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Bulwo had truly come to say goodbye as he’d mentioned. After placing the bouquet of light purple little flowers into Lin Lin’s arms, the man in the suit stepped back.
"Say goodbye to them for me," Bulwo said, the crowd behind him bustling with preparations for the festival. "And I wish you an early happy Autumn Harvest Festival."
"You should tell them yourself," Lin Lin took a step forward. She felt that if she were repeatedly abandoned by the same elder, she’d be angry.
Bulwo raised an eyebrow at her approach, once more struck by her reckless courage.
"Alright, little girl," Bulwo sighed softly. "If we meet again, I’ll take your advice."
Lin Lin sensed deeper meaning in his words.
Sure enough, Bulwo continued: "But perhaps our meeting won’t be fortunate."
The adult whale lingered no longer. He turned and vanished into the crowd.
Bulwo knew about Autumn Harvest Festival, Lin Lin realized.
Naturally—he’d stayed long at this port. She recalled Arthur mentioning this cousin was freer than most whales, unwilling to settle.
As dusk settled, Lin Lin bought bread near the fountain and sat on a square bench to eat, not feeling hungry.
One or two pigeons descended, landing on the bench’s armrest. Their black-bean eyes fixed on her bread.
Though plump from tourist feed, the square’s pigeons stayed wary. When Lin Lin reached out with crumbs, they spread wings and flew farther off.
A pigeon pecked the ground, signaling her to toss crumbs before it.
Surprised by their slickness, Lin Lin scattered crumbs.
Instantly, three to five distant pigeons swooped in to compete for food.
Listening to their cooing, Lin Lin ate while gazing afar.
Warm orange sunset covered the land. With no night heavy rain to dodge, evening strollers looked relaxed.
The bread tasted simple—lightly sweet. Hunger eased, Lin Lin readied for the hotel.
She evenly scattered the last piece. Pigeons from high places flocked down, forming a dozen-strong colorful cluster before her.
Still idly scanning her surroundings, Lin Lin spotted someone in the sunset.
What a magnificent face, she marveled.
Though she’d seen handsome monsters at Demon King Castle, Lin Lin admitted her vocabulary failed before the tall male elf in the square’s center.
His pointed ears revealed him as an elf.
Like Dark Elf Felix, he had silver long hair, but his skin was pale, nearly translucent. Forest-green eyes held a cold atmosphere, lending him serene calm.
Elves were ever blessed with beauty by their Creator.
If Felix possessed brooding handsomeness with charismatic aura, this High Elf displayed flawless beauty that appealed universally.
Irresistible perfection. He needed no expression or gesture—merely standing there sufficed to inspire affection.
Elven senses proved keen. After seconds under Lin Lin’s gaze, the elf in soft fabric—a small violin on his back—turned toward her.
Unlike Lin Lin, the pigeons didn’t startle at his movement. A white pigeon even landed on his slender shoulder, tidying its feathers.
Lin Lin briefly locked eyes with the elf.
She suddenly realized the elf must have used a confusion spell or similar magic to freely show his appearance, as none of the surrounding people paid him much attention.
The silver-haired elf tilted his head slightly, his gaze clear and pure, like a curious little bird watching her.
Lin Lin stood up immediately, startling the pigeons pecking at the breadcrumbs into flapping their wings. Not only the pigeons she disturbed flew off, but others followed, taking flight too.
One by one, the pigeons rose, including the white one on the elf's shoulder that had been grooming its feathers. Its wings fluttered, ruffling strands of the elf's silver hair and revealing his slender pointed ears.
In the dusk, the Moon Elf Royvald saw the figure of the human woman turn away among the flock of flying pigeons.
－
Lin Lin returned to the hotel, where no one else had come back yet.
The dwarf Duriel, usually at the front desk, was also absent then, and the barrel of beer on the low table stayed full.
Not wanting to be alone in her bedroom, Lin Lin picked up a book to pass the time in the hall.
It was a book Sharon gave her, with the most basic teaching materials on magical power—dull but easy to understand.
Sometimes, Lin Lin had to read a sentence twice or more to force her attention.
At that moment, she felt a bit envious of Arthur's focus. That guy could read every book quickly, scanning ten lines at a glance.
She hadn't read long when the sound of the hotel door opening made her look up with a smile.
An unexpected guest.
Like the taller whale brothers, the elf bent slightly entering the door to avoid hitting his head on the frame.
Lin Lin closed her book, unsure why the elf was there.
"The hotel boss is out," Lin Lin said.
