
Chapter1

AtRiverdalePublicHospital.“Excuseme,makeway!”PhilipClarkewascarryinganunconsciouslittlegirl

asherushedintothehospital,yellingmadly,“Doctor!Doctor!Quick,savemylittlegirl!”Thenursesand

doctorwhohadrushedoutquicklytookthechildfromPhilip’sarms,andenteredtheemergencyroom.

“Oh,youcan’tgoin!”Anurseinanazure-coloreduniformwithafacemaskstoppedPhilipfrom

enteringintotheemergencyroom.Justthen,therapidsoundsofhighheelsclickingagainsttheceramic

tilescouldbeheardfromtheback,squeezinghisheartwitheveryclick.“PhilipClarke!”roareda

woman’svoice.‘Slap!’AcrispslapcameinfirmcontactwithPhilip’scheek.Beforehim,stoodWynn

Johnstonwithanenragedexpressionastearspooledinherbeautifuleyes.“Ifanythinghappenstomy

daughter,Iwillneverforgiveyou!”

Hertonewascoldandlacedwithfullfury.Thisscenefrightenedquiteafewpatientsandtheirfamily

membersinthehospital.

Philiphunghisheadlowinshamewithoutattemptinganyexplanation.“Hmph!”Wynnsnortedcoldly.

The

dissatisfactionandcontemptinhereyeswerevisible.Philipstoodasidewithhisheaddowninsilence

likeakidwhowascaughtmisbehaving.Hestoleafewglancesatthewomanstandingafewmeters

awayfromhim,thewomanheusedtocallhiswife.Thewomanwithwhomhehadalreadysignedthe

divorcepaperscouldofficiallybeseparatedfromhimatanytime.WynnJohnstonwasgorgeous.Her

featuresweredefined,

herfiguretallandslim.Shewaswell-manneredandeducated,oncetheprettiestgirlintheiruniversity.

ShehadunexpectedlyfalleninlovewithPhilip,abruptlygottenmarried,andgivenbirthtohisdaughter,

MilaClarke.However,lifeaftermarriagewasnotasideal.Philip’scareerdidnotgowell,andhis

businessendedupfailing.Hisdaughterevenhadcongenitalheartdisease,whichdrainedalloftheir

savings,andnowhehadtomakealivingbydoingfooddeliveryservices.Ontheotherhand,Wynnwas

adeputygeneralmanagerofamarketingdepartmentinapublic-listedcompany.Oneofherparents

wasasectionchief,theotheraretiredteacher.ItwassafetosaythatPhilipdidnothavemuchstatusin

theJohnstonfamily,andforthepasttwoyears,hewasalmostnon-existent.

AndbecauseofPhilip,Wynnhadfallenoutwithherfamilythatherparentswerenotwillingtoprovide

themanysupport.Boththeeldershadtoldthemsolemnlythattheywouldassistintheir

granddaughter’streatmentfundsonlyifPhilipandWynndivorced.Afterthedivorce,thechildwould

belongtotheJohnstonfamily.Thismatterhaddraggedonforayear.Theemergencyroom’sdoorwas

pushedopen,andPhilipsawhisdaughterbeingpushedout.Hewantedtorushover,butWynnhad

alreadygottentherefirst.Hestoppedinhistracksandwatchedhisadorablelittlegirlfromafar.Little

Milawaswearingarespirator,butherbigeyeswerebrightlikeobsidiangems.

Shereachedoutwithhertinypalehandandmumbled,“Papa

…”Philipwentovertoholdhisdaughter’scoldhandwhilegentlybrushingawaythewispsofhairfrom



herforehead,

smilingashesaid,“Papa’shere.”“Mama,pleasedon’tfightwithPapa.It’sMila’sfault;IwantedPapato

takemetotheamusementpark.”LittleMila,whowasonlythree-years-old,wasspeakingfeeblyforher

father.Wynnsmiledandanswered,“Okay,MamawilllistentoyouandnotarguewithPapa.“Philip

Clarke,paythehospitalizationfee.”AcoldvoiceinterruptedPhilip’sconversationwithhisdaughter.

