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Chapter 1 Damn Charger
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It is said that the flutter of a butterfly's wings can bring a hurricane to the other side of the world. — Chaos theory.

An unexpected voyeurism brought earth-shaking changes to his work and life.

The incident originated on May Day a few years ago. Out of curiosity, I accidentally saw a bloody scene involving a female colleague.

Let me first introduce this female colleague. If I were to say that she has any obvious features, it is that her skin is fair, the kind of crystal clear white. Her facial features are not very beautiful, but when combined together, they make people look comfortable.

Her figure is a little plump compared to the current standard of slim beauties, but she still likes to wear slim-fitting clothes. At the end of April, the weather was a little hot, and she wore a long aqua green pleated dress with a soft texture and good drape. As she walked on the road, the breeze blew, and as she swayed her steps, the dress clung to her thighs and torso, forming a charming curve.

The weather was beautiful on May Day, and with nothing to do, I decided to go out for a walk. When I got downstairs and picked up my phone, I realized it was running low. It's always a strange feeling when your phone's battery is low—back then, shared power banks hadn't even existed. Even though few people used my phone, the messages I received were mostly weather forecasts, spam messages, or messages from WeChat public accounts. But despite this, I wasn't used to my phone being out of power. People, after all, tend to elevate their own importance compared to how others see them, as if missing a call or message would mean missing something important. So, I scrambled back upstairs, searched the room, and couldn't find my charger. Sitting at the head of the bed, I thought about it, but my mind went blank. After much deliberation, I decided I'd most likely forgotten my charger at work. I had a long trip tomorrow, and I couldn't go without it. Even though work was a bit far, I decided to make the trip anyway.

I work in the administrative personnel department of a golf club. I just joined the company and am doing the most basic position - administrative personnel specialist.

The club is located in the suburbs, very close to Taihu Lake, nestled against a mountainside. It's large, beautiful, and tranquil. Our office is on the middle floor of a three-story building nestled against the mountainside. Calling it a floor is a stretch; it's more like a mezzanine, much lower than a typical floor. At only two meters, it feels a bit oppressive. However, since we're the only staff members in and out, we don't find it inappropriate.

This short mezzanine was divided into three rooms. I don't know if it was for the convenience of the construction drawing or simply to save costs, but the partitions were made of materials like gypsum board, which is thin and not soundproof.

Although the walls are very thin, it does not hinder the decoration of the office. The manager thought about it for a long time and told me to nail a few nails and hang a few decorative paintings in the outermost room. The contents of the decorative paintings are mostly from Impressionist painters such as Van Gogh. He particularly emphasized Van Gogh and Impressionism.

I think the manager has good taste and ideas. At least he didn't post inspirational stories about the workplace.

I know Van Gogh, but I don't know if he is an Impressionist. But never mind, I went to the small commodity market and bought a few sunflowers and other decorative paintings whose meanings I couldn't understand.

The manager looked very satisfied:

"Hey, this is the taste I want."

His purpose is to make people who see the painting consciously raise the grade of their office to an artistic level in their hearts, thus making work more beautiful and moving.

Judging from this one incident, the manager's level is several levels higher than that of ordinary managers. After all, he has been working in the provincial capital of Hangzhou for many years. It is indeed different.

But there was one spot where I couldn't nail it properly after several attempts, and I ended up nailing it through the wall, leaving a medium-sized hole. I couldn't hang any pictures on it, and putting up a landscape painting would have made it look inferior. Finally, I had to put up a poster with the theme "Giving is a kind of spiritual enrichment" to cover up the hole. Compared to posters like "If you don't work hard today, you will work hard to find a job tomorrow," it was still much better.

Because it was May Day, many employees in this building were on holiday and the unit was surprisingly quiet. There was only an older security guard at the entrance of the stadium. He didn't look very good. One of his eyes was broken, so he had a fake sheep's eye instead. The pupil didn't change, so his eyes looked dull. Although he looked a bit scary, he was actually a nice person. Because the stadium had requisitioned land from a nearby village, his appearance was not suitable for a security guard, but he was a cousin of the village chief, who had a good reputation in the area and had a wide network of contacts, so the unit accepted him.

When he saw me driving over, he raised the gate railing. I lowered the window, greeted him, and indicated that I was going to the office to get something.

He smiled at me politely.
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Chapter 2 Strange Sounds
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My office is the outermost room on the mezzanine, and the innermost one is the manager's office. The manager's surname is Pan, he is less than 40 years old, slightly fat, wears a pair of gold-rimmed glasses, is of medium height, and has an overall elegant appearance. In addition, he is from the provincial capital, so he always gives people a feeling of superiority. But I don't know why, when I saw him for the first time, there were only two words that came to my mind: wretched.

After getting to know him for a while, I found that Manager Pan is actually quite nice. Besides, he was the one who hired me, so I still feel grateful towards him in my heart.

However, as time went on, my impression of him as a creep began to solidify. He was a bit effeminate, and when assigning tasks to female subordinates, he enjoyed physical contact. For example, when a female colleague was typing at her desk, he would lean over her back, touching her hand when she handed him documents, and so on. It wasn't particularly deliberate, though; it seemed like it was always intentional. And regardless of the beauty of the female colleague, she would be met with this courtesy from him, which only made him seem even more creepy.

Despite this, I didn't hear any complaints from my female colleagues. Instead, they were all very motivated and seemed to enjoy the treatment from Manager Pan.

This three-story office building has two entrances and exits: one is the main entrance on the first floor, facing the square in front of the building, and the other is at the back of the building, on the second floor. Because the building is built against the mountain, the back part is close to the mountain. This door opens directly onto an asphalt road that runs along the hillside. The asphalt road spreads out like branches, connecting to other departments. If you go to other departments for business and return, you will most likely use the back door. However, during holidays, the back door is usually closed.

I entered from the main door and went straight to the mezzanine office. The door of our office was closed, but I knew it was not locked. I turned the door handle and opened it to enter. My desk was on the inner side of the office, against the partition wall. I walked over, sat down at my seat, and began to search for my charger on the desk. I searched around but couldn't find it. I stood up again and looked around, but still couldn't find it.

My female colleague is on duty today according to the May Day duty roster. Her name is Ai Pingping. Those who are slightly younger than her call her Sister Ping. I am one year older than her and usually call her Pingping. I thought maybe she took it and used it. Her office is further inside, which is next to mine.

I turned around and tried to walk into her office, but the door was also closed. I like to joke around, so I thought I'd play a prank on her to scare her. So I tiptoed to the door. Just as I was about to open it and startle her,

When I got close to the door, I heard strange noises coming from her office.

The sound was vague and rustling, not very distinct, but I instinctively knew it was the sound of intimacy. My curiosity piqued, I turned my head 90 degrees to the left and pressed my right ear flat against the partition wall. The sound suddenly became clear. With my description, you can probably easily imagine me with my knees bent and my head tilted against the wall. It looked quite vulgar.

