changed the course of human history, you know.”

“I-It did?”

He had no idea what she was talking about, but he nodded anyway, hoping she would leave.

‘Why is her speech so weird today?’

Rumor had it she had made some kind of deal with the Tower Master. 

When he first heard, he hadn’t believed it.

“This is actually super valuable because—”

And just like that, she launched into a full-blown lecture.


Once Idam got started, she could ramble for at least thirty minutes, rattling off obscure facts no one else knew.

Seeing the gleam in her eye, Backflick cautiously cut in.

“Uh, Idam? Don’t you have more people to give these to?”

“Oh.”

She blinked, then gave him a bright smile.

“Thanks! I almost ended up talking until tomorrow. See you later!”

Thunk.

The door closed.

…What just happened?

That sky-blue hair. 

That radiant smile.

For a moment, she had looked almost… gentle.

Was that really the same Idam?

‘Why is my heart beating so fast?’

Backflick glanced down at the knight figurine in his hands.

A strange urge crept up on him—he wanted to see her again.

So, he hesitantly opened his door and peeked into the hallway, trying to spot where she had gone.

“Ah, for fuck’s sake. If I didn’t have to keep my temper in check, I’d chuck these straight at their heads.”

There she was.

The real Idam.

Without a word, Backflick shut his door.

***

That day, whispers spread throughout the Iron Tower.

Stories of Idam, grinning as she delivered the figurines, burned themselves into people’s memories.

For many, Idam had never seemed like a woman—more like some creature hovering on the edge of humanity.

But for that brief moment, she had appeared in a different light.

A rare, almost mystical moment.

The mages of the Iron Tower wished it would last.

But deep down, they all knew the truth.

It was nothing more than a fleeting summer dream.

And today—

Negotiation day had arrived.

“Hoho, what’s with the staring?”

Idam smirked, walking into the grand hall.

And just like that, the storm began.

***

The wizards of the tower gathered on the first floor, awaiting the arrival of their esteemed guests.

Under their gazes, Idam offered a gentle smile.

‘Psycho. Definitely a psychopath.’

‘Unbelievable.’

‘How can someone with such a beautiful face speak such filthy words?’

‘Ah, I love it.’

There were always those with peculiar tastes.

Some found it exhilarating that Idam, who was known for her sharp and ruthless nature, was forcing herself to act meek and demure. 

It felt like a form of submission to them. But they were a rare few, so they could be ignored.

Regardless, today’s guest was Fontaine Hargbris, a senator from the Bowlean Republic.

The negotiations with the republic were scheduled to take place on the very first day—a decision Idam had strongly insisted upon. 

Unlike other nations, the Bowlean Republic was at the forefront of industrialization, making it the country she was most interested in.

Standing beside her was Theodore.

For once, his normally stoic face was twisted into an expression of disbelief, as though he had just witnessed the impossible.

He hadn’t expected Idam to actually win the bet.

“Theodore,” Idam called out to him in a bright voice, her smile soft yet triumphant. 

“I won.”

“Hmm.”

“How do you feel? Won’t you share with me? A young lady has bested you.”

“…Hah.”

Idam bounced up and down in excitement, her laughter clear and unrestrained. 

Since the two of them stood at the forefront of the assembled wizards, their little spectacle was on full display for all to see.

“How is it? Hm? What does it feel like to lose?”

“Enough.”

“Oh no, I must insist. Please, tell me. I’m just so curious to hear what you have to say.”

Still grinning, she continued to tease him.

Eventually, Theodore let out a long sigh, nodding in surrender.

“Fine. You won. I lost. Satisfied?”

“Ah, but Lord Theodore, simply admitting defeat isn’t enough. Losers usually offer spoils of war, you know.”

“…We weren’t at war. It was a simple negotiation. You should at least act with a modicum of professionalism—”

“That’s fine,” Idam interrupted, her smile unwavering. 

“You don’t have to give it to me.”

Because I’ll just take it myself.

Her words sent a chill down Theodore’s spine.

That radiant smile and composed demeanor, mixed with her eerie confidence, created a strange aura of madness around her.

***

Fontaine Hargbris, the senator of the Bowlean Republic, was a skilled political strategist.

Unlike the other republicans obsessed with technological advancement, he excelled in diplomacy and internal political maneuvering. 

As a result, despite his relatively young age, he held significant influence in the Senate.

The Senate had full confidence in his rhetoric and believed that he would secure satisfactory results from this negotiation.

“Hah. This is going to be such a hassle.”

‘Here we go again.’

Major Jennifer Iva, Fontaine’s aide, sighed internally.

While she acknowledged his capabilities, he was also infamous for having a rather serious character flaw.

He was a notorious womanizer.

“That Iron Tower is filled with men. How boring.”

He clicked his tongue, clearly displeased.

“The Tower Master is pretty enough, but not my type. Too small, don’t you think, Major Iva?”

“…Senator, we’re arriving soon.”

“You’re so stiff. Women like that are the most fun to conquer.”

‘I want to kill him.’

It was a blessing that the Iron Tower prohibited the carrying of weapons. 

If she had her revolver holstered at her waist, she might have unconsciously pressed it against his temple and pulled the trigger.

“Personally, I’m expecting some fine entertainment at the Water Tower. The mages there must have plenty of water below, huh? Hahaha!”

‘Let’s just get this over with.’

Jennifer quickened her pace, eager to escape the conversation.

***

The delegation arrived at the towering structure of the Iron Tower, its vast furnace-like heart glowing with heat.

And the moment Fontaine stepped inside—

“…!”

His eyes widened.

Ice-blue hair like frozen sky.

A womanly figure with ample curves and a slender waist.

A playful, radiant smile as she nudged the man beside her with her elbow in jest.

When people desire something with their whole heart, they often struggle to articulate it precisely.


Fontaine was no different.

Whenever asked about his ideal type, he had only given vague answers.

But now, there was no doubt.

It was her.

The woman who embodied his every fantasy stood right there before him.



 
  Chapter 20: Buried


The place where the negotiations with the Bowlean Republic would take place. 

The atmosphere was as cold and solid as the name “Iron Tower” suggested. 

Not only was the room imbued with a chilling yet robust aura, but there were also several steel-made exhibits scattered around, all of which were armored knights standing still.

“Since when was this changed?”

“It was done by Idam.”

Of course, the Lord of the Tower, Veldora, looked a little taken aback when he saw it.

What had once been made with an attempt to fit the atmosphere had been radically reimagined by the hands of a mad artist.

“Well… maybe it’s for the best.”

“I think so too. I left it as is. It might put psychological pressure during the negotiations.”

With the armored knight figures standing tall in front, anyone might hesitate before giving up on the negotiations, only to rethink. 

After all, the thought of soldiers from enemy nations wearing such armor could be terrifying.

There were three people on each side of the negotiation table. 

On one side sat Veldora, the Lord of the Tower, Theodore the Guardian of the Tower, and the apprentice wizard, Idam. 

Opposite them sat the Bowlean Republic’s Senator Fontaine Hargbris, his assistant, Major Jennifer Iva, and a woman who appeared to be a secretary.

As both sides took their seats across the long table, a subtle battle of etiquette began.

“Ah? Is that person joining us?”

Senator Fontaine seemed to be trying to ease the tension with a smile as he carefully pointed at Idam.

“Yes, Idam is almost the beginning and end of this entire Knight Armor project.”

“Is that so? Haha, that’s impressive. They say beautiful people are exceptionally talented in many ways, and I guess this is a perfect example of that.”

‘What is he doing?’

Major Jennifer Iva, who had already been briefed about Idam before arriving, was taken aback.

There was no need to emphasize Idam’s background again.

This was clearly a strategy targeted at her. Idam, as a woman, was such an overwhelming presence that Fontaine might have been trying to gauge the atmosphere with compliments.

“Ah, thank you,” Idam replied with an elegant smile.

“…?!”

The only one who had met Idam before, Major Iva now stared at her in disbelief.

Was this really the same person?

Idam had changed so drastically that it was hard to recognize her.

Her refined tone, graceful posture, and soft smile that seemed to make even women feel fluttery emanated an air of sophistication.

The smallest of gestures left a lasting impact.

After a brief moment of surprise, the negotiations continued.

“Can I hear your conditions first? We will try our best to meet the Tower’s needs.”

Senator Fontaine’s smile remained relaxed, and his tone was calm, almost affectionate. Veldora, prepared for this moment, began outlining the points.

“Broadly speaking, there are three: iron ore supply, research funding.”

These were the obvious requests, nothing particularly surprising. Fontaine almost yawned, finding the points a bit dull, but then Veldora added,

“And the dispatch of personnel.”

The mention of personnel made his expression falter slightly.

“Personnel dispatch, you say? You mean that a closed and conservative Tower like yours would require our people?”

Veldora nodded calmly.

“Yes, that’s right. The Knight Armor being made here is going to undergo meticulous research. To accelerate its practical use, we need the help of Republic soldiers with real combat experience.”

“Mm…”

It was a bit unexpected. 

Senator Fontaine smiled slyly and pulled out a piece of paper where he had written the suggested support amounts and the iron ore supply quantities.

“This…?”

“Ah-hem.”

Veldora and Theodore both made faces, the proposal clearly failing to meet their expectations.

This was not the kind of offer they had been anticipating.

It felt like Bowlean Republic might be ready to give up on the Iron Tower.

“It seems we have some serious differences of opinion.”

Veldora gently pushed the contract conditions aside.

Fontaine, however, responded with a smooth smile, showing no change in expression.

“I thought this amount would be sufficient. Now, let me explain our additional conditions.”

The quantity of support seemed disappointing, and it was hard to deny that.

However, the Bowlean Republic could be so confident because they had an advantage no other country could provide.

“In truth, I have been thinking. Even if the Knight Armor is developed and manufactured, only a small number of people will actually benefit from it.”

“Isn’t that right? As I understand, the process of manufacturing the Knight Armor’s iron is completely different from the usual methods. It takes a long time to extract high-purity iron, but the quality is unmatched.”

The Knight Armor was light and sturdy, but it took time to create.

This was an unavoidable fact.

Of course, Idam had prepared an enormous furnace to produce large quantities at once, but even with that, the production would still fall short once the official manufacturing of the Knight Armor began.

“Mages, you need to be cautious. This is a contract. Once each country begins to provide support, you will feel something is amiss.”

One didn’t need to take every word at face value in a negotiation. 

But strangely, despite his concerns, Senator Fontaine’s words seemed to evoke a sense of trust.

“With the support of a large quantity of materials, there will be a cost to be paid. But the Knight Armor, from the iron-making process, already requires a great deal of time.”

The follow-up processes were also inevitable. 

Just because they could handle magic didn’t mean creating armor would be easy. 

Every detail had to be perfect, from comfort to practical use, and Idam was known for her exacting standards. 

The armor wasn’t even in its final form yet; it was still just a mock-up.

“The Tower is about autonomy, isn’t it? You have made great strides, but you might find yourselves consumed by your own success.”

“Consumed…?”

Veldora murmured quietly to herself. 

The Tower’s mages always thrived on autonomous research and achievements. 

However, even the most remarkable results from this year could seem insignificant years later. 

Technology advanced rapidly, and the Iron Tower was leading that progress through Idam.

“But other towers will continue advancing through autonomous and innovative thinking. However, the Iron Tower cannot afford that.”

Because they had to focus on producing the Knight Armor.

The sheer amount of support they were getting would eventually become a shackle that turned them into a factory, solely producing Knight Armor.

“When that happens, you will no longer be magicians. You will just be factory workers.”

And the Iron Tower, slowed down in its development, would fall so far behind that it might never catch up. 

Even a couple of years of stagnation could make it impossible to close the gap with other towers.

Hmmm.

Idam quietly listened, and she knew that what he was saying wasn’t wrong.

‘This feels a lot like what happened with navigation systems in South Korea once…’

At one point, navigation systems were all the rage, revolutionizing how people navigated, making driving far more convenient. 

Factories worked hard to meet the demand, and companies were thriving. 

However, just a few years later, smartphones incorporated navigation systems, and these companies were left struggling.

“For now, the Knight Armor is an innovation. It will still be revolutionary even a year from now. But in two years? Three years? Four?”

With each passing year, the Knight Armor would lose its luster. 

By then, could the Iron Tower, which had dedicated all its resources to creating Knight Armor, ever catch up with the other towers?

Senator Fontaine had hit the mark.

“Then, leave it to us.”

Smiling brightly, Fontaine added,

“We will turn the production of Knight Armor into a factory process. Honestly, I think the expected performance might even be too good.”

“In battle, it’s not about having a single hero; it’s about having a large number of elite soldiers.”

“What’s the strength of the Bowlean Republic? It’s semi-automation! Mass production through factories! By slightly lowering the quality, we can ease your burden and produce in large quantities!”

If that’s the case, there’s no need for the magic tower to be stuck in a perpetual state of being caught by the Knight Armor.

Not only that, but there’s no need to stress over creating an overly specialized design for the current specs.

Even with a bit of reduced support, it would actually be good news for the magic tower.

After all, they wouldn’t be forced to help with the creation of the Knight Armor against their will.

Both Veldora and Theodore’s lips pressed tightly together.

They were caught off guard by a point they hadn’t considered before.

‘Obvious, isn’t it?’

Although he wore a gentle smile, Senator Fontaine already believed he had won.

Wizards are a breed obsessed with independent progress. 

One can tell just by watching them spend their days shut up in the magic tower, conducting endless research into magic.


If you suddenly tell them that their freedom would be taken away? 

If you tell them that they’ll be bound by a contract for years, forced to make the same thing over and over again?

‘They’ll never accept it.’

It was like trying to stuff a giant into a box.

They’d be too uncomfortable, too suffocating to endure it.

‘As expected, those who only study magic in the tower are easy to manipulate.’

As Fontaine was about to press his advantage, intending to drive the point home, a woman with sky-blue hair spoke up.

“The production time will be shortened.”

The woman, who lived as though overturning the board was her profession, interjected.

When Idam spoke, the dark shadows that had clouded the faces of the other two wizards seemed to lift just a little. 

They looked at her, a glimmer of expectation in their expressions.

“…The production time will be shortened?” 

Fontaine repeated, his voice full of doubt.

“Yes, that’s correct. The production time will be reduced, and the process for creating the metal will become much faster. The process has only been slow up to now because we were still establishing the groundwork.”

It was quiet.

It was also calm.

There was no trace of the madness that had been anticipated.

As Idam spoke plainly, Fontaine remained composed and responded cautiously.

“Well, that would be ideal. However, even if the process becomes simpler, if you become too obsessed with creating Knight Armor, it could limit the growth and autonomy of the Tower of Iron itself—”

“That’s something for our tower to worry about.”

“You’ve mentioned mass production through a factory, but the Tower of Iron does not intend to degrade the Knight Armor produced under our name into some cheap commodity.”

‘What?’

Fontaine was at a complete loss. 

Could they really speed up the production process more than this? 

Could they really ensure autonomy while making Knight Armor? 

Was that even possible?

‘Is there a solution? Does she have a plan in her head?’

The woman with sky-blue hair.

Her soft smile and bright eyes.

The moment he locked eyes with her, Fontaine felt a bead of sweat run down his forehead.

‘Madness. The truth hidden in the madness.’

He caught a glimpse of it.

‘No…’

Fontaine was certain.

‘There is no solution.’

The woman before him was merely putting on an act.

It was a lie, plain and simple.

Why? 

Why was this happening?

He had clearly suggested a good direction for the tower. 

He hadn’t been trying to manipulate them blindly.

Yet, why were they rejecting his proposal, which was meant to secure the future of the tower?

Fontaine couldn’t understand it.

The woman, whom he had always found attractive, now felt dangerously tempting, like the forbidden fruit, causing his heart to race even more.

As his legs began to tremble under the desk, Idam smiled and thought to herself:

‘There is no solution.’

Iron?

It’s already hard enough to reduce the production time any further.

Autonomy?

The wizards are already exhausted just trying to create the metal itself.

A fading tower?

It would be strange to expect the same thing after making the same thing for 1-2 years, like every other tower.

