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The nap room at Kingsley Preschool was unusually quiet. Alfred lay flat on his
small bed, his posture so rigid that he looked like a corpse.

The overlapping sounds of breathing around him, along with the teacher’s hushed
conversation in the distance, kept pricking at his overly sensitive nerves.

After managing to sleep for half an hour, he was fully awake again.

Alfred silently began working through a complex multivariable differential
equation in his head, trying to use it to fight off the irritation of the preschool
environment.

At that moment, a faint sound of sniffling reached his ears.

Alfred’s brows drew together ever so slightly.

He slowly turned his head and opened his eyes.

Beside him, Maya had curled into a small ball. She was crying.

Keeping his head tilted, he stared at her in the dim light with his dark eyes
without blinking.

He wasn’t someone with any sense of empathy.
His father said he was born bad, lacking the emotions of a normal person.
Alfred thought his father was right.

To him, most human emotional displays were all the same.



But Maya’s tears felt different.

The way she cried in her sleep stirred an inexplicable irritation in him.

The boy quietly climbed down from his bed.
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Like a silent cat, he stood there, staring unblinkingly at her tear-streaked face.

He watched for a long time, until Maya slowly opened her eyes and met her
brother standing by the bed.

She froze, then instinctively raised a hand to touch her cheek. Seeing the moisture
on her fingertips, she looked confused.

‘Did you dream about something?” Alfred suddenly asked.

Because of the dream, Maya looked a little drained. “I-I don’t remember.”
Alfred asked, “It was a nightmare, wasn’t it?”

Maya nodded.
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Otherwise, she couldn’t explain why she’d cried so hard. Even when she chose to
end her life in her past life, she hadn’t cried like this.

Alfred didn’t ask anything else. He simply reached out and awkwardly patted her
head with his fingertips. like he was touching some kind of small animal.

He said, “Don’t cry.”
Maya was momentarily stunned by his strange way of comforting her.

Then she grabbed her brother’s hand and rubbed her face against it, wiping the
remaining tears onto his palm, before looking up and smiling brightly.



“Thank you for comforting me. I’'m not sad anymore. I don’t remember what I
dreamed about at all.”

Alfred had made a rare attempt to act human, and this was what he got in return.

He looked at the damp shine on his palm, the corner of his mouth twitching
slightly.

Catching sight of Maya’s smile, Alfred ultimately said nothing and quietly wiped
his hand on his pants.

The afternoon passed in a blur of boring school games. After getting home, Maya
eagerly opened her backpack, spreading all kinds of colorful snacks across the

table.

She copied what other kids with parents did, chattering away to Raymond and
Wendy about her entire day at school.

‘You’re amazing, Maya,” Wendy praised sincerely. “On your first day of school, you
already made so many friends. I was so worried you wouldn’t have any.”

Wendy had even considered warning those kids’ parents beforehand, telling them
to make sure their children behaved and became friends with her daughter.

Now it seemed that it had been completely unnecessary.
Her precious girl didn’t need any help making friends.
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Maya scratched her head shyly under the flood of praise and mumbled, “I don’t
think anyone would end up without friends, right?”

Back at the orphanage, she’d been the leader among the kids. As long as she wasn’t
dealing with those elite, untouchable people, she could get along anywhere.

‘Haha, but Edric still doesn’t have any friends,” Wendy said, unable to hold back a
laugh, her tone tinged with helplessness. “He’s already a teenager, but when it
comes to making friends, he’s always been a

headache.”

Hearing Wendy say that, Maya grew even more curious about the older brother
she had never met.



“Mom, how old is Edric?”
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“Seventeen...” Maya remembered Alfred mentioning that Edric hack some kind of
medical certification. Tilting her head, she couldn’t help but feel confused. “But
can someone get a medical license at

seventeen?”

“Why not?”

Raymond, who had been working at his computer, suddenly cut in and
interrupted.

Maya was still stuck on the logic. “But that doesn’t seem normal.”

Raymond sighed, reaching out to pinch one of her soft cheeks, his tone carrying a
subtle edge. “Maya, not everyone is like you, measuring everything by what’s
‘normal,’ you little dummy.”

Maya’s face was pulled out of shape. She frowned, staring at Raymond up close.

After two seconds of eye contact, she decisively reached out and grabbed his lean
cheek, yanking it hard. “I’'m not a dummy.”

She kneaded his face, twisting it into strange shapes.

Raymond’s eyes curved slightly with amusement, making no move to stop his
daughter’s assault.

He simply stretched out an arm and easily lifted the little bean up by her waist.
“How could you do this to me, Maya?” He tilted his head up to look at her as she
was held high, the smile in his eyes deepening, his tone faintly aggrieved. “So

mean. Even your Mom has never squished my face like that.”

“Put me down!” Maya squirmed.



She hadn’t expected someone who looked this worn out to have the strength to lift
her this high.