PhilipglancedatWynn,butsheonlyshothimanicyglarebeforeaccompanyingtheirdaughterintothe

ward.Uponreachingtheinpatientpaymentdepartment,Philiptookouthisdebitcard.

“I’msorry,butyourcardhasdeclined,”saidthenursecoldlyassheswepthimalook.Oh,it’sPhilip

Clarke,shethought.

Thepennilessmanwhokeepsgettinghiswifetofootthemedicalbills.Hecouldhaveaskedforhelp

fromhisparents-in-law,buthehasn’t.Whatanegoisticman,rubbish!“It’sdeclined?”Philipwas

exasperated.Hegrimacedandhumbledhimself,bowingslightlytoask,“Nurse,canyougivemeafew

days?”Thenurseshothimacoldlookwithmockeryinhereyesandreplied,“Ifyoudon’thaveany

money,askyourwife!

Afterall,you’rejustakeptman.”“You!”Philip’sexpressiondarkened.Thenursemerelycrossedher

armsandscoffed.“Youhaveuntiltomorrow.Ifyoucan’tpayup,thenproceedwithdischarge.”After

that,sheturnedaroundtoignorehim.Sayinganotherwordtohimmadeherfeeldisgusted.Howcould

shebullysomeonejustbecausethey’repoor?Philipclenchedhisfiststightlyinafury,feelingbitter.The

momentheturnedaround,hesawWynnstandingbehindhim

radiatingacoldaura,hatredwasapparentinherfrostyexpression.“Wynnie,don’tworry,I’llgoand

gathersomefundsnow.”Philipforcedasmile.However,boththeirsavingswerealreadydriedup.Tears

poureddownfromWynn’seyesasherhandsballedintofists.“PhilipClarke,ifyou’restillaman,goand

begmyparents!”“I…”Philipfroze.Hiswordswerestuckinhisthroat.“Hah!”Wynnscoffedasshe

wipedhertears.“Iknewit.Youneverchange.IsyourpridemoreimportantthanMila?”Shehadseen

throughtohisthoughts.

Wynnthenturnedaroundwithherbackfacinghim.Philipletoutahelplesssighandthenreceiveda

notificationaboutadeliveryonhisphone.Herushedtotheward,hadaquickchatwithhisdaughter

beforeleaving.Beforeheleft,Wynnremindedhim,“PhilipClarke,it’smyfather’sbirthdaythisweekend.

Ifyoudon’twanttodivorce,thengoandbegmyparents.”Shelefthimwithnochoice.Philipknewthat

thiswasthelastshredofWynn’spatienceforhim.Justashewasabouttoleavethehospital,an

arrogantmalevoicecalledouttohim,“Wow,isn

’tthisPhilipClarke?Whereareyourushingoffto?”Philiplookeduptoseeahandsomemanstandingin

frontofhim.ThemanwaswearingafullsuitwithafruitbasketandaPeppaPigdollinhishand.“Juan

Parker!Whyareyouhere?”Philip’sfaceimmediatelydarkened.JuanParkerwashisbestbuddyat

university.ButeversincePhilipandWynngotmarried,theybecameenemiesbecauseJuan,too,wasin

lovewithWynn.“Iaskedhimtocome.”WynnsuddenlyappearedandwalkedpastPhilip.Withan

apologeticsmile,shesaidtoJuan,“Brother



Juan,I’msosorrytotroubleyouagain.”UponseeingWynn,themockingexpressiononJuan’sface

turnedintoageneroussmileashesaid,“It’sokay,I’mMila’suncleafterall.ThisisforMila.I’llgoand

paythebillsnow.”JuanthenshotPhilipasmuglookwithapparentdisdaininhiseyes.Theknuckleson

Philip’sfiststurnedwhite.HeaskedWynncoldly,

“Whydidyouloanmoneyfromhim?”“Doyouhaveany?OrdoyouwantMilatobekickedoutofthe

hospitaltomorrow?”

