jback soon. His youngest son is a good for- -
' nothing who only thinks about partying and,':
~ going to clubs."

S

vor immediately understood something




‘. aged man in a blue shirt sa1d to Tasha
rj; pomtmg at the empty chair beside him with

a smile. ‘




"You can sit here with your driver."

. Trevor looked in the direction Mervin was
i pointing.

- It was a simple table.

)

Mervin nodded at the maid who immediately

t.
i : :
| tossed two sandwiches wrapped in paper

.-f]?;ags on the table.

ey looked like sandwiches bought from a
dside fast food joint. The Ruiz f: :




Mervin yawned exagerattedly and decided to
| play dumb. He answered casually, "What's.
| wrong with the way I treat your assistant? He
probably eats fast food most of the time.

Maybe he is not even used to using cutlery.”

Then, with a smug smile, Mervin turned to
Trevor and said, "I'm doing this for your sake.
| don't want you to embarrass yourself. No
eed to thank me. Ha-ha."
couldn't help but sneer. I
efforts to emba




won the second round.

l
Tasha stood up at once and was about to\
chase after Trevor. i

. The looks on the faces of Landen and Mervin ,‘

| changed. 1

M erv1n adjusted his tie and asked, "Tasha i
here are you going? We have to talk about |




i \
.
i

t the table hard with her clenched fist

1em on the floor.

.nden was also beside himself. He hit the :s
le hard and shouted angrily, "She's so

o |

“
|