Still, the reason Idam was determined to derail this contract was simple.

‘Obsession.’

Together, we fall into the pit of Knight Armor.

Once we start struggling and fixating only on the Knight Armor…

‘In the end, we’ll make only Knight Armor, even until the moment we die, until the whole tower is consumed by it!’

The survivors from the company that once made navigation systems had all twisted their bodies in some way to survive.

Some shifted entirely to other displays, while others integrated navigation into the vehicles themselves.


The Tower of Iron would end up the same way.

Obsessed.

Fading.

Trapped in a dead end, they would have no choice but to cling to this one thing, fighting for their lives.

The glimmer of madness softly flashed, bending like the moon.



 
  Chapter 21: Consideration for the future


The negotiations with the Bowlean Republic had ended on a rather sour note.

“It seems we might have come a little unprepared,” said Senator Fontaine, offering a handshake with a brazen smile.

Veldora looked down at the outstretched hand for a moment before cautiously taking it. 

Fontaine, as if oblivious to the tense atmosphere, continued speaking with ease.

“There’s still plenty of time. Next time, I promise to bring something that will truly satisfy you at the negotiation table.”

“…Thank you,” Veldora replied, though her voice carried a weight of complexity.

There was something about Fontaine’s words that didn’t feel entirely false.

Beside her, Theodore wore a similar expression. 

The burden of deciding what was best for the Iron Tower weighed heavily on their shoulders.

As Fontaine passed them, he extended his hand once more—this time toward the person who had thoroughly wrecked the negotiations.

“It was a blind spot on my part. The Iron Tower has far exceeded my expectations.”

“In other words, you underestimated us.”

“…Excuse me?”

“Idam?!”

All eyes turned to Idam, but she had already decided—she wasn’t going to hold back.

“Next time, I hope you bring an offer that makes you pant like a dog. That way, I might actually be interested.”

“Hah… Haha! Hahahahaha!”

Senator Fontaine, unable to suppress his laughter, clutched his stomach before taking a deep breath to regain his composure.

“I’m afraid that’s not quite my style. I usually prefer to be the one holding the reins.”

“Oh really? That’s interesting. But judging from what you’ve got, that seems like a difficult position for you to take.”

A sharp silence filled the air.

Even Fontaine, who had kept his composure thus far, stiffened at those words.

Idam smirked.

“You see, I’m quite sensitive to mana.”

Her tone was casual, almost as if she were humming a tune.

“And every time I talk, your damn crotch keeps flicking at the mana in the air. It’s disgusting, really.”

“Hah… This is quite… embarrassing.”

Fontaine wiped a single bead of sweat off his forehead with a handkerchief, his expression unreadable.

The conversation had turned so crude that even he had not expected it.

“Honestly, I was worried you might just climax right then and there.”

“If you want, I can attach a new function to your Knight Armor—maybe something for… puncturing certain areas? It could help you discover new tastes.”

“Idam! That is far too much! This is an insult to the Bowlean Republic!”

Finally, Major Iva, Fontaine’s aide, could no longer hold back. 

She glared at Idam, her breathing heavy with anger.

But Idam only grinned.

“Tell me, wouldn’t it suck if your pet dog suddenly turned around and bit your hand?”

“What kind of nonsense—!”

“Do you not understand who’s supposed to be crawling right now? Do we really need to march our Knight Armor into your capital before you get the message?”

“This is too much disrespect—!”

“Enough, Major Iva.”

Senator Fontaine raised a hand, halting his aide. 

He then bowed his head slightly toward Idam.

“I apologize, Mage Idam. It is true that we failed to fully appreciate your masterpiece.”

“In the second round of negotiations, we will bring a more proper proposal.”

With those words, he gave a courteous farewell to the other mages and exited the Iron Tower.

***

As they left, the sound of grinding teeth could be heard.

Fontaine’s jaw was clenched so tightly that it almost seemed like his teeth might crack.

“Senator, are you alright?” 

Iva asked urgently.

Fontaine responded in a hushed, subdued tone.

“This is diplomacy. No matter what, you must know when to bow your head.”

“But this was too much! To let them belittle the Republic like this—!”

“Major Iva.”

“Y-Yes?”

There was a glint in Fontaine’s eyes—a mix of humiliation and hunger.

“Call a Senate meeting when we return.”

“A… Senate meeting?”

“Yes. Don’t you think we’ve spent too much time fighting amongst ourselves?”

A smirk curled at his lips.

“The Iron Tower… it’s about time they step down from their so-called throne.”

Fontaine was sure of it.

That woman—it would take a great deal of effort and a world-shaking shift to bring her to heel.

“Hah… We shall see.”

As he imagined Idam panting beneath him, he felt himself stiffen once more.

***

“Idam! Have you lost your mind?!”

“Do you not understand what ‘restraint’ means?!”

After Fontaine’s departure, the Iron Tower was in utter chaos.

Veldora and Theodore bombarded Idam with reprimands, while she simply leaned back, nonchalantly picking at her ear.

“That was unacceptable! He is a senator of a nation! You had absolutely no sense of decorum!”

“This is exactly why I didn’t want you in the negotiations! What the hell was your problem?!”

Idam narrowed her eyes.

“You want to know what my problem was?”

He shot them both a sharp glare.

“We are in the position of absolute power, yet we allowed them to manipulate us into thinking otherwise. That was bullshit.”

“That’s…”

“Right now, we hold all the negotiation cards with our Knight Armor. So why the hell are we letting them dictate the terms? Why are we suddenly the ones being pressured?”

The room fell into silence.

Because Idam was right.


And that fact alone was even more terrifying.

“Are you planning to hand over the Knight Armor just like that?”

It was a reasonable argument—so much so that even Idam couldn’t find a solid counter.

But speculating on the future would lead nowhere.

“We need to focus on the present. At the very least, we’ve put that bastard in his place. We ripped out that silver tongue of his.”

“……”

“On the flip side, others will see this as an opportunity. The Kingdom of Gerard and the Extep Union will probably come rushing to align with us.”

That was a fair assumption.

“Still, this wasn’t the right move. It’s not just about the Day of Exchange—this could escalate into a major diplomatic issue.”

For now, the Magic Tower wielded absolute power, acting as a neutral entity that kept balance. 

But if the three nations used this as a pretext to make demands of the tower—or worse, shift the power dynamics—it would complicate things.

“It won’t be easy for them.”

Idam smiled faintly. 

She was confident that things would never go the way the Bowlean Republic wanted.

“I don’t even know anymore.”

“You brought this woman here, Tower Master. You have to take responsibility.”

“Theodore?! Are you backing out now?!”

Watching Veldora and Theodore bicker, Idam crossed her arms and muttered to herself.

“But mass production through semi-automated factories… that’s kind of interesting. Maybe I’ll pay them a visit when I have time.”

“…Did you forget that we just fought them?”

“Tower Master, I say this with the utmost sincerity—this woman needs psychological counseling.”

The negotiations with the various nations had already progressed to the second round.

Enough time had passed that it was about time for the Iron Tower to decide on a contract. 

But their delay was frustrating the other towers.

Each nation could only sign a contract with one tower, and with the Iron Tower stalling, the others were left waiting in line.

It was like how younger siblings in noble families had to wait for the eldest to marry first.

Other towers were grumbling, demanding that the Iron Tower hurry up and make a decision.

“These days, the way the other towers look at us is getting uncomfortable.”

“Ugh, it’s annoying.”

“You know what’s funny? When Idam walks by, they all pretend nothing’s wrong.”

The hostility from the other towers naturally led to resentment within the Iron Tower as well.

“If they were so desperate, they should’ve developed better magic and enticed the nations themselves.”

Regardless, the Iron Tower still hadn’t signed with any country.

That said, Veldora had already made up her mind. 

The only issue was sorting out the finer details.

“Idam, how much longer are you going to drag this out?”

“…Tsk.”

Inside the Tower Master’s office.

Idam sat on the couch, legs crossed, flipping through a stack of documents. 

She absentmindedly bit the joint of her index finger, deep in thought.

“Do you realize the entire Magic Tower is waiting on your decision?”

“That just means it’s important. We need to pick the sturdiest one available.”

“…Just saying, if he dies during testing, it’ll be a huge problem.”

Ignoring Veldora’s words, Idam continued flipping through the pages.

The decision had already been made. 

The Iron Tower would sign with the Kingdom of Gerard.

Not only was Gerard offering a wealth of resources, but they were also accommodating in scheduling production for the Knight Armor and ensuring a favorable supply agreement.

On top of that, they were providing knights.

In essence, the Iron Tower would receive the best possible pilots.

And now, Idam was going through the profiles of those knights, deciding who to recruit.

‘I need someone who’s not too smart, but physically robust.’

He needed a test subject—someone who could survive the grueling experiments required to push the Knight Armor to its limits. 

The experiments would be dangerous, possibly deadly.

So what she required was a pilot who wouldn’t die easily.

“Tsk.”

Idam clicked her tongue as she flipped another page.

For some inexplicable reason, at the bottom of every profile, there was a field labeled [Penis Length].

The knight she was currently reviewing, Helan, had a reported length of 9 cm flaccid, 12 cm erect.


“What the fuck. I didn’t need to know that.”

With an expression of utter disbelief, Idam kept turning the pages.

“Savage medieval bastards. Do human rights mean nothing to them?”

She clicked her tongue at the Kingdom of Gerard’s barbarism.

Ironically, what she didn’t realize was that Gerard had compiled that information specifically for her.



 
  Chapter 22: Contract


The Day of Exchange had come to an end.

Some towers wept, while others laughed.

As always, the event brought a stark contrast of joy and sorrow.

The Tower of Iron had chosen the Kingdom of Gerard. 

The Extep Union secured a contract with the Tower of Water, while the Bowlean Republic formed an alliance with the Tower of Lightning. 

As the news spread, the general consensus among the people was clear—Gerard was the victor of this year’s exchange.

Jealousy and resentment were directed particularly at the Tower of Iron.

It wasn’t just because they had achieved an overwhelming success.

No, the frustration was somewhat justified. 

The Tower of Iron had deliberately delayed its decision, preventing other towers from even sitting at a proper negotiation table.

With the most desirable option still undecided, the three nations were left waiting in limbo, unable to commit elsewhere. 

The remaining towers, effectively the “merchandise” of this grand exchange, were left wondering when their turn would come.

The situation had escalated to the point where a petition was submitted to the Archmage, requesting that the Day of Exchange be extended by an additional month—just this once.

Regardless, the Kingdom of Gerard was so delighted with the contract that they wasted no time in sending resources.

The first to arrive?

Knights.

***

“Greetings! We are the Coelacanth Knights, dispatched for the new armor trials!”

Inside the office of the Tower Lord, Veldora.

Winston, the commander of the Coelacanth Knights, placed a fist over his chest in salute. 

Behind him, nine knights followed suit with perfect discipline.

“You’ve arrived quickly. It’s only been two weeks since the exchange ended.”

“Everyone was eager to leave early. To leave even the smallest mark on the history of Knight Armor—it’s exhilarating.”

“How passionate.”

Veldora nodded with a knowing smile. 

It was a good thing, after all.

And then—

“Utter bullshit.”

Clang!

The door to the office swung open without so much as a knock.

Idam strode in, her expression indifferent.

“There’s no room for you lot to leave a ‘mark’ on the Knight Armor. I’m the one doing all the work, after all.”

Sky-blue hair. 

Eyes distinctly different from those of ordinary people. 

A full figure. 

A sharp tongue.

‘It’s her.’

‘So this is the woman we’ll be serving.’

‘I didn’t sign up for the knight order just to handle someone else’s libido…’

‘…Damn, she’s gorgeous.’

‘Is this going to turn into an orgy? Kind of nervous now.’

A variety of thoughts flashed through the minds of the knights, especially the strongest among them.

As they stared at Idam, their inner turmoil brewed.

She, however, paid them no mind, skimming through the stack of documents in her hand.

‘Ah, our profiles.’

‘Ugh, filling that out was embarrassing as hell.’

‘And now she’s reading it right in front of us. Bold move.’

‘Wait… Nolund put down 15 cm for his relaxed measurement? I’ve seen him in the bath—it’s definitely not that.’

‘I exaggerated mine a little… hope I don’t get kicked out for it.’

Finally, Idam lifted her gaze from the papers and looked at them.

“Haa… Idam, just handle it. I’m counting on you, alright?”

“Got it.”

“But I’ll say it again—these are external personnel. You can’t treat them like our tower’s mages, got it?”

“…Answer me.”

“Answer her.”

Veldora crumpled a spare sheet of paper and hurled it at the back of Idam’s head.

Completely unfazed, Idam turned her attention back to the knights.

“Commander?”

“Winston, at your service. It is an honor to meet you, Mage Idam.”

Winston was a massive man, his shaved head only emphasizing his sheer bulk.

His lack of flexibility was apparent at a glance—like a gorilla in human form.

“Hey. I said, answer her.”

Tap. 

Tap.

More paper balls flew from behind.

Idam ignored them.

“We will be drafting and signing individual contracts for the upcoming experiments. Any objections?”

“None at all.”

“Good. I’ve prepared the forms, so follow me, and we’ll—AACK?!?”

“DAAH!!”

Veldora yanked Idam backward by the hair.

Her body arched, her ample chest bouncing as it was thrust forward.

Gulp.

A swallowing sound echoed in the room.

Perhaps more than one.

“OW! OW! I’m just talking about drafting contracts! If anything in them is unreasonable, they can cut it out themselves!”

With some effort, Idam managed to calm Veldora down.

She was, after all, the only person in the Tower of Iron capable of keeping Idam in check.

“Ugh, let’s go already.”


She motioned for the knights to follow.

As they moved, her scent—unexpectedly fresh and pleasant—drifted toward them, making their hearts race just a little.

Their destination was the conference room.

Inside, the air was thick and heavy with heat.

Summer was approaching, and this particular room was situated near the colossal foundry, making it even worse.

Ever since the installation of the massive furnace, the entire tower had grown uncomfortably warm.

The closer one got to the foundry wall, the more unbearable it became.

Some even called certain rooms “cursed” and refused to use them anymore.

Idam, however, had plans to cover those spaces in cedarwood and turn them into saunas.

“God, it’s fucking hot in here.”

That was for later, though.

A sauna was a place to sweat on purpose.

This was just misery.

Scowling, Idam took her seat.

The knights followed, settling around the large conference table.

“Let’s get this over with. I’m not about to roast in here.”

‘So that’s how she talks, huh…’

‘Not exactly ladylike.’

‘Like a middle-aged drunkard.’

Despite the prior warnings, the knights found themselves taken aback by Idam’s demeanor.

Commander Winston, however, remained unbothered.

He had been thoroughly briefed by Legion’s First Prince.

[Sir Winston, you must understand—she does not comprehend the concept of decorum.]

[But we must maintain ours. It will be unfair, unreasonable, and infuriating… but it cannot be helped.]

“Show Your Chivalry.”

Sigh.

It was rare for the prince to personally mention something, but Winston was a knight. 

He would not let a minor insult shake his resolve.

“Alright, let’s take attendance first. Winston?”

“Yes, here.”

The way he was treated like a mere child was somewhat insulting, but Winston endured it nonetheless.

“Hitler? What kind of crazy name is that?”

“Present.”

“Noland—”

The roll call continued, one name after another.

As Idam flipped through the final page, all ten knights were accounted for. 

Placing the profiles on the desk, she pulled out a stack of contracts from behind her and began distributing them.

“Alright, these are your contracts. Skim through them and sign. It’s hot as hell in here.”

‘Skim through and sign?’

‘What the hell?’

Winston and the other knights frowned as they slowly started reading through the contracts.

***

[Preface]

This contract serves as an official agreement between the Tower of Magic and its experimental participants. 

By signing this document, the participant acknowledges full understanding and acceptance of all provisions contained herein.

The participant swears to uphold the authority and order of the Tower under the following conditions.

‘The contract itself seems fairly standard.’

‘But why bother drafting something like this?’

‘We already settled everything on the Day of Accord.’