WynnglaredicilyatPhilipbeforeturningawaytofollowafterJuan,chatteringhappilywithhimasthey

went.Philip’seyeswereabouttopopfromtheirsocketsoutofangeratthisscene.

Hefelthisegobeingdealtaheavyblow.Money,money,money!It’sallaboutmoneywiththem!Philip

stoodattheentranceofthehospitalforthelongesttimebeforeheavingasigh.Helookedupattheblue

skyandthendugouthiscellphonetomakeacall.“Howie,whereareyou?Let’smeetup.”Insidea

rentedhouse,PhilipandHowardLowesatacrosseachother.Howardwasaslightlytannedandskinny

man.HehandedadebitcardtoPhilipandsaid,“There’ssixtythousandhere.Takeitfornow.”Philip’s

handwastremblingashetookthecard.“Howie,thankyou.Thankyou!”“What

’stheretothank?We’rebrothers,afterall.”Howardlaughed.“Iobject!”Therewasaloudbang,andthe

dooroftherentedhousewassuddenlypushedopen.Atallwomanrushedinfuriously.“HowardLowe,

that’sthebridepriceyouweresupposedtogivemyfamily.Whyareyougivingittohim?

”ThiswomanwasHoward’sgirlfriend,RubyFord.Herlooks

wereasevenoutoften,andshehadaproudpersonality.Shewasabitofasnob.“Ruru,Milahasbeen

hospitalized,soI’monlylendingthistoPhilipforanemergency.”HowardwentovertopullatRuby’s

armasheexplained.RubyswunghishandawayandsneeredatPhilip.“Hah!Philip,howmanytimes

haveyouborrowedmoneyfromourHowardnow?Ifyou’regoingtobeshameless,whyshouldIindulge

you?”“Ruby!”

Howard’svoicedeepenedashetuggedhersleeve.Rubywouldnotbackdown.ShepointedatHoward’s

noseandblamedhim.“Mr.Lowe,ifyou’regoingtoloanhimthemoney,I’mbreakingupwithyou!You

canforgetaboutourwedding!”Seeingastheywereabouttogetintoafight,Philipputthecarddown

ontothetable,stoodup,andnoddedapologetically.“I’msorry.Uhm…Howie,I’llseeyouguysatyour

weddingceremonythen.I’lltakemyleavenow.”“

Goodbye!”Rubysaidcoldly.WithoutwaitingforHowardtochaseafterhim,Philiphadalreadyrunoutof

therentedhouse.

Assoonasthedoorclosedbehindhim,RubyandHoward’sarguingvoicessoundedbehindthedoor.

Philipsquatteddownwithhisphoneinonehandandacigaretteinanother,lostinthoughtsalongthe

streets.Beingpoorisasin,andyoureallycan’tmoveforwardwithoutmoney.Aftermakinguphismind,

Philipfinallycalledanumberhehadnotdialedinsevenyears.

Thecallsoongotthrough.“Hello,YoungMaster?YoungMaster,isthatyou?You’vefinallycalledme.”



Thevoiceontheotherendsoundedthrilled.Therewerehintsofageandevensniffles.Philipsighed

helplesslyandsaid,“George,Ineed

money.Canyoutransfermeahundredthousand?”“Oh,YoungMaster,pleasedon’tsaythat.Iwould

eventransferyouabillionifyouwanted.”Theoldermanonthephonewasstillexcited,butsoon,he

soundedtroubled.“ButYoungMaster,accordingtoyouragreementwiththemaster,ifyouwanttouse

thefinancesandconnectionsofthefamily,you’dhavetocomebackandinheritthefamilybusiness.

