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derek reached for his pocket and took o
phone, but didn't know who to call.

- "Who are you going to call? Wilder? Or are you 2
going to call the police?" Janet frowned.

|

'It's useless." She sighed. "Ordinary people can't
solve our problem."

"Who on earth did you offend?" Derek helplessly
asked as he put his phone away. "You're still the
White family's daughter and the wife of the Larson
Group's CEO, you know? Who would dare to hurt
you?"

At that point, he truly wanted to see who that

| y
~ person was.




tt's a deal then. | don t want to d|e here anyway."

With a bitter smile, Janet nodded. "You better
cooperate or else 'l really leave you alone in the

“'Are you trying to scare me?" Derek smirked. "I can
help you. If | call my brother, he can try to buy us
some time."

"Is your brother really thét capable?" Janet asked,
raising an eyebrow in surprise. She doubted it, but
on second thought, for someone who worked in
the showbiz, Derek still had a childish side of him,

-‘ whlch was probably because he came fro i




|l me the plate number?”

- After Mesue told him the plate number, Derek
asked his brother for help. "You just need to clear

the traffic and keep our car running smoothly. Can
you do that for me?"

Derek's brother heaved a long sigh before he
replied "Drive in the direction of Wildepond Road.
I'll ask someone to lead the way for you."

"Thank you, so much!" Derek smiled. "Don't tell
anyone else about this, okay?"

* Derek's brother sighed again and gritted his teeth.




seratched the back of his head. "My brother is kl d |
of stubborn."

The drive to Wildepond Road was quite smooth.
They hadn't encountered a red light at all along the
‘way, and when they reached Wildepond Road, they
could barely see any cars around them.

Surprised, Janet looked at Derek and asked, "Just
who is your brother?"

Derek proudly raised his chin. "My brother is a
hacker. Hacking into the traffic system is a piece
of cake for him. Now it's Brandon's turn.”







