


v could he mock that man when he's the one wh
afford the cake? Those two are such poor losers."

- Trevor also couldn't help his chuckle.

Still grinning, he looked Nichol straight in the eye. "Where is
your arrogance now?"

Nichol's jaw clenched, and his face reddened in humiliation
and rage. In the end, he ordered the expensive cake.

The couple sat at the table next to Trevor. Even after
sitting down, Nichol was still in distress.

[t was such a waste to spend that amount of money on a
small cake.

Feeling bitter, Nichol threw a glare at Trevor.

He was sure Trevor only ordered the most expensive items
on the menu to save face.

On the other hand, Trevorignored Nichol's glare. When the
waiter brought his orders, he proceeded on his surveillance
| and asked, "The private club across the street looks really
- fancy. Do you know what is it for?"

| Thewaiter willinglyanswered, "It's a high-end business
sinessmen often meet there to discuss business.




ter continued, "The club's owner rarely appeal
iblic and is very mysterious. | only know his name."

Trevor took a sip of the coffee and asked casually, "Really? ‘
What's his name?" !

The waiter replied, "John Lopresti."
John Lopresti?

Trevor's eyebrows shot up in surprise, and he nearly
choked on his coffee.

If he remembered correctly, there was a member of Klein
named John Lopresti.

Could it be two people with the same name?

Clearing his throat, Trevor took out his phone and sent a
message to John.

‘John, are you the owner of this high-end business club in
Corden?"

Since Trevor saved him the last time, John had a deep
admiration for him.




' Trevor took out his phone and typed a message for John, -
asking him to help him enter the business club. '

As soon as Nichol heard that Trevor was inquiring about
the business club, he became excited.

He rubbed his hands as he thought this was his chance. He
could get back at Trevor.

“Ahem!" Nichol cleared his throat. "Looks like a certain
someone doesn't even know about the business club
across the street. You must be a bumpkin. On the opposite
side is the most famous business club in Corden. The
contracts signed in the club every year are worth more
than billions. | can't believe you don't even know this. How
embarrassing!’

Trevor simply chuckled and ignored Nichol.

The business club had Klein's support. Of course, it would
be a success.

Noticing that Trevor was looking at him, Nichol
straightened his back and proudly lifted his chin. My
father is quite famous in Corden. He S ‘
membership card of this business club."

'~ Upon hearing that, the guests began disc
themselves. :
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hlde the smile on his face.

Nichol's father only had a silver membership card. What
was there to be proud of about that? It only meant his
father was inspected by Klein. He was regarded as a
suspicious target.

Nichol was acting all high and mighty now, but if Klein were
to find out that his father had something to do with Mobius,
he would be secretly arrested.

If that day were to come, Nichol would never be able to
smile again.

Trevor ate a piece of the cake and said, "l don't have a
membership card. But someone will invite me later."

Nichol laughed. "Now you're just bragging. Are you really

hoping that people from the business club will invite you to

come in? In your dreams! Even someone with a golden
‘ membership card wouldn't have such treatment." |

1
i. Nichol burst mto a flt of Iaughter as, he repeatedly




‘darkened, and his smile slowly faded.

'suddenly had a bad feeling about this.

The sound of the two waiters' footsteps echoed in his ears
as they walked closer and closer.

Nichol's eyes widened, and he subconsciously held his
breath.

"No. This is impossible! This has to be a coincidence. How
can a bumpkin like him be invited to the club?"




" Trevor calmly put down the coffee cup and wiped his
mouth.

Meanwhile, Nichol was stunned to see the waiters come
over and he felt increasingly uncomfortable.

“Sirt"

Standing in front of Trevor, the waiters greeted him humbly
and bowed.

"We sincerely invite you to come to our club. Would you
please come with us?"

Everyone in the cafe was stunned.

Nichol was the most shocked. He jumped up in surprise

and pointed at Trevor in disbelief. He opened his mouth

but couldn't say a word for a long time. Finally, he sat down
dejectedly.

The people around them began to discuss amongst
themselves. e




l

vas invited by the club.

‘Trevor stood up and shook off the cake crumbs On his‘l

~ shirt.

At this time, Nichol and his girlfriend were trembling with
fear. They were scared that Trevor would decide to get
even with them.