For the knights, having a separate contract like this was somewhat perplexing.

Among them, the youngest knight, Dune, who was known for his love of books, quickly skimmed through the document and raised his hand.

“Excuse me, Ms Idam?”

“What now?”

“It says here that monetary compensation will be provided. Does that mean we’re getting paid separately?”

“Of course. You’re working here, so you should be compensated for your labor, right?”

“Ohhh.”

“Wait, so we get extra pay on top of our regular salary?”

The knights murmured amongst themselves, their voices filled with awe. 

Watching them, Idam sighed, then removed her robe.

“Obviously. Ugh, just hurry up and read, damn it. It’s ridiculously hot in here.”

As she fanned herself irritably, the knights hastened their reading. 

The contract mentioned compensation, a clearly defined period of service—it all seemed reasonable.

But as they read further, the contract’s tone started to shift.

***

[Clause 13: Compensation and Medical Treatment]


	The Tower guarantees healing magic in case of unforeseen accidents during the experiment.


	However, additional compensation will not be provided, as the participant’s autonomy and independence must be respected.



[Clause 14: Responsibility]


	The Tower assumes responsibility for any accidental injuries or damages incurred during the experiment.


	However, if an incident occurs due to the participant’s negligence or intent, the participant shall bear full responsibility.



[Clause 15: Confidentiality Obligation]


	Participants are strictly forbidden from disclosing any details about the experiment.

Any breach of confidentiality will result in severe disciplinary action in accordance with the Tower’s regulations.



[Clause 16: Obligation to Participate]


	Participants cannot refuse experimental summons or notifications.


	If a participant wishes to opt out, they must submit a report 48 hours in advance.


	The supervising officer has the authority to assess the validity of the reason for opting out and may exercise the right to reject it.



[Clause 17: Compliance Rewards]


	If a participant refuses to participate despite the rejection of their opt-out request, the Tower reserves the right to take appropriate measures.



***

Even knights were allowed to skip training if they were unwell.

“Sir Idam? Clauses 16 and 17 seem a bit… forceful.”

“Yeah? Well, what do you expect us to do if you all suddenly decide to strike? We need this in place so we can trust you to do your damn jobs.”

Winston fell silent.

It did seem like a harsh measure.

Yet something about it didn’t sit right.

‘But this is just a simple armor fitting, isn’t it?’

‘Even if it’s some special Knight Armor, isn’t it still just armor?’

‘Did they really add these clauses just in case?’

As questions swirled in his mind—

“Fuck… I need to invent an air-conditioning spell.”

Unable to withstand the heat any longer, Idam unbuttoned the top two buttons of her shirt. 

She flapped her shirt slightly, allowing air to circulate, and as she did, her chest subtly moved with the motion.

And at that moment, it dawned on them.

‘Oh! So that’s what this is?!’

‘That crazy bastard! Just how much does she plan to exploit us if she’s even putting these clauses in?!’

‘Even if we refuse, she’ll force us to comply?!’

Were they really just being treated as tools for pleasure?

The knights exchanged uneasy glances.

Was this really okay?

Was it acceptable to be treated with such disrespect?

They were noble knights, not servants meant to satisfy a woman.

But then—

“For fuck’s sake, just sign the damn thing already! Can’t read? Do I need to hold your hand and read it out loud like a goddamn bedtime story?!”

Watching Idam wipe sweat from his neck with a handkerchief, the knights felt a strange impulse.


‘Ten men couldn’t possibly fail to satisfy just one person, right?’

‘She’s probably a demon in bed, too…’

‘I really want to put her in her place.’

And finally, as Idam slid his handkerchief into his cleavage, wiping away the sweat—

The knights, as if possessed, signed the contracts.



 
  Chapter 23: FOLLOWERS


The accommodation where the knights could stay separately was in the basement, in the rooms of the apprentice mages.

There were so many rooms that it was standard for each knight to have their own, and meals could be taken separately at the magic tower, so essentially, there were no extra costs involved.

In the knight order, each person would prepare their own lunch, and they were responsible for managing and inspecting their own equipment, so this was definitely more convenient.

“Not bad, actually.”

“That’s right. They say the magic tower is a collection of technological expertise, and it really feels that way.”

“I just came from the bathroom, and they have separate ones for men and women.”

“Hmm.”

The knights were gathered in the room of Captain Winston, engaging in casual conversation about their impressions of the magic tower and its internal structure.

After listening to them, Winston nodded and gave them a word of caution.

“Anyway, we’ve been sent here on assignment. It’s important not to upset the mages too much.”

“The prince mentioned that the new knight armor could be the key technology to end the war.”

“So, we all need to do our best to assist the mages.”

At Winston’s words, determination filled the eyes of the knights.

The long and exhausting war had dragged on far too long.

They wanted it to end, but the flames kept burning, like a bonfire stacked high with wood.

Over time, the situation had become unbearable.

The new knight armor might just be the weapon that could end this war—perhaps even leading to the kingdom’s victory.

“Ha, I know it’s humiliating, but—”

As Winston was about to mention the real reason they had come, something difficult to say, the door suddenly clattered open.

“Oh, here you are. What’s going on? You planning a mafia raid or something?”

A woman with sky-blue hair entered.

The sharp, irritable tone of Idam had long since abandoned any pretense of politeness since the moment she signed the contract.

“Looks like you’re all gathered together.”

With ten knights cramped into a small room meant for a single occupant, it was an incredibly tight space.

As Idam walked in, the knights swallowed nervously.

She wasn’t in a robe like before, but in pajamas, looking extremely comfortable—almost to the point of appearing sloppy.

‘This…’

‘I thought she’d be the type with a dowdy look, maybe even a big belly and heavy makeup.’

Honestly, the knights hadn’t felt particularly burdened by the idea of having to manage Idam’s “personal affairs.”

When they first heard about it, they imagined she’d be an unattractive woman who could only attract men through forceful means.

They thought it would be difficult to even think of her in a physical sense.

But now, looking at her, they were stunned.

Idam was, quite literally, a walking pheromone.

Though the knights outwardly claimed to dislike her or pretended to be embarrassed, the moment they took off their noble knights’ masks, they’d pay to be with her.

Striding boldly through the muscular men, Idam spoke to Captain Winston.

“We start tomorrow. Do you have a schedule? Like, any morning training or something?”

“Yes, we usually do a run at 6. We run until 7, and then we shower and have breakfast.”

“Well, meals are flexible, so you can go to the dining hall whenever you feel like it.”

Idam crossed her arms, her ample chest accentuating the movement.

“Then, we’ll start work by 9… You don’t know where the lab is, do you? Just gather in front of the dorms. I’ll come pick you up.”

“Understood.”

“Hmm.”

After speaking, Idam eyed Winston up and down before snapping her fingers.

“Show me your arm.”

“Pardon?”

“Hurry up.”

“Ah, alright.”

Winston, somewhat taken aback, extended his arm.

His thick arm, marked with several scars, spoke of a knight’s pride and the passage of time.

Idam began to inspect it with both hands.

‘Is this really happening?!’

‘Is the captain really the first one?!’

‘I’m so jealous!’

The knights swallowed hard as they watched.

Idam continued feeling Winston’s arm, moving from his shoulder to his biceps, then to his fingers.

After a thorough inspection, she nodded.

“Okay, not bad.”

“Is… is it good?”

Winston, the captain, was a giant of a man, looking every bit like a gorilla, and though he had had several marriage proposals, he’d never actually kept a woman close.

He had always remained distant, partly due to his profession, which put his life in constant danger.

So when a woman openly touched him like this, he felt his heart race for the first time.

“Yeah, this should hold up just fine.”

‘Hold up?!

‘She’s really saying that?!’

‘She must like orcs or something!’

‘Crazy woman! When’s it my turn?!’

The knights thought the moment was finally upon them.

They quickly began loosening their belts, eager for what was to come.

But just as they thought things would begin…

“Alright, then.”

Idam, with her hand still on Winston’s arm, turned toward the door.

“Go to bed. Tomorrow’s going to be a hell of a busy day.”

“…Pardon?”

“Go to sleep.”

Thud.

The door slammed shut behind her, and the knights, who had been anticipating what was next, were left staring at the closed door with blank expressions.

After she left, Idam clicked her tongue in frustration.

“Ugh, damn it.”

She was very sensitive to mana, and could feel even the faintest shifts in the surrounding magic energy.

“Those idiots, standing there with their pants bulging out… I’ve really been messed with.”

Through the mana, she could sense the knights’ growing arousal.

‘Well, it’s not like I can control their biology.’

She thought to herself, ‘If I were in their shoes, I’d probably feel the same way with something like that in front of me.’

Crash!

“Ah, damn!”

Idam tripped over her own feet, cursing as she fell to the ground.

A door nearby opened slightly, but as soon as they saw her stumble, everyone quickly closed it again.

They didn’t want to be caught in the crossfire of her sharp tongue.

Grumbling, Idam made her way back to her room. 

Time passed as she prepared for tomorrow’s experiment, and before long, a knock came at the door.

It was late—well past midnight—but who could it be?

When she opened the door, standing there was one of the knights from the Coelacanth knights’ order.

Winston, the Grand Knight, had a large build comparable to that of a knight commander.

His short black hair and the deeply worried expression on his face suggested that there was more to him than met the eye.

He was a knight—Nolande.

For reference, he claimed to be 5 feet in height and 20 cm in… well, something else.

“What is it? Why are you here?”

Idam crossed his arms and visibly showed his annoyance at the sudden, uninvited guest.

Nolande looked around, seemingly trying to find a way to explain himself.

“May I come in for a moment?”

“No.”

“…Please. There’s something I need to say inside.”

“If it’s some confession of love, then no. I’m not into men.”

“Eh?”

Nolande didn’t understand, but he still pleaded several times, and in the end, Idam reluctantly let him in.

Thud.

The door closed behind them.

“You better not be wasting my time, or you’ll regret it right here,” Idam warned.

“Saintess!” 

Nolande immediately knelt and lowered his head.

“Saintess?”

Idam was confused. 

What was this guy talking about?

But Nolande was showing a completely different kind of blind loyalty now, placing his hand over his chest.

“I have seen Astraziel in person, and I heard you are the embodiment of that divine being!”

“Oh, Black Sun…”

Idam had been so busy lately that he had forgotten about it.

Now that he thought about it, Norman, the veteran, was a black mage and a follower of the Evil God, too.

“Right, I’d completely forgotten about that.”

Idam had never really seen Astraziel as anything but a manageable, bald guy.

But hearing Nolande speak with such fervor was a bit much.

Nolande, visibly excited, continued without stopping, his words practically spraying from his mouth.

“After seeing the true form of Astraziel, I felt something deep in my chest. Trembling? Emotion? Truly, that was a divine appearance befitting of a god!”

Hmm. 

That made sense.

Astraziel was indeed a masterpiece, even by Idam’s standards. 

How cool was it, really? 

Maybe she should take a second look at it later.

“So, why are you here?”

That was the real question, after all. 

If he was showing up this late, there must be a reason.

“I, uh, I came to greet you, Saintess. If you ever need my help or have any secret orders…”

In other words, he wanted to be a lackey. 

The more lackeys, the better.

“Alright, I got it.”

Idam waved him off casually, but Nolande was quick to add with urgency:

“Also, I bring a message from Karmile.”

“Karmile?”

He was the bishop of Astraziel.

A man with long black hair, who had initially tried to test Idam but quickly switched his stance after realizing Idam had received Astraziel’s divine power.

“Oh, that’s right, Karmile had divine power too.”

After lighting the inferno, he hadn’t used it much, so Idam had forgotten.

“Karmile is in the Bowlean Republic, and he says the situation there is tense. Especially with Congressman Fontaine, who’s been persuading other members to regulate the Magic Tower even more.”

“So? What do you want me to do about it?”

“The congressman has criticized the Saintess’s behavior, especially on the day of the exchange…”

“Then tell him if he’s so unhappy, he should just come at me.”

At Idam’s nonchalant response, Nolande smiled slyly and nodded.

“Right. The Saintess only communes with the divine. If you desire it, I will gladly rip his flesh and entrails from his body and offer them to you.”

‘These crazy zealots.’

Idam reminded herself not to misunderstand.

They were black mages who worshiped the Evil God, opposed the Magic Tower, and believed in practicing magic not through rules or regulations but by personal freedom.

They were a group that considered the idea of unleashing powerful mages like a personal army to be perfectly reasonable.

Idam thought that the Magic Tower was, at the very least, the lesser evil.

“I got it. If I need you, I’ll let you know.”

“Understood! I’ll be waiting!”


Nolande grinned and bowed deeply before leaving.

As he stepped out, on his way back to his room, he heard a voice from the hallway.

“Nolande.”

It was Winston, the commander of the knight order.

“D-Commander?”

“I sensed something and came out. It looks like you just came out of Idam’s room?”

‘Damn it!’

Nolande broke into a cold sweat. 

He knew that Winston had sharp instincts, but he didn’t expect him to be awake at this hour.

They had just met, and if he was caught by the commander already, Idam might start doubting his loyalty to the Saintess.

How could he smooth this over naturally?

Nolande quickly thought of something.

“I was just attending to Idam’s late-night service.”

Winston, wide-eyed, sighed and walked over, giving him a light pat on the shoulder.

“Good job. So that’s why you look so pale.”

After the pat, Winston casually entered his own room.


Nolande’s pale face wasn’t because of the late-night service, but because of Winston showing up out of nowhere.

But it didn’t matter.

“Phew…”

Nolande sighed in relief as he entered his own room.

‘Anyway, I’ll probably be doing the Saintess’s night service soon too… So, no big deal.’



 
  Chapter 24: Worker


Early morning.

Having finished her meal, Idam headed back to her quarters. 

Normally, she would have gone to the research lab assigned to her and worked on her knight armor or tinkered with metal, but today was different.

When she arrived at the place where the apprentice mages stayed, she noticed knights, large and imposing, standing by the doors to their rooms, waiting for her.

‘Feels like I’ve become a soldier,’ she thought.

To be more precise, she felt like she had become an officer—perhaps a duty commander or company leader—but since she had never served in the military, she decided to just settle with the general feeling of being a soldier.

“Attention!”

Even though she was just trying to get a feel for the moment, the knights promptly snapped into attention. 

Their stance, though not much different from how they were standing before, had a certain precision that made them look surprisingly impressive.

“Alright, we’re heading to the research lab now. From now on, you’ll be reporting there after breakfast, so make sure you don’t forget the way.”

“Understood!”

Although Idam didn’t quite understand why she was in charge, the knights followed her instructions without question. 

Their footsteps were synchronized, and the formation behind her was neat. 

The discipline and order they exhibited, which Idam had never experienced among mages, felt strangely refreshing. 

Some of the mages from the nearby magic tower glanced over at them, intrigued by the subtle charisma Idam unknowingly emanated.

Idam’s research lab was on the second floor. 

Typically, higher floors are seen as a source of pride for mages, but Idam had made sure to pick a floor that didn’t require climbing too many stairs, since she wasn’t fond of them.

The lab was empty, or rather, it was just filled with equipment—no people in sight.

Normally, when a mage is assigned a lab, they would convince capable colleagues or close friends to join the project, but Idam didn’t feel the need for that. 

From past experience with Theodore, she had learned that having others around meant explaining herself more often than she liked.

“Alright, it’s your first day, so I’m not going to make things too difficult,” Idam said.

The knights relaxed a bit, their eyes drawn to the parts laid out on the table—helmets, shoulders, chest, arms, waist, thighs, and legs—all separated for them to inspect.

“Here are the parts of the Knight Armor. You’ll wear each one and spend the day with it.”

“Wow…”

“That’s the Knight Armor?”

“I never thought I’d see it in person like this.”

The knights couldn’t hide their excitement, their eyes shining as they eagerly looked at the armor. 

While most knights were particularly interested in weapons, armor was also a close second for them, and the Knight Armor was bound to capture their attention.

“Today, I want to hear your thoughts on each part. Try each piece separately, and later, we’ll have you wear the whole set and go through the day, one at a time.”