Couldyoucomeovertothecompany,andwe’lldiscussthis?”Philippondereditforamomentbefore

answering,“Alright,I’llmakeatripover.”“Great!YoungMaster,I’llsendsomeonetopickyouup!”Old

Georgesaidenthusiastically.“That’sokay,Icangoovermyself.”Philipsaidbeforeasking,“Ohyes,

whichcompany?”“ApexGroup.I’llbewaitingforyouatthedirector’soffice,”saidGeorge.After

hangingup,Philipstaredatthestreamofpeoplepassingbyinfrontofhim.Okay,I’llbefrankandsay

thatI,Philip,ambornwithasilverspoon!Myfamilyhasassetsworldwide,andmyfamilyownsseventy

percentofthebusinessesintheworld.I’vebeentryingtoavoidtheinheritancethesepastsevenyears,

soIranaway,hopingthatIcouldexperienceanormallife.Buttoday,realityhasforcedmeto

compromise.IfIdon’tworkhardenough,don’thaveanymoney,Iwouldhavetogobackandinherit

thatmassivefortune.PhilipsoonarrivedattheApexGroupbuildinginhisscooter.Itwasatallbuilding

ofaboutthreehundredmeters.ThecompanyitselfwasrankedatnumbersevenontheFortuneGlobal

500list!Butthenagain,allthecompaniesintheFortuneGlobal500eitherbelongedtothe

Clarkefamilyorhadapieceofshareownedbythem.Uponenteringthelobby,Philipwasstoppedbya

femalevoice.“Hey,hey,hey,youthere!Whosaidyoucouldjustbargein?Getout,out!Deliverymen

aren’tallowedinside!Callandgetsomeonetocomedownstairstomeetyou!”Aprettygirlinblack

uniformblockedPhilip’spathandstartedscoldinghim.Shehadamatureappearanceandadignified

aura.“Whatareyoustaringat?Howdisgusting,yourogue!Hurryupandgetout!”

LilySimmonsshotahatefulglareatPhilip,thinkingthatshehadseenenoughdeliverymeninher

life.thinkingthatshehadseenenoughdeliverymeninherlife.thinkingthatshehadseenenough

deliverymeninherlife.

Chapter2

Philip’sexpressionchanged,frowningslightly.SeeingPhilipinhisdeliveryuniform,lookingshabby,Lily

pointedatthedoorandsaid,“Getoutnow,wedon’tallowdeliverymenhere.”

“I’mnotherefordelivery,”explainedPhilip.Lilytidiedherbangsbeforecrossingherarmsandsaidicily,

“ThisisnotthefirsttimeIhearthis.Everyonethatcomesinheresaysthey’renotdeliverymen.Please!”

“I’mnot.I’mheretoseeGeorgeThomas.”Feelingexasperated,Philipheadedinsideaftersayingthat.

“F*ck!Areyoumad?Didn’tyouhearwhatIwassaying?”Lilywasfurious.Itwasherfirsttimeseeing

suchashamelessdeliverymanwhowouldjustforcehiswayinafterbeingdeniedentry.Justthen,a

departmentmanagerseemedtohaveheardthecommotionandcameoutwithanugly



expression.“What’sgoingon?”“ManagerStuart,thisdeliverymanistryingtoforcehiswayintoour

office!”LilypointedatPhilipandthencontinuedwithmuchdisdain,“I’llgetsecuritytochasehimout

immediately!”ThemanagerfrownedandsizedPhilipupbeforesaying,“Ourcompanydoesn’tallow

deliverymeninside.Pleaseleave.”Stuartshowedmorecourtesy,buthistoneandattitudedidnot

soundfriendly.ThismanwasadepartmentmanagerofacompanylistedintheFortuneGlobal500.To

bethispolitetorubbishdeliverymenwasalreadyverykind.SeeingPhilipstillstandingthereinadaze,

Lilywasanxioustoshowherauthority,soshepointedathimagainandroared,“Didyouhearthat?Get

outnow!”Philipwasannoyed.Didsheswallowastickofdynamite,orissheonherperiod?Thisisa

companyownedbymyfamily,andyou’rejustawatchdog!Whoareyoutobarkatyourowner?Damnit!

“I’vealreadysaidthatI’mnothereforadelivery.I’mheretoseeGeorgeThomas,”Philipanswered

coldly.GeorgeThomas?Themanagerwasstunnedashestared,bewilderedatPhilipbeforesnortingout

alaugh.“You’relookingforourchairman?”“GeorgeThomas,isyourchairman?”Philipwasdumbstruck.