The dwarf Duriel had gone to check barrels of beer ordered for tomorrow's Autumn Harvest Festival. He claimed the festival would bring many guests, and even for two nights, they could earn five times more than usual.
The elf's gaze swept over Lin Lin's face again; she guessed he recognized her from the square.
"I'm waiting for him," the elf replied, his voice clear and calm. "I brought what he wanted."
Oh? Were they old friends? That sparked Lin Lin's interest.
She knew both High Elves and dwarves were long-lived races, though some elf subtypes might live longer.
"What is it?" Lin Lin asked.
The elf glanced at the dwarf's withered green plant on the windowsill and shook his head. "Seeds."
That fit Lin Lin's elf stereotype—elves naturally cared more about plants and seeds.
But she hadn't known elves offered delivery. "When did Duriel ask you to bring seeds?"
Logically, elves with their unique sense of time seemed poor for deliveries.
To Lin Lin's surprise, the elf smoothly took a beer glass from behind the front desk. His movements were skillful, like he'd done it often. After cleaning the cup, he poured himself a full glass of beer.
The elf sat at the table, his emerald pupils fixed on the fine-colored beer, and answered Lin Lin. "Twelve years ago."
He should have brought trees, not seeds. Twelve years was enough for them to grow.
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He drank. He truly drank.
Though Lin Lin had seen the refreshingly handsome elf pour the drink himself, witnessing him actually consume it still felt strangely unreal.
Evidently, Lin Lin's focused gaze made Moon Elf Royvald misinterpret her intent. He lifted his cup slightly, offering her a sip if she wished to try.
Lin Lin sensed this elf might be unfamiliar with human customs.
In the human world, strangers of the opposite gender didn’t share drinks upon first meeting.
Shaking her head in refusal, Lin Lin studied the emerald necklace around the elf’s neck—its hue resembling his eyes.
Royvald permitted her open examination, swirling his beer stein until the white foam rippled like waves.
He proved more approachable than expected.
From books and the Dark Elf Felix’s accounts, Lin Lin had repeatedly heard of elven arrogance.
Literature described forest-dwelling elves as scorning human company, even viewing hairy, sweaty races as barbaric creatures—since elves grew no body fur beyond eyebrows, eyelashes, and hair.
Felix’s dark skin masked this trait, but observing this new elf’s face, Lin Lin confirmed the absence of stubble.
When her eyes lingered near his lips, Royvald turned, his jade-green gaze meeting hers.
Lin Lin shifted away, hoping this flawless race wouldn’t notice her own imperfections.
Unlike her stiffness, the newly arrived elf seemed as tranquil as a bird returning to its lair.
He appeared to recognize her curiosity. With a snap of his fingers, he coaxed a new bud from the decorative green plant on the table. It even bloomed a small golden flower matching Lin Lin’s hair.
She gasped.
Dwarf Duriel entered to this sight.
"Don’t fall for those parlor tricks," Duriel rumbled. "That lad’s quite popular with ladies."
The slender elf rose to help Duriel haul a heavy ale cask indoors.
Lin Lin hurriedly wiped the cask’s table with a rag.
The elf moved gracefully, the dwarf solidly—their coordination revealing old friendship.
Once the cask settled, Duriel sat at the central table, emptying Royvald’s cloth pouch to count seeds.
The elf lounged carelessly.
"Fifteen seeds," Duriel eyed Royvald. "You pledged ten years for these."
Royvald shrugged, unbothered by the delay. "Heavy rains lately. Gathering this many’s an achievement."
Ah... their rapport’s genuine. Lin Lin’s gaze turned complex—both races were famously exclusionary in books.
Noticing her stare, Duriel snorted. His thick finger jabbed toward the slouching elf. "Don’t mistake him—he’s a Moon Elf curious about all races. Not like other prideful elves."
Lin Lin nodded hesitantly, filing away the term despite her ignorance.
Duriel’s real warning emerged: "Don’t like him just ’cause he’s kind. He sees you as forest birds or woodland deer."
A Story clearly lurked behind those words. Lin Lin’s gossip-loving eyes brightened, though she resisted asking further.
Royvald didn't care what his friend said; instead, he reached out a hand to Duriel, asking openly for something.
The dwarf grunted and trudged up to the second floor with his heavy body.
"Are you really good friends?" Lin Lin couldn't help but ask.
"I traveled with Duriel for thirty years," Royvald replied, sounding a bit complaining, "and then he abandoned me for someone he met just two months ago."
