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eered, contempt"uous"ly‘:;s"i%i
and pity in his eyes.

He motioned to the door.
Soon, two familiar figures appeared.
It was the brawny men who had guarded the gate.

This time, they were not alone. Two more towering figures
flanked them, their menacing presence palpable.

"You're dead meat, brat!" One of them held a machete in
his hand, his eyes gleaming with malice.

‘I've been itching to get my hands on you!" Another one
chuckled with a sinister grin.

"And don't forget to thank our boss. He's the one who lured
the brat in. Otherwise, we would have had to worry about
him running away.’

The four men closed in on Trevor and Patrice, their
machetes glinting dangerously in the dimly lit bar.

The singers on the stage halted their harsh heavy metal
music.

The guests turned to witness the commotion at t




chick is so sexy! | call dibs on b

The guests at the bar seemed to relish the prospect rof“ |
~good fight, ignoring the fact that someone's life was i
danger.

Patrice rolled her eyes in disgust and asked, "Want me to
take them on? They've got machetes."

Trevor nonchalantly handed his phone to Patrice and
replied, "Just hold my phone. | just bought it. No need to
fight, even if they've got machetes. Trash is trash."

His voice carried across the room, and the burly men
nearby were quick to take offense.

"You're asking for it!" one of them snarled, brandishing his
machete.

In the dimly lit bar, the machete came swinging down to
Trevor's neck, but he was too quick for his attacker to
follow.

- The brawny man felt his vision blur and a searing pain shot
through his wrist.

- His machete had been taken away from him.

“In the flickering lights, Trevor's expressi le
ke that of a demon.




k mg into the concrete with a resoundmg thud HV
to Patrice. "You handle the bar owner."

to his crotch.

"Ouch!"

The bar owner crumpled to the floor, writhing in agony and
wailing at the top of his lungs.

~ The sound was so piercing that even the male guests in i
. the bar flinched in sympathy.




slowly toward his prey, the bar owner's sc
‘through the air.
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S in his pockets, Trevor emerged fror
erground bar with Patrice.

Nobody dare to stop them.

Once outside, Patrice turned to Trevor, her curiosity piqued." |

"What did you do to the bar owner just now?" she asked.

She had seen something in Trevor's hand but couldn't tell
what it was.

Trevor grinned devilishly.

‘Just a little something to remind him who the boss is. He
will be impotent from now on. And that's just the beginning.
His legs will slowly give out, and eventually, he will lose
control of his lower body."

Patrice, unfazed by his brutality, smiled in admiration.
'Perfect. That's what he deserved!"

But Trevor's victory was short-lived, and soon his thoughts
turned back to their daunting task. it




FOWS in surprise.

"Hello, it's me. What's the matter?"

The voice on the other end belonged to the leader of 1
taxi drivers.

He spoke in a hushed, flattering tone.

‘| remember one of my men mentioned something
suspicious while we were drinking. It might be related to
what you're looking for near Hammurabi Hotel. An old chap
in our gang picked up a drunken man a few days ago. The
guy was ranting and raving, and even admitted that he was

with Mobius."

His voice dropped a considerable amount of volume when
he said Mobius.

Trevor's heart skipped a beat, but he kept his voice steady.
'Go on," he urged.

The driver continued, "Our guy thought he was just talking
crazy and didn't take it seriously. The customer was
~ insistent and even threatened to kill him if he didn't provi

- good service. My friend thought he was just bluffm
hought Mobius didn't operate in that area.

his to me when we were drlnklng acou eof da
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bea breakthrough, or it cduld bea
and see."




axi approached from afar and honked twice.

Then, a man wearing a taupe flat cap stepped out of t
taxi. He looked around with a suspicious expression a
spoke in a hushed tone.

"Boss?"
Trevor confirmed with a nod. "It's me. Tell me the details.”

This man belonged to the group of taxi drivers but had
never met Trevor before.

Upon confirming Trevor's identity, he immediately flashed
a fawning smile.

"Boss, I've finally met you..."

Trevor cut him off.

"Cut to the chase and make it quick. If the information
proves valuable, you'll be rewarded handsomely."

The man chuckled and his flattering smile beca e
~ brighter. |




s eloped muscles Since it was mghttlm |
see it clearly. He claimed to be a member of Mobi
he wore a long-sleeved coat, so | couldn't see. lf he
their tattoo."

Trevor nodded silently.
The driver's information was somewhat limited.
However, the mention of amanwithabig mole on hisnose...

Trevor frowned. He felt as if he had seen such a man
somewhere before.

But the driver's description was too vague, leaving Trevor
uncertain if his recollection was accurate.

Finally, Trevor took a deep breath and promptly wrote a
check from the internal bank of Glareder as a reward for

the driver. "This money is for you..."

Upon seemg the amount on the check the driver mstantl' '
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u vor and Patrice searched through the area L‘l‘

“nightfall.
They thoroughly searched every suspicious location.
Regrettably, they failed to locate Mobius' secret prison.

With no other choice, they returned to Hammurabi Hotel
for some rest.

However, a black off-road vehicle was already stationed
outside the hotel's entrance.

"Raven!"

Trevor was startled upon hearing someone call out to!
Raven.

He turned to see three people emerging from the vehlcle
with Prescott at the forefront, wearing an enlgmatlc grln‘ ‘

Trevor noticed two men standing beside Prescott, oq
- the left and the other on the right. They were
members of Mobius and probably belonged ,to the
faction.

‘They were here with evil intent.