Through the partition, I could hear a woman's soft moans and a man's heavy breathing. The woman was naturally Pingping, but could the man be her husband? Was she bored on duty and called her husband to keep her company?

I pulled my head back, suddenly remembering the poster on the wall. It wasn't affixed securely. Spending the same amount of money, but getting inferior products. This is a characteristic of buyers.
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Chapter 3 It’s Him!
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The hole I nailed through in the partition wall was in the upper right corner of the poster. I stood up straight and slowly and gently tore open the upper right corner of the poster .

While I was tearing, I could feel my heartbeat speeding up significantly. The "thump, thump, thump" rhythm was much louder than usual.

But my hands were still relatively steady, and I tore the silk in a rhythmic manner.

Finally, a part of the poster was torn off completely without any damage, revealing the hole. I lifted the torn corner of the poster with my left hand, stood on tiptoe, and looked inside through the hole with my right eye.

Pingping's office is different from mine. Mine has a desk separated by grids, while her room has two ordinary desks. She sits on the inner side and usually sits facing the door.

At this moment, she was sitting astride a man's lap, her back to me, while the man sat on her chair. She was wearing a pink T-shirt, and her back was noticeably arched and undulating. It was obvious that the man's hand was inside her clothes. The man's face was blocked by Pingping's body. I could only see a part of him exposed on the right side of Pingping's body, his white shirt. No other features were visible.

Could it be Manager Pan? I thought to myself, but didn’t Manager Pan go back to Hangzhou on the afternoon of the 30th?

It was the high-speed rail station where I sent him. Could he have made another comeback in Hangzhou?

As I was thinking, I blinked unconsciously and realized that I hadn't blinked before. Now I felt a little sore.

After blinking, my eyes felt a little better. At this time, the man leaned his head to the right, and half of his head was exposed.

He has a short flat hair style, not Manager Pan.

Manager Pan always has a classic 46-part hairstyle, which is fluffy and has a good texture. He would never cut his hair like this, which makes his face look rounder.

Maybe that’s Pingping’s husband, I thought.

I laughed inwardly. If it was my husband, I would have to wait until they were done before going in. I thought so in my heart, but I continued to watch.

After a while, the two of them temporarily broke up their hug. Pingping turned around and stood up. The man leaned back on the chair. Without Pingping's body blocking his view, his face was facing me.

It was him! Seeing the man's face, I realized it was completely beyond my imagination. I was startled and leaned back involuntarily. My right elbow suddenly hit a glass vase on the table. By the time I reacted, the vase was about to fall to the floor.

Because I often play football, I subconsciously stretched out my right foot to block the bottle. This block finally worked . The bottle hit the back of my foot and did not break. However, after being blocked by me, the bottle rolled forward quickly and hit my computer host with a bang.

In this quiet mezzanine, the sound seemed unusually loud. Anyone inside who was not deaf would definitely be able to hear it. Obviously, they were not deaf.

At this time, I was still leaning against the wall, and I didn't have the energy to think about the changes in the shape. In a flash,

The thought that came to my mind was: Thirty-Six Stratagems, leave quickly!

Without thinking twice before picking up the vase, I quickly tiptoed to the door, took two steps at a time, opened the office door, turned around and went out, quickly closed the door, and then ran downstairs.

When I got downstairs, I realized my behavior was a little funny. Then I remembered that even if I ran as fast as I could, he would definitely know who I was. Suddenly, I felt a little relieved.

That's when I remembered the purpose of my trip. Wasn't I here to get a charger? How could I have run into something like this?

So, now, should I take it or not?
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Chapter 4 Warehouse Robbery
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After hesitating for two or three minutes, I thought that the man in the room must have left because of the loud noise I made. So, I would just go in and get my charger as if it was my first time entering the office building and I knew nothing.

Thinking of this, I tidied my clothes and turned to go upstairs.

I went up to the second floor and the office door was still closed. I opened it and walked in. I saw that Pingping's office door was open. I walked forward a few steps and saw that the oval glass vase that had fallen to the ground had been picked up and put back in its place.

I pretended to know nothing, walked to the door of Pingping's office, and greeted her:

"You're on duty, I came to get the charger. I forgot to bring it back yesterday."

Her hair and clothes were tidied, and there was nothing unusual about her, except that her cheeks were still slightly flushed.

"Oh, I used it." Pingping's tone was very calm, as if nothing had really happened.

As she spoke, she stretched out her right hand to unplug the charger. After unplugging the charger, she did not stand up and hand it to me directly, but placed the charger on the outer corner of the table, which clearly meant that I should go and get it myself.

Although there is nothing wrong with this action, it still gives me a strange feeling. If I borrowed someone else's charger and the owner came to take it, my reaction would definitely be to take the charger to him, rather than putting it on the table for him to take.

Pingping joined the company a few days earlier than me. She was also hired by Manager Pan. In fact, we are in the same boat. Of course, we were originally in the same department. I say this because the internal relationships in the company are complicated and there are very few local employees. As locals hired by Manager Pan at the same time, Pingping and I should actually have a certain sense of closeness psychologically.

But in fact, in the two months since I joined the company, Pingping and I knew very little except for occasional contact at work. She probably looked down on a man like me who had neither outstanding looks nor position, and I myself had never thought about having any interaction with her.

Seeing that she had already put the charger on the corner of the table, I didn't know what to say, so I had to go into her office to get the charger.

Of course, the man who had been hugging Pingping tightly had disappeared at this time. He was not seen coming out of the front door, so he probably went out from the back door. If he had the key to the back door, it would not be too strange.

I took the charger, turned around and left the office, and walked downstairs.

As I walked, I kept thinking, how could Pingping have such an intimate relationship with that man? They didn't look like they were the same kind of people.

This is just like what Shanghai-style crosstalk artist Zhou Libo said: coffee and garlic never taste right together.

However, seeing is believing, Pingping was indeed hugging him tightly in the office.

It's time to explain the identity of that man. He is the security captain of the unit. His surname is Wu, he is over 40, dark-skinned, from Anhui Province, and has a bit of a tough temper. As a security captain, he still has a bit of a temper. However, he is quite polite to colleagues other than security guards. Occasionally, when you meet him on the street, he will solemnly take off his hat to greet you.

I considered leaving to avoid embarrassment, but then I realized there were surveillance cameras in the office building, and the surveillance room was managed by the security department. Captain Wu would immediately know it was me if he checked the records. It would be best to just ignore him; after all, I hadn't done anything. It would be best if he and Pingping pretended nothing had happened.

I stopped thinking about it and drove away from the office.

The reason why I need to bring the charger is because tomorrow, the 2nd, I am going to Tongli, Jiangsu to play. Although I am traveling alone and don’t like taking selfies, I still need to use my phone to take pictures of the scenery as a souvenir.