Wasn’tthatoldmanameresecretary?Sincewhendidhesecretlybecomechairman?

Nowonderhewasbraveenoughtowanttotalkaboutconditions.ThatmeansIcan’tbesoftwhenIsee

himlater!I,PhilipClarke,willneverinheritthefamilybusiness!I’lljusttakethemoneyandgo!Stuart

shookhisandlaughedsarcastically.

“Youdidn’tevenknowthatPresidentThomasisour

chairman,andyousayyou’relookingforhim?Doyouhaveanappointment?”“Mr.Stuart,stop

joking.Howcouldtrashlikehimgetanappointment?”Lilymockedasherlipscurvedintoasarcastic

smile.“Alright,alright.Lily,getsecuritytocomeover.”Stuartwavedimpatiently.“Understood,Mr.

Stuart,”

answeredLilyinacoquettishvoicebeforeshejoggedovertothefrontdeskandpickedupthephoneto

callthesecuritydepartment.Themanagerwasabouttoleavewhen,suddenly,anangryvoicesounded

atthefrontdesk.“GeorgeThomas,getdownhererightnow!I’mbeingheldupbyyourreceptionist.IfI

don’tseeyouinthreeminutes,I’mleaving.

”TheothertwopeoplefollowedthesourceofthevoiceandsawPhilipjusthangingupwithalazy

expressionashiseyessurveyedtheofficeenvironment.ThemockingsmileonLily’slipsgrew,andshe

reproached,“You’reevenputtingonanactnow!Youdeservetobeadeliverymanforlife!”Herhands

thenshiftedfromthephonetotakeasecretpictureofPhiliptopostonhersocialmediatimelinewith

thecaption,‘

Disgusting!Metamaddeliverymantodayandabouttogetsecuritytokickhimout…’Ononeside,

StuartfrownedasheshotLilyalook.Thelatterunderstoodimmediatelyandgavehiman‘OK’gesture.

Shecalledthesecuritydepartmentandreported,“Hello,comeovertothefrontdesktotakecareofa

pieceofhumantrash.”Afterhangingup,Lilysatbackdownandstartedtouchinguphermake-up,

ignoringPhilip.Soon,thechairmanofApexGroup,GeorgeThomas,withhissecretaryintow,came

joggingoutoftheelevatorandsawtheiryoung

masterwaitingattheloungefromafar!However,whatmadetheireyespopwasseeingthreesecurity



personnelabouttothrowtheyoungmasterout!That’sthesoleheirofthefamilybusiness!George

instantlyyelled,“Stop!”ThethreesecurityguardswerejustpushingPhilipoutwhentheyheardthe

order.

Theyturnedtoseetheirchairmanrushingoverwithanenragedexpression!Whyisthechairmanhere?

‘Thud!’Thethreemenstraightenedupandsaluted.“Goodday,Mr.President!”theygreeted.However,

GeorgedidnotnoticethemandwentstraighttowardPhilip;hisfacebloominglikeasunflower.The

momentLilynoticedthechairman,shequicklyhurriedover.

AndwhenshesawPhilipstillstandingtherelikeanidiot,herragegrew.“Mr.President!”Lilygreeted

respectfullybeforeturningtoglareatPhilipwithdisdain.“Whyareyoustillhere?

Threeofyou,throwhimoutimmediately!”Lilywasenraged.

Werethesecurityteamblind?Howcouldtheyletthistrashstandintheloungewhenthechairmanwas

here?Whatifthismadmanannoyedthechairman?George,however,shotacoldglanceatLilyand

reproached,“Whatareyoudoing?Thisistheyoungmasterofourcompany,thefuturepresident!Who

allowedyoulottobethisdisrespectful?!”Young…Youngmaster?Thisguy?Howwasthisdeliveryman

anythinglikeayoungmaster?Lilywasdumbstruck.Shesaidindignantly,“Mr.

