- Michael's excuse amused Trevor.

It was just a regular bar, not a high-end, five-star hotel=

Why would Trevor give the security guard a tip? e

Trevor said coldly, "Why didn't you come to my aid
when [ was being pestered at the entrance just now?
How dare you ask me for a tip now?"

Michael's face twitched in surprise. He hadn't expected
Trevor to have a retort for his excuse.

Michael decided to go on the offensive. He screamed,
"you are arrogant! Come here! I'll teach you a lesson!*

Doris could tell that Michael was making trouble on
purpose because he was jealous.
b
| Snorting, she said, "Michael, go back to the entrance! I
ow the rules of the bar. Security guards are not
lowed to drive guests away. This gentleman just
ed a glass of Martini, so he is our guest. Do you
on breaking the rules?" 4

‘raised the Martini in his hands to prove I




ﬁk’ed on warily and gathered his s.f 3
chael attacked.

" If Michael dared raise his fist at them, Trevor w

f

‘ - counterattack. b

i , . . B
" However, in the end, Michael just stared coldly at them=
and then returned to his position. ey

The tension in the atmosphere finally disappeared.

Doris stuck out her tongue at Michael discreetly and
said in a low voice, "Leave him alone. He is just a
lecher. Come with me."

She then proceeded to walk out from behind the bar
counter. She took Trevor's hand and led him to an
inconspicuous COrner.

The comner had a good view of the bar and was quiet.

| Doris looked around warily. When she was certain no
" one was eavesdropping, she said in a low voice, "Five
b days ago, [ saw a man in a black suit come to this bar.
'] saw him again two days ago. He was wearing a large




" The tattoo of the members of Mobius was indeed ri

shaped. 9
Trevor's heart skipped a beat. He licked his dry lips and
asked, "Do you remember his features?" 51

Doris replied, "He's about six feet tall and weighs about‘j
200 pounds. He smokes and seems to have a liking for
whiskey and brandy. Most importantly, there was an
obvious scar about 3 centimeters long on the left side of
his face."

A scarred face was a very obvious feature.

Trevor nodded as he committed the information to
memory.

As long as the man was still in Corden, they would
meet each other sooner or later.

Once they met...

Trevor's fist clenched as he thought of his father and