However, Trevor didn't even give them a glance. He just
quietly walked to the club.

After Trevor left, Nichol collapsed in his seat helplessly. He
was So nervous.

It was clear the club held Trevor in high regard.
Nichol broke into a cold sweat and when he came to his
senses, his shirt was soaked with sweat. He nervously

clutched his chest with one hand to calm himself down.

He was glad that Trevor didn't want to make things
difficult for him earlier. Otherwise, he would be doomed

. acquamtance at the front desk.

?The receptionist in the hall of the club w.




- Trevor didn't know how to describe Patrice's appearance
- and he could only mention Patrice's most particular feature,
which was his extraordinary beauty.

Doris was stunned when she heard Mobius. Realizing the
urgency of the situation, she said quickly, "Come with me.
I'll take you to the monitoring room!"

Doris and Trevor walked through the convoluted hallways
of the club and finally came to a discreet room.

Trevor opened the door and walked into the monitoring
room.

There were about twenty screens.

All the private rooms and even the cafe across the street
were monitored and everything happening there in real
. time appeared on the screens.
- There were also key rooms in the club which were
. monitored by several cameras so that there were no blind
- spots.

> monitoring room, there was only a mid
watching the screens. The woman had




‘.hlng very important happening now. l don

nt you to interfere with my work."

Cocklebur?

. Trevor was stunned for a while. Then, he remembered that
Cocklebur was Doris' code name in Klein.

With an awkward smile, Doris explained the situation to
Trevor in a low voice.

"This Is an analysis expert of our intelligence department.
Her code name is Irises. She is a workaholic and rather

difficult to get along with. But that aside, she is very
capable.”
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Trevor and Doris didn't heed the warning to leave "(he‘.';l
monitoring room. b

Trevor's attention was focused on what was being
displayed on the largest screen.

The screen showed a well-decorated room with three
people sitting on the sofa.

Patrice was among them.
Trevor's eyes narrowed.

The intelligence analyst, Brylee, also noticed the three
people and was watching them closely.

‘Can you turn up the volume?" Trevor asked.

At this very moment, there seemed to be something going
on in the luxurious room.

The three people on the monitor screen were talking
calmly. Suddenly one of them, who was wearing a peaked
cap, lowered his head to check his cell phone.

Then the man made a simple gesture to the other two.

The three men stood up at once and walke
room one after another. They left th




ntinued, “Those people are very VIgllant Ma ‘» i

d out that you made a scene in the cafe and that made |

m suspicious, so they chose to leave. We'll have a ha
time finding them again. We couldn't get enough key :
information and all our chances to get any clues are gone
with those men. What should we do now? Tell me!"

Trevor shrugged helplessly.

He also thought Brylee's words made sense. Maybe
Patrice and the others were tipped off by the scene he
made at the cafe. Thinking of that, Trevor didn't refute
what Brylee said.

Anyways, it was useless to quarrel now.

Now that things had come to this, Trevor could only think
of a solution really fast. "Let's look at the surveillance video
again. Maybe we can find more clues,” he suggested.

Brylee snorted coldly and opened the surveillance video
perfunctorily. However, she couldn't help feeling it was
useless.

‘Clues? I'm a professional information analyst, yet | haven't
found any clues. What do you expect to find?"




,l Doris clenched her fists and roared angrily, “Irises! Take
| back what you just said!"

Brylee was stunned by Doris' tantrum. Of course, she knew
that in her fit of anger just now, she said something wrong.
However, she felt it would be too embarrassing to
apologize to Doris, so she just snorted.

Trevor was also shocked by what Brylee said just now and
he frowned deeply.

He didn't care about the hurtful words Brylee said to him,
but she had gone way too far in saying those things to
Doris.

Without taking his eyes off the large screen in the
monitoring room, Trevor approached Brylee and said
coldly, "How about we make a bet, Irises? If | find a clue
that can lead us to those men, you apologize to Doris."

Upon hearing this, Freda adjusted her glasses and said
| arrogantly, "You have the nerve to challenge me! If you can
| find any clue that | couldn’t find, not only will | apologlze to
- Doris, but | will also apolognze to you i :




