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Initially, the doctor refused to treat an unknown person.

Trevor quickly showed him a wad of money and told him he
only wanted to rent the clinic's equipment. The doctor saw the |
money and reluctantly agreed. 3

The unconscious man's heartbeat fluctuated, and his blood :
pressure was high too.

"Fortunately, the silver needles are still in my pocket.”

Trevor was secretly glad that he hadn't left them in the pocket
of the white shirt that he had given to Margaret.

One by one, the silver needles were pricked into the man's body.
Slowly, his vital signs started to return to normal.

Trevor breathed a sigh of relief.

The Scott family's medical skills did not cover drug overdose.
It was good that Trevor was able to rescue the man.

Now he only needed the man to regain consciousness, and
then Trevor could ask him some more details. :

Trevor sat in a chair and slowly massaged his shoulde
- ointment.
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He suddenly saw the deathly pale, unconscmus m
expression in his eyes turned to panic.

me!"

Trevor looked at the doctor helplessly.
Frame him?

The doctor had a wild imagination.

‘No. You misunderstand...”

Trevor wanted to clarify the whole thing.

"You don't know me, and | don't know you. You have nev
come to my clinic. Do you understand?"

He yelled so loudly that his voice resonated :th‘r!
entire clinic.
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He pointed to the man on the bed and looked at Tre i \1

"He was unconscious and looked as if he was goi
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or forced a smile and asked the doctor to leave.

~ He turned his head and saw this drug addict sitting on tf
looking absent-minded. The man remained in this pensive
for along time.
‘Come with me," Trevor said at last.

He took the strange man to his rental house.

All along the way, the man didn't say a word. He was numb and
dull, like he was a walking corpse.

When they reached home, Trevor grabbed a bottle of soda from
the fridge before going to settle on the sofa in the living room.

As he opened the bottle of soda, he said slowly, "l don't know
you, but | know Bradly."

The man, who was in a daze the whole time suddenly turned
his head at the mention of Bradly.

Trevor ignored the strange expression on the man's face and 4
continued, "You can call me Dragon. | can't tell you more.

that matter. All you need to know is that | have a gruds
against Mobius and | have the means to take revenge or

- "Mobius!"

‘The man squeezed the word out of




It was Trevor's turn to be surprised.
This man was the leader of Shadow Guards!

What were the odds that he happened to meet him in t
pharmacy?

“Sinclair? How did you end up like this?" Trevor asked, as he
stood up suddenly. It was so shocking.

With a lonely look on his face, Sinclair sat on the sofa and said
in a slow and low voice, "Dreles... The day of that incident,
Stephenson gave me a glass of wine. There was something
wrong with the glass as | passed out soon after drinking it. By
the time | woke up, a lot had happened to the Sanderson family.
Even my good friend, Bradly... | don't know whether he is alive
or dead.”

Sinclair took a deep breath to calm down and then said,
"Stephenson set me up! He once talked about Mobius but |
didn't take him seriously. It wasn't until the crisis in th
Sanderson family that | discovered he was a manipula ‘
events in the Sanderson family Ieft me with no choice

been hunting me ever since."

~ Sinclair paused and swallowed. Th
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"Dragon, | have a plan. With your help | quI succeed'ﬁ
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~ Trevor took a sip of the soda. "Tell me." | | ! |

bait to lure Stephenson out, and then we can work to
kill him!"




‘Trevor pursed his lips and asked, "Is this too risky?"

- There was stubbornness in Sinclair's eyes. "Don't say" ,
have no other choice. | have wandered in Zayden for so long.
don't want to prove how great | am. | just want to
Stephenson, or myself!"

Trevor was stunned, sadness overtaking him.

He didn't know how to persuade Sinclair.

At this moment, his phone pinged with an email from Margaret.
It was the results of Klein's investigation of Stephenson.

Trevor immediately went through the information on his phone.

Stephenson was not just the deputy captain of Sanderson
family's Shadow Guards.

There were actually many business places run by Stephenson in 5
Zayden.

Other than his identity as the deputy captain, Stephens
even a businessman.




onfirmed that this was the club, Trev
: rand said in a low voice, "This is the fitness cl
Stephenson. We will make trouble here and lure St
out.”
Sinclair silently nodded and put on a black mask.
He had recovered a little, having gotten a good night's rest.

Trevor patted him on the shoulder before striding into th
fitness club.

At the entrance stood a muscular fitness coach. He glared
coldly at Trevor and Sinclair, his arrogance obvious.

'Are you here to exercise?" he asked.
Trevor almost burst into laughter.

Arrogance? That was what he wanted.

Trevor nodded and asked casually, "What are your club's ;
charges?"

The coach sneered. "Our club is a high-end fitnes
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ach looked Trevor and Sinclair up and d
evident disdain, "Okay. You obviously lac
ecially this dispirited-looking person here. A gu
‘can blow you off. How will you protect your wife and child
you're like this? Your arms are so thin! You are not manly‘

He then took out a can of albumen powder from the cabi ¢
behind him.

“This is a special fitness powder we use at our club. You can |
exercise and take this every day. This is a high-end product
that is not sold on the market. The price for members is only
eight thousand dollars per can! Why are you standing there?
Why don't you pay the money? What are you thinking? | have
brought it out. Don't you want to pay for it?"

The coach glared fiercely at them, flexing his muscles.
He was threatening them.

Eight thousand dollars! What kind of albumen powder cost
eight thousand a can?

"lhis fitness coach made trouble for her

it il




' 2eing that the fitness coach was so arrogant, Trevo
~and said, "Wow, is your albumen powder made o
Anyways, | don't need it. You can take it back."

The fitness coach's face darkened almost immediately. He ! '

furious and he looked like he was going to beat them at é
time.

"Humph! You guys are just broke and you're just wasting my

time! Now fuck offl Don't get in my way!" The coach gave |
Trevor and Sinclair a cold look as he drove them away. “Either

join the club, or get out of here!"

At this moment, the door of the club was opened, and a slim,
pretty young woman came in.

She wore pink yoga pants that outlined her slender legs. She.

was so beautiful.

'f

"Hey, is this club open to the public? | want to know the ’
admission requirements,” the girl said in a sweet voice. '

|




even more strength. He applled so much strengtht '
turned red. ‘

Looking at the man, Trevor chuckled.

"Are you trying to push me away? You seem weak. To think you "
were bragging about your strength juts now! But it seems there
was nothing to brag about.” H
The pretty woman had also noticed there was some tenS|on‘
between Trevor and the coach. She looked at them in
confusion.

Trevor's remarks pissed of the coach.

Not only Trevor's sneer, but also the woman's expressmn made
him angry. ‘

With a red face, he shouted angrily, "Bullshit! | waslust. ushln g
you casually If I had apphed any strength you would €

| gym. | will teach you a lesson.”

r smiled and agreed, "Okay! I'd lil




- was the ideal gym.

Looking at the two people behind him, the fitness coz
sneered and said rudely, "Well, stop drooling over the gy
Come here! Let me show you what it means to be strong! Let's
try the lat pulldown machine."

He pointed at the machine as he spoke, with a disdainful smile
on his face.

Lat pulldown was his favorite exercise.
When he failed to push Trevor away just now, he realized that
Trevor might not be that easy to deal with. So, he chose the

most advantageous exercise for himself.

He was sure to defeat Trevor.