After getting the charger, I had nothing to do, so I wandered around the city center alone.

After shopping, I went home and planned to have a good rest so that I can be more energetic and walk more tomorrow.

On the morning of May 2nd, the ringing of a cell phone woke me up from my sleep. I stretched out my left hand, picked up the phone and held it in front of me. With sleepy eyes, I saw the three words "Manager Pan" displayed on the screen.

Why did Manager Pan call me so early in the morning? And it was from the company's local number, which is not like him.

Didn’t he always emphasize that “work is work, life is life, and both should be kept clear!”

He has two mobile phone numbers. When he returns to Hangzhou, he usually turns off the numbers here and only leaves the Hangzhou phone turned on.

Without thinking about that for now, I picked up the phone.

"Xiao Xu, the administration department has to work overtime today. Please get up quickly and pick me up."

"Pick you up? Where?"

Didn't Manager Pan go back to Hangzhou? Where can I pick him up?

I don't understand.

"Eight o'clock, high-speed rail station. I'll take the 7:30 high-speed train." Manager Pan hung up the phone after saying that.

Fortunately, I went to the high-speed rail station to pick him up. Given his personality, I was very worried about him. Considering that the highway was free today, it was not impossible for him to ask me to go to Hangzhou to pick him up.

I had no complaints about picking up Manager Pan; after all, he was the one who hired me. And a taxi from the high-speed rail station to the office would cost at least 50 yuan. He was a bit shrewd, and I understood that. I understood this because Manager Pan had mentioned earlier that the department was still short of a deputy manager.

He hinted to me privately that I should behave well, and I naturally understood what he meant.

But wasn't I supposed to have a fun trip to Tongli today on my day off? Looks like my plans are going to be ruined.

I picked up my phone and saw it was 7:15. It was just in time for me to get up, wash my face and go over.

I propped myself up and was about to stand up when my phone suddenly rang again. Could it be that overtime was cancelled?

I turned around happily and grabbed the phone.

The caller's name on the screen showed "Pingping".

As far as I can remember, this was the first time she called me outside of work hours.

A rare guest.

Why did she call me out of the blue? I was a bit confused and decided to pick up the phone.

"Xu Bin, do you live in Ziyun Community?" Pingping asked on the phone.

"Yeah, what's wrong?" Although we don't have much contact, we still know where each other lives. She probably lives in Longquan Community, not far from me.

"Manager Pan called and said we have to work overtime today. Are you going too?"

"Well, he just called me. Are you going too?"

"Yes, I want to go too. It's not convenient for me to go there. Can you come and take me there?" Pingping said.

On weekdays, the company has a shuttle bus, but during holidays the shuttle bus will stop running, and the staff on duty need to solve the problem of round-trip transportation by themselves.

Unless there are special circumstances, everyone assumes that work can be late. Without the shuttle bus, some people will choose to take the bus. Although the time is not flexible and after arriving at the station, it takes about 10 minutes to walk to the unit, taking the bus saves a lot of fare.

Manager Pan sounded anxious on the phone, so she probably had something urgent to say. The shuttle bus was gone, and the public transportation wasn't convenient, so she thought of me.

"I have to pick someone up later."

I didn't say anything, and didn't agree right away. I was still thinking about what I'd seen yesterday. She acted as if nothing had happened, but I still felt a little awkward, so I decided to turn it down if I could.

"I know. Go pick up Manager Pan at the high-speed rail station. He told me."

It seems that Manager Pan called her after calling me.

Then I can’t shirk this trip.

"Then where are you? I'll come over later." I had no choice but to agree.

Pingping told me a relatively conspicuous location.

Women only think of some of the men around them who are usually ignored when they are in need.

And ordinary losers like me will only be remembered when they are needed.

The better situation is like a spare tire,

A less serious case is like a jack, which is only used when changing the spare tire.

After washing up, I went downstairs and drove to the place Pingping mentioned.

When we got to the bus stop, Pingping was already waiting there. I pulled over and watched her walk toward the bus. She was wearing a white V-neck lace top with a low neckline, so she wore a black tube top underneath to prevent exposure. The top showed a deep cleavage, but not too much, just the right amount. She was wearing a black A-line skirt and black high heels.

She didn't open the passenger door, choosing instead to sit in the back seat.

After she sat down, I turned on the left turn signal and started to drive away.

On the way here, I was actually wondering why Pingping didn't ask her husband to take her home. I guess it was because her husband was working and didn't have a day off.

So, I casually asked:

"Where's your husband?"

"He went back to his hometown." Pingping replied.

"Oh." I replied.

Of course, if the two people are slightly familiar with each other, many questions can be derived from Pingping's answer.

For example, where is your husband's hometown? Why didn't you go there with him? And so on.

Of course, I wasn’t familiar with her at all, so I simply replied with an “oh”.

"Have you had breakfast?" I remembered that I hadn't had breakfast and was a little hungry, so I asked her.

"No." Pingping said.

"How about buying some food?" I suggested.

"Yeah." She nodded.

I randomly found a breakfast shop, bought her black rice cakes and milk, and bought myself two black rice cakes.

I handed it to her after getting in the car and drove all the way to the high-speed rail station.

When we arrived at the high-speed rail station, Manager Pan was already there. He was waiting for me at the exit. Like Pingping, Manager Pan didn't choose the passenger seat. He sat in the back. Could there be a thorn in the passenger seat? I wondered.

After getting in the car, I saw from the middle rearview mirror that Pingping gave the black rice cake to Manager Pan. It turned out that she drank the milk but did not eat the black rice cake.

Manager Pan took a few bites of the black rice cake before explaining to us the reason for working overtime.

It turned out that when the warehouse supervisor arrived at the warehouse at 6:30 this morning, he found that a large amount of materials had been stolen. He immediately called the police and notified the boss.

The boss called Manager Pan once, and Manager Pan called us twice.

It's unclear how much was stolen and when it was stolen, but it's almost certain it was stolen on the night of the 1st.

When we arrived at the company, we did not go back to the office but drove directly to the on-site warehouse.

The boss is already here. Although he is usually at the company, his comings and goings are irregular. We judge whether he is at the company based on his car. People at my level rarely have the opportunity to have face-to-face contact with the boss.

The boss was quite tall, with a Lu Xun-style mustache and upturned eyebrows, giving him the air of a man who cared nothing for his family.

Besides the boss, Captain Wu and several security guards were also present. They stood like telephone poles in the open space outside the warehouse entrance. The atmosphere was solemn, and a police car was nearby. The warehouse supervisor who had called the police was nowhere to be seen; he must have been summoned by the police station to take a statement.
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After seeing the boss's figure from afar, Manager Pan, who was originally walking slowly with us, suddenly became agile. He shook his fat body suddenly, rushed from behind to the front of Pingping and me, and ran towards the boss in small steps.

