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Chapter 31: “Who are you?”
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​
Why!
Lin Lin lay flat on the bed, the black curtains drawn tightly to ensure no outside light could seep through. She rested on the Demon King’s specially made, impossibly expensive soft bed.
The light was dim, the bed comfortable, and the room silent. It was the perfect sleeping environment.
Why! Lin Lin’s heart cried out again.
She simply couldn’t fall asleep!
The clock on the nightstand showed the second hand sweeping steadily, the time frozen at ten fifteen in the morning.
Despite crafting the perfect sleep environment and vowing to rest properly during her three-day break, her eyes had snapped open at nine thirty. Lin Lin’s wide eyes stared at the ceiling, sleepiness utterly evading her.
Damn it! Was the corporate worker’s mental imprint truly so terrifying that forcing herself to rest felt impossible? Compared to that imprint, the Demon King’s mark paled in comparison!
Lin Lin stubbornly stayed in bed until eleven before rising and opening the curtains.
The rain hadn’t stopped. Through the glass, she saw traces of raindrops along the window ledge.
Silently, Lin Lin cracked the window open, letting the patter of rain and a cold breeze drift into the bedroom.
She drew the black bed drapery closed, tucked herself under the blanket, and tried again.
Her eyes stayed shut for twenty minutes of silence.
Then they opened.
Alright, the lack of white noise wasn’t the problem.
Dejected, Lin Lin finally crawled out of bed.
Maybe wandering the castle would help—perhaps she’d find something interesting. A holiday without internet or phones was painfully dull.
Lin Lin pulled a long-sleeved light blue dress from the wardrobe. Its fitted waist and pale neckline were lovely, meant to pair with her smooth black hair for an elegant look.
She slipped on the dress and reached for the side zipper.
The first tug failed.
The second, harder pull still didn’t work.
The dress, usually easy to wear, clung stubbornly around her waist today.
Lin Lin felt where the zipper refused to close—a soft bulge of flesh giving under her pinch.
Lin Lin: ...
She yanked off the dress, flung it into the wardrobe’s depths, and changed into loose sportswear.
With a cold expression, Lin Lin left her room.
She’d planned to head out around eleven for lunch, but her appetite had vanished.
When had she gained weight? Before the hot springs trip, her clothes fit fine. Now, nothing.
Had she overeaten during the trip? Lin Lin recalled the meals in Safir’s territory and the Paladin Order... damn it, they were leagues better than Demon King Castle’s fare.
Now was lunchtime. Though Lin Lin wouldn’t eat, others clearly would.
Lin Lin encountered a Dark Elf in the hallway.
Felix was surprised by Lin Lin's outfit. He had only seen her wear this sportswear once before when she decided it was unhealthy to always sit in the office and should exercise properly.
After buying the sports clothes, Lin Lin ran a lap around the Demon King Castle, panting when she returned, and since then, he hadn't seen her wear it again.
Felix glanced at the heavy rain outside. Clearly, today wasn’t suitable for running, so he wondered what Lin Lin planned to do.
Unlike Felix’s light steps, another person approached them slowly.
The Demon King, with long hair flowing loosely, yawned as he walked down the required path to the dining hall.
“I’m so sleepy... What are you two talking about?”
Lin Lin turned around to look at the obviously sleepy guy.
Why did this guy sleep so well? You’re the Demon King! How could you sleep so soundly at such a young age!
Lin Lin said, “I remember you promised me you would keep track of any financial transactions that happened during this period.”
Your Majesty the Demon King’s curly hair shook slightly. “Of course, I’m working on it.”
Then, the Demon King, with violet pupils, rubbed his chin and looked at Lin Lin.
When Lin Lin returned yesterday, she wore a coat to shield herself from the rain, and he hadn’t paid much attention due to the pain from having his hair tugged.
“Lin Lin,” the Demon King hesitated, then spoke, “have you gained weight?”
Lin Lin’s brain set off alarms, the wailing sirens buzzing in her head.
With no expression, she replied, “No.”
