e of the guards was in a tetchy mood. He fiddled !
his hat, his furious gaze firmly on Trevor.

“Fuck! You brat! It seems that | have to teach you a lesson!"

On either side of the passage were rows of cells filled
inmates. When the prisoners heard the guard's furious r
they became very excited. 3 ‘

They grabbed the iron bars with both hands and shook
them violently. The bars and their shackles collided
violently with each other, making a harsh sound.

The promise of violence excited them so much that they
nearly screamed the roof down. For a moment, the prison
was much noisier than the zoo,

It seemed the prison guards were accustomed to the
prisoners’ raucous noise because none of them reactedto

it. |

The angry guard reared back his hand and punched 3‘,@';@ 1
with all his might. A |

Trevor easily sidestepped the punch befo
- fist connected with his face.




- "Ouch!” The guard screamed and curled up on 1 ,
covering his chin with his hands.

The excited screams stopped and the walls were
with the prisoners' loud hoots instead.

“Shut up!" the guard roared angrily, an embarrassed flush
on his cheeks.

As quickly as he could, he scrambled to his feet and yelled
at the prisoners.

But his threats didn't work, and the prisoners laughed even
louder at his red face.

The guard cursed, looked at his companion and said
fiercely, ‘Come on! Help me! Take him to the interrogation
room! | have to teach him a lesson there!"

Trevor was just about to lift up his sleeve and show th
his Mobius identity when he heard the guard's order.

out the interrogation room before he st
identity.




was yet to see the int
asagood opportunity to

two guards' expressions turned confider
‘malicious. They approached Trevor.

Trevor dropped the brush in his hand unhurriedly, sp
out his hands and said, "Calm down. You want me to go
the interrogation room, right? I'll go with you." :

The two guards were stunned.

The prisoners in the surrounding cells immediately hissed.
They all thought that Trevor was frightened and was just
using his easy capitulation to plead for mercy.

The two guards shared a glance before a sinister smile
crossed their faces.

‘Alright then. Let's go. Don't think you can escape a beating
just because of your cooperation. | hope you won't pass
out too early!"

The guard who had just been disgraced by Tre\
glowered at Trevor. He gritted his teeth and said, "You a

' The two guards, putting Trevor between t
the interrogation room at the end o




K Knew clearly what the interrogation room
of the corridor meant.

E"ach time someone was taken into the interrogation room,
anguished screams would bounce off the halls.

When they were finally dragged out, some of them were
already dead, evidence of torture on their bodies. The fee
that survived fell into a coma. After waking up, they were
insane and delirious.

‘Hey! Let's make a bet! How long do you think this idiot can
hold on?" one of the prisoners shouted.

Another prisoner in the next cell laughed. "It's meaningless!
He has offended the guards; he will end up dead for sure!
The things that happen in the interrogation room is not
something anyone can withstand! In less than ten minutes,
that guy will die!”

Someone shouted, 'l bet! | bet with you! He can hold on for
fifteen minutes!"




The big black door to the interrogation room loo
but it was actually very thin. Therefore, if s me
screamed in here, it would be heard clearly from outside.

Trevor looked down to see that there was a large black
stain under the door. It was actually dirt that had been

repeatedly smeared with blood.

‘What are you looking at? Get in!" A prison guard reminded
Trevor with a hideous grin and opened the door of the
interrogation room.

Trevor walked inside.

When he entered the interrogation room, he clearly
understood why Vulture called it a torture room. On the
wall hung all kinds of scary torture devices. There were all
kinds of weird knives, saws, sharp awls, little
flamethrowers and whips with barbs.

A deep frown appeared on Trevor's face and he couldn't

help but wonder if his father and grandfather had also been.

tortured here.

Trevor was scared at the sight of th tgl

s

'.‘

i




8] d, , Trevor looked at the man and asked cﬁh
you so sure of that?" :

[

The prison guard turned on the stun baton, and spar
flashed on the tip.

"You have nowhere to escape!"

No sooner had the prison guard said so than the door to
the interrogation room was closed by the other prison
guard.

Trevor said with a smile, "Guys, | want you to understand
this. I'm not locked up here with you; you are locked up
here with me!'

The next second, a scream came out of the interrogation
room and echoed in the corridor of the prison.

In their cells, the prisoners shook their heads as if they
pitied the poor fellow who was being tortured. The truth,
though, was that they all took great delight in hearing the
screams.

1 They had been locked here too long and had no op¢
- leaving this place, let alone escaping. So over time
. had been slowly perverted.




| the prisoners thought that Trevor
to death, the black door was opened aga n

‘However, it was not the two fierce prison guards
came out, but an expressionless Trevor.

‘Damn it! What is going on?" The prisoners shouted in
shock.

With their eyes wide opened, they stared at Trevor who
just walked out of the interrogation room. Mouths agape,
the prisoners held the bars of their cells nervously.

It was unheard of that anyone left the interrogation room
on their own feet.

Besides, Trevor seemed completely fine. His body was
spotless without the slightest wound.

Soon, a prisoner realized something and asked with a
frown, "What was that scream we heard just now?"

No sooner had the prisoner finished his words than they
saw an even more shocking scene.

The two prison guards climbed out of the interrogation

room with bruises all over their bodies. Their cl
torn and they looked like they had been b.e‘a"tg
i1l
| the prisoners held their breath, with
opened. They looked at Tr‘e\(”‘:v“n

“!ll ,'v.“ :i

|




on‘will be your tomb!“

They had contacted the warden?

Vulture?

Trevor stared at the miserable guards and said with |

impassive countenance, Is that all you can ever say when
trying to threaten others?"