Seeing Manager Pan running so fast, we felt embarrassed to continue walking slowly, so we had to jog along. This put Pingping in a difficult position. She was wearing high heels and a tight skirt, so she couldn't move her steps at all. I had to slow down again and squeeze in between Manager Pan and Pingping to ease her embarrassment.

When the three of us stood in front of the boss, he glanced at Manager Pan and didn't say anything.

After a few seconds, the boss turned around and asked, "Where is Mr. Liu?"

Mr. Liu is the general manager of our unit. His name was on the Labor Day duty list, and it said he would be on duty for three days.

So, according to common sense, Mr. Liu should be in his own general manager's office.

Manager Pan couldn't figure out what the boss meant for a moment, so he subconsciously took out his phone and replied:

"I'll call him right away."

"Don't call, the phone is turned off." The boss waved his hand impatiently.

"Then I'll go to the office and call him." Manager Pan put away his phone and said again.

"If he were in the office, would you still need to call him? Is it your job as an administrative manager to call people?"

The boss changed his usual style of speaking sparingly and suddenly felt like he was possessed by a Gatling gun.

The cleaning ladies at work had always said that the boss only had an elementary school education and wasn't very competent, but from my on-site observation, he was not only quick-witted but also quite articulate.

It was not until this time that Manager Pan finally realized that Mr. Liu was not at the company at all.

Manager Pan turned his gaze to me and I shook my head to indicate that I didn't know.

He turned his gaze to Pingping again. After all, Pingping was on duty yesterday. She had been at the office all day, so she should know something.

Pingping glanced at Manager Pan and said softly:

"It seems like he drove out yesterday."

"Where did you go?"

When Manager Pan heard Pingping's answer, he felt like he had grabbed a life-saving straw and asked with wide eyes.

"He didn't say, but before he left, he asked me which was more fun, Nanxun or Wuzhen."

Pingping replied.

Mr. Liu also just joined the company at the beginning of this year. He is from Shandong and probably has an inexplicable yearning for the water towns in the south of the Yangtze River. It seems that he is most likely on "duty" in the water town.

Hearing Pingping's answer, the boss became angry again:

"The car belongs to the company. I told the administration department to take care of it earlier. You probably couldn't find out where the people went, but now you don't even know where the car is! What are you trying to manage?"

After the boss finished speaking, no one responded. Manager Pan also stood there, looking a little bewildered.

"Alright, let's forget about Mr. Liu for now. Manager Pan, you and Captain Wu need to get to the bottom of what's happening in the warehouse. Who stole all this stuff? Find out right now!"

Although solving the case was the police's job, that didn't stop Manager Pan and Captain Wu from being urgently assigned detective roles. The boss's "immediately" must have meant something even more swift than I'd understood.

"Okay, okay." Manager Pan and Captain Wu agreed, and seemed to immediately enter the role of detectives.

The boss stopped talking and turned away.

After the boss walked away, we walked into the warehouse together. Two policemen and the warehouse manager Lin were sitting at the table, doing some simple inquiries. The stolen materials were things like copper coils.

It seems that the items were passed out through the window at the back of the warehouse and then thrown over the wall and stolen.

After inspecting the warehouse, Manager Pan decided to go to the monitoring room to review the video footage. The monitoring room was manned by a security guard.

Captain Wu took us to the monitoring room.

The monitoring room is not big and is divided into two small rooms. The layout is a bit strange. The monitor and the host are in the small room outside, and there is a small bed in the small room inside, which is used as a lounge for the security guards in the monitoring room.

The strange thing about the layout is that if the security guard goes inside to rest, he won't be able to see what's happening on the surveillance camera.

The security guard in charge of the monitoring room was quite tall, with a look of clear stupidity. When he saw Manager Pan and Captain Wu coming over, he stood at attention and saluted.

He shouted, "Hello, Manager Pan, hello, Captain."

Seeing his serious look, I almost couldn't help laughing out loud, but when I turned around, everyone looked serious, including Pingping, who also had a blank expression, so I had to suppress my laughter.

Manager Pan nodded at him, entered the monitoring room, called up yesterday's surveillance video, watched it for a while, and found something strange.

Two cameras started to malfunction at 12 noon, and the footage was lost for two hours. The two cameras were numbered 8 and 9, monitoring the front and back locations of the office building respectively. Judging from the time, it was exactly the time when I arrived at the company yesterday.

The surveillance footage at the warehouse showed that around 2:00 a.m. on the 2nd, the surveillance camera captured the backs of two people, who were definitely the thieves. However, the surveillance camera only captured the blurred backs under the streetlight, which was not very useful.

The installation of the company's monitoring equipment was arranged by the purchasing department, and the specific installation in the company was arranged by the staff of the monitoring company who contacted me.

So I have some understanding of this surveillance system. The system has 18 independent cameras, each of which can be independently controlled in terms of switching and angle.

However, an account with administrator privileges is required to operate it. The administrative department has a set of administrator accounts, and the security department also has a set of administrator accounts.

Thinking back to what happened yesterday, I can roughly guess why cameras 8 and 9 malfunctioned. So, looking back, Captain Wu probably didn't know that I was the one making the noise in the office yesterday.

Although Manager Pan was also a little surprised by the loss of surveillance, it was obviously not the focus of the current matter.

The key point is what the boss told us to do, which is to investigate the case.

Manager Pan repeatedly reviewed the surveillance video taken at the warehouse and finally found some clues.

These two people appear in the camera very rarely, and almost always flash by just close to the edge of the camera.

It can be seen that they are very familiar with the distribution of camera locations and shooting range.

Our unit usually has few outsiders coming in and out, and even if they come a few times, they can hardly find the location of the camera behind the warehouse.

Then it is very likely that the money was embezzled by an insider.

But there are more than 200 employees in the unit. Where should I start the investigation?

At this time, Manager Pan stood up, touched his smooth chin with his right hand, frowned, and pushed up his gold-rimmed glasses from time to time. From the side, he really looked like Sherlock Holmes.

"Well, Captain Wu, please call the security guards who worked the night shift yesterday to come to the office. I have something to ask them."

"Okay." Captain Wu agreed readily.

"Xiao Xu, go get a mobile hard drive and copy the video." Manager Pan's voice has gradually become more confident compared to the confusion he had just had in front of the boss.

"Pingping, come back to the office with me."

After giving the order, we each left the monitoring room. As we left, the big security guard stood up again and saluted us again.

"Goodbye, Manager Pan!"

I went back to the warehouse again and asked Manager Lin to borrow a mobile hard drive. I copied the video and then returned to the office.

When I returned to the office, I saw Pingping sorting out documents. Manager Pan had asked Pingping to go to the Human Resources Department to get a list of people who had left in recent times.

I copied the video from the hard drive to Manager Pan's computer. After copying, I took a look at the list in Manager Pan's hand.

There were a few people inside who caught our attention.