The Demon King smiled. “I can’t be wrong; you look cute even if you’re a little chubby.”
Though he didn’t understand humans, the Dark Elf knew women and slowly took a step back.
Lin Lin kicked the Demon King’s calf hard. “I’m not chubby! You’re the one who looks cute with your chubby self!”
Fuming, Lin Lin turned and walked away.
The baffled Demon King looked confusedly at Felix. “Why did she lie?”
Once Lin Lin’s figure completely disappeared, Felix dared to speak to the Demon King. “You need to fix a basic problem.”
The Dark Elf shared his experiences as a low-level male elf, who never needed to socialize and thus lacked such knowledge, with the Demon King. “We aren’t fit to discuss this topic.”
The Demon King: ?
-
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Lin Lin took a black umbrella from the castle entrance and stepped outside.
The Flame Slime had been bouncing cheerfully behind her but was now blocked by the raindrops outside the castle. It looked at Lin Lin in confusion, unsure why she was going out in the rain.
“I’m going to work out,” Lin Lin answered.
Though she understood that weight gain and loss were normal as long as she stayed healthy, the moment she couldn’t pull up the zipper on her dress had hit Lin Lin hard.
Moreover, in the whole Demon King Castle, aside from the naturally round slimes or fluffy Orcs, the other monsters were all incredibly fit and strong!
Even the mid-level and low-level monsters had visible eight-pack abs! It seemed as easy as pie to have a good figure!
At the last meeting the Demon King held, the only female candidate had well-defined muscles in her arms.
Lin Lin! You can’t slack off any longer! You need to exercise, you need to be healthy! You need to have a stable and good body!
Lin Lin stepped into the rain with her umbrella, reminding herself of her resolve.
Ah, the raindrops felt a bit cool.
They pattered against the umbrella, making a crackling sound.
Regret washed over her the moment she stepped outside.
She stood at the Demon King Castle entrance for a minute; her jogging plan turned into a walk in the rain.
But what could she do? The weather simply wouldn’t cooperate! Today would just be a warm-up—tomorrow would truly mark the first day of her exercise routine!
Lin Lin took her second step into the rain.
Standing in the castle corridor, the Demon King looked down through the glass at Lin Lin holding her umbrella in the rain. "Would apologizing now help?"
Felix shook his head. "Don’t appear before her. It’ll sour her mood."
Though Lin Lin rarely ventured far, she often wandered near the Demon King Castle’s edges. Her comfort zone was a circle with the castle at its center, within a short radius.
After passing through the castle gates and greeting the Worgen guard, she headed toward the small forest ahead.
The dense woods held no danger—only the Demon King’s subordinates could enter this area.
Compared to the castle paths, the forest ground was far muddier.
Lin Lin walked aimlessly through the rain. Though it didn’t achieve her exercise goal, her mood settled somewhat.
She paused as raindrops drummed steadily on her umbrella.
Staying dry made the rain seem almost playful.
She extended her left hand beyond the umbrella, letting cool drops fall into her palm.
Thick mist gathered, forming a faint white haze visible to the naked eye.
A chilly breeze brushed her face, making Lin Lin hesitate about returning to the castle.
Suddenly, she turned her head to the right.
Her right hand held the umbrella, its cold silver frame cutting across her vision.
She saw a young man with short black hair, a lean figure, pale skin, single eyelids, and narrow eyes—his face sharply angular.
He carried no umbrella. Raindrops seemed to avoid him, skirting his black shirt and indifferent eyes and brows.
An orca.
Lin Lin realized belatedly that the heavy rains had allowed this orca to leave his territory for duty at the Demon King Castle.
As Felix had mentioned, orcas only came during specific times.
Spotting one orca, Lin Lin glanced around but saw no second—meaning the brothers weren’t inseparable as she’d assumed.
Was this orca the older or younger brother?
Lin Lin lifted her black umbrella slightly, meeting the young man’s gaze. "Who are you?"