President,areyoumistaken?Howisheourcompany’syoungmaster?”“I’mnotmistaken,”answered

Georgecoldlyasthecontemptforthiswomangrewinhisheart.Whatkindoftoneandattitudeisthis?

Isthishowyouspeaktoyour

chairman?Lilyimmediatelyrealizedhererrorandbowedinapology.“Mr.President,I’msorry,I…”The

manager,Stuart,frombeforejusthappenedtocomebackatthatmoment.Hegaveaflatteringsmile

andasked,“Mr.President,whyhaveyoucomedownhere?”Ashespoke,henoticedthatPhilipwasstill

herebutwasnotawareofthecurrentatmosphere.Hisfacewentred,andhefrowned.“Whyareyou

stillhere?Didn’tItellyouthatourcompanydoesn’tallowdeliverymeninhere?

Getout!”Soonafterhespoke,hefeltapairofcoldeyesstaringstraightathim.Ohdear,idiotswere

everywhere,buttheywereespeciallyabundanttoday.“Shutup!”Georgeexplodedfuriouslyandroared,

“Heistheyoungmasterofourcompany!

Bothofyouarefired!”Philipshookhishead,helplessly.“

Whatasinitistobesuchasnob.”“YoungMaster,thiswayplease.”Georgebowedslightlyandgestured

himtogoinside.Thisscenestartledboththemanagerandthereceptionist.YoungMaster?Washe

reallytheyoungmaster?

SeeingasPhilipwasabouttoleavewiththechairman,Stuartimmediatelyrushedovertosmile

apologeticallyandbegged,

“YoungMaster,Iwastooblindtorecognizeyouforwhoyouwere.Pleaseforgivemethistime.”Stuart

couldseehowthechairmanwassorespectfultotheyoungman.ApexGroupwasrankedseventhinthe



FortuneGlobal500,andthechairmanhimselfwasaprominentfigureworthoverbillions!Ifabigshot

likehimsaidthatthisyoungmanwastheyoungmaster,thenhewastheyoungmaster!Lily,too,had

rushedoverwithadocileexpressionassheapologized,“YoungMaster,Iwas

wrong.Iwon’teverdoitagain.”PhiliponlyglancedatGeorgeindifferently.Thelatterinstantlypointed

atthesecurityteamandordered,“Whatareyoustandingtherefor?Throwthesetwoout!Fromtoday

on,don’tletthemtakeevenonestepintoourpremise!”“YoungMaster,YoungMaster,wewerewrong,

pleaseforgiveus…”StuartandLilybothendedupbeingtossedoutofthebuildingbysecurity.Upon

reachingthepresident’soffice,PhilipsatdownattheleathersofawhileGeorgestoodrespectfullyat

onesidewithhishandsinfrontofhim.“OldGeorge,you’relivingaprettyluxuriouslife.Thisostrichskin

sofa,whatgreattaste!”Philippattedthesofahewassittingonandexclaimed.Georgeworeahumble

expressionasheanswered,stillstanding,“YoungMaster,stopjokingwiththisoldman.Ifyouwould

signyournameinthisdocument,everythinghereisyourstotake.”Assoonashesaidthat,thetall

secretarywithdelicateskin,dressedinblackformalattirebehindhim,handedPhilipasetofdocuments.

Philipglancedatitindisdain.“It’snotlikeyoudon’tknowthatIrefusetoinheritmydad’swealth.I’m

heretodaytoaskyoutoloanmeahundredthousanddollars.”Georgesmiledtactfullyandsaid,“I

refuse.”“Saythatagain,oldman!”

Philipstoodup,abruptlyoutofanger.Georgerepeated.“Irefuse.”Theoldermanthencontinuedwitha

brightsmileonhiswrinkledfaceashetempted,“YoungMaster,aslongasyousignthis,forgeta

hundredthousand,evenahundredmillionorbillionsareallyours.”“Forgetitthen!IfIsignthis

document,mynameisn’tPhilipClarke!”Philipraged.Fiveminuteslater.