"Oh—" Lin Lin tried hard to hold back her feelings, but her curiosity still leaked into her tone.
"The little bird of love landed on the dwarf's head," Royvald said.
As the dwarf came downstairs, he tossed a wooden box at the elf. Royvald caught it firmly with both hands, coughing from the light dust on the box. "Is this how you keep my precious belongings?"
"You'd better take care of your precious things yourself," the dwarf shot back.
Opening the box, Lin Lin peeked inside and saw a half-new lute.
Royvald took out the lute, cradling it. His long fingers plucked a few notes, and an ancient, resonant sound flowed out.
It felt like friends chatting cozily around a fireplace in winter, and even the droopy green plants on the windowsill perked up.
Lin Lin now got why Duriel stressed not to like Royvald; a guy with a handsome face, a gentle way, and skill at playing beautiful music could easily win people over.
"When you split up, wasn't it because Royvald had a girlfriend?" Though it seemed unfair to the dwarf, Lin Lin's curiosity pushed her to ask.
Clearly, the elf looked more popular with girls.
"In fact," the dwarf started, "he seems too insincere, so most people label him as 'bad people' before they even get attached."
"True," Lin Lin agreed.
Lin Lin's gaze swept over the elf's bright green eyes and his handsome, honest face. "He looks like the type who'd chase someone hard, sleep with them, and then walk away without any cost."
The dwarf replied, "Please don't say those honest thoughts out loud."
The elf beside them forced a smile: ???
-
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The one who got really excited and yelled upon seeing the elf was Sharon.
"Oh my! A living elf!" Sharon exclaimed, amazed.
"Did my Confusion Spell fail today?" Royvald asked Duriel.
"Because they are Mages," Duriel answered.
"Can I have a bit of your hair?" Sharon clasped her hands. "My past thesis covered the medicinal value of elves as fantastical creatures."
Medicinal value? Lin Lin's lips twitched, imagining Royvald on a shelf next to lizard tails in a Mage's cabinet.
Though Royvald hesitated, he gave Sharon some hair under her pressure. "Please don't use it to curse me."
That was Royvald's final line.
"What's so special about elves?" Allen seemed annoyed at Royvald's privilege. "We have coworkers who..."
Lin Lin covered Allen's mouth before he mentioned the Dark Elf race.
"What do you see when you look at him?" Lin Lin wondered about the Confusion Spell. "Just a blurry face?"
"The Confusion Spell is a harmless little trick," Sharon shook her head. "You see his real face, but don't notice his looks, and you forget it fast."
"Oh... forgetting fast," Lin Lin recalled the basic books she'd skimmed that afternoon. "I remember the Intellectual Disability Spell too."
"Yes!" Sharon liked Lin Lin's eager learning. "The Intellectual Disability Spell also makes you forget things quickly, but it makes you act on instinct, without thinking."
While Sandy wasn't looking, Sharon pointed her magic wand at him and cast the Intellectual Disability Spell: "Like this!"
Lin Lin looked curiously at Sandy. "How do you feel?"
Sandy pinched his face and arm. "Feels normal."
"Did it fail?" Sharon frowned and cast it on Allen next to Sandy. "Intellectual Disability Spell!"
To boost success, she said the spell's name.
Allen waved his arm, felt nothing odd, and mocked Sharon for messing up a simple spell.
Sharon felt stuck.
Lin Lin pointed at herself: "I..."
"Intellectual Disability Spell!" Sharon cast it.
Lin Lin hadn't meant to be hit, just to practice, but she got dizzy and grabbed Arthur beside her. It worked right away.
"I knew it wasn't me," Sharon had a realization, "because Sandy and Allen were already instinct-driven fools!"
Sandy made unhappy sounds.
The Intellectual Disability Spell didn't need medicine; usually, you just wait for it to wear off.
But the spell hit Lin Lin hard, and she leaned into Arthur uncontrollably, whispering in his ear, "My head feels so dizzy."
Even when unwell, Lin Lin rarely did this, so Arthur knew it was a spell side effect.
After a pause, Arthur put an arm around Lin Lin, letting her rest on his shoulder.
He planned to take Lin Lin to her room.
Before he stood, Allen spoke up.
"Brother, I'll go with you."
Arthur stayed silent, looking at his twin brother.
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"Brother, I want to go with you."
As soon as Allen said this, he knew Sharon's Intellectual Disability Spell hadn't failed.
At least, in the past, even when Allen disagreed with Arthur, he still supported him.
Then, whether it was Arthur preparing to take Lin Lin away alone or Allen stepping forward, they both broke the long-held balance.