He stared back, a hint of deep blue glimmering in his dark pupils. When she spoke, he raised his thin eyelids, his previously lax expression sharpening.
Lin Lin nearly guessed his identity.
Yet his gaze lingered so plainly on her lips that she repeated the question.
The rain’s steady patter nearly drowned her voice, though he couldn’t have heard her regardless.
Lin Lin parted her lips slowly, enunciating in standard common language: "Who are you?"
The left corner of his mouth lifted faintly. His strong bone structure and minimal subcutaneous fat etched a shallow line beside his lips as he moved.
His index finger touched his lips, then tapped his ear.
The older brother—unable to speak or hear.
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Chapter 32: Your Brother Needs His Head Examined
[image: ]


​
Though Lin Lin wasn't exactly socially anxious, her social skills felt utterly inadequate at this moment.
Does anyone know how to communicate with a deaf-mute orca without sign language?
Noticing that the orca brother Arthur understood spoken words, Lin Lin asked, "Where's your brother Allen?"
Never before had she missed that pure troublemaker so much.
At least Allen could rescue her from this embarrassment.
Yet Allen didn't appear. Worse still, after spotting isolated Lin Lin, Arthur pointed toward the Demon King Castle, likely indicating she should return there.
"Uh, right, I was heading back," Lin Lin replied.
For some reason, it felt like eagerly heading for a beach adventure only to be shoved back onto solid ground by a passing orca.
Arthur approached Lin Lin. Instinctively, she lifted her umbrella to shelter him too.
The young man shook his head. His gaze traveled across her face, her neck, then settled on her palm clutching the silver umbrella ribs.
Lin Lin recognized the same aggressive intensity in Arthur's eyes as in Allen's—or put differently, that coldly ambitious gaze.
Both possessed deeply predatory natures.
But unlike Allen, Arthur seldom acted. He seemed the calmer, more restrained one.
Arthur reached out, gesturing for Lin Lin to hand him the umbrella ribs so he could escort her back under its cover.
Even waterproof shoes couldn't block the chill of raindrops soaking through as she stepped into puddles.
The heavy silence felt unnatural to Lin Lin, though Arthur actually speaking might shift embarrassment into terror.
Approaching the Demon King Castle gates, the Worgen guards flanking the entrance didn't wag their tails cheerfully at seeing Lin Lin with Arthur. Instead, they stood rigidly, staring rigidly ahead, clearly avoiding eye contact.
Lin Lin: ?
Splashing through water, Lin Lin caught a faint rust-like scent masked by dampness.
Reaching the castle entrance, she noticed the pooled water glowing light pink—like red pigment dissolving within.
Unlike Lin Lin's hesitation, Arthur stepped directly into the tinted puddle as if blind to it.
The Demon King Castle doors swung open.
The thick smell of blood struck her face.
Now Lin Lin knew where the younger orca brother was.
Monster corpses lay stacked like toy blocks, each massive throat ripped open by gaping wounds.
"You're late, brother."
The young man turned from the shadows. The deep blue of his usually vivid pupils now glowed unnervingly bright.
Sharing Arthur's pallor, Allen's naturally pale lips were smeared crimson. The bloody corners of his mouth resembled lipstick rubbed into a chaotic mess.
Spotting Lin Lin, Allen's eyes ignited—no longer just eerie glow in darkness, but his whole being brightened.
"Lin! It's Lin! No wonder I couldn't find you in the castle!" Allen cried, rushing toward her with outstretched hands for an eager embrace.
Lin Lin: ...You dragged these things around searching for me? Good call going out today.
Afraid of getting the bloodstains from Allen's face on herself, Lin Lin pushed him away with all her strength, using both her hands and feet.
It wasn't until Lin Lin landed two solid punches on his face that Allen finally quieted down, silently touching his injured left cheek.
In the end, Lin Lin's fists were stained with the monster's blood.
Standing behind Lin Lin, Arthur pulled out a handkerchief from his pocket and carefully wiped the blood off her hands.
At least one of the brothers was mute, which made Lin Lin feel a rare sense of relief in the midst of all the craziness around her.