In the middle of last month, three security guards from the security department were fired for drinking and fighting with villagers in a small restaurant in a village near the unit.

"It must be them." Manager Pan said excitedly, shaking the papers in his hands vigorously, making a crackling sound.

Just at this moment, the office door opened, the light in the room dimmed, and several people came in.

It’s the boss, the secretary, Captain Wu, and General Manager Liu.

Mr. Liu suddenly appeared mysteriously. It seemed that Mr. Liu had moved his duty station from the water town back to the unit.

Seeing the boss and Mr. Liu come in, Manager Pan quickly stood up and went to greet them. We followed them.

"Manager Pan, the case's solved." Without waiting for Manager Pan to settle, General Manager Liu looked at him with his signature smirk, his eyes narrowed to slits. He looked nothing like the typical Shandong native—tall, bold, and imposing. On the contrary, he resembled Manager Pan, very refined, with a slender build and a refined demeanor.

Although Mr. Liu spoke with a smile, for some reason, there was a hint of provocation in his tone.

"Has the thief been caught?" Manager Pan subconsciously tightened the list in his hand, then looked at General Manager Liu and asked.

"Yes, they were caught. It was stolen by several security guards from your Administrative Security Department." Mr. Liu deliberately emphasized the words "Administrative Security Department".

It was indeed them, just as we guessed.

I later learned that after the three security guards stole the materials in the middle of the night, because they were too heavy, they waited until around 5 a.m. and went to the village to call a craftsman who usually drove a large tricycle to transport goods.

The three men carried the goods into the carriage and sat in it as well. They asked the driver to drive towards the city. However, not long after they drove out, they encountered a joint defense patrol. The driver was very smart. After encountering the patrol, he stopped the car, got out and ran away to a small road. When the patrol came, the three stupid thieves were still sitting happily in the back carriage.

The three were taken to the police station. Supervisor Lin had reported the case that morning and had a statement taken. After the statement was brought back and compared with the stolen goods seized from the tricycle, it matched perfectly. The police then called General Manager Liu to say the case had been solved. They called General Manager Liu because he was the primary person responsible for public security at the unit.

Manager Pan did not reply, but slowly crumpled the paper in his hand into a ball.

At this time the boss spoke:

"Manager Pan, please go to the police station and get the materials back. Mr. Liu, do we need to pay any fees?" The boss turned to ask Mr. Liu.

"Yes, you also have to pay an appraisal fee." Mr. Liu replied.

"Also, what happened to the two surveillance cameras in the office building that malfunctioned yesterday?" the boss changed the subject.

As the investigation came to an end, the issue of surveillance failure was brought to the surface again.

None of us expected that the boss would find out about the two surveillance cameras malfunctioning so quickly.

Faced with the boss's questioning, Manager Pan's Sherlock Holmes-like confidence suddenly disappeared.

Manager Pan turned his gaze to Pingping again. After all, she was on duty yesterday.

Seeing Manager Pan's gaze turn to Pingping, the boss also looked over and asked:

"Were you on duty yesterday?" He then turned to Manager Pan and asked, "What was her name?"

"Her name is Ai Pingping." Manager Pan replied. Judging from his expression, he must be praying in his heart that Pingping would not say the wrong thing.

"Did you notice anything while you were on duty yesterday?" The boss raised his eyebrows and asked Pingping.

"Yesterday, yesterday, there was nothing special." Pingping didn't dare to look directly at the boss and answered in a low voice.

"What kind of shift are you on? Even when I wasn't here, I knew he came to the office building yesterday at noon!"

The boss's voice suddenly became louder, and he pointed at me and spoke sternly.

Probably because he couldn't pronounce my name, the boss had to use the third person "he" instead.

In just a few words, the blame for the surveillance failure was suddenly pointed at me, and I suddenly shuddered.

The security guard at the door knew that I went to the office yesterday. I’m not sure if anyone saw me along the way. The office building is quite far from the living area, so generally no one would see it. And then there was Pingping.

It's not even 10 o'clock yet. The security guard should not be at work today. I didn't see him when I entered the door. Pingping has been with me all morning.

In just one morning, the boss knew everything about yesterday's situation without relying on the two witnesses. It seems that the people around the boss did a great job of intelligence work, even excellent.

Of course, at first glance, the boss's words seemed to point the finger of blame at me for the surveillance failure, but it could also be that Pingping's seemingly irresponsible attitude on duty irritated him. Or perhaps he was just using me to reiterate a point to Mr. Liu and Manager Pan:

"I know everything you did."

But no matter what, since I was mentioned, I couldn't keep silent.

“I came to the office yesterday to pick up the phone charger I forgot to bring,” I explained.

"Yes, Xu Bin came to get the charger. I was in the office at the time."

Pingping also said that perhaps the previous reply did not satisfy the boss. Seeing my explanation, Pingping felt that she also needed to follow up with an explanation.

When the boss heard my explanation, he habitually waved his right hand impatiently:

"Don't explain to me now, I won't listen!"
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Chapter 6 Proving My Innocence
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Manager Pan saw the boss's reaction, patted me on the back, signaled me not to speak anymore, then stepped forward and said:

"Boss, I will get to the bottom of this matter."

"Don't worry about this matter, Executive Liu. Please get to the bottom of this matter immediately!"

The boss ignored Manager Pan's suggestion. The meaning of the boss's words was very clear. The problem of the monitoring failure lay with the administrative department, and it was naturally against the rules for them to investigate themselves.

The boss turned to Mr. Liu and said.

The identity of the detective has been passed around among several people, and now it is Mr. Liu's turn.

Mr. Liu smiled charmingly again: "Okay, okay."

After the person in charge of the surveillance failure investigation was confirmed, the boss's expression eased slightly.

He looked at Manager Pan and continued:

"Manager Pan, I spent so much money to hire you so that you can help me manage the company. Just feel free to do so. Remember, the Administration Department is directly managed by my boss, and you are responsible to him, don't you understand?"

Halfway through his words, the boss's eyes turned to Mr. Liu and stayed there for a while. It was obvious that this sentence was also directed to Mr. Liu.

After a few seconds, he continued:

"You need to figure out a way to properly manage the fleet right now. I'll be checking on you anytime!"

Mr. Liu's smug look dimmed slightly after hearing what the boss said.

Manager Pan's confidence returned. He straightened his body and replied:

"Okay, boss, don't worry!"

The image of a loyal and capable minister emerged, his voice and expression were all on point, except for a big security guard-style standing at attention and saluting to respond to the boss's request.

Although it is basically true that the boss has a low level of education, but after this conversation, I can be sure that the boss's ability to make messes is absolutely first-class.

The secretary opened the door, the boss turned and walked out, Captain Wu looked towards us, I could feel an eye contact between him and Pingping, and then Captain Wu also left.

After they left, Mr. Liu said to us:

"You two come to my office."