“Wait a second…”

One of the knights raised his hand, puzzled by the instruction.

“Is it alright to wear them separately? Wouldn’t it be better to wear the whole thing from the start?”

“No, I don’t want that. Do as I say. Each piece has its own specifics, so make sure you pay attention to that.”

The knights could only nod in agreement. 

Since it wasn’t going to be difficult, they began to put on the armor without further complaints.

“Hey, you wear this.”

Idam handed over a shoulder guard to Nolande, one of the knights. 

While most of the armor was simple in color, this shoulder guard had been painted black and had a sleek, shiny finish.

“Do you mean me?”

“Who else would I be talking to? Hurry up and wear it. It’s a little heavier than the others, but it’s thicker, too.”

“Wow…”

The other knights marveled as they looked at the shoulder guard that Nolande was wearing. 

It was twice as thick as the armor they were wearing, yet it was still lighter than the gear they typically wore in battle.

“Got it.”

Nolande nodded with pride as he donned the armor. 

Despite being twice as thick as the rest, it felt lighter than his usual battle gear.

“Alright, now that you’ve put on the armor, let’s see how it feels. Follow me.”

The knights, now clad in their armor, followed Idam. 

They chatted among themselves, sounding like children on a school outing, but the center of their conversation was Nolande.

“Hey, Nolande. Why did they give you special treatment?”

“Wow. What is that? It looks amazing.”

“The color’s incredible. If you wore that in battle, you’d definitely stand out.”

“On the flip side, that’s exactly what can make it terrifying for enemies. Once you reach a high rank, standing out becomes a strength.”

As the conversation shifted to Nolande, a mix of admiration, envy, and subtle jealousy began to form. 

Nolande smiled proudly as he ran his hand over the shoulder armor, clearly pleased.

‘As expected of the Saintess.’

Even though she looked the way she did, she was still taking care of him, and he felt deeply moved. 

However, Idam’s reasoning was quite different.

‘Traitors look good in black.’

Since he was likely going to betray them later, she figured black would be perfect for both the atmosphere and dramatic effect. 

There was literally no other reason for it.

“Ahem, Idam.”

A large knight, who had been following closely behind her, hesitantly called out.

Idam frowned, unable to recognize him because of the helmet.

“Who are you?”

“It’s me, Captain Winston.”

“Oh, that fits.”

“Thank you.”

The helmet suited his gorilla-like appearance, and it made him look much better.

“By the way, is there a particular reason you’re giving special attention to Nolande?”

Winston asked carefully. 

He trailed off mid-sentence when he saw Idam’s irritated expression and winced.

“What? Do you expect me to explain everything to you?”

“No, no, of course not.”

“I just thought it would suit him, so I gave him the armor.”

“Right, if you say so, Master Mage.”

Winston straightened his back, which had been bent with a complicated expression.

The only reason he believed Nolande was being treated so specially was simple.

‘Yesterday, Nolande must have satisfied her.’


At least that was a relief. 

He had heard of the woman who consoled herself with the orc’s member, but if Nolande was satisfied with that, it wasn’t such a bad thing, right?

‘Still, I need to stay grounded.’

As he observed the knights enviously eyeing Nolan’s black armor, Winston steeled himself. 

If they ever found out the truth, some of them might end up being more interested in their relations with the wizard, Idam, just because of the special treatment Nolande was receiving.

As the commander of the knights, he knew that some sacrifices were inevitable, but he didn’t want his knights falling in love with a woman to the point where they would only act for her satisfaction.

‘Sigh, this is tough.’

Even kings often ruined monarchies because they were consumed by their love of women. 

It was no surprise that knights, who were focused solely on swords and martial arts, wouldn’t easily pass up the temptation of a provocative woman. 

Even now, some of them were quietly anticipating their interactions with Idam.

Idam had brought them outside the Mage Tower.

The sky was overcast, as if it might rain.

Idam stretched and smiled.

“Perfect weather.”

‘Perfect weather?’

‘Does this have some deeper meaning?’

‘Is she planning to check the armor once it rains?’

“Alright, everyone, pay attention. I told you, we’re going to test the armor. For that to happen, you’ll need to sweat buckets and move so much that you can hardly breathe.”

So it was an armor test after all. In the battlefield, they would be gasping for breath as if their lungs were about to burst, drenched in sweat, with their armor becoming sticky and damp.

Idam wanted to create truly practical knight armor, and for that, she hoped they would push themselves to the limit.

“Training, huh? Fine. I’ll get started right away.”

Winston was rather pleased by the response. 

He thought that if the knights focused on their training, they would be more disciplined.

“What are you saying? Do something useful.”

With those words, Idam led them to the giant furnace attached to the Mage Tower. 

The knights fell silent.

So this was her plan: treating them like workers.

As if waiting for this moment, Theodore emerged from the giant furnace, sweating profusely. 

He approached Idam and asked, “Did you come? Finally?”

“Yeah, yeah. We’re finally here.”

“Ah, that’s a relief. If you had been any later, the wizards might have gone on strike.”

“Ha, ridiculous. What’s so hard about working on a day like today, when it’s cool and not too hot?”

Now it made sense why Idam said the weather was perfect.

The knights understood. 

The overcast, possibly rainy weather was perfect for working in a furnace, where it was sweltering hot.

‘So we’re supposed to work in armor in there?’

‘Ah, this is a disaster.’

‘We’re doomed.’

The knights’ gazes naturally turned to their commander, Winston. 

Unlike the other knights, he was still wearing his helmet.

“Huff, whew. Huff, whew.”

It felt like the commander’s breathing had become even more labored. 

But the knights deliberately ignored it, nervously adjusting the armor they were wearing, treating it like something precious.

“Alright, let’s go.”

Of course, Idam wasn’t exempt from working in the furnace. 


In fact, she was the wizard who was most dedicated to it.

As she removed her robe, Nolande quickly came over to catch it.

Idam, prepared for the work, was now wearing only a white sleeveless top under her robe. 

She pulled a hair tie from her pocket, clumsily tied her hair back, and grinned.

“Let’s make this day really productive.”



 
  Chapter 25: I didn’t know


“Haek! Haek!”

Winston and the Coelacanth Knights had undergone numerous training regimens as knights.

Because of their extreme training, they weren’t terribly afraid of the time spent in the supermassive furnace.

They wore their armor piece by piece, but in truth, the armor wasn’t particularly heavy.

The tasks at hand weren’t very difficult either, as they were only helping the mages with their work. 

It didn’t seem like it would be too hard.

However, there was one problem.

Drip, drip, drip.

The floor was soaked with sweat.

The knights, towels draped over their shoulders, were hauling refined iron ore.

“Haek! Haek!”

“It’s… it’s really too hard.”

“I think I’m going to roast to death.”

To the transcendent beings… the giants of the game…

This…

But—

“During training, I never sweated this much,” one of the knights muttered, struggling in the heat.

For the knights, the most difficult thing to endure was the heat.

Strictly speaking, the sweat from training and labor felt completely different for them in terms of value and sensation.

They had been forcibly mobilized.

None of the knights expected they would be made to do something like this, and one by one, complaints began to surface.

“That’s why we signed the contract,” muttered Dune, the young knight who enjoyed reading books, as he hauled iron. 

His words caught the attention of the other knights, who widened their eyes.

“Ah, crap. So that’s what was going on.”

“They planned to work us like this.”

“They must have planned to use us in every way possible.”

In that moment, they felt the unrelenting determination of Idam, who was clearly prepared to squeeze them dry.

“Hey! What are you doing over there? Shit! Can’t you keep your mana stable? If it breaks down, the iron structure will fall apart!” 

Idam’s voice rang sharply through the loud furnace.

Idam, sweating profusely, was dressed in a sleeveless top. 

Her figure was clearly visible as beads of sweat trickled down, flowing between the curves of her chest.

“Ah, shit. It’s so hot.”

With a grunt, she pulled her sleeveless top slightly to wipe the sweat, and the sight of her belly button even made the knights feel a little excited.

“When is this going to end?”

“I want to go home.”

“I feel like I’m going to die. It’s too hot.”

Meanwhile, the mages in the Mage Tower didn’t seem to mind the heat at all. 

They worked silently, and the knights couldn’t help but wonder.

“Don’t they care about women? Is it because they only focus on magic in the Mage Tower?”

“Are they asexual?”

“Or maybe they’re already so absorbed in that woman that they can’t think straight?”

While the knights exchanged such thoughts, a group of mages in brown robes rushed into the furnace room.

“Greetings. We are from the Earth Mage Tower.”

“Oh?”

Idam turned with a quick glance, hopping toward them with a smile. 

The mages of the Earth Mage Tower flinched slightly at her provocative appearance, but they were known for their stoic nature, so they didn’t show any major reactions.

“Earth Mage Tower?”

“Did they call us to make us do something else?”

“Did you see the mages from the Fire Mage Tower last time? They use us until we’re completely drained.”

Ignoring the murmurs of the iron mages behind her, Idam stepped outside the furnace.

This had already been discussed between the Tower Lords, and it would likely benefit the knights in their upcoming tasks.

Idam didn’t return to the furnace for a long time. 

The knights wondered if she was out playing, but they could hear her voice from time to time, so they figured that wasn’t the case.

“Alright, time for lunch. Let’s take a break.”

At lunchtime, Theodore clapped his hands and called for a break. 

The knights, drenched in sweat, quickly headed outside the furnace.

By the furnace, the mages from the Earth Mage Tower had gathered in a circle, digging a large hole.

“Huh? What’s going on?”

“Are they building something again?”

“Maybe they’re constructing a forge?”

As the knights exchanged questions, Idam glanced at the mages and grinned.

“Hey, look forward to this. I managed to persuade the Tower Lord to build an outdoor hot spring here.”

An outdoor hot spring?

The knights were taken aback by the unexpected idea, but Idam just nodded, arms crossed.

“Imagine sweating like this, and then soaking in hot water. It’ll be great.”

The concept of soaking in warm water wasn’t common in this era, so the knights didn’t react much. 

Though baths weren’t unheard of, there was no need to fill a tub. 

They simply washed themselves in streams or rivers, and that was considered a bath.

“Ugh, I bet you’ll be whining ‘thank you’ later,” Idam muttered with a mocking tone.

As she predicted, once the bath was built, the knights would no doubt line up, sweating and hoping for a chance to get in.

Idam wanted to take full advantage of the furnace’s heat to create a sauna inside the Mage Tower. 

And, through heat-conducting pipes, she planned to build a hot spring too.

She had a clear goal in mind to utilize the furnace’s heat to the maximum.

‘We’ll make a cold pool too,’ Idam thought.

Though there were no refrigeration facilities, she figured they could use ice magic for that.

She was someone who overheated easily and sweated a lot. 

Her body was particularly uncomfortable when it came to wiping sweat off.

Construction would probably take about three days. 

Magic, after all, made things faster and easier.

After lunch, Idam and Winston were supposed to return to the furnace for more work, but instead, they were now at a different Mage Tower.

This time, it was the Fire Mage Tower.

“Now we’re in the Fire Mage Tower. It’s damn hot. It’s almost unbearable here,” Winston said, flipping his helmet backward. 


He didn’t say much else. 

Having worked in the furnace, he was only wearing a short-sleeved shirt, but with the helmet on, he looked like a strange monster.

As Idam and Winston stepped inside, a woman with copper-colored skin approached as if she had been waiting for them.

“Hello, my name is Sela. I’m responsible for the Tower Guardians in the Tower of Fire.”

The mention of a Tower Guardian put her on the same level as Theodore from the Tower of Iron.

Normally, people in such positions wouldn’t be so friendly with outsiders or apprentice mages from other towers.

Especially not the Tower of Fire, known for its aggressive nature.

But this was different.

The mages of the Tower of Fire had already caused Idam trouble on several occasions, and their infamous reputation preceded them.

“Let’s hurry up.”

Idam, with the excitement of a child, clenched her fists and began shaking them up and down.

She was so giddy that she even hummed a little tune as they walked.

“Yes, let’s go right away.”

As they followed Sela toward the laboratory, Winston’s voice leaked out from his helmet.

“Excuse me, mage. Am I here as a guard?”

“Huh? What are you talking about? You came here to work with Knight Armor. I want to hear your opinion on it too.”

“Oh, I see.”

Winston, momentarily forgetting why they were even there, muttered. 

It was understandable since all they had been doing since their arrival was labor.

“Wait, you want my opinion?” 

Winston asked.

“Yes, let’s talk about what we’re going to see right now.”

Idam’s mouth curled into an excited grin. 

Her expression was as innocent as it was eager, revealing just how much she was anticipating this moment.

“We’re going to see a sword. A Beam Sword for the Knight Armor!”

“Goddammit! This is the best you could do? It’s nothing like what I asked for!”

Idam’s bright smile vanished within exactly seven minutes, her anger replacing the joy.

Sela, who had been guiding them, darkened in expression as Idam yelled.

“Bu-but this is enough, isn’t it? What you wanted was a portable weapon that could cut through anything, a heat blade, right?”

Sela held out a cylinder that fit snugly in one hand. 

When mana was poured into it, a large flame flared up.

“This is all wrong! Is this a sword? You’ve just set a fire! It’s not even a heat blade! What the hell did you make?!”

At Idam’s outburst, Sela stood there, silent as a mouse. 

The fire mages, who had been assisting her, cautiously stepped back, realizing it was time for them to take a step back.

“Look at this! Look! You guys said it was a sword, but—”

Idam grabbed the cylinder and poured mana into it. 

The flames flared up, and while it could be seen as resembling a sword if one insisted, it was more of a long flame than anything else.

“This is just a damn torch!” 

Idam exclaimed, looking at the flame in disbelief.

The moment Idam spoke those words, it really did just look like a long flame rather than a weapon.

Before the presentation, everything had seemed perfect, but as soon as they began, it felt like discovering a typo in the title.

The fire mages, now realizing that Idam was right, had nothing to say.

“I told you,” Idam muttered, drawing a magic circle on her palm.

As she extended her hand toward the wall, a beam of white-hot heat shot out.

It was the kind of ‘beam’ everyone was familiar with.

The wall of the Tower now had a hole in it, but Idam was too indifferent to even notice, shouting loudly.

“This is the long-range weapon for the Knight Armor! Didn’t I tell you it had to be in the form of a sword?!”

“Th-that’s… It’s really hard to maintain the shape, and the length is also…”

“But you promised! We agreed to collaborate with our tower to include it in the Knight Armor! Don’t you want it to be a success? We couldn’t even do a blast furnace at first, but we kept putting mages into it until it was done!”

“If you can’t do it, then like us, use mages until you make it! Damn it, make it again right now!”

Idam shouted, sounding like a craftsman smashing pottery, her frustration boiling over. 

The fire mages nodded, understanding that they had to make the promised Beam Saber—no, Blade, since they’d agreed to support it.

The disappointment was just as great as the expectations.

No one seemed able to stop the rage and madness bubbling inside Idam.

“Excuse me, mage.”

Winston, the knight in armor, approached cautiously. 

He had been standing so still before that anyone would think he was just a mannequin.

“What?!” 

Idam snapped, her impatience evident.

The fire mages looked at Winston, hoping he might be the one to stop Idam.

“I think I can help.”

Surprisingly, Winston was offering a solution.

“What?”

Winston, not even a mage, had a solution? 

Idam, confused, watched as he carefully took the cylinder from her, channeling mana into it. 

Miraculously, the flames formed into the shape of a sword.

“Huh?” 

Idam blinked in disbelief, wide-eyed. 

“How did a knight, who can’t even properly handle mana, do this?”


Winston scratched his head awkwardly, only managing to rub his helmet as he replied.

“Well, it’s possible if I use my Aura.”

“Aura?” 

Idam blinked a few times, her mouth hanging open in disbelief.

“Shit, knights can use Aura?”



 
  Chapter 26: Previous


Aura.

Another sword of the knights, often portrayed in countless media.

While mages wield mana to cast spells, knights use mana to channel aura or enhance their physical abilities.

This was a familiar trope in many stories.