After wiping Lin Lin's hands clean, Arthur folded the handkerchief neatly and silently returned it to his pocket.
Lin Lin: ...Something felt off, but she couldn’t quite put her finger on it.
Meanwhile, Allen had already run over, happily tugging at the leg of a monster resembling a brown bear and dragging it toward her. “Lin! Lin, do you want to eat this? Eat this! It’s delicious!”
Lin Lin declined the offering: “No, thank you. Just remember to clean up the hall.”
To prevent Allen from picking through the pile of dead monsters and finding something for her to eat, Lin Lin quickly left.
After changing into a more comfortable home outfit, she headed straight to the Demon King's office to check his homework.
Lin Lin pushed open the door and saw the Demon King was indeed seriously reviewing documents.
Lin Lin: Tsk.
For some reason, she felt a sense of disappointment, as if she had expected something else. Although she should praise him for actually working hard.
Once he finished his homework, the Demon King looked more confident upon seeing Lin Lin. “Do I need to give you these right now?”
“No need,” Lin Lin shook her head; she didn’t want to work during her break and decided to report, “Allen made a mess of the hall.”
The Demon King was somewhat surprised Lin Lin had seen the whale brothers.
He sighed, “They have such huge appetites that the food supplies in the Demon King Castle aren’t enough for them, so they bring their own food. I hope you didn’t see how they hunted; it’s not a pretty sight.”
It was more than bringing food; it felt like they were killing things right in the Demon King's territory.
Lin Lin noticed the Demon King was stamping a document with the “Approved” seal: “Seafood trade?”
“Yes,” the Demon King raised his head, “The hot spring project has stabilized, so next, we’re starting seafood trading.”
Lin Lin sat in the chair beside him, her gaze repeatedly darting toward the document. “Is it near the beach?”
The Demon King didn’t understand why she asked such an obvious question. “Of course.”
Lin Lin smiled, “I’ve never seen the sea before.”
The Demon King nodded, “Neither have I.”
Lin Lin realized she needed to be blunt: “I want to join the seafood project and help the Demon King Castle!”
The Demon King replied, “Then go.”
Knowing her suggestion would be approved, Lin Lin happily shook her head from side to side, then suddenly remembered the Demon King’s words—that he’d never seen the sea.
“You’re the Demon King and you’ve never seen the sea?” Lin Lin asked, confused. “Haven’t you visited Arthur’s territory?”
“In fact,” the Demon King looked up at her, propping his chin with his hand and tilting his head side to side like she did, his fluffy curls bouncing, “I’ve never been anywhere.”
Unlike exaggerating hardships for sympathy, the Demon King was simply stating the truth.
Lin Lin was shocked.
“So you just stayed here?” Thinking about it, Lin Lin realized she had visited more places in Safir's territory than the Demon King had in his entire life.
The Demon King confidently replied, “Of course!”
In Lin Lin's imagination, while the Demon King shouldn't have been the type to travel all over the world, he also shouldn't have been such a homebody.
Although they sometimes joked about Your Majesty the Demon King being a long-haired princess stuck in a tall tower, now he clearly fit that image far too well!
No wonder he spent every day obsessed with blankets and milk tea; he had no choice but to focus on such silly things! What was the point of living for over two hundred years like that?
Lin Lin was completely shocked and started thinking of ways to help this long-haired princess. “Then you should come with me to the beach this time!”
The Demon King seemed to like her shocked expression and smiled as he answered, “No.”
This was the first time Lin Lin clearly remembered the Demon King outright refusing her. Usually, even if her suggestions were turned down, he would find a way to dodge the issue.
Why couldn't he go out? Staying in Demon King Castle was like being at work all the time!
How scary! That was truly year-round, nonstop work!
Lin Lin couldn't understand this at all and sprang up.
The Demon King, who was resting his chin on his hand and watching her, looked puzzled as he lifted his gaze along with her.
Lin Lin's expression turned serious. “I get it! It’s Safir’s fault! I'm going to call him!”