It seemed that Mr. Liu immediately entered the role of detective, but as soon as he finished speaking, he seemed to think of something else, subconsciously swung his right hand down, and then said:

"Well, Xiao Xu, you go first."

Manager Pan naturally heard what Mr. Liu said. Before I could move, Manager Pan interrupted me:

"Xiao Xu, wait a minute, give me your car keys."

I was stunned for a moment, but then I understood. Manager Pan still had to go to the police station to deal with the aftermath of the theft. Without the company car, he couldn't go.

The only option is to borrow my car.

After Manager Pan finished speaking, he walked into his office naturally without waiting for me to take out the key.

I said "oh", looked at Mr. Liu, and followed him in.

Manager Pan’s request was reasonable. Although it was a bit inappropriate to go straight in, Mr. Liu naturally couldn’t say anything in front of us, so he had to pull a chair nearby and sit down and wait.

Manager Pan went to his office at the back, and after I walked in, he gestured for me to close the door.

I closed the door and turned around. Manager Pan said to me:

"Xiao Xu, I believe you. Mr. Liu won't do anything to you. You can speak for yourself. Just be careful and don't let him catch you."

After he said this, his hand naturally reached out, and I took out the car keys and handed them to him.

Regardless of whether his words were polite or sincere, the logic was correct.

After giving him the key, I walked out.

Mr. Liu saw me coming out, opened the door and walked out.

I followed behind Mr. Liu. He walked briskly with his hands in his pockets, humming a little tune. Occasionally, when he met employees, he would greet them with a smile. I was not nervous, but I felt a little inexplicably uneasy in my heart.

Mr. Liu's office was at the other end of the clubhouse, which was fan-shaped. We were on one end, and he was on the other. It wasn't very large, but it was very tidy, thanks to the cleaning lady. There was a large brown wooden desk, and behind it were two imitation mahogany cabinets filled with books. These were all brought by Mr. Liu. He had previously worked in a government agency, and reading was a habit of his. In front of the desk were two brown leather sofas for meetings and a clear glass coffee table.

After entering the room, he walked straight to his office chair and sat down, then began to rummage through several drawers, looking for tea leaves to make tea for himself. I stood in front of his desk and waited quietly for him to finish making tea.

After about 2 minutes, he finished the process of finding tea leaves, washing teacups, and making tea. He seemed very absorbed in the process and seemed to have forgotten that he had asked me to come to his office for questioning.

Looking at the tea in the cup, it was a light green, very pure. It was probably the famous Anji white tea given to him by someone. He took a sip from the cup with an expression of enjoyment, then seemed to realize my presence again, and said to me with sudden enlightenment:

"Sit down, sit down. You're welcome. Xiao Xu, what would you like to drink?"

He waved a packet of instant Nescafe coffee on the table at me.

"No, I'm not thirsty."

The general manager's sudden courtesy to me was a bit hard for me to adapt to.

"Then get yourself some water. There's a water dispenser behind you." As he said that, he handed me a disposable cup.

I took the cup, then stood up and poured a glass of cold water and placed it on the coffee table in front of me.

Seeing me sit down, Mr. Liu continued to say to me:

"Xiao Xu, don't look down on me as your boss. Actually, you and I are just employees, just with different divisions of labor within the company. And we're both men, so it's easier for us to talk. Men, when they have something to say, they should be brave enough to speak their mind, and when there is something wrong, they should be brave enough to take responsibility. Don't you agree?"

Mr. Liu is worthy of being a person who used to work in the government. His speaking skills are very high. He first lowered his status to narrow the distance between us, and then used the gender argument to immediately elevate the level of our conversation to an extremely high level.

The rhetorical question at the end is particularly special. Although it is a question, you don't have any chance to refute it.

It’s high, really high!

Mr. Liu has said this, what else can I say?

I can't deny him and prove that I'm not a man, right?

I had no choice but to nod and reply, "Yeah."

After I finished replying this sentence, I suddenly felt a little thirsty.

It seems that Mr. Liu is still foresighted. This is probably an experience he summed up after talking to people frequently.

So I picked up the cup and took a sip.

Mr. Liu saw that I was beginning to get into his rhythm and continued to say to me:

"Today, let's not embarrass each other. Just tell me everything that happened yesterday. Don't worry, we've been together for a long time, and I always deal with things based on the facts, not the people. Isn't that right?"

Rhetorical questions are Mr. Liu's catchphrase, and it's also his secret to always having the upper hand in conversations. Mr. Liu's words sounded very nice, but I clearly remember that the HR department had hired two drivers for him before, and he turned them down after only a few days of driving.

The reason he complained to the Human Resources Department was: the first driver was complained because he was a gossiper and liked to spread gossip. This was understandable, as the boss's driver should be more careful with his words. However, as for what the driver spread specifically, no one knew.

The second one was when Mr. Liu was out for a social event. The host who was meeting Mr. Liu saw the driver and casually said, "Your driver looks really fierce. If you don't know him, you might think he's your bodyguard." With just this one sentence, he believed that this driver seriously affected the company's image.

After these two complaints, both of which were directed at the driver, the two drivers only worked for a total of two weeks. Later, the HR department simply decided not to hire them, and Mr. Liu was happy to drive himself.

Damn, you are telling me now that I am not talking about the person but the matter?

Although the sentence "Don't make things difficult for anyone else" only has six words, two of which are the same word, it has a profound meaning.

My interpretation is: If I don't make things difficult for him, he may not make things difficult for me. If I make things difficult for him, he will definitely make things difficult for me.

Thinking of this, I suddenly felt even thirstier.

So I picked up the cup and took another big sip. When Mr. Liu saw my reaction, he squinted his eyes and took a deep sip of tea as well.

"Mr. Liu, I came here yesterday just to get the charger. Pingping was there when I got it. I left after I got it. It's that simple."

I looked into Mr. Liu's eyes and answered calmly.

"How could it be such a coincidence that the surveillance cameras just happened to malfunction during your visit, and the two cameras in the office building happened to be out of order?"

When Mr. Liu heard my answer, he asked without hesitation.

This is naturally a questioning technique, using coincidence to forcibly connect two things that have no connection.

If you reply: "I don't know, who knew it would be such a coincidence."

Then after you finish answering, you will quickly realize how weak and powerless such an answer is.

Of course I can't answer like that, but I also can't just tell you about the scene I saw in Pingping's office before I took the charger. Who knows what kind of trouble that would cause if I told you?

I simply changed my thinking and didn't fall into the rhythm that Mr. Liu coincidentally mentioned.

"Mr. Liu, I think we should contact the surveillance company to determine the cause of the malfunction. We can also call the big guy from the surveillance room yesterday to investigate."

I didn't answer according to his line of thought, which was obviously a bit beyond his expectation. Although my words made sense, they seemed to be more likely to be spoken by Mr. Liu.