“Congratulations,YoungMaster,youhaveofficiallyinheritedallClarkefamily’swealthand

businesses.Hereisyourhundredthousand.”Howdelightful!Georgestaredatthesigneddocumentwith

hisfacebloominglikeachrysanthemumflower.

Atthesametime,thesecretarybesidehimbroughtoverabriefcaseandopenedit.Itwasahundred

thousandincash!“

George,oldman,you’retoolavish.Thisbriefcaselookslikeit

’scarryingahundredmillioninstead,”saidPhilipashepickedupaplasticbaglyingbesideandputthe

moneyin.“I

’llbetakingmyleavenow.”“Takecare,YoungMaster.Doyouneedmetogetacarreadyforyou?”

Georgeaskedrespectfully.“That’sokay,Icameonmyscooter,”answeredPhilip,andhewalkedoutof

theofficewiththeplasticbaginhand.AfterPhiliphadleft,Georgeimmediatelybroughtthedocuments

uptotheconferenceroomonthetopfloorandstartedavideoconference.“Master,theyoungmaster

hasfinallysigned.”OldGeorgestoodinfrontofthelargescreen,bowingslightlyashereportedwith

muchenthusiasmandrespect.Thescreenshowedanoldmaninawheelchair.Theoldmancoughedfor

abitbeforeslowlyliftingahandandsaidinaweakvoice,“Then…passonthemessage…”“Yes,Master,”

answeredGeorge,wipinghistearsashelookedattheoldmanonthescreen.Inaninstant,thetop



managementofallthebusinessesundertheClarkefamilyreceivedanemailinformingthemthatthe

soleheiroftheClarkefamily,PhilipClarke,hadofficiallyinheritedthefamilybusiness!Thesebusinesses

includeproperties,development,entertainment,production,finance,

investment,informationtechnology,andetcetera…Philipreturnedtothehospitalandrushedoverto

thewardjustintimetoseeWynnandJuanleaningclosetoeachotherastheychatteredhappily.Philip

frownedasheballedhishandsintofists.“PhilipClarke,wherehaveyoubeen?”Uponseeinghim,Wynn

askedcoldly.Tothinkthismanstillhadthehearttorunaround,ignoringhisdaughter.Wynn’sgazeheld

disappointmentasshelookedatPhilip.Juan,whowassittingbesidehim,snortedinlaughter.“Philip,

wereyouawaytryingtoborrowmoney?It’sokay;Icanfootthemedicalbills.I’mMila’suncle,afterall.”

“Idon’tneedyoutoworryaboutmydaughter’smedicalexpenses;Icanpayup.”Philipwalkedinwith

anicyexpression.“PhilipClarke,howcanyoubehavethiswaytowardBrotherJuan!Apologizetohim!”

Wynnstartedscoldinghim,thinkingthatsheknewherhusbandwellenoughtoknowthathewas

disrespectfulonpurpose.BrotherJuanwaskindenoughtohelpthemfootthebill,butthismanwas

sourtohim.Howrude!JuanfeignedkindnessandurgedWynn,saying,“Wynnie,don’tgetangry.Philip

mustbefeelingupsetbecausehedidn’tmanagetoborrowanymoney.”WynnshotPhilipafuriousglare

asshelookeddownonhimevenmore.Philiptriedtoholdhisragebackashestaredatbothofthem

withclenchedfists.HewantedsomuchtothrowapunchatJuan’sface.Wynnie?He’scallingherbyher

petnamesoaffectionately!Jesus,WynnJohnston,I’myourhusbandhere.Haveyounoshame?Juan

feignedkindnessandurgedWynn,saying,“Wynnie,don’tgetangry.Philipmust

befeelingupsetbecausehedidn’tmanagetoborrowanymoney.”WynnshotPhilipafuriousglareas

shelookeddownonhimevenmore.Philiptriedtoholdhisragebackashestaredatbothofthemwith

clenchedfists.HewantedsomuchtothrowapunchatJuan’sface.Wynnie?He’scallingherbyherpet

namesoaffectionately!Jesus,WynnJohnston,I’myourhusbandhere.Haveyounoshame?Juanfeigned

kindnessandurgedWynn,saying,“Wynnie,don’tgetangry.Philipmustbefeelingupsetbecausehe

didn’tmanagetoborrowanymoney.”WynnshotPhilipafuriousglareasshelookeddownonhimeven

more.Philiptriedtoholdhisragebackashestaredatbothofthemwithclenchedfists.Hewantedso

muchtothrowapunchatJuan’sface.Wynnie?He’scallingherbyherpetnamesoaffectionately!Jesus,