The Demon King burst out laughing and grabbed the corner of Lin Lin's shirt, stopping her from leaving.
“It’s my own choice,” the Demon King said.
Lin Lin, who had intended to make a phone call, paused her movements and stood still, looking down at the Demon King who was holding onto her shirt.
His purple pupils lifted, and he was back to his usual smile.
Unlike his earlier light voice, this time his tone was more relaxed and teasing.
“I decided this myself.”
—-
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After Allen arrived, the number of monsters in Demon King Castle was halved.
This wasn't a joke but a fact.
Allen’s troublesome character, always stirring up trouble, created problems wherever he went, so much that even Felix, who usually put up with things, chose to leave.
“I'll come back after they’re gone,” Felix promised.
Lin Lin silently sipped her water. It seemed Felix disliked Allen more than he disliked Safir, since he could at least tolerate being around Safir.
“This was too targeted at us,” complained the source of the disaster, puffing out his cheeks. “Last night, I saw the slimes moving out.”
Lin Lin took a sip of her water. Indeed, that was a smart call they made purely by instinct without using their minds.
Soon, Allen brightened up again. “Then I visited their new home, and they moved back!”
Lin Lin: ...Are you a demon?
“I’m not targeting you guys,” Felix emphasized seriously. “I’m only targeting you.”
“How mean!” Allen, who was already clean, pounced on Lin Lin. “Felix is being so harsh! Lin will definitely comfort me!”
Lin Lin replied calmly, “Come any closer, and this dinner knife will go into your stomach.”
Allen retracted his hands. "It's fine, Lin. You looked really cute when you threatened me! Can you carve a heart shape on my belly?"
Felix said, "...Don't let him have such a good thing."
Could this world treat lunatics a bit better?
Lin Lin looked past Allen at Arthur behind him. She pointed at Allen and then at her mind, hoping Arthur would understand.
Lin Lin: [Your brother needs to see a doctor to fix his mind.]
Arthur calmly lowered his eyes; he had received Lin Lin's hint. She wanted to poke Allen's mind.
Arthur pondered for a moment.
Seeing Arthur's deep expression, Lin Lin felt he might be considering which hospital would be best.
Indeed, generally, older brothers tend to be more reliable.
After Lin Lin calmly finished her meal and stood up from the dining table, she felt fearless.
Being with Allen had already given her the illusion that she had died once.
So tired... Even though she had gotten up very late that day, she felt energized when she left Demon King Castle.
But after meeting Allen, she felt more exhausted than if she had worked an entire day.
Unfortunately, on the way back to the bedroom, she ran into the whales.
In the corridor lined with stone statues, some windows were opened for ventilation.
The sound of rain and the faint scent of soil drifted in.
The whales were familiar with such scents, but Lin Lin couldn't help sneezing.
Allen was staring at her.
Lin Lin noticed that Allen had a lot of energy, but it was easily distracted. If there was something new and interesting, he focused entirely on it.
But if nothing else caught his eye, his attention returned to her.
Meanwhile, Arthur stayed quiet.
"Can you go back first? Or let me go first?" Lin Lin suggested.
"Why should we separate?" Allen disagreed. "We're going the same way."
So, after Allen sneakily reached out twice to try to pet Lin Lin's hair, she hid completely behind Arthur.
When Lin Lin hid behind Arthur, Allen's gaze visibly trembled.
Although they had identical faces, Allen's eyes somehow looked rounder.
Lin Lin saw Allen's expression shift from eager interest to shock.
It seemed that her closeness to Arthur was a big blow to him.
Perhaps in Allen's mind, he thought he should be the more popular one.
Strangely, whenever Lin Lin was near Arthur, Allen became much quieter.
Lin Lin silently held her position, reaching out to tug on the fabric of Arthur's shirt from behind. Through the cloth, she could feel the solid body beneath.
The body temperatures of whales and humans were similar; if one didn't notice their jagged teeth, it was hard to tell their true forms apart.