"I have already arranged people to do all those things you mentioned. I think you came to the company yesterday not just for the charger." Regardless of whether Mr. Liu really arranged these things, he just followed my words and put the topic aside for the time being, and returned to the rhythm of the coincidence just now.

Damn it!

And I didn’t quite understand what Mr. Liu meant by his later words. He was obviously hinting at me to follow his line of thought.

His idea is that I come to the company not for the charger, so why?

The theft case has been solved and there is no need to mention it again. The only people at the company who had contact with me yesterday were the old security guard at the door and Pingping.

Could it be that he meant that I came to the company for Pingping, that is, he thought there was a relationship between Pingping and me, and that I came here yesterday to see Pingping, which caused the surveillance failure, because I was one of the only two people in the club who knew the surveillance management account, and the other one was Manager Pan.
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His idea seemed to make sense, even though personal issues between employees did not involve work. But this was not the truth at all.

So I asked back with displeasure: "Mr. Liu, what do you mean?"

"Xiao Xu, I'm not trying to pry into your privacy, and I don't have the authority to do so. It's just that based on the current situation, you seem to have the strongest motive. Of course, if it were really you who did it, I would explain it to the boss. Actually, the boss's demands aren't high. He just doesn't want you to do something behind his back without him knowing. Besides, it's natural for a man to pursue a woman."

Mr. Liu is very smart and naturally understood what I was thinking, so he explained it again in a patient and persuasive manner. His last sentence probably echoed what he said at the beginning: "Men are easy to talk to each other."

The reason he was so eager to settle this matter was naturally because his boss put pressure on him.

"Mr. Liu, I'm not trying to embarrass you. What happened to me yesterday is what I told you before. I don't have anything else to say."

Actually, I would like to add one more sentence, "You can doubt me, but you can't insult Ai Pingping."

But thinking about it, it felt awkward to say it out loud, so I swallowed it back.

At this point in the conversation, we had reached a dead end. Mr. Liu also realized this. He continued to drink tea and said to me:

"Xiao Xu, since you insist on saying that, then you should go out first and ask Ai Pingping to come over."

I got up and left.

When I returned to the office, Pingping saw me come in and stood up and walked towards me.

"You're back so soon?"

Pingping looked at me and asked, and I noticed that her left hand was gently touching the thumb of her right hand, pinching it a little unnaturally.

"Well, it's nothing. I'm just telling the truth." I replied.

"Then, what did you say?" Pingping opened her eyes wide and continued to ask.

"I said I came to the office just to get the charger, and you were on duty in the office when I got it. I didn't say anything else."

"Oh, oh." Pingping hummed twice to herself, nodded unconsciously, then raised her head and said:

"Then I'll go over."

I smiled at her and she opened the door and walked out.

Because of the surveillance failure, I am not sure whether Pingping knows that I was the one who knocked over the vase in the office yesterday.

However, there is a problem now. Whether she knows it or not, the surveillance is directly managed by the Security Department, and the failure incident is undoubtedly related to Captain Wu. So at present, Pingping is definitely inclined to Captain Wu's side. If we want Captain Wu to get away with it, then the best way is to let me take the blame. Therefore, Pingping's statement becomes particularly important. As long as there is a hint of doubt in her answer, then Mr. Liu will be more convinced that it is me.

However, it was not so easy for Pingping to directly guide me. The answer set by Mr. Liu was that I did come to see Pingping yesterday. In order to avoid suspicion, I turned off the surveillance, which caused the "May 1st surveillance failure incident."

However, if Pingping agrees with this statement, it will probably not do her any good.

So what would she say? Make up some lie?

I sat in my chair, and suddenly everything that was happening seemed ridiculous. I shook my head, took out a Liquan cigarette, walked to the window, opened it, and lit a cigarette.

Looking out the window, about 200 meters away is the employee living area. Dormitories, a cafeteria, a canteen, a basketball court, and so on are all there. There is also a back door for entry and exit. On the basketball court, a few male employees are playing basketball, somewhat clumsily.

After watching for a while and almost finishing a cigarette, the office door opened and Pingping came back.

She came back much earlier than I expected, and I thought Mr. Liu would talk to her for a while.

She looked much more relaxed than before she left. She closed the door and came in. Seeing the cigarette butt in my hand, she smiled and said:

"What? Are you nervous?"

"No, how could that be? It's just a little boring." I replied a little embarrassedly.

After saying that, I quickly walked back to my desk and put out the cigarette butt in the ashtray.

She didn't go back to her office. She stepped on the high heels slowly for a few times, then sat down leisurely on the seat next to me. Then she crossed her legs.

Her black skirt today was not very short, with the hem reaching her knees, but after she crossed her legs, the hem was pulled above her knees, revealing a section of her white thighs. My eyes were involuntarily attracted to it.

After looking at it for about 10 seconds, I realized that my eyesight was a little off.

I took my eyes off Pingping's legs and sat back in my seat.

I wanted to ask something, but when the words came to my lips I didn't know how to start.

The silence lasted for about a minute, and I was the first to break it.

I asked Pingping:

"Why are you back so soon?"

The subtext of this sentence is: Ai Pingping, it is unlikely that you will come back so soon.

"You're pretty quick too, aren't you? It's nothing."

Ai Pingping was still smiling and used what I said.

"Then what did you say?" I continued to ask, and after asking I realized that I had repeated the conversation, but the characters were reversed.

"Just as you said."

After saying this, Ai Pingping stood up, pulled her skirt, and walked inside.

When Ai Pingping returned to her office, I was still thinking about her words, "Just like what I said?"

That means she didn't reveal any other information to Mr. Liu. So, although my suspicions are still there, at least no new ones arise, which is good news.

After a while, Manager Pan also came back. It was obvious that it was very hot outside. His face was flushed and beads of sweat were oozing from his forehead.

The first thing he said when he entered the door was:

"These guys are such a rip-off."

These people? Considering that Manager Pan had just returned from the police station, could they be referring to the three fired security guards who stole things?

"What's wrong? Have they caused any other trouble?" I said.

"It's not them, it's the police station." He returned the car keys to me and waved at me as he walked away:

"Xiao Xu, come in, come in."

I followed him, walked through Pingping's office, and went straight to Manager Pan's office. After he sat down, I sat down in the meeting chair opposite him.

He handed me the teacup on the table and said:

"Xiao Xu, pour me a glass of water first. I'm so thirsty. I want it cold."

I took the teacup, filled it with cold water and handed it to him

After taking a big sip, Manager Pan told me the general situation.

When Manager Lin reported the loss, he must have received instructions from his boss to inflate the value of the lost materials. The warehouse's property was insured, and as long as the police station filed a case and issued a certificate, he could file a claim with the insurance company. However, the case was solved so quickly that the items were recovered before the claim could even be settled. It seemed like the matter was simple: the quantity and type of lost items matched up, and all he had to do was go to the police station and claim them.