Idam had assumed that this world, too, would follow the same logic.

But that belief crumbled within days of entering the Mage Tower.

In this world, those who could manipulate mana were forcibly conscripted as mages and sent to the tower. Idam naturally believed that anyone capable of wielding mana effectively would end up there.

Conversely, knights were thought to be clueless brutes without mana.

Using aura?

That was something Idam never expected.

“You can use aura?!”

Idam’s shock was evident upon witnessing a knight’s use of mana and aura for the first time.

But that astonishment was short-lived.

“W-Well, this is about all I can manage.”

Winston, the Knight Commander, scratched his head in embarrassment.

“This is it? That’s all?”

Idam couldn’t hide the disappointment.

What Winston demonstrated was barely practical — a pathetic display that held no real value.

Yet, instead of Winston feeling shame, he seemed puzzled by Idam’s reaction.

It became clear that in this world, a knight’s aura was seen as nothing more than a rudimentary gimmick.

The reason for the knights’ underdeveloped aura was simple: the looming presence of the Mage Tower.

“If we use mana excessively… we get taken to the Mage Tower.”

“Huh?”

“It’s practically the same as using magic. That’s why the knights intentionally avoid aura training. After all, if a skilled warrior suddenly shows talent for magic and gets dragged away to the tower, it would be a significant loss of military strength.”

“So that’s why knights don’t use aura. I’m considered somewhat proficient, but that’s about it.”

Winston’s prideful remark, despite the lackluster performance, made Idam stifle a scoff.

‘What a ridiculous situation.’

Those who demonstrated even a sliver of magical talent were taken away, leaving families behind to fend for themselves.

If Winston, for instance, was deemed a mage and whisked away to the tower, his elderly parents would be left to face their fate alone.

“I understand.”

Idam nodded, getting a grasp of the situation.

But one thing was clear: for Idam’s grand ‘Blade Plan,’

“This is utterly useless.”

Winston, visibly disheartened, set aside the demonstration equipment and stepped back.

Idam’s sharp gaze shifted to the pyromancers, her patience wearing thin.

“I’ll give you a week. I don’t expect a perfect product. But it had better be more useful than this.”

She seized the cylindrical prototype, and with a swift surge of mana, flames flared up.

Yet, within moments, her mana effortlessly subdued the fire, forming a thin, searing-hot blade.

“Like this. Make it easier to use. Something a gorilla could operate with a flick of its thumb. Pour in the manpower if you have to.”

“Y-Yes, understood.”

“Damn it. You call this a cooperative relationship? You take all the benefits and give nothing in return. And if — and I mean if — you fail to deliver anything in a week…”

Idam jabbed a finger at the trembling pyromancers.

“I’ll personally suit up in Night Armor and turn the Fire Tower into a sea of flames. Let’s see just how practical our Night Armor is — using all of you as test subjects.”

The pyromancers, including the Tower Guardian Sela, paled.

They were all too familiar with Idam’s temper and tendency to follow through on threats.

Unlike most who spoke in hyperbole, Idam’s words were painfully genuine.

“A-All right.”

With a curt nod, Idam turned and exited the tower, Winston trailing behind her.

“Idam, ma’am…”

Winston hesitated, stealing glances at the Fire Tower behind them.

The pyromancers’ uneasy gazes followed them until they were out of sight.

“What?”

Idam walked with arms crossed, chin resting thoughtfully on her hand.

Her usual bravado was replaced with a rare, contemplative silence.

“Do you really need to use a blade?”

Winston ventured.

“I mean, I’m not one to question your decisions, but the Kingdom of Gerard is known for its exceptional smithing techniques. The blacksmiths are skilled, and though armor is heavy and cumbersome, our swords are more than capable of cutting down enemies.”

He trailed off, waiting for Idam’s response.

She didn’t answer immediately.

The gears in her mind were turning.

Because unlike Winston, Idam knew something they did not.

And for her, a mere sword wouldn’t be enough.

Idam glanced at Winston.

Her expression conveyed a deep sigh and an overwhelming sense of exasperation.

“You literally held it yourself earlier, you idiot… Ugh, you’re like a damn gorilla.”

“Is your brain made of bananas? You might as well rip off that pathetic thing of yours and stick a banana in its place. The size seems about right.”

“Ahem! L-Lady Idam!”

“Ugh.”

As though tired of the situation, Idam explained further to Winston.

“Hey, how did it feel when you held it just now?”

“Uh? Well, it was incredibly hot, flashy, and… light?”

“Exactly. Light. That’s the point.”

Idam snapped her fingers, nodding.

“The reason knights can’t perform at their best is because of the weight of their armor and swords. Knight Armors are designed to be as light as possible to overcome that problem.”

And yet, they maintained superior durability, offering far greater protection than traditional heavy armor.

The development of highly refined steel was precisely for this purpose.

“Think it’ll lose its sharpness? Even without strength, a simple swing can cut clean through.”

As she spoke, an image of the battlefield formed in Winston’s mind.

With Knight Armor, his movements would be much lighter, allowing for swift and agile combat.


The intense heat and sharpness of the blades were incomparable to even the finest swords.

Shields from the Extep Kingdom or the iron bulwarks of the Bowlean Republic would be no match.

Could any other nation stand against knights with such unrestrained power?

“Impossible.”

A new sense of determination welled up within Winston.

The flicker of hope ignited deep in his chest.

‘The prince was right. He said this could end the war.’

But Winston had been skeptical.

The war had raged on since his father’s time.

No one truly believed it would ever end.

It had become a senseless cycle of advances and retreats, consuming countless lives.

The young men on the front lines clashed against enemy blades and bullets, while women and the elderly starved in the war-ravaged towns behind them.

The memory of a peaceful era was so distant that the current state of war seemed natural.

“L-Lady Idam…”

His trembling lips barely managed to form the words.

Without realizing it, Winston had stopped walking.

Idam, already a few steps ahead, turned back in response.

“Hm?”

“Do you… truly believe the war will end?”

“What?”

Idam frowned, her voice dripping with disbelief.

“Ugh, you idiot. Once Knight Armor is complete, the first thing it’ll achieve is peace. After a few strikes, they’ll surrender on their own.”

Her words were so matter-of-fact that Winston’s eyes filled with tears.

Peace.

That elusive word.

The one everyone longed for, but no one believed would ever come.

“Ah… Ah…”

Tears streamed down Winston’s cheeks.

A world where knights no longer needed to raise their swords.

It was the most cherished dream he had ever dared to imagine.

‘She may have a sharp tongue and thoughts I can barely keep up with…’

Yet, she stood on the front lines of peace.

She fought harder than anyone to bring an end to the war.

“Knight Winston.”

Placing his hand over his heart, he declared his resolve.

Too much blood had already been spilled.

There could be no peaceful end without further sacrifice.

Then so be it.

If anyone must stain their hands with blood for the sake of peace, let it be him.

He would ensure Idam’s research and dedication were not in vain.

“For the day peace arrives, I will stand by you until the very end.”

“Good. Well said.”

Idam smirked, satisfied with his answer.

“Now, about that aura you used earlier. I’ve been thinking — it’s not particularly useful, but I might have a different approach.”

“A different approach?”

“Yeah. In a proper gun, the most critical part is the core, the engine, right?”

“…I don’t quite understand.”

Idam ignored his confusion.

“Knight Armor works just fine using its current design, but for a gun, it’s a whole different story. The engine is essential.”

And then.

Idam’s finger pointed at Winston as she grinned slyly.

“You shall become my engine.”



Archmage Randelf.

A striking figure with white hair, a long beard, and deep wrinkles.

He was the head of the Magic Tower, ruling over the Seven Tower Lords. On this day, the woman who stood before him was Veldora Millennium, the Iron Tower Lord.

“You summoned me.”

She spoke with an unusual seriousness.

Her gray robe was immaculate, her posture formal as she bowed in greeting.

Randelf stroked his beard, observing her with a thoughtful gaze.

“The Iron Tower has been quite lively lately,” he remarked. “It drew a lot of attention on the Day of Exchange.”

“Indeed. A new mage has arrived, bringing a refreshing atmosphere.”

A compliment.

“As expected, Idam may be a headache within the Tower, but he is invaluable outside it.”

While Idam’s reckless behavior within the Tower caused endless trouble, her contributions beyond its walls were undeniably significant.

Because of this, Veldora often turned a blind eye to his antics.

“The Knight Armor, wasn’t it?”

“Yes, that is correct. It’s a next-generation armor designed for knights, as I explained during the last council meeting.”

“And I hear you’ve collaborated with the Fire Tower to forge swords as well?”

“…That is true.”

Something felt amiss. Veldora had assumed she was being praised, yet Randelf’s questioning now carried a sharper edge.

“It seems the Knight Armor’s specifications have already exceeded the standards you reported.”

“Ah, we did not anticipate that high-purity iron would yield such practical results. It was a pleasant surprise.”

“Hmm. A contract has been signed with the Kingdom of Gerard, correct?”

“Yes… that is correct.”

A sense of unease crept up Veldora’s neck as her words grew sparse.

But the Archmage had already reached his verdict.

“Lower the specifications. The Knight Armor could significantly impact the battlefield. Find a plausible excuse for the Kingdom of Gerard.”

His voice was resolute.


“Remember this well. Our Magic Tower’s purpose is not to ensure victory in war, but to maintain balance.”

This principle had stood since ancient times.

When the Water Tower created potions with excessive healing properties, when the Fire Tower developed bombs that could engulf entire landscapes in flames, and when the Dark Tower forged artifacts that cast regions into eternal darkness — each time, the Archmage intervened, dismantling their creations in the name of balance.

Now, the Knight Armor from the Iron Tower had crossed that line.

It too, could not be permitted.



 
  Chapter 27: Throw a flash grenade


“Fuck, what did you just say?”

Several days had passed since the knights arrived at the Magic Tower. 

Idam glared at Veldora, who had secretly called her over.

Who in their right mind would curse in front of the Tower Lord?

No one.

But Idam wasn’t exactly what you’d call an ordinary human, so Veldora didn’t bat an eye. 

If any other mage had spoken like that, she would’ve immediately reprimanded them for their insolence.

“You need to reduce the Knight Armor’s output. It’s too much right now.”

“That’s bullshit. More power is a good thing. Why the hell would we lower it?”

“Haah…” 

Veldora let out a deep sigh, rubbing her temples. 

“We have to lower it. The decision has already been made.”

“What’s with you? Did someone pay you off?”

Annoyed, Idam crossed her arms. 

Veldora sighed even deeper, covering her face with her hand.

“No, it’s a direct order from the Archmage. You know the Tower doesn’t release technology beyond a certain threshold to the outside world.”

“They’ve judged that Knight Armor has the potential to alter the course of war itself.”

“Hah.”

Idam scoffed, shaking her head. 

This was beyond absurd. 

She suddenly had the urge to grab the Archmage by the collar.

“Isn’t altering the course of war a good thing? That would mean it’s proven to be valuable.”

“Idam, if the Knight Armor is completed with its current power levels… an unimaginable number of people will die.”

“So that son of a bitch Archmage is spouting that nonsense? If the war drags on, people will still die. Let’s just end it in one fell swoop.”

“You’re seriously—”

Veldora hesitated.

Extreme as her stance was, she couldn’t say she was entirely wrong.

If the war continued, people would die.

Long, drawn-out wars.

The people fighting in them weren’t doing so to win—they were just fighting to delay their own deaths.

“Reduce the output? Over my dead body. The Knight Armor is already a compromise as it is, dammit.”

Originally, she wanted to build something far beyond Knight Armor, but since it wasn’t immediately necessary, she had settled.

“Idam, I told you. It’s the Archmage’s orders.”

“Oh, come on! What the hell is a decrepit old man waiting for death so scared of? Just go through with it and deal with the consequences later!”

“You clearly don’t understand the Archmage’s power. That man is a monster. The Tower Lords have changed many times, but he alone has never been replaced.”

“And that’s exactly why the Tower is so damn conservative! Do you really think you’ll be working under him longer, or under me?”

“…What kind of threat is that?”

Veldora looked dumbfounded.

Still, Idam gave her an honest answer.

“To be honest, probably the Archmage. You seem like the type to die an early death.”

Idam didn’t argue.

In all fairness, she also figured that might be the case.

But if she had to live by suppressing herself, then what was the point?

Living as a reckless menace was still a valid choice in this era, and Idam had no intention of backing down.

“This discussion is over! Reducing output?! What a joke! This is technology! This is—”

“Idam?!”

“WE WILL NOT BE SLAVES!”

“Idam—?!”

Raising her tiny fists triumphantly, Idam marched out the door.

Veldora could only let out yet another exhausted sigh as she watched her go.

***

“Construction is complete.”

“Mmm.”

The earth mages grinned with satisfaction as they admired their handiwork.

A towering gray stone structure stood beside the massive furnace.

The exterior was a little rough, but the warm steam wafting from inside carried a faint metallic scent—exactly as intended.

“What do you think?”

They had every right to be proud.

Idam thought so too, giving them a nod.

“Not bad.”

…

You had to stand your ground in these negotiations.

When builders got cocky like this, it usually meant they were hoping for extra compensation.

But honestly, they’d done an amazing job.

“Hm, see this? The stone carving—damn. I told you to make it neat. What’s this scratch here?”

“Ah, well, that’s actually part of the charm. It matches the theme of ‘The Furnace Bathhouse.’”

“Furnace Bathhouse, my ass. Who told you to make it rough? You can’t just carve up the exterior however you like.”

‘…Actually, this rugged look is kinda nice.’

“Ugh, whatever. It’s a little disappointing, but I’ll handle the final touches myself. Payment has already been made to the Earth Tower.”

‘…Not that I’ll be changing anything.’

The earth mages fidgeted nervously before hesitantly making a request.

“Um… Master Idam, would it be alright if we used the bathhouse too?”

“Heh. What, looks good to you?”

They didn’t answer.

They had built it with their own hands, so naturally, they wanted to be the first to try it.

“I’ll consider opening it to the public for a fee. You lot can get a discount for your first visit.”

“Only the first time?”

“No more discounts.”

Idam’s firm refusal made them immediately start begging, and eventually, she relented—just a little.

After they left, shoulders slumped in disappointment, Idam hummed contentedly as she stepped inside.

The scent of hot spring minerals greeted her the moment she entered.

She ran her hand over the small wooden cubbies, choosing the very first one before stripping down.

She had already decided—she would be the first to enter.

Passing through the changing area, she stepped into the bath. A wave of thick steam instantly obscured her vision.

Above her, the Knight sky was visible through a deliberately open ceiling. 

The stone bath, designed to resemble a natural hot spring, connected to the furnace via copper pipes, channeling heat directly into the water. 

Wooden panels lined the area—not functional, but aesthetically pleasing.


She dipped her fingers in. The water was scalding hot.

Perfect.

‘Now this… this is a real hot spring.’

The first guest of the bathhouse was Idam.

“Ahhhh, fuck yes.”

As she submerged up to her shoulders, a deep, satisfied moan escaped her lips.

All her exhaustion melted away. The sheer bliss of reclaiming civilization filled her with euphoria.

“Damn it, I should’ve built this sooner.”

Leaning against the rocks, she gazed up at the sky. Her flushed face remained lit with a lazy grin.

Her frustrations with the Archmage faded—though she still needed to figure out how to get rid of him and put an end to this ridiculous “output reduction” nonsense.

Just as she was lost in thought—

“Wow, it’s actually built.”

“So this is the hot spring?”

“Smells nice.”

“Is this the entrance?”

Familiar voices.

The door creaked open, and a group of steel mages and knights stepped inside.

They must have spotted the bathhouse after finishing their shift and gotten curious.

Shit.

The door creaked open, and as the group entered the hot spring, they froze at the sight of Idam inside.

She was fully submerged in the water, her damp, disheveled hair partially obscuring her face. 

However, the milky white shoulders peeking above the surface left no doubt—she was completely naked.

The mages and knights stood paralyzed the moment their eyes met hers.

“Huh? Isn’t someone already here?”

One of them pointed at the neatly folded clothes in the changing area.