The whale brothers had their own way of talking, and luckily, they didn't draw much attention.
Outside, the sky was completely dark. Sandy still complained to Sharon about her learning too many useless spells. The dwarf focused on his new seeds. At the round table, only the lazy elf, leaning back with silver hair over his shoulders, gave them a half-smile.
The elf sipped his wine and raised his glass, as if saying, "Go on, ignore me."
Unlike Lin Lin, the whale brothers knew more about Moon Elves.
These High Elves were popular everywhere and loved to watch things—trees, races, and even history.
They had a curiosity that let things happen freely, and they could focus on one thing for over ten years.
Often, Moon Elves' judgments came from this mindless curiosity. If someone fell into water, they might save them eagerly, or they might pretend not to care, then mourn the soul and play their lute for a sad song.
In short, without liking elves or being swayed by their looks, it was easy to dislike them for treating others' lives as fun.
Allen and Arthur ignored Moon Elf Royvald and helped Lin Lin, who had a headache, up to the second floor.
Once upstairs, the two whale brothers grew unusually silent.
This was rare; even when others couldn't hear, the twins often shared information.
Useful or useless thoughts passed between them like they were one person.
Allen leaned against the wall, playing with his room key, watching coldly as Arthur held Lin Lin with one hand and unlocked the door with the other.
Lin Lin clung to Arthur's arm, afraid he might let go.
She clearly relied more on Arthur.
In fact, back at the Demon King Castle, Lin Lin had tried this. She found Allen annoying and used the steadier, more leader-like Arthur to control him.
Or, she tried to split them apart.
At that time, Allen even thought her idea was interesting. Arthur and Allen had grown up like twins, and no one had dared try that before.
But now, as Allen watched Lin Lin rest her head on Arthur's shoulder, they seemed too close.
Allen not only found it dull but also felt very upset.
With a click, the door opened.
Arthur turned and saw Allen beside Lin Lin, not knowing when he had come. Allen had put a hand on Lin Lin's shoulder, so she didn't need to lean on Arthur.
Arthur looked silently at his brother, then his gaze fell on Allen's hand on Lin Lin's shoulder.
Allen stared back at Arthur.
With identical faces, they stayed calm. Right then, they didn't use the whale brothers' way of talking but shared a silent, beast-like gaze.
This was the first time Allen showed strong will in front of his brother. Before, he had been vague about most things.
He could go either way because new things distracted him easily. For the twins' good, he bowed his head and let the wiser Arthur lead.
Arthur always made the "right" judgments.
Arthur slowly stepped back, handing Lin Lin over to Allen as he went to push the door open.
Arthur chose to retreat; his privilege vanished, lifting Allen's spirits. They seemed to return to the whale brothers' food-sharing dynamic.
Unlike the whale brothers' room, Lin Lin's room held only a big bed.
Allen positioned her on the bed, propped against the headboard.
Lin Lin still seemed dazed, so Allen seized the chance to ruffle her fluffy hair—opportunities had grown scarce since she'd learned to anticipate his ambushes.
"Allen...?" Lin Lin murmured, blinking up at him.
Feeling clearer-headed as the Intellectual Disability Spell faded, she initially hesitated at his stern face. But the familiar touch on her head confirmed it was Allen.
*Darn it*, Lin Lin thought bitterly. *Now I recognize people by how they pet my hair.*
As she spoke his name, she watched the young man's eyes brighten inch by inch: "It's me! Still feeling unwell anywhere?"
Allen seemed bent on playing the caregiver. He leaned closer: "Need water? Headache? I can massage it."
The barrage of questions felt clumsy from someone so inept at caregiving. Lin Lin nearly laughed.
She chuckled softly, shaking her head. "Thanks, but I feel much better."
Since Allen usually acted so obnoxious, Lin Lin rarely smiled at him. Her gratitude left him absurdly flattered.
Slightly sweaty from discomfort, the faint scent of her skin carried through the air. The whale brothers' keen sense of smell caught her moist, floral fragrance.
Allen braced his arms on the bed, leaning closer to stare. Not only did she allow his touch, but her scent seemed richer than usual.
And she was smiling at him—helplessly, but smiling.
He nudged nearer, inhaling the light humidity around her. Uncertain of his own intent, he tilted his head instinctively, studying her face.
Lin Lin eyed his proximity with confusion.
"I want..." Allen licked his pale lips. "I want to taste you."
His gaze drifted over her eyelids, nose, cheeks, mouth. His voice softened deliberately, laced with persuasion.
