But the reserve force had been given a task today
Esteban couldn't afford to get injured before he col
carry out his task.

There were still many people in the camp who were
watching the confrontation. The onlookers clapped their
hands and cheered, laughing and shouting loudly.

‘Come on guys! Beat up those bastards! Luther, come on!*

"Hurry up! You have so many people with you. What are you
waiting for?"

‘Esteban will definitely have a bad day."

| "Hey, Esteban! Don't say | didn't
- go through my crotch now, I'llle




B iS com s
back at once and looked away m fear They didn't dz
look at Trevor. |

Trevor in the alley. They stlll remembered that beati'r'lg
clearly as if it were yesterday

When they saw Trevor again, they all felt their bodies ache. |

'Sirl" Esteban was a little uneasy when he saw Trevor. He
was like a child who had/done something wrong.

Esteban had promised to Qse Luther as a tool to hone his
fighting skills.

However, he was unable to solve the current situation,
which made him feel a little embarrassed.




was so angry his face turned red. It\ y
disgrace for him if he apologized to Esteba
these people.

He clenched his fists and said loudly, "I know you af’ a full
member of Mobius, but don't you think you are too nos

Luther paused and took a deep breath. He felt he was rig
After a short silence, he said loudly, "We're members of t!
reserve forces, and today, we have a mission. The one
leading us is also a full member of Mobius. Even if there is
something wrong with my behavior, the person in charge
of the task will correct me on it, not you!”

He made it clear that he wouldn't apologize!

Hearing what Luther said, the people in the camp widened
their eyes and looked at him in disbelief.

They never thought someone would dare to stand up to a
full member of Mobius like Luther just did.

Before joining the reserve forces, many people in the
already knew that all fullmembers of Mobius were

killers!




do you think there is a chance that l am th

charge of taking you to carry out the mission?' £
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Seeing the smile on Trevor's face, Luther was aboﬂﬂ-

break down.

The courage he had just gathered had vanlshed in an‘
instant. His face turned pale and his legs trembled
uncontrollably.

|
Trevor was in charge of their mission. If he led them, it
would be easy to arrange "accidents’ along the way.

They didn't know the specifics of the task yet.

Luther's mind raced as he imagined Mobius getting
involved in a gang fight while Trevor sneered and directed
him to the front line, where he would be killed by random
gunfire. Or they mlght enter a secret base to mvest“




her's head spun with desperation, u |
llization and turned to Esteban.

il

It dawned on him that Trevor had tasked him
apologizing to Esteban. T

[ 1 _“1
With a spark of inspiration, Luther identified the root of the
problem and blurted out, ‘Esteban, I'm sorry. ‘I'WaS’.‘w‘ro,ﬂ i
and | won't do it again. | promise to take a different route if
I see you in the future. Please forgive me. If you still need l‘\\
to vent your anger, I'll crawl under your crotch. PleaSe“q"v

forgive me!" r

He scrambled forward like a stray dog, elbows on the 7
ground.

Esteban's face contorted in disgust, and he took a Ste'p {
back. "Fuck off! You make me sick!"

Trevor's smile flickered briefly, before he barked 6
order.

‘Get up, all of you! Fall in line and get ready ta m !




denti on must re 1
unless you have permission. It's not a
‘We're almost there. Please bear with it." '

Trevor had no choice but to don the blindfold.

Half an hour later, Trevor sensed the bus beginnin ] to
descend and then slow down.

They had reached the underground space.

‘We're here." the driver announced, lighting a cigarette.
|

Trevor removed his blindfold and commanded, ‘Everyone,
get off the bus!"

He stepped down from the vehicle and was greeted with
the sight of an imposing prison.

The walls were a thick, grey-white reinforced concrete.
rising high into the air

The underground complex was mcredlbly spaciOUSu

Trevor was stunned by the realization the

\' “

- completed such a massive undertaking.
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1 group of young men fré ,ft.
prison. il \ h

3 ll
~ Soon, a smiling person with a large mole on'é'l ' 10
and greeted them. |

It was none other than Vulture, the warden of the i
prison.

"Welcome," Vulture exclaimed, oblivious to the fact
Trevor was the one who had attacked him in the parki
lot that night. With a bright smile, he handed Trevora han
-rolled cigarette.

Trevor accepted the cigarette gracnously but didn't light it. ‘l]
‘Let's discuss the work at hand." ,,

Vulture chuckled as he lit his cigarette and pulled out an.
indecipherable map from his pocket. With the C|garette ‘
hanging from his mouth, he spoke in a slurred voice.. ' l
’ [ i
"l am Vulture, the prison warden. The area that need’s;t‘o]l:,t]a‘” | i
cleaned includes the entrances and corrldors“qf( ﬁo, !
torture rooms. We need to clean the blood ‘Ieft, b

after the prisoners were tortured." Al ‘J”" ,
T ,

)
Trevor's heart sank. il f",!”l] |
1 )"“ l
SO (




And then there are others who s
Purposes. Alright, enough talk. You can now
your men to do the work."

Trevor then took the hastily drawn map and assigned t;
to each member of the reserve forces. !

He assigned Esteban the task of cleaning the deepest part
of the prison.

Trevor said sternly, 'Remember, everyone, keep your
assigned routes inmind. If you get lost, | won't wait for you.

If that happens, you'll have to pick a cell and call it home
for the rest of your life."

He directed the last part of his warning specifically at
Esteban'’s friends, hoping to glean some useful information
from them later.

The reserve force members trembled at the thought of
being lost in the labyrinthine prison and quickly set off with
their cleaning supplies. i

Vulture patted Trevor on the shoulder. "Hey, why doﬁ"
come with me to my office and take a break?"

Trevor knew better than to let hi
dar place. Besides, he

v/




Trevor shook his head and replied, "No need.
inmates are confined to their cells and have no knowledge
of other areas of the prison. We cannot extract any use:
information from them."

Esteban fell into silence.
Soon after, his face contorted into an odd expression.

"Excuse me, sir, could you help me with the brush? | have
a stomach ache and need to use the bathroom."

Trevor couldn't help but chuckle. "Sure thing, give me the
brush.”

Esteban left his brush with Trevor and hastily made hls
way to the bathroom.

Left alone with the brush in hand, Trevor peered de
into the prison and decided to explore further.




g Trevor, they quickly approached
him.

"Hey, you there! Why aren't you focused on your cle:
- What are you looking around for?"

Trevor frowned and prepared to show them the Ouroboros
tattoo on his wrist. ‘

According to the hierarchy within Mobius, individuals with
this tattoo were considered the most superior and were
often full members of the organization. In a hidden prison
such as this, only Vulture could come close to matching
the power of a full Mobius member.

Ordinary prison guards were considered peripheral
members of Mobius, and as such, they were expected to
show respect to full members of the organization.

Before Trevor could even roll up his sleeve, a guard spat on
the floor and sneered, "What are you staring at? Get on with
your cleaning!”

He then chuckled to his companion and said, "Hal! | wasin
abad mood earlier, but now | get to take it out on someone.
We're lucky today!" i

Trevor glared at them with annoyance, fe T
that the guards had intentionally spat on

~ him clean it up.

These two fools were s