WynnJohnston,I’myourhusbandhere.Haveyounoshame?Wynnie?He’scallingherbyherpetname

soaffectionately!Jesus,WynnJohnston,I’myourhusbandhere.Haveyounoshame?Wynnie?He’s

callingherbyherpetnamesoaffectionately!Jesus,WynnJohnston,I

’myourhusbandhere.Haveyounoshame?

Chapter3

“It’sjustmoney.WhosaidIdidn’tmanagetoborrowany?

”PhilipglaredviciouslyatJuan.Juanwasdumbstruckashisexpressionfroze.Whenthesurprisewasstill

evidentinhiseyes,PhiliptossedtheplasticbaginhishandinfrontofhimandWynn.Thebagfellwitha

loudthudandrollsofcashappearedbeforetheireyes.ThecornerofJuan’seyetwitchedslightlyas



hislipstrembled.Hishandshadsubconsciouslyballedintofists.

Wynnwassurprised.ShestaredatthemoneyPhiliphadtossedinfrontofthem,confused,butthenher

expressionimmediatelyturnedcoldasangersurfacedinhereyes.WheredidPhilipgetallthismoney?If

hehadthis,whydidn’thetakeitoutearlier?

Ievenhadtokeepanothermancompanybychattinghappilywithhim!Doesn’theknowhowtiringitis?

“Here’sahundredthousand.I’mpayingyoubackallatonce,includingthepastloans!Don’tevercome

hereagain,”saidPhilipcoldly.Juandidnottakethemoney.Tobefrank,thishundredthousanddidnot

amounttomuchinhiseyes.Heonlythoughtofitasacharitytothepoor.“Welldone,Philip.You

managetofundthismuchinsuchashorttime.ButI’mcurious,whowouldlendyousomuchinsucha

shortamountoftime?”Juanaskedambiguously,feelinghisegobeingshaken.Hehadstayedtherejust

towaitforPhiliptocomebacksohecouldridiculehim.Besides,hewantedtoshowWynnjusthow

terriblethemanshehadchosenwas!Butnow,thewordsthatJuanwantedtosaywereallstuckinhis

throat.Thisfeelingofdiscomfortandalumpinhisthroatmadehimantsy.“Doesithaveanythingtodo

withyou?”answeredPhilipindifferently.Wynncouldnolongerstandit.Shestoodupandyelledathim,

“That’senough,Philip!BrotherJuanhashelpedusoutsomanytimesnow,sohowcanyousaythat?”

“DidIaskhimforhelp?Don’tyouhaveanyideawhohe’sdoingallthisfor?”Philipretorted,hisrage

barelyvisibleinhiseyes.

Wynnwasstunned.Ofcourse,sheknewwhyJuancaredforMila

somuch.However,beingexposedsodirectlybyherhusbandhurtherpride.Sheaccused,“Whatdoyou

meanbythis?”

Philiptookadeepbreathtocalmhisemotions.HehadbeenarguingwithWynnalotmorerecently.

“Aren’tyouleaving?

”HemovedtheconversationbacktoJuan.Juansnickered.Hethenpickedupthemoneyandleft

withoutsayingmore.WynnshotafuriousglareatPhilipbeforechasingafterJuan.“

BrotherJuan,letmeseeyouout!”Itwasfinallyquiet.PhilipsatdownbesideMila’sbedandwatchedhis

daughtersleepingsoundly.Hefeltimmenseguilt.