"You plan to bite me?" Lin Lin recoiled, pushing against him. "Don't you whales eat fish?"
"We eat other things too," Allen admitted, unable to explain his craving yet driven by instinct. "I won't bite. Just a lick."
"No," Lin Lin refused. "Today's lick becomes tomorrow's bite."
The reckless whale ignored her. As he dipped toward her cheek, Lin Lin yelled, "Arthur!"
"Shout louder," Allen grumbled. "Brother can't hear you anyway."
Arthur emerged from the bathroom, damp towel in hand for Lin Lin. He took in the scene instantly.
The damp towel smacked Allen's face.
Staggering from the impact, Allen clutched his head and tumbled to the far bed corner.
Arthur rushed to Lin Lin, scanning her condition.
She pointed accusingly at Allen. "Your brother threatened to bite me!"
Arthur's glare shifted to Allen.
"I said *lick*!" Allen corrected.
Arthur's expression darkened further.
—-
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The Autumn Harvest Festival mattered deeply to Padre Port residents, celebrating a year's bounty.
As a tourist city, the port drew many young visitors for the event, turning it into a matchmaking opportunity.
Downstairs, Lin Lin found the hotel hall packed—unexpectedly lively.
At the center, Moon Elf Royvald strummed his lute, crooning a love ballad.
He'd clearly dropped his confusion spell; the encircling girls gazed at him with open adoration.
Lin Lin caught the lyrics—a dwarf falling for a deep-sea jellyfish. She glanced at the dwarf boss by the front desk, spotting barely contained fury in his expression.
*Poor guy's drowning in frustration over beer profits,* she mused.
"Hey!" The dwarf beckoned as she descended. "Smash Royvald's lute for me? Free room and board."
"The spirit is willing but the flesh is weak," Lin Lin advised. "Ask Arthur and Allen instead."
As she named them, both brothers shuffled downstairs.
The girls' eyes lit up again at the whale brothers' appearance. Who knew this remote hotel hid such handsome guests?
"Total scam!" one girl declared. "Bet they're con artists!"
*Looks-obsessed but financially savvy—impressive,* Lin Lin mentally applauded.
"Huh?" Allen scowled, sliding his sunglasses down his nose. His deep blue pupils radiated menace. "Want a beating?"
That single sentence shattered his handsome aura, dragging Arthur's appeal down with it.
Suddenly, Lin Lin understood her serenity at the Demon King Castle.
*Handsome, sure—but they're all nuts.*
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Lin Lin had last felt this embarrassed when she went out with the whale brothers.
Allen was able to calmly greet every stranger. Although he had a stern face, his bright smile hid that sense of distance.
The Demon King Castle had its own attention-grabber.
Lin Lin finally understood why Allen was so popular among the residents of the Demon King Castle.
Even wearing a black and red flower shirt and looking carefree, the cheerful and handsome young man always won the aunties' affection. As they neared the bustling area, Allen already held a bamboo basket filled with snacks and fruits the aunties had given him, and it was quickly overflowing.
"This kid looks so easy to raise," the aunties praised Allen highly.
The aunties forced pats on Allen's head.
Arthur, who looked exactly the same but seemed colder and more aloof, got none of this treatment.
Lin Lin thought that being easy to raise also meant seeming not very wealthy; after all, no one would say Safir or the Demon King were easy to raise. Those two guys had annoyingly high standards for their quality of life.
Allen generously shared the snacks from the basket with Lin Lin and Arthur, looking quite proud.
"I just had to smile, and they gave me food," Allen boasted.
Lin Lin retorted, "Please don't use that mindset to take advantage of others."
Lin Lin then quietly reminded Allen to eat less, since the eating contest was still ahead.
Yes, Lin Lin was the type who believed it was foolish not to grab a good deal.
Who wouldn't have been tempted by free meals for the whale brothers and a year of discounted food?
To celebrate the Autumn Harvest Festival, people in the marketplace wore very showy and fancy outfits, making Lin Lin and her group seem plain.
Petals drifted in the air, and the scent of flowers and food mixed with spicy smells from spices shipped from faraway places.
Lin Lin reached out and caught a small pale pink petal, confirming it was real. She sniffed it and smelled a warm fragrance.
Since the Autumn Harvest Festival was also seen as a day for young people to express affection, many little girls sold flowers along the streets, giggling and exchanging bouquets.
The girls playfully teased and nudged each other, while the boys acted more direct and cheerful.