Allen fell silent, yet Arthur maintained his steady pace.
He stepped over bloodstained puddles without changing expression.
Lin Lin became aware of something.
Though Arthur and Allen were twins, Arthur held absolute authority between them.
That’s why Arthur had killed the former candidate and taken his rank—and why Allen appeared shocked and fell silent when Lin Lin stood behind Arthur.
Like humans yet not identical, whales are social animals where hierarchical order always faintly emerges.
Arthur led.
A peculiar idea surfaced in Lin Lin’s mind—unusual, but she wanted to test it.
Could Arthur truly control Allen? Was Arthur the more approachable of the two?
If both proved true, handling future Allen-related troubles would become simpler.
Her fingers tightened on her shirt fabric, her movements clearly signaling for the young man ahead to halt.
Three sets of footsteps echoed in the corridor.
Lin Lin noticed Arthur gradually slowing until he stopped. Allen also turned to look at her.
Knowing Arthur could only hear at close range, Lin Lin rose on tiptoe toward his ear. The whale’s skin was nearly translucent, smooth and delicate.
The whale before her tilted his body slightly to listen.
Not just Arthur—Allen watched her too.
Lin Lin raised a hand to cover her lips, preventing Allen from lip-reading.
"Could you return first?" she asked. "I’m tired and wish to walk slowly."
She lowered her hand and settled her heels.
Lin Lin watched Arthur.
This was a request.
Would Arthur override Allen’s prior decision?
Meeting Arthur alone earlier had revealed the twins weren’t always together.
Lin Lin detected no shift in Arthur’s expression, only his silent gaze.
Just as she nearly surrendered with "Never mind," Arthur turned to Allen.
Lin Lin sensed their unique communication—perhaps whale-specific Resonance. In that shared glance, Allen instantly knew Arthur’s decision.
Before departing, Allen’s gaze lingered on Lin Lin.
Not resentment at his brother’s command, but exhilaration for this new experience.
Someone was testing selective influence between brothers—using one to counterbalance the other.
"Lin," he smiled, almost encouraging her tactic, "your approach fascinates me."
Lin Lin: ...This is bad.
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Chapter 33: You Hadn’t Seen an Active Volcano Yet
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​
Ideally, today should have been for training.
Lin Lin woke early, but since she had zero desire to exercise, she spent a long time staring blankly at the ceiling.
Eventually conquered by hunger, she rose, changed clothes, and headed for breakfast.
Another drizzly overcast day greeted her, though the previous days’ floodwaters had receded. Such weather barely fazed a corporate worker like Lin Lin.
Perfect for an outing.
When Lin Lin entered the dining hall, Allen was idly folding a tissue rabbit. "You’re so slow, Lin."
At her arrival, he set the paper rabbit beside him and patted the chair, inviting her to sit there.
"I never asked you to wait." Without glancing his way, Lin Lin smoothly bypassed Allen and slid into the seat beside Arthur.
Though she’d witnessed the killer whales’ appetites yesterday, their breakfast spread still stunned her—such heavy fare this early.
Why did the Demon King Castle possess bathtub-sized plates? Was this some gluttony training camp?
Safir didn’t eat this much.
Wait. Lin Lin paused mid-thought. Had she ever actually seen Safir eat?
How did dragons sustain themselves? Given their size, they should consume far more.
Unbothered by her avoidance, Allen trailed after her, peering at her breakfast.
"Stew again? Do you eat this every single day?"
Lin Lin’s expression remained flat. "You think I enjoy it?"
When would Auntie Ellie learn to make pancakes and desserts for the Abyssal Wild Boar? The wait was agonizing.
Yet the boar itself made no demands—how could she, a mere freeloader, complain without seeming entitled?
Chin propped on his hand, Allen watched her swallow spoonfuls of stew. "Any plans today? Joining our field research?"
"What research?" Lin Lin gulped down a potato. "Since when do candidates handle such work?"
"Uh," Allen’s mouth twitched, clearly recalling her past colleagues. "Lord Safir never visits the grassroots. And that guy Felix can’t hold a conversation. So the task falls to us."
