a playful smile, he said coldly, "Oh? Did you say that | was

To make an impression, Trevor had carefully chosen his
clothes while he checked into the hotel.

It was a custom-made designer suit, which was tailored to fit
him.

Even his watch and his collar pin were more expensive than the
regular clothes the fat man was flaunting.

With a cold sneer, Trevor was about to break the fantasy of the
short fat upstart.

At that moment, a clear voice came from behind.

“This is an eye opener for me. How dare an upstart laugh at
others!”

‘Raising his eyebrows in amusement, Trevor turned around.

A lean handsome man was standing behind him.




gging about.”

e truth was that fat man was the upstart who dld'

~a thing about luxury items, especially customized deSIQh
outfits and accessories. ‘

T

The fat man's face turned red with anger and he froze for a
second before he shouted again, 'That's nonsense! You know
nothing! This has nothing to do with you, so get out of here! I'm
a guest of Thiegor Hotel. Who the hell are you? How dare you
talk to me like this? Aren't you afraid that | might just call the
security and get you kicked out?"

The handsome man calmly took out a dark golden card from
his pocket and flashed it before everyone.

"Do you know what this is? It's Thiegor Hotel's highest leve| VIP
card. Now, tell me, do | have the right to talk?"

Trevor raised his eyebrows in surprise.

The receptionist exclaimed, "A dark golden VIP card! Are you
the distinguished guest staying in the presidential suite?"

Startled, the fat man wiped his sweaty palms on his trous
. and asked in a low voice, "Hey! What VIP card? Why hav
heard of it?"

"e‘receptlomst took a reverentlal look at
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‘at man was so scared that he broke out in a cold s

Ifanyone dared to offend the Murray family, then they wbuldi‘t:)e‘:';
facing death. j“".“i
Trembling with fear, the fat man said, "I'm sorry. I'm really sorry. |
I did not know who you were and | foolishly offended you.
Please forgive me!"

He bowed to the handsome man again and again.

Trevor glanced at the fat man, worried that he might break his
spine if he kept doing it.




le the words were meant to humiliate, the handsome man's

’ione suggested that he was bestowing a reward upon the fat
man.

The fat man gave a flattering smile, wiped the sweat on his
forehead, and escaped as fast as his legs could carry him,

He didn't even dare to look back

Looking at the cowed manner in which the fat man stumbled
out of the hotel brought a smile to Trevor's lips.

Although the situation was not a big deal and he could have
handled it, Trevor still turned to the handsome man and said,
“Thank you for your help. I'm Dragon. Nice to meet you."

The handsome man nodded with a smile, put his hands in his
pockets and replied, "My name is Patrice Wood. Nice to meet
you. Which floor do you live on? Let's go together, in case we
meet that kind of underbred person again.

Trevor turned to the receptionist.




It was a peculiar refreshing fragrance, reminding him 'o'fyth}
forest and tundra.

Trevor sniffed the air, trying to inhale more of the wonderful
smell.

He was hit by a feeling of deja vu suddenly, but he couldn't
remember exactly where he had smelled such fragrance before. -

Trevor suddenly remembered that Patrice had a dark golden
VIP card, so he started a conversation with Patrice.

‘| was shocked when | saw you take out that card. As faras I'm
aware, only very few people can say that they share such close
friendships with the Murray family."

Only the Murray family knew how many dark golden cards there
were.

Patrice shook his head and replied indifferently, "Really? | don't
know. | only checked in at noon. But | thought it might be
useful, so | brought it out. | wasn't expecting the hotel staff to

be so kind."

Checked in today?

. Trevor tilted his head, a few pieces | fallin '
. heard this new information.




:@Efféin'd replied casually, 'l dildn't ség anyo
ked in. | guess I'm the only one on that floor.”

Iiving alone on the 12th floor? :

¥

.,0
‘Trevor became even more suspicious, J

Logically speaking, the mysterious person had to be very
important to Ferrell. Otherwise, Ferrell wouldn't have opted to
ditch the family meeting just to receive this guest in person.

Ferrell had arranged for this mysterious man to stay in the
hotel, so it stood to reason that Ferrell must have arranged a
presidential suite for him.

Right now, Patrice was the only one living on the 12th floor.

At this moment, Patrice absentmindedly took out his dark
golden card and chuckled.

"In fact, Ferrell gave me this card. He told me that | could use
this card to buy anything here."

It was a card from Ferrell!

Against his will, Trevor's expression changed slightly. But he
couldn't help it because his mind had been thrown into turmoil.

All the clues in front of him were making it blatantly ob
that Patrice was the mysterious person that Ferrell per.

~ received.

S %\was.Patrice a member of Mobius?




as suddenly filled with tension. i

It was as if one wrong move would spark a fight between
at any minute.

Trevor had never expected to take the same elevator WIt
someone who could be a member of Mobius!

"What's wrong?" Patrice asked in a low voice.
His eyes surveyed Trevor with a hint of suspicion.

He might be lacking in height, but his gaze was sharp and
murderous.

Trevor knew he would be in grave trouble if he didn't give a
reasonable explanation.

Fortunately, he was quick to react and said, "I'm sorry. | was
just a little taken aback. In Corden, only very few people could
dare to call the leader of the Murray family by his first name.
Mr. Murray personally sent out a VIP card. It's just so..
unbelievable.”

| prominence.

 Patrice withdrew his sharp gaze, looked away, anﬂst

‘falnt smile. it il
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-a while, Patﬁcei s|m le d ,ew

‘exchanged numbers, they b|d goo
‘went on their separate ways. 5” Wil ,2;
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':The elevator doors closed behind the‘rh.

Only when he entered his room did Trev,or'f'eel relieved.

He dropped his handbag and took off his suit jacket, only to |

find that the back of his shirt was wet with cold sweat.

A bitter smile escaped his lips as he murmured to himself, I
didn't expect to meet him like this."

That gave him quite a fright.

Who would have thought he would meet the target as soon as
he came to the hotel?

They even rode the same elevator!
Fortunately, he was able to conceal his identity.

Trevor might have defeated and killed two members of Mobius,

the man with a broken finger and Raven, but that didn't mean he

could just come at another suspected member this tlme

, “.‘ .\'[1;',\.

It would have been dangerous if a fight,hadabro‘ke

woqldnt be able to defeat the target easnly m shc
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Trevor scratched his head. He needed to think more about it-

The snake tattoo was good evidence, but Patrice wore a grey
suit over a white shirt earlier, which covered his wrists.

His Mobius badge wasn't visible either.

Each Mobius member would keep their badge where no one
could see it.

Good thing Trevor got Patrice's number. He looked at the
number in his contacts and smiled.

As long as they kept in touch, he could have a chance to
confirm Patrice's identity

After a while, Trevor decided to text Patrice.
"Corden Port isin the south. Want to go fishing there tomorrow?"
To Trevor's delight, Patrice replied right away.

- "Sounds good."