Lin Lin noticed a few girls had already given away four or five flowers.
Compared to love, it seemed more about showing support and blessings for each other.
When they reached the center of the bustling area, Allen had already received two bouquets from ladies.
Unlike food, Allen had no interest in flowers; he even found them a bother since they took up space and wouldn't fit in his bamboo basket.
As Allen was about to secretly toss the bouquets away, Lin Lin warned him, "You'd better not throw them out, at least not today."
Allen's gaze had already fixed on the nearest trash can, but he pulled back reluctantly. "Why?"
In the whale brothers' view, anything given to him was his, and he had the right to make the decision on how to handle it.
Before Lin Lin could reply, a nearby vendor's shout startled her.
She hopped a few steps closer to Arthur, who stood nearer to the road's center.
The pile of goods led to busy deals, especially in this bustling port city. People traded food for daily needs, or the other way around, with sailors bringing exotic items from distant lands, and craftsmen selling their wares to earn a living.
Merchandise stacked high, and shouting sellers crowded the area. The road that could once fit carriages was now closed to vehicles and open only to foot traffic.
Lin Lin tugged at Arthur's shirt and turned to look at the uncle who had just spoken up.
He was a Tiefling whose red horns and skin gave him a somewhat frightening appearance. This Tiefling, who might have been viewed as a Demon's child in another city, was merely an ordinary vendor selling magical accessories here.
Yet most of his accessories shimmered with black and red hues, possessing an unlucky kind of beauty that perhaps catered more to underground races' tastes.
Unlike her curiosity about the Tiefling, Arthur assumed Lin Lin was interested in those accessories. He gestured for her to take a closer look, but she shook her head.
She appreciated beautiful ornaments more than she desired to wear them—buying them would likely just add to the piles in her jewelry boxes.
The moment fear struck, Lin Lin immediately hid behind Arthur, which soured Allen's previously decent mood. It wasn't exactly unpleasant; he just felt... strange.
Before, he wouldn't have cared who was more popular with girls. Even now, he clearly received more attention—he held more bouquets than Arthur.
Yet Lin Lin still chose to hide behind Arthur.
Last night's standoff between the two whale brothers found a brief resolution through Arthur's concession. But Allen realized Arthur stepping back didn't mean Lin Lin favored him any less.
She disliked him yet still watched over him! Allen tightened his grip on the two bouquets, ready to toss them straight into the trash.
Lin Lin continued chatting with Arthur.
She asked, "You've visited this city so many times, yet never joined the Autumn Harvest Festival?"
Arthur shook his head—they'd never participated.
Truth was, while whale brothers were creatures fond of wandering, the twins held no regard for festivals. To them, petals floating in the air, vendors hawking wares, and young people's eager, shy faces all seemed meaningless.
The only thing holding any worth might be the food. But with their enormous appetites, the attraction of dainty pastries felt rather ordinary.
Even being eyed and admired by young women of various races in the crowd struck them as unfamiliar.
Lin Lin chuckled softly, catching the impatience in Allen's expression.
Allen was enduring it.
Because Lin Lin was fascinated by this festival, and humans were a race drawn to gatherings, they tolerated it.
Lin Lin bought two pink bouquets from a younger little girl selling flowers. Pale pink petals blushed red at the edges, delicate and lovely.
"What flowers are these?" Lin Lin inquired.
"Lake Kaa Bei's red flowers," the little girl answered. "They carry wishes for the receiver's happiness."
"Thank you," Lin Lin said, placing a copper coin into the little girl's palm.
When Lin Lin turned back toward the whale brothers, bouquets in hand, Allen was roughly handling his fourth bouquet, ready to be rid of it.
Indeed, while separated from her, the twins had collected even more flowers.
Lin Lin froze slightly at Allen's action.
Allen met her gaze, his eyes flickering over the flowers in her hand.
"Don't you like flowers?" Lin Lin asked hesitantly, glancing down at her own blooms. She wouldn't want flowers she gave to meet that fate.
Unlike Allen's stiffness, Arthur—standing closer—reached out, palm open, silently asking for her bouquet.
Lin Lin shot him a grateful smile, relieved as if rescued from Embarrassment.
She gave one bouquet to Arthur, keeping the other in her palm.
Allen watched as the flowers meant for him were taken back.
Now, Allen wasn't thinking about how to get rid of those space-taking bouquets anymore. Instead, he focused on how to get the flowers from Lin Lin's hands.
Lin Lin's attention was on the upcoming eating contest. She followed the scent of food to the city center, where the big
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