He explained, "We tour residential zones in the demon realm, recording living conditions and next-year expectations. Sometimes we patch leaky roofs or clear mudslides."
So... domestic? The sheer mundanity!
Noticing her hesitation, Allen cocked an eyebrow, his posture deliberately lax. "Well? Coming?"
With nothing better to do, she was tempted—yet anything involving Allen screamed "trap."
Lin Lin turned to Arthur for confirmation.
Surprised by her attention, Arthur met her gaze. Though identical to Allen, his bearing radiated reliability.
A slight nod.
Lin Lin: "I’ll go. Need to fetch something first."
Allen waved dismissively. "Skip the dinner knife. I won’t bite."
...That hadn’t even crossed her mind.
Lin Lin was glad Allen had such clear self-awareness; he truly deserved to be wary of.
Lin Lin went back to get her instant camera. Of course, it wasn’t like real-world instant cameras; this one had magical power enhancements, capturing animated images that recorded five seconds of movement.
She'd gotten this instant camera from the Demon King when she first arrived at Demon King Castle.
"I just enjoy collecting these trinkets," the Demon King said casually while handing it over. "They're useless to me anyway, so you might as well have it."
When Lin Lin appeared with the camera slung across her shoulder, Allen looked puzzled. "Why bring that? Let’s be clear—we’re working, not sightseeing. There won’t be scenic views."
Lin Lin replied, "I’ll snap random shots. Since the Demon King has never left the castle, I can save the photos for him."
The two killer whales exchanged glances.
"Wow, you’re such a sweet kid," Allen said, slinging an arm around Lin Lin’s shoulder. "Take my picture first! I’m photogenic and look dashing on camera."
"...Taking photos of someone I see daily is wasting film." Too focused on the camera to notice Allen’s closeness, Lin Lin fumbled with the magical device.
After adjusting the instant camera, she aimed it at Allen. "Just one shot."
The shoulder he’d been holding slipped from his grasp.
Allen froze, not expecting her to actually point the lens at him.
Lin Lin peered seriously from behind the camera. "You should smile."
That character! That oddly earnest way of remembering others’ words! Allen felt an overwhelming urge to smother her.
"Let me hug you!" The younger killer whale brother lunged at Lin Lin with flippers wide. "Hug! Hug!"
Lin Lin: You weirdo!!!
She darted behind Arthur. The two spun around him like players in Eagle Catching Chicks.
Arthur redirected the chasing brother toward the door.
Allen headed for the exit, ending the commotion.
Lin Lin wiped her sweaty forehead with her hand.
This much activity already far exceeded her usual routine.
-
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Unexpectedly! Allen was wildly popular among elderly folks in the demon realm!
Was it that trait? The troublemaking despised by peers and parents, yet adored by grandparents who insisted "lively kids are best"!
Walking the country path, Lin Lin had grown accustomed to purple crops and red Chompers sprouting from the soil.
"Don’t go near those Chompers," Allen warned. "Their poison is potent."
Lin Lin edged away. "Then why plant them?"
"Mainly for decoration," Allen answered.
Who’d like giant red flowers with tongues dangling out? Utterly revolting!
Lin Lin tried accepting the demon race’s aesthetic, biting back rude remarks.
Unlike her restraint, Allen shrugged. "But they’re hideous. Can’t see what’s appealing."
So who actually likes them!
Lin Lin had just finished complaining when she noticed an elderly grandfather with unsteady legs trembling out of the house, holding a bamboo basket.
Allen cheerfully approached him. "Grandpa Bill! Your flowers are thriving! So big and beautiful!"
Lin Lin shot him a dead-fish stare for his shameless flattery.
"Oh, Arthur and Allen," said the white-haired grandfather, his horns dulled with age, squinting at the figure behind Arthur. "And a little gadget too."
Lin Lin's smile vanished at "little gadget."
The old man retrieved chunks of raw meat from his basket with surprising precision and
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