Internally, they all had the same thought.

We know. And we’re screwed.

Idam was infamous for her foul temper. 

If just the sight of someone interrupting her bath could provoke a fit, they dreaded to imagine what would happen now.

But then—

“Oh, is it quitting time? Perfect. Come in and use the bath.”

No one had expected that.

Idam, utterly nonchalant, gestured for them to join her in the hot spring.

“C-Can we really?” 

Winston, who stood at the front, hesitantly asked.

She shrugged. 

“You’re all covered in sweat. Wash up and get in. Work’s over—this’ll be paradise, you bastards.”

The casual, almost lazy way she chuckled made her seem more like one of the men. 

It was enough to make some of them briefly wonder—was she really a woman?

With that, the knights and mages awkwardly began undressing in the changing area. 

The mages hesitated, shy about stripping in front of each other. 

The knights, having long since grown used to seeing one another in training, disrobed without a second thought.

“Commander, isn’t this… that?”

One of the knights sidled up to Winston. As if on cue, the others quickly gathered around.

A group of large, burly, naked men huddled together in a circle.

“Didn’t Nolande already experience this? It’s about time for our turn.”

“She said this would completely relieve fatigue. Today’s the perfect day.”

“I-I’m honestly kind of nervous.”

Nolande kept his mouth shut.

The rumor that he had spent the night with Idam had already spread among the knights.

Cutting off their whispered speculations, they hurried into the hot spring. 

Their minds had wandered into dangerous territory, and the last thing they wanted was to be caught in a compromising state while standing in a group of naked men.

“S-Scuse us.”

“Yeah, yeah.”

The knights settled into the bath, followed by the hesitant mages.

“Ohh?”

“This is insane…”

“I feel like all my exhaustion just melted away.”

“Ugh, it’s a bit too hot for me.”

Reactions varied, but one thing remained consistent—the satisfied smiles on their faces.

After working up a sweat all day, the hot spring was heavenly.

“We should probably establish different time slots.”

Maintaining separate male and female baths would double resource consumption. It made more sense to rotate usage based on scheduled time slots.

“There are more men, so their time should be extended,” Idam mumbled to herself.

As she spoke, a certain problem became apparent.

Several of the men were stealing glances at her, their lower halves beginning to… react.

It was surreal.

A lone woman, completely at ease among a group of men struggling to keep themselves under control.

Even as steam obscured their vision, they all had the same thought.

Once we step out of the bath, there’ll be no way to avoid seeing her.

She doesn’t even have a towel.

How does she plan to leave?

Considering her personality, she might just walk out like it was nothing—which, for them, would be the most desirable outcome.

But if she got flustered and tried to cover herself with her hands or asked for a towel? 

That wouldn’t be so bad either.

Seeing Idam act embarrassed for once would be… cute.

“Ugh, I’ve been in here too long. I’m heading out. Enjoy yourselves. If any of you piss in the water, you’re dead.”

And just like that, the long-awaited moment arrived.

Finally!

How will she leave?

Everyone’s eyes locked onto her.

Snap.

A sharp sound echoed through the bath.

Flash.

A blinding light filled the room, followed by a high-pitched ringing in their ears.

“AAAAHHHH! MY EYES!”


“ARGH! WHAT IS THIS?!”

“My eyes! I CAN’T SEE!”

The agony lasted for a full three minutes.

By the time they could see again—

Idam was already gone.



 
  Chapter 29: Follow me to the rooftop






“Hey!”

Who would have thought a single syllable—hey—could cause such a splitting headache? 

The very idea that such a person could exist made Theodore glance skyward in frustration.

‘Is this what they call a curse?’

‘To think there’d be a day I’d end up cursing the gods…’

For the record, mages don’t believe in gods.

Just recently, Idam had charged off with a band of mages, vowing to teach the Fire Tower a lesson. 

And yet, here she was again—storming into the forge like a thundercloud about to burst.

It wasn’t like she was ever a model of calm. 

Picking fights wherever she went was almost routine for her. 

But today, there was something else—something dangerous—about her aura.

Then, without warning—

“Stop everything! Cease all work!”

The words exploded from Idam’s mouth, leaving Theodore in stunned silence.

“…What?”

“Did… did I hear that right?”

“Maybe the noise from the forge distorted what she said?”

For a moment, the massive forge fell silent. 

The mages who had been hammering away at molten metal stared, wide-eyed and frozen.

Idam—the woman who had designed and built the massive forge with her own hands, who had sworn up and down that if the forge ever stopped, it would mean their heads—had just told them to shut it all down.

“Stop!”

She roared.

“I said stop everything!”

It wasn’t that they listened to her—it was more like fear had paralyzed them. 

Either way, the result was the same: total silence.

Idam, misreading the reaction as compliance, grinned with satisfaction.

“Damn it. Make hammers. Make sickles. We need to show them we’re not slaves. Those sons of—!”

She continued to fume, pacing like a caged animal. 

Theodore, thoroughly embarrassed by the outburst, approached carefully.

“You know, Idam… you’re the only one who thinks we’re slaves.”

“What are you talking about? I’ve never once seen you all as slaves.”

“Really?”

“Of course. You’re components.”

Somehow, that felt even worse.

Theodore blinked in disbelief. 

Idam merely shrugged.

“I’m joking. Don’t take everything so seriously.”

Was she joking?

He decided not to press her further. 

Something told him the answers wouldn’t get any better.

“In any case, what are you so mad about? Didn’t you say you were going to teach the Fire Tower a lesson?”

He’d assumed she’d returned triumphant, having brought their arrogance crashing down. 

But looking at her now—wild-eyed like some deranged zealot—he wasn’t so sure.

‘Then again, she always looks kind of crazy… but today it’s worse.’

“They actually made a decent blade!” 

She snapped. 

“But nooo, they had to add one of their snide little comments and ruin everything!”

“…Okay, but?”

“But they said we couldn’t use it!”

The more she ranted, the paler Theodore became.

If he—usually the composed and stately one—was like this, the other mages behind him were a complete mess. 

Some were pale as ghosts, others just opened and closed their mouths like fish out of water.

“So! We’re going to the Archmage and demand an explanation for—!”

“Everyone back to your posts! Ignore this lunatic!”

“What?!”

Pretending not to hear her, the others scrambled to resume their work. 

Normally, they would’ve hesitated, afraid of Idam’s infamous temper, but this time was different.

It helped that Theodore stepped forward, arms crossed, blocking her path.

“Idam, seriously? You want us to throw away all our efforts because the Archmage said a few words?”

“Of course we should! Why should we let one man decide what happens to all our work?”

“Because it’s his decisions that maintain balance. That’s the only reason we can conduct research like this.”

“Balance? Don’t make me laugh. Dragging out a war and letting people die is balance to you?”

“If our research gets leaked, rivers of blood will follow. Magic is power, and power kills.”

“Then why even research it, you idiot?”

“Why not just never create it in the first place, then? No research, no danger—right?”

“You’re the one who said it. ‘Let’s pursue progress.’ We don’t stop advancing. But that doesn’t mean we use what we create to kill people.”

“Spare me the bullshit. You think peace comes from everyone joining hands and singing songs? Let me tell you what peace really is.”

Her eyes burned bright with manic certainty—like she’d seen it with her own eyes.

“Peace is when you have power. So much goddamned power that every whining little fly around you shuts their damn mouths.”

“…You’ve lost it.”

“So did that guy who said the Earth still moves.”

She grinned.

“The Tower has enough power to end the war right now. Do you really think the Archmage is protecting balance?”

“He’s protecting chaos. Because that’s the only way the Tower survives, you dumbass.”

Theodore had no reply.

He watched her walk away, steps charged with frustration and purpose, but couldn’t bring himself to stop her.

“If no one else will do it, then I will. Let’s see who wins.”

‘What… what is she planning?’

For the first time in his life, Theodore felt a violent, seizing fear.


What was going through that chaotic mind of hers?

He swallowed hard. 

His instincts screamed at him to stop her, but he had no counterargument for her words.

So he did nothing.

“I-Idam, ma’am… are you alright?”

“Do I look alright? I’m surrounded by dumbasses whose skulls are filled with shit!”

Growling, she stormed past the knights of the Coelacanth Order waiting outside the forge.

Her destination: her room.

She pulled open her desk drawer, retrieving the final blueprints of the Night Armor—each unit’s properties, features, and critical notes meticulously documented. 

The final page bore the words:

Project GunX.

***

The last chapter of the Night Armor: its evolution into a towering mechanical weapon.

She rolled the plans, stuffed them into her coat, and headed for the Archmage’s private laboratory.

There, Veldora sat hunched, head in hands, groaning with a familiar headache.

She too had invested deeply into the creation of the Night Armor.

And now, her disappointment was too heavy to hide.

“Idam?”

As he entered, his face tighter than usual, Veldora felt a bad premonition crawl up her spine.

And that instinct… wasn’t wrong.

“Take this. It’s the conceptual plan I had in mind for the Knight Armor. The framework’s already done, so completing it shouldn’t be too difficult.”

“This is… Wait, hold on—why are you giving this to me?!”

Normally, there was only one reason a mage handed over their research to another.

Just one.

They were about to die.

Veldora’s heart skipped a beat as a surge of unease rushed in. 

But Idam only scowled.

“I’m not dying, okay? Not until I see the real deal behind that damn Project Gunx, at least.”

“R-right? You’re not gonna die, right? Thank god.”

Seeing the infamous “Project Gunx” laid out before her, Veldora could only offer an awkward nod.

“Huh… So you still haven’t given up on this thing. It’s useless, but… if it keeps that fire in you burning, even a little…”

“I’m leaving.”

Without another word, Idam turned on her heel and left with a sharp swish of her cloak.

Veldora, caught off guard, didn’t even manage to reach for her.

“…Why do I feel so uneasy?”

The anxiety wasn’t small. 

It wasn’t ignorable.

It clung to her chest like iron chains.

She couldn’t name the emotion exactly—but she was certain.

If she didn’t stop Idam now, something terrible would happen.

But realization came too late.

She rushed out after her, but Idam was already gone, nowhere in sight within the Mage Tower.

Her heart began to pound.

Despite being called a “tower,” the Mage Tower was no mere spire.

It was a vast city unto itself—a tiny sovereign nation made entirely of mages.

A paradise on earth, where only those who wielded magic resided.

Outside, the world was locked in constant war.

But here, combat was forbidden under the unbreachable rule of non-aggression.

That alone made the Tower a sanctuary beyond compare.

And yet—

“Bzzzt! Mic test. Fuck, is this thing even working?”

A sharp female voice echoed across the sky—loud, crude, and utterly jarring.

“It’s working? You can hear me? Alright then. Shit. Quit gasping like it’s the end of the world.”

Mages all around raised their heads, eyes scanning the skies.

Someone had amplified their voice through the Tower using raw mana.

And not just within a room or a hall—this voice blanketed the entire Mage Tower.

“What the… That’s not a simple volume-enhancing spell.”

“They’re channeling ambient mana? Maybe converting sound into mana vibrations?”

“Is it… mana-based sound transmission? Damn, this is impressive…”

Whispers spread as mages marveled in surprise.

No one had expected someone to use mana in such a way.

It was fascinating—unheard of.

And then, the voice called again.

“Hey. Archmage.”

Suddenly, the entire Mage Tower fell into silence.

“Did she just say… what I think she said?”

“Did she just call the Archmage… “hey”?”

“You talk about balance and let the war keep going? You bastard. If you had stepped in sooner, half of the dead might’ve lived.”

The air inside the Tower turned glacial.

This was the Archmage she was talking to. 

The one who stood at the very pinnacle of all mages.

And this lunatic woman was hurling insults at him?

“Control through technology? Balance through war? You’re no different from the warmongers selling weapons and lighting the matches yourself.”

“All those years on top, and your brain’s gone to mush. Feasting on that iron rice bowl must taste real good, huh?”

Then—

“Huff.”


A deep breath.

Idam’s voice, playful and mocking, rang through the Tower.

“You think you’re that strong, huh?”

“Then get your saggy-ass up to the rooftop, old man.”

“I’ll beat the shit out of you, erectile dysfunction and all.”



 
  Chapter 28: Strike






By now, life in the Coelacanth Order of Knights had become so routine, so predictable, that it could only be described as monotonous.

Wake up in the morning. 

Equip the Night Armor—swapping out the parts depending on the day’s assignment. 

Head straight to the colossal forge. 

Work until sunset. 

Soak in the hot springs. 

Go home. 

Repeat.

This wasn’t just a routine anymore—it was a lifestyle. 

So much so that they no longer felt like knights at all, but laborers. 

Even their relationships with the forge’s mages had taken on the familiarity of coworkers, not comrades-in-arms.

“Iron’s coming out! Somebody get over here!”

“Coming~!”

“Hurry it up!”

Inside the supermassive forge, both mages of iron and Coelacanth Knights had long since forgotten their original roles. 

They bustled about, hauling iron as if their lives depended on it. 

The mages had been factory workers in all but name for some time now. 

The knights, sweating and toiling, had started to believe that maybe, this was what they were meant to do all along.

And then she walked in—stride long, ankle pivot sharp, eyes cold.

‘Crap.’

‘Don’t make eye contact.’

‘What is it now?’

‘Damn… She looks pissed.’

The knights and mages exchanged nervous glances. 

She was, after all, the embodiment of the phrase genius comes with a terrible personality—a storm named Idam. 

And storms were best survived when they passed without touching you.

But this storm had other plans.

“Hey! Knights! All of you—get out here!”

The Coelacanth Knights dropped what they were doing and sprinted. 

In seconds, they lined up in formation, backs straight like soldiers before a general.

With a weary sigh, the forge team leader—Theodore, also a Guardian of the Tower—approached Idam.

Every conversation with her began with a sigh. 

It was just how things were.

“What is it this time, Idam? The knights are busy.”

Losing even one knight slowed the entire forge process. 

Theodore wasn’t about to let them get dragged off for nothing.

“I know. But this is urgent. I need the big guys.”

“The big guys…?”

“It’s all about establishing dominance.”

“…What are you planning now?”

That she was giving him any kind of warning at all was unusual. 

Maybe—just maybe—he could stop it this time.

But Idam only flashed a crooked grin and gave him a thumbs-up.

“We’re gonna wreck the Tower of Fire.”

It sounded so casual, like she was talking about starting a bar fight in the next town over.

Actually… that wasn’t too far off.

“The Tower of Fire?”

“Yeah. Remember how they failed to finish the ‘Blade’ properly last time? I gave them until today to get it done. If not, I said I’d put on my Night Armor and go deal with it myself.”

Everyone knew: Towers don’t fight Towers.

But… the Iron Tower had long been seen as the weakest of the Four Elemental Towers. 

That reputation worsened after Veldora, a young mage, took over the Tower.

Everything changed when Idam came—when the Night Armor was developed.

But no, that didn’t mean she’d forgiven anything.

Those arrogant mages had leeched resources from the Iron Tower, looked down on them, and still couldn’t deliver results. Unforgivable.

“Here, forge yourself a hammer out of iron. You’re already a brute, but with a hammer in your hand? You’re a full-blown savage.”

“Oh? Really?”

Idam grinned, bouncing off to the furnace to make her weapon.

“Wait.”

She snapped her head back to Theodore.

“…You weren’t complimenting me, were you?”

***

Once hailed as one of the top elemental towers, the Tower of Fire had recently begun to falter.

It wasn’t that something specific had gone wrong. 

They just couldn’t keep up with the pace of the world around them.

Their collaboration with the Iron Tower gave them a share of royal funding—but trying to match strides with the Iron Tower was like a sparrow trying to keep up with a stork. 

Legs only stretched so far.

Now, everyone was buried in overtime. 

The mages already had soot-darkened skin from working with flames—now their under-eyes were bruised from sleepless nights.

None more so than Sela, their Tower Guardian.

‘I swear, I’m going to vomit.’

She stared at the weapon on her worktable—the so-called “Blade.”

They’d hit the specs Idam wanted: raw firepower, proper form. 

In truth, if not for the Night Armor overshadowing everything, this sword could’ve won awards at the upcoming Innovation Festival.

A lightweight, heat-enhanced sword with unrivaled cutting power.

In essence: a legendary weapon.

‘And yet… it’s just a footnote to the Night Armor.’

That alone said everything about how groundbreaking the armor was. 

But it still stung. 

To have her masterpiece treated as an afterthought—it hurt.

“Sela, how’s the research coming?”


It was Chiron, the master of the Tower of Fire.

He’d been all-in with her on the Blade project, especially since they owed the Iron Tower. 

They had to deliver.

But at some point, he’d stopped helping.

Not out of laziness. 

Not even reluctance.

“It’s done. It needs fine-tuning, and it uses more mana than expected, so only a few knights might be able to handle it…”

“But it’s finished.”

“Yes.”

Still, her face was clouded with gloom.

This was their invention. 

Their sleepless triumph. 

So why did it feel like a funeral?

The answer was simple: the Archmage’s warning.

Night Armor’s power output was being restricted—and with it, the Blade’s use was also locked down. 

A masterpiece, shelved by decree.

They were mages.

Once they started something, they finished it. 

But now, even that wasn’t allowed.

No combat inside the tower.

No use outside the tower.

What did that leave?

“What’s the point of a sword that can cut anything… if there’s nothing to cut?”

It wasn’t like she could use it to chop vegetables at dinner.

A sword that could cut the world—rendered meaningless.

So Chiron had stepped back. 

Not because he didn’t care, but because continuing would’ve meant openly defying the Archmage.

“Haaah…”

“Haaaah…”

The two sighed in perfect sync.

Just then—

“Ma-Master Chiron! She’s here! That woman is at the entrance!”

They both froze.

Everyone in the Tower of Fire knew who that woman was.

“Let’s go.”

They stepped outside to find—

“…Night Armor?”

Yes. 

Fully equipped Night Armor.

And behind her, a line of massive knights, all standing like armored enforcers, their expressions grim.

The one in front—small in frame, but unmistakable in presence.

“Ugh, what’s taking so long?!”

That impatient, sharp-edged voice was all the confirmation they needed.

Over her shoulder, a forged iron hammer rested.

Was she planning to demolish the Tower of Fire if things didn’t go her way?

It was absurd.

And terrifyingly possible.

“She’s here,” someone whispered.

The moment Sela laid eyes on her, the Knight Armor gave a knowing nod.

“Hey, bring me the Blade. I’m not moving from here! If you don’t, I’ll show you just how amazing the Knight Armor I made is—Ugh, goddamn it, why is this thing so heavy?!”

With a ragged breath, Idam hunched over, visibly struggling.

Was this some kind of comedy routine? 

The knights behind her cautiously stepped forward to help.

“That armor is actually incredibly light, considering,” one murmured.

“We did say we’d wear it instead,” another added.

“Not to mention, it doesn’t even fit you…” someone trailed off.

“Ugh, seriously, it’s heavy as hell.”

As Idam huffed and grumbled, mana began to swirl around her. 

Blue particles danced around her body—until suddenly, she floated into the air.

“Now this is better.”

‘What the hell…?’

Just because her armor was too heavy, she decided to levitate using mana?

It looked harder than just enduring the weight, but on the contrary, Idam now seemed completely at ease—her voice relaxed, her posture confident.

“Bring it.”

At her command, Sela tightened her grip on the Blade in her hand.

‘Am I really supposed to give this to her…?’

A deep unease settled in Sela’s chest. 

It felt like she was handing the ultimate weapon to a villain.

With hesitant steps, she approached.

“Here.”

Idam’s body gently floated back to the ground. 

She took the cylindrical weapon and examined it from all angles.

With her face hidden beneath the armor, it was impossible to read her expression. 

The tension in the air thickened.

“Winston.”

“Yes, ma’am!”

“Try it out.”

The captain of the knights, Winston, stepped forward and accepted the Blade. 

As he gripped it with both hands and exerted force, a crimson blade burst forth from the hilt.

“Ooooh!”

“Wow…”

Gasps of awe rippled through the surrounding crowd. 

Though modest in size, the blade radiated overwhelming heat and presence.

At the Tower of Fire, it’s said that magic always begins with a small spark.

Turning that spark into a blazing inferno—that is the responsibility of the wielder.

‘This is the spark of a new age for the Tower of Fire.’

A new flame had been lit—one that could change the world.

Sela stood taller, pride swelling in her chest.

Winston brought down the blade onto a steel training sword. 

With a clean slice, it was bisected in one stroke. 

More gasps followed.

“This thing is no joke!”

“If it can cut through steel like that, doesn’t that make enemy defenses completely meaningless?”

“And it’s light, too!”

The knights erupted into excited chatter, nearly bouncing on their heels. 

But instead of joy, Sela felt a chill run down her spine. 

Her expression stiffened.

“Uh, Idam? Actually, there’s a bit of a problem…”

“What problem? Too much mana consumption? That can be calibrated—”

“No, not that. It’s just… the Archmage…”

Before Sela could finish, someone stepped past her.

Chiron, the Master of the Tower, approached with grim purpose. 

As the tower master, he knew it was his responsibility to step forward.

“Idam. The Archmage has prohibited external distribution of the Blade. Not just reduced firepower—complete prohibition. I’m sorry, but… it’s final.”

Clunk.

Idam’s helmet shifted slightly, as if in disbelief.

Unlike the Tower of Steel, where reduced output was at least permitted, the Blade had been deemed too dangerous for any kind of external use.

No technical workaround. 

No exceptions.

“So you’re saying… it’s just a flat-out no.”

“Exactly—”

“Goddammit! If everything’s a ‘no,’ then what the hell can we do?!”

With a burst of rage, Idam ripped off her helmet and threw it aside, her tone venomous.

“You said the Archmage has never been replaced before, right? That stubborn old bastard and his damn grip on power!”


Silence fell over the entire hall.

Who else could possibly say something like that about the Archmage?

Only Idam.

“Hey, tell them to shut down the foundry. We’re going on strike! Impeach that bastard!”

“WE REFUSE TO BE SLAVES!!”



 
  Chapter 30: Duel





“Has there ever been such a huge uproar throughout the entire Magic Tower?”

The last time it was this hectic was probably when the Extep Alliance pushed the front lines of the Bowlean Republic far back.

Back then, everyone was in a frenzy, thinking the Extep Alliance might actually end the war. 

The mages couldn’t stop talking about it.

Unfortunately, the Bowlean Republic showed its hidden strength and repelled the Extep Alliance.

Anyway—

The ripple effect caused by a single mage now was of a similar magnitude.

The same kind of chaos that had once spread when it seemed the tides of war were turning was now sweeping across the entire Magic Tower.

“Veldora—!”

The Tower Masters were pouring into the Iron Tower like a flood.

As each Tower Master entered, they all glared at Veldora.

In contrast, Veldora kept her eyes gently closed.

Given her small frame, it might’ve looked like she was simply dozing off.

But today was different.

Even with her arms crossed, you could feel she was deep in thought.

“Veldora! What the hell is going on?!”

The Earth Tower Master, Rock Smith, shouted, and other Tower Masters quickly followed.

“Are you kidding? This is too much! A mere apprentice mage challenging an Archmage?!”

“It’s not just the challenge. She insulted the dignity of the Archmage! Said those kinds of offensive things?!”

“This is something the Iron Tower must take responsibility for. Even if she’s an apprentice, the burden falls on you.”

“That crazy girl… I knew she’d cause a problem someday. Everyone kept praising her like she was a genius.”

Veldora couldn’t say anything.

She knew they were right.

Idam had always pushed the line, but this time, it was beyond something you could just wave off.

It was practically a crime.

A threat that shook the foundations of the Tower and risked collapsing its entire structure.

That’s what Idam was now.

“Of course, the Archmage would never lose… but if, by any chance, that happens—”

The Lightning Tower Master, Harold Bringer, closed his eyes tightly, as if terrified by the thought.

The other Tower Masters immediately retorted, saying it was nonsense.

What if the Archmage lost?

The entire hierarchy of the Tower would collapse.

Even if Idam won the duel, that wouldn’t make her the Archmage by default.

But an Archmage defeated by an apprentice would never command the same respect again.

“And yet… he accepted the challenge. The Archmage himself. You get that this is a problem even if he wins, right?”

“Why did he even accept it? What if every random person starts challenging the Archmage from now on?”

Everyone was talking noisily, shouting over one another.

But to Veldora, their voices sounded distant and muffled, like tinnitus.

“Veldora, what are you going to do?”

The Fire Tower Master, Kairon—one of the few with a connection to Idam—asked with a sigh, full of concern.

Veldora slowly opened her eyes.

On her desk were the Night Armor Idam had left her and a bundle of papers containing the vision that followed.

For a mage, their research is their life.

The invisible weight of that bundle of papers, light enough to lift with one hand, was overwhelming.

Veldora couldn’t bring herself to touch it easily.

‘Idam entrusted this to me.’

She didn’t need to overthink what that meant.

The woman who had once bet her life on the Night Armor and pursued it obsessively had now paused and handed her back to Veldora.

Looking back—

There had been many headaches…

But also many good memories.

“Hm?”

Why couldn’t she remember any?

Had there really been good times?

Veldora, flustered, cleared her throat awkwardly.

She tried to dig up pleasant memories, casting hooks through her mind, but all she got were:

[Ah, f**k! That son of a b***h! Hey! Hey! What are you doing?! Are you even a mage? That bastard needs to be thrown in a furnace for 24 hours with his brain turned off!]

[Say that again. Say it. My d**k is what? Lame? Want me to switch your left and right brain hemispheres?]

[That’s your gift for the Tower Master? Give it here. I’ll make something way hotter. This time, I’ll make a whole new series of di—]

[Jealous of your flat chest? Damn it, I can’t even remember what the top of my foot looks like anymore. Why do I even wear shoes then?]

In the end, none of them passed the “good memory” filter.

What the hell was this?

It felt like a touching moment, but the mood had been thoroughly ruined.

Veldora sniffled and looked at the other Tower Masters.

“Ugh, so what do you want me to do? It’s not like I did it.”

If there was one thing she’d learned—

If you act shamelessly enough, people give up on arguing with you.

***

Meanwhile…

In the wide clearing where all the mages had once gathered on the last Exchange Day—

Idam had said it looked like a schoolyard, though no one actually used it for exercise.

At the center of the field, the Archmage stood silently.

Mages gathered around him like a crowd.

A deployed barrier prevented them from getting too close—

It was, quite literally, a mana cage for a duel.

“Hmm.”

The Archmage brushed his beard, exuding utter composure.

Even though the duel was about to begin, he was as calm as if he were sipping tea in his study.

Standing opposite him was a woman.


Idam showed not an inch of skin.

Clad in her Night Armor, she radiated mana from head to toe.

“I can see you’re very confident in the results of your research.”

The Archmage offered a calm compliment.

Despite her having insulted him, and despite her being an opponent of far lower rank, about to duel him—

His tone and demeanor overflowed with the superiority of overwhelming power, yet it was not without courtesy or respect.

And in response—

Flick.

Idam silently raised her middle finger.

“…”

Flick.

Both hands, this time.

A wave of sighs rippled through the gathered mages.

People began blaming the Iron Tower’s education system—how could someone do something so crude to the Supreme Archmage?

“She’s gotten too full of herself lately.”

“Wow, she’s totally insane.”

“This is why people shouldn’t get too successful. Just look at the Iron Tower folks showing their true colors.”

The Iron Tower had always been subtly looked down on by the Four Elemental Towers.

People often said it lacked versatility compared to even Lightning or Darkness.

But with Idam’s emergence, the entire dynamic had shifted. 

The Iron Tower had become the hottest name in the Tower world.

Which only fueled the whispers:

“Get one big win and suddenly they think they own the sky.”

“People forget there’s a ceiling. Even if you’re tall, you should duck when you’re about to hit your head.”

‘We’re screwed.’

‘This isn’t what we wanted.’

‘We didn’t know Idam was this crazy.’

Even the Iron Tower mages were cursing her inside.

One day, they were lifted to glory. 

The next, they were public enemy number one.

Yes, Idam had raised their reputation—

But she could also drag it straight back down into the dirt.

“That’s a demon.”

One Iron Tower mage had said it like that.

With a captivating appearance that made people dream, only to dash them into despair—

Calling Idam a demon didn’t feel far off.

‘Isn’t she secretly from the Nebula?’

‘The Nebula freaks would love her.’

‘Idam, please… just kneel down and beg right now.’

But unfortunately, the duel had already begun.

Boom. Boom. Boom. Boom!

Idam dashed toward the Archmage with lightning speed.

“Hah…”

The Archmage let out a mocking laugh.

At the slight tilt of his staff—

Chains of mana shot out of thin air and wrapped around Idam.

CRRRACK!

“Let’s see how tough that armor of yours really is.”

She was bound tightly in chains.

The Night Armor was holding up, but it was questionable whether she could even breathe.

Suddenly, the Night Armor glowed blue—

BOOOOOOOOM!!!

The mana barrier surrounding the dueling field filled with smoke and fire.

From the outside, the gathered mages couldn’t see a thing.

Everyone was frozen by the sheer unexpectedness.

BOOM! BOOM! BOOOOOOM!

Multiple explosions rang out from within.

At that scale and power, from such close range?

Did Idam just blow herself up along with the Archmage?

That terrifying thought crossed their minds when—

“Ah, you son of a bitch.”

A sky-blue-haired woman walked out of the smoke, cursing loudly.

The Night Armor had been a decoy.

She had rigged it to explode and tried to take the Archmage down with it.

“That’s how the final attack is supposed to go. The mech blows up, or you self-destruct. That’s how you end things.”

She waved her hand with a frustrated sigh—

The barrier twisted, and smoke rose into the sky, finally revealing the inside.

And there stood the Archmage, completely unharmed.


“Must be your age—no sense of drama.”

“How did it feel when my ‘finishing move’ didn’t land?”

A casual question—more like a taunt.

As their eyes met, Idam grinned.

“Guess it’s not impotence, at least.”



 
  Chapter 31: The Dead Hero





The Archmage casually swung his staff again, now unfazed by crude remarks.

The mana within him instantly formed seven distinct orbs—symbols of the Seven Stars. 

They floated around him like an homage to the Towers of Magic.

“Wow.”

“As expected of the Archmage.”

Gasps of admiration came from the watching mages. 

To wield seven different elements simultaneously wasn’t just skill—it bordered on artistry.

But Idam snorted.

“How stale. Seriously, old people only know how to stick with what they’ve always done.”

The Archmage’s expression didn’t change. 

Clearly, he was used to such provocation.

“If you’re not confident, you may surrender now. Though of course, punishment is unavoidable.”

“Hah! Listen to the old geezer talk slick.”

The Archmage decided this had gone far enough. 

Letting it slide now would tarnish his own authority. 

Showing mercy would only make him appear weak.

“You’ve finally thrown away your last shred of mercy.”

“Hey, grandpa. This is how we do things these days.”

With a snap, Idam raised her right arm high, pointing toward the sky. 

A swirling vortex of mana gathered at her hand.

Then—whoosh!—an iron gauntlet came flying toward her at tremendous speed.

Bang! Bang! Bang!

The gauntlet parts connected midair, latching onto her arm with perfect precision.

Idam grinned, satisfied.

The watching mages were once again left in awe. 

But this wasn’t magic—she hadn’t enchanted the pieces to auto-assemble.

She had forced them into place using her own mana.

“Just dragged them with pure mana… Her control range is insane.”

“She put it on cleanly too—so precise. Her mana control is…”

Though often called the menace of the Tower, Idam was indisputably a genius—one of the very best. In fact, considering how late she’d started studying magic, her natural talent was almost monstrous.

Sometimes, even Veldora wondered:

‘Is she a genius human who learned magic, or is she mana itself pretending to be human—lacking in common sense because of it?’

If the god of mana ever took human form, it might look like her.

And if the god of mana had a favorite human?

It would certainly be Idam.

“I won’t deny you’re a genius.” 