“No.” Raymond raised her even higher, letting her look down at him. “Since you’re
so curious about your brothers, when Edric comes back someday, you can meet

him

The man smiled, his voice carrying an extra hint of meaning. “He’ll like you a lot.”

“Really?” Maya stopped struggling, asking uncertainly.
Raymond’s gaze darkened slightly.
“Really.”

Maybe it was because she had grown up in an orphanage, or maybe something else
in her past he hadn’t learned yet.

She always seemed to instinctively doubt whether she was worthy of being liked.
Even though being liked was the least important thing in the world.

And yet Maya still held onto that expectation.
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She really was just a child.

After setting her down, Raymond patted her lightly in reassurance, then turned
back to his desk and continued reading the unfinished mission briefing on his
screen.

The cold white glow from the monitor reflected off his expressionless face.

Raymond didn’t think of himself as a particularly good person, but he wasn’t some
ruthless butcher who killed anyone he saw, either.



Aside from taking jobs because of the pressures of life and family and because the
pay was too high to refuse, everything else depended entirely on his mood.

And now, perhaps because he had a daughter, when his wife came back today, she
directed people to carry in bags and gift boxes of all sizes.

From delicate princess dresses to soft cotton loungewear, in every color
imaginable.

All of them were high-end brands.

Raymond leaned out to take a look and raised an eyebrow slightly. “Maya alone
can’t possibly wear this many clothes.”

You don’t understand.” Wendy had the unmistakable glow of an over-the-top
doting mother. “Our Maya could be a child model! For a girl, the more clothes, the
better.”

Raymond had no reply.

Ishouldn’t have asked.

Pulling his thoughts back, Raymond stared at the screen, propping his chin on his
hand as he considered nis next assassination target.

Suddenly, on a whim, he lazily called out toward the living room “Maya...”

“Yes, Dad?”

Maya had been sitting on the floor, working on preschool homework with her
brother. Hearing him, she quickly ran over to the living room.

She thought he had some task for her.
For someone as terminally lazy as Raymond, sometimes he couldn’t even be
bothered to throw away his own trash and would often order Maya to do it for

him.

“Come here,” Raymond adjusted the angle of the screen, making the neatly
arranged photos clearer. “Help me take a look. Which one do you like best?”

When the Clarks made a move, there was no deal they couldn’t close.
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As for who the target would be? That just depended on which rich person was
unlucky.

“What is this?”

Maya stared at the screen for two seconds and voiced a soul-deep question
Why does Dad have a bunch of strangers’ photos on his computer?
Finished

And instead of saving pictures of handsome guys with abs or pretty women, they
are all crooked-looking, unattractive people.

‘These are my future clients,” Raymond said with complete seriousness while
making things up. “Who do you want me to work with?”

Hearing that, Maya immediately became more serious too.
She stared at the screen, directing Raymond to scroll through the photos.

Alfred, who had been doing preschool homework in the living room, silently
glanced over.

Watching her point at the screen back and forth, completely unaware of what was
really going on, for some reason, a vivid phrase popped into Alfred’s mind to
describe the scene.

The Reaper’s roll call.
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Maya had no idea what the list on the screen actually meant. She looked through it
and couldn’t see anything special about those “future clients.”

In the end, she randomly pointed at someone. “Pick him.”

Raymond pulled her into his arms and sat up straighter, staring at the screen for
two seconds as he calculated how much the employer might pay. Meeting her
bright, expectant eyes, he gave a meaningful smile. “Good choice.”

She’d picked a big job right off the bat.

After this one, he could probably rest for six months.

Seeing her father so pleased, Maya started to think her judgment might actually be
pretty great, and she happily basked in it.

As for whether the “big job” himself would be happy about it, that was anyone’s
guess.

Over the weekend, the weather was perfect, sunny with a light breeze, and many
families chose to go out.

Wendy had already done her makeup early in the morning and was eager to go
shopping.

There was barely anything fun to do at home, and Maya had gotten so bored that
she was lying on the couch watching a silly cartoon to pass the time.

Soon, Wendy came over with shopping bags and called out, “Maya, we’re going out
shopping today. Do you wanna come with me?”

Maya immediately forgot about the cartoon, flipping upright in excitement. “Yes,
Mom! I’'ll go get Dad and Alfred.”

She ran straight to the study, shaking her dad, who was lying in a lounge chair
soaking up the sun, tugging on his sleeve as she shouted, “Dad, let’s go out today!”
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Raymond kept his eyes closed and gave a vague hum, his body not moving at all.

Maya refused to give up and tugged harder. “Let’s go to the supermarket. Mom
said we can buy snacks oday.”

So noisy.
This time, Raymond finally reacted.

He slowly lifted a hand and flicked her forehead, not too hard but not gentle
either

“Ow!” Maya clutched her forehead.

Seeing his indifferent expression, she didn’t waste time and immediately switched
targets, running over to
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