However, because the amount reported by Supervisor Lin was substantial, the police station, accustomed to unsolved petty thefts, suddenly encountered a solved theft case, especially one with a large sum reported by the owner. Everyone in the station took the case with renewed urgency, treating it as a major case. When Manager Pan went to handle the transfer, the police were very accommodating. The procedures were complex, including a "stolen property appraisal fee." This fee was substantial.

If he hadn't been caught, the insurance company would have paid the compensation. If Director Lin hadn't overreported, the so-called appraisal fee wouldn't have been so high.

But all of this is hypothetical. The current situation is that it is rare for the police station to encounter cases involving such a large amount of money.

If they don't pay the fee for identifying the stolen goods, it probably won't be worthy of their attention to this case.

From the company's perspective, it would be best to get the lost property back with little or no money. So how do we do that?

For example, Manager Pan went there again and explained to the police:

I'm sorry, police officer, our warehouse made a mistake in calculation and overestimated the value. How about we recalculate it?

The police usually respond like this: "Are you kidding me?", and Director Lin may have committed fraud and obstructed public service.

The police station was excited about solving a major case, but suddenly wanted to lower the standard of the case. This was obviously inconsistent with the rigorous working style of the police. Obviously, this approach would not work.

If you cannot change the value of the case, you can still try to find connections.

Mr. Liu did know the police station chief, but that was just an acquaintance. After all, Mr. Liu was new and from out of town, so it was unclear how long he would stay at the company. It wasn't like he had a close relationship with the police station chief. Furthermore, Manager Pan certainly wouldn't go to Mr. Liu for help.

Manager Pan had just arrived and had not been around much, so he only knew the police officers in charge of the area.

Of course, the boss definitely has connections in this area, but if he uses them for this matter, while he gets the items back, he'll owe a favor and ruin his relationship with the police station. Furthermore, our company's relationship with the police station has always been strained. He shouldn't do this unless absolutely necessary.

It seems that we still have to rely on personal connections, but we have to use a different channel.
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The father of my sworn brother is the deputy director of this police station. He is in his 50s and his surname is Zhang. He has been working here when I was in junior high school. The old director retired last year. Originally, he had the best hope of being promoted and he was full of confidence, but in the end, a young man in his 30s was transferred from outside to be the director.

But I heard from my brother that this young man is also here to gild his reputation and will not stay for long. The young director naturally understands the situation in the institute very well, so the specific matters are basically handed over to Deputy Director Zhang to take care of, and the director himself spends more time running up.

In this way, everything is peaceful.

Deputy Director Zhang has a generous and cheerful personality and is familiar with me. Given my relationship with his son, I am very confident that I can find him to help with this matter.

Thinking of this, I said:

"Manager Pan, Deputy Director Zhang from that institute has a son who is a good friend of mine and I know him. Why don't we look for him?"

"Is he fat?" Manager Pan asked with a little surprise. It seemed that he had met him when he went there.

"Yes. Fat and rosy-cheeked." I confirmed.

"Why didn't you say so earlier? I was disappointed this morning." After getting my affirmative answer, Manager Pan smiled and scolded me.

"You didn't ask me." I replied.

"Look, I told the boss that we should hire some local people. Local people are easier to get things done."

Manager Pan's confidence returned, and he instantly felt that his decision to admit me was a wise one. He completely forgot that he was from Hangzhou.

"Shall we go again this afternoon?" Manager Pan leaned forward and asked.

Manager Pan has been in Hangzhou for a long time, and his previous employer was a large enterprise, so he tends to be more direct in his approach, but it is obviously not appropriate to go directly to the office to find him.

"It's not a good idea to go directly to the office. There are too many people and too many eyes. It's better to go to his house at night. I am familiar with his home." I tactfully expressed my suggestion.

"Okay, I'll listen to you." This time, Manager Pan didn't hesitate at all.

"Manager Pan, he likes to smoke some cigarettes right now. Let's bring two packs of cigarettes over."

Since he was working, he couldn't be short of food. Deputy Director Zhang used to enjoy a drink, but his liver wasn't doing well, and the inspections were stricter, so he'd been drinking less. But he couldn't quit smoking.

I just stated my request directly.

"Okay, I'll write you a note and you can go to the warehouse to get two packs of hard Zhonghua cigarettes." Manager Pan agreed readily.

Now that everything was arranged, Manager Pan felt relieved.

He said to me:

"Xiao Xu, once this is done, we'll start managing the fleet. The boss takes this very seriously, so you need to put in more effort."

It's rare that Manager Pan would use the word "we". Originally, he was him and I was me, but obviously, there have been some subtle changes in my status in his heart.

However, Manager Pan's words were just enough to make the point, and of course I understood what he meant.

But right now, the most important thing for me is to quickly clear myself of the suspicion of surveillance failure.

I walked out of Manager Pan's office. Pingping was looking at Taobao on the computer. She seemed to be in a good mood. When she saw me come out, she turned around and asked:

"Are you going back later?"

It's almost lunchtime now. I have to go to the warehouse to get cigarettes this afternoon, and I'm not sure if Mr. Liu will be looking for me again. After get off work, I have to go to Deputy Director Zhang's house with Manager Pan.

"No, I have something to do in the afternoon," I replied.

I figured Pingping probably had nothing else to do here, so I decided to take a bus out. Today was the second day of Labor Day, so she should have been resting. Plus, there was a large shopping mall opening downtown, which was quite attractive to women.

"Well, I don't have anything to do this afternoon anyway." She smiled at me and then said, "What does Manager Pan want to talk to you about?"

In the past, when I came out of Manager Pan’s room, she never asked me anything. Most of the time, she looked busy and didn’t seem to notice my coming and going.

"Oh, something about yesterday's theft."

"Then where are you going to eat?" Pingping asked.

"Let's go to the cafeteria."

After I answered, I remembered that Pingping almost never went to the cafeteria before, and basically ate in the office. Every time it was time for dinner, she would go to the front desk. When she came back from the front desk, she would have a Lock&Lock box in her hand, filled with hot meals. The dishes were all very good. After eating, she would put the Lock&Lock box directly back to the front desk without washing it.

I didn't find it strange before, but now I think that Captain Wu probably asked his security guards to heat up the meals in the cafeteria every day and then send them up. Moreover, these dishes are obviously specially prepared because you can tell from the looks of it that they are not cooked in the big pot in the cafeteria.

"Then I'll go with you." Pingping closed Taobao, raised her head, stared into my eyes and said.

"Okay, then you call Manager Pan." I replied.

Of course I wouldn't refuse a beautiful woman to have dinner with me, even if it's just in the cafeteria.

Pingping called Manager Pan, and the three of us walked to the cafeteria together.

The unit's canteen does not adopt a contracting system, so the kitchen is staffed by the unit's own employees. The current head chef came to the unit with General Manager Liu and brought an assistant with him, while the other chefs were hired on their own.
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