Admitted the Archmage after witnessing her display. 

“Which is why, as a senior, it’s my duty to knock you down once.”

“You must be good at that—been doing it your whole life.”

“You just can’t hold your tongue, can you?”

It began with fire—one of the Seven Star elements. 

The flame shot toward her.

Even the mages from the Fire Tower had to admit—the Archmage’s flames had depth and density. 

They were flawless, worthy of a top-class fire mage.

Idam clenched her fist—and charged straight in.

“Has she lost her mind?”

“Idam! Don’t be reckless!”

In the Iron Tower’s rankings for physical combat skill…

Idam was officially dead last.

She’d lost more than once in fistfights she’d started herself. 

Of course, she always destroyed her opponents afterward with magic—but that was more revenge than combat.

Still, she had no fear.

Clank!

Steam burst from the gauntlet’s back.

Now it wasn’t Idam running—the gauntlet was dragging her forward.

“Rider Puuuuunch!!”

Her weird scream was buried by the sheer speed of the punch.

The fireball disintegrated on impact, scattering into a circular shockwave.

But the gauntlet didn’t stop.

Even the Archmage seemed caught off guard, hastily launching spheres of earth, wind, and lightning.

Wind blades shattered on impact.

Lightning shocked Idam, but couldn’t halt the gauntlet.

Only the sphere of earth, symbol of endurance and strength, managed to blunt the force.

Psssshh!

The gauntlet released a final hiss of steam and broke apart, clattering to the ground in twisted metal fragments.

More scrap than weapon now.

“Damn… that hurt like hell.”

Idam, having been zapped by the lightning spell, brushed the scorched robe off herself, swearing.

A strike like that would’ve knocked out anyone else.

She was clearly protected by a powerful mana barrier.

“Shit… Big-headed assholes are always the problem, no matter where you go. When your balls shrink from old age, go grow cherry tomatoes at home, you bastard.”

“…That mouth never rests, does it?”

“Some of us believe the truth only comes out when you open your mouth.”

At that, the Archmage’s eyebrow twitched.

“Must have been nice, huh? Just swinging around that ‘balance’ stick and everyone falls in line.”

His brow furrowed.

He fired a dark sphere from his staff, but Idam’s mana shield blocked it again.

Boom!

The explosion blanketed the area in a veil of darkness.


But even amidst the rising smoke, her voice rang out—clear, cutting through the wind.

“Truth is, that ‘balance’ you speak of—was just to protect your position. Peace? That was peace for you and yours.”

A sphere of water shot into the smoke, straight toward where her voice had come from. With no visibility, a hit would be devastating.

The Archmage was aiming to end it.

‘She must die.’

A tragic accident, hidden in the shadows of the battlefield.

A regrettable loss, in the chaos of a duel.

He had once promised Fontain, a senator of the Bowlean Republic, to send Idam there.

But now?

He revoked that promise.

If left alive, she could shatter the balance.

KABOOM.

With a violent explosion, droplets scattered in all directions, clearing away the black smoke.

In the illusion that rain was falling—

For the first time, Idam stood bleeding.

“Ah, f*ck. That hurts like hell.”

Her robe was torn, blood from her forehead ran down into her eyes, and her back slouched as if exhausted.

But she was definitely still alive.

‘He intended to kill her.’

‘He fired to truly end her.’

Yet the woman who hadn’t even studied magic for a full year had survived a spell from him….

A man hailed as the strongest mage on the continent, having devoted his entire life to magic.

Crack.

What terrifying talent.

In time, she would surely become an unprecedented mage, beyond even himself—

‘If her potential wasn’t stamped out here.’

The final orb.

The iron orb shot toward Idam.

It transformed into a sharp spear mid-flight, aiming to pierce her slender neck—

“You bastard.”

Thunk!

Right in front of Idam’s neck.

The iron spear froze in midair, trembling slightly.

The Archmage’s eyes widened.

“You dare use iron in front of me?”

Slowly—

Ever so slowly—

The spear reversed its path.

A full 180 degrees.

And now, the iron spear pointed at the Archmage.

“What?!”

“N-No… this can’t be happening!”

Gasps of shock, awe, and shattered logic erupted from all sides.

It meant the great Archmage had just lost control—

Of his own magic—

To a girl who hadn’t even studied magic for a year.

“…!”

Crack.

The Archmage clenched his teeth. 

His grip on his staff turned deathly pale from the pressure.

“This war should’ve ended long ago.”

Idam stepped forward, gripping the spear’s shaft. 

Each step echoed heavily across the ground.

“If the Mage Tower truly wanted peace, this war would’ve ended already.”

Covered in blood and staggering,

Her gaze—never wavered.

The Archmage shouted in desperation:

“If it ends like that—! Which side will the Tower stand on?! Whom will it save, and whom will it abandon?! Mages are seekers of knowledge balanced between all! Our knowledge exists for wisdom and completeness—not as weapons! It’s a tool to understand the world! Using it recklessly—!”

“To understand the world?”

Thud.

“Did you understand the people who’ve died so far?”

Thud.

“Children growing up, elders dying, cities disappearing—”

Thud.

“Mothers fear giving birth, because their child might be sent to war.”

Idam’s steps were heavy.

“Withholding power wasn’t noble. You just lacked the courage to take responsibility.”

Each time her spear touched the ground, a deep rumble followed.

“Hey.”

Now she stood before the Archmage.

“You were wrong.”

With those words, Idam collapsed to her knees on the spot.

But the faint smile on her lips never left, even as she fell.

Truthfully—

Ever since the water orb had hit her, she hadn’t been able to remain standing.

The trail of blood left behind her walk told the entire story.

She won…………..

Or did she?

Following the bloody trail, the crowd came into view.

Before the duel, they were mages who looked at the Archmage with reverence and admiration.

Mages—

Are seekers of truth.

In other words—

They are monsters driven by an insatiable hunger to question, and question again.

“Ah…”

Their gazes had changed.

Respect.

Admiration.

Awe.

Faith.

And in between, somewhere—

Doubt.

Among those pure white emotions, a single black drop had fallen and quickly spread.

[You were wrong.]

Idam’s voice still lingered in his ears.

Looking at her bleeding, collapsed figure, the Archmage felt a sharp headache.

In long, drawn-out wars—

One truth that history always proves:

When a single person—a hero—causes the biggest tremor in the world…

It’s always when they die.


“Ha… ha.”

Not in victory—

But in defeat—

She had sown the wings of a butterfly that would, someday…

Return as a storm.



 
  
    Chapter 32: Dismissal





“Ugh?”

Idam opened her eyes to find herself in a hospital room.

A cozy, soft bed.

“Ah, f*ck…”

Her whole body ached as if she had drunk a ton of strong, cheap liquor.

She tried to remove the bandage wrapped around her head out of discomfort, but stopped when she felt a cold, unfamiliar sensation on her wrist and cautiously raised her hand.

“What the hell is this?”

Handcuffs.

And not just any handcuffs — these were absurdly heavy, square-shaped metal cuffs. 

With her body already drained of strength, wearing such massive chunks of metal only made her feel weaker.

“Hm?”

As usual, she tried to summon her mana — but the surrounding mana didn’t respond at all.

It reminded her of the time before she’d ever known magic, and she tilted her head in confusion.

“What the hell is going on?”

The only noticeable change to her body was the heavy cuff resting on her stomach. 

When she tried to manipulate mana, it was clear that the cuff forcibly seized control away from her.

“Interesting invention, huh?”

Curious, she sat up in bed.

Just as she was wondering where this kind of thing had suddenly come from, the door opened and in walked Veldora, the Tower Master.

“Oh, you’re awake.”

Though she said that, her expression didn’t look happy. 

Rather, she looked burdened by having to deliver bad news.

“Idam, how’s your body—”

“What is this? It restricts mana? That’s sick.”

“Didn’t Theodore teach you during the one-month training? That’s one of our Tower’s top inventions — the ‘Mana Cuffs.’”

“Looks like they’re made of iron too.”

“Yeah, they’re a legacy item from the previous Tower Master. Useful for suppressing rampaging mages or those affiliated with Nebula.”

Nebula-affiliated, huh.

Surprisingly, the cuffs seemed to be doing their job well.

“But why am I the one wearing them?”

“I just explained it.”

“You think I’m with Nebula?”

“No. A rampaging mage.”

“Ah.”

Idam nodded, then casually got up from bed.

“Take them off. I won’t go wild anymore.”

“I told you, the situation’s gotten complicated.”

Veldora sighed and touched her forehead, as if to ease a headache. 

Judging by her refusal to brush it off lightly, things were quite serious.

“You understand how big of a stir this incident caused, right? The Archmage is pretty pissed.”

“So the old hag’s mad ‘cause he got hit with the truth? But I wasn’t totally wrong, was I?”

“That’s exactly the problem… The issue is, even though it wasn’t openly stated, quite a few mages actually agreed with your opinion.”

Veldora repeated herself, emphasizing that that was the real issue.

“To put it simply, they’re pretty uncomfortable with you staying in the Tower. So…”

She hesitated, then dropped the bomb.

“…you’re being expelled.”

Idam silently listened.

Thinking Idam might be shocked, Veldora paused before continuing.

“Remember during the last Mage Exchange Day? You openly insulted Fontaine’s delegate? The Republic of Boulian clung to that and won’t let it go.”

“They’ve been persistently demanding we hand you over. Probably want to put you on trial for ‘offensive conduct’ or something like that.”

“On what charges? I’m not even a citizen of that damn Republic. Why should I be tried under their laws?”

Veldora sighed again as Idam shrugged.

“You are now.”

“…What?”

“The Tower is just an affiliation, not a nationality. So, quietly — it’s not uncommon for people’s ‘citizenship’ to get changed. Normally, it’s to protect our mages, but…”

“This time, they’re using it to screw me over?”

“Exactly. So you’ll be going to trial. The charges will be decided by them.”

“Holy sh*t. What an amazing fantasy world.”

Crazy bastards.

They tried to kill her as a witch in a backwater village, and now they change her nationality at will and expect her to stand trial.

“Those cuffs mean you’re being sent outside the Tower. Once you leave, you’ll never be able to take them off.”

“There’s no such thing as ‘never.’”

“This time there is. Do you know how sturdy those things are?”

“They’re made from the high-grade steel you developed yourself. Stronger and lighter than the originals.”

Veldora seemed oddly proud about the wrong thing, which annoyed Idam.

“Thanks for the info.”

“Ahem… anyway.”

Veldora sighed once more, then looked at Idam with concern.

“I’m sorry I couldn’t protect you.”

“I tried to stop this from going through, but the other Tower Masters all sided with the Archmage.”

“Heh. Looks like I’m finally going sightseeing.”

Idam gave a crooked smile and nodded.

It didn’t feel all that bad.

If anything, it felt like she was just stepping out for a walk.

Seeing how easily Idam accepted it, the Iron Tower Master cautiously opened her mouth again.

“Hey, Idam… the things you gave me.”

“My research? Keep them safe. I’ll come back for them.”

“If you come back…”

‘Will she really?’


Veldora couldn’t shake the feeling this might be the last time — and yet, strangely, when Idam said it, she really did believe they’d meet again.

“…Alright. I’ll keep them safe until we meet again.”

***

“That old bat really lost it.”

The very next day, with her mind made up—

It was baffling how suddenly the time to leave had come.

So sudden, in fact, that the Bowlean Republic had already sent a carriage.

The Republic’s carriages had no horses.

Why still call it a “carriage”? Idam figured it was probably because the word “car” didn’t exist.

A carriage that runs without horses.

The Bowlean Republic was known for its development through steam power.

From Idam’s perspective, who had lived surrounded by advanced technology, the Republic was the one most properly following a tech tree.

‘Well, there is magic here, so things could be different.’

In her previous life, there hadn’t been such an irrational force as magic, but in a world where it did exist, it could all play out differently.

“Magician!”

Idam’s departure hadn’t been widely publicized. 

It was swift and secretive.

Still, some magicians in the Iron Tower and knights from the Coelacanth Order somehow caught wind and came rushing.

“What’s going on! You’re leaving like this?”

“You spoke the truth! You weren’t wrong!”

“I misunderstood you! I thought you were just a lecherous woman chasing after men, but I see now that wasn’t the case.”

“…Huh?”

Idam, who had intended to just nod vaguely and move on, was caught off guard by the last comment.

But she had no time to argue.

Not that she even wanted to stand here.

The cuffs around her wrists were disgustingly heavy.

“Hey, the Knight Armor’s gonna be under the Tower Lord from now on. So behave, alright?”

At her words, Winston, the commander of the Coelacanth Order, stepped forward and nodded.

“I’ll make sure to carry on your will, no matter what.”

Like hell you will.

Idam wanted to say that, but seeing Winston’s teary face, she thought it’d only hurt him.

“What can you even do?”

She ended up saying it anyway, since her mana might be sealed, but her tongue was as free as ever.

Whatever. It wasn’t wrong, anyway.

“Magician Idam.”

Norman, a trainee mage, quietly approached after slipping past the knights.

Glancing around to ensure no one heard, he whispered into her ear.

“Don’t worry. Our comrades in the Republic already have a plan to help the Saintess escape.”

“Bishop Camile is there, too. You should be able to get out soon.”

Hmph.

More useful than expected.

Idam nodded to herself, satisfied.

Time to go.

Tower Lord Veldora, Tower Guardian Theodore… she didn’t bother saying goodbye.

Strictly speaking, they had prepared some parting words, but Idam turned her back before they could speak.

“I’ll be back soon.”

She declared her return so naturally that everyone just watched her walk away, feeling like she really would be.

***

Later…

“Yawn.”

The journey was boring.

To be blunt, the horseless carriage had only been interesting at first.

After that, it was all disappointment.

‘Slower than a horse carriage, louder, and jerky as hell.’

The bouncing made her chest jiggle, which was downright annoying.

With the cuffs already exhausting her, this just felt like an extra burden.

Honestly, her body was infuriatingly useless.

Eventually, night fell and the carriage stopped.

She thought they were resting for the night, but something felt off.

The soldiers escorting her were dressed in what could be called modern-style uniforms—more like officer uniforms—with revolvers at their hips, clearly a source of pride.

“Can’t we just do it now?”

“She’s a criminal headed for trial anyway.”

“I doubt anyone’s going to care what she says.”

Their whispered voices outside the carriage were quiet but impatient.

Their eyes, as they glanced at Idam, shimmered with desire.

“We still have a week of travel. Can’t we enjoy ourselves a little?”

“She’s a mage who can’t even use mana. This is perfect.”

They kept appealing to the commanding officer.

He looked through the window at Idam, then swallowed hard.

“If she’s a criminal anyway… it wouldn’t hurt to punish her early.”

The tone of someone who’d made a decision.

The other soldiers nodded, leering at Idam.

“One by one inside?”

“Major, you go first.”

“Yes, just keep her clean, please.”

The soldiers grinned obscenely.

The major acted as if reluctantly persuaded and stepped into the carriage.

“What the fuck are you staring at, bastard?”

An aggressive greeting met him the moment he entered.

If anything, her fierce attitude only turned the major on more.

“Heh, this’ll be fun.”

He reached for her neck, leaning in with sticky breath. 

Her pheromones were intoxicating.

But—

“Ah, this is one of those cases.”

Idam, on the other hand, coolly assessed the situation.

“Fucking pervs—always trying to hump anything they can rub against.”

“Sorry, but I’m not rubbing against any dicks today.”

“Ha! That’s not your choice, bitch.”

A mage without mana had no power.

Confident, the man reached out to grab her—

“?!”

A black tattoo appeared on Idam’s left cheek.

Looking down to check if the cuffs were still working, he noticed the tattoo stretched from her left arm.

“Ugh—?!”

The heat wasn’t from her pheromones.

“It’s—hot!”

The air itself was scorching.


The pain of burning lungs made even screaming unbearable.

“How—?! She shouldn’t be able to use magic—!”

Idam calmly crossed her legs and yawned.

“Yaaaaawn~”

Black flames burst and engulfed the carriage in an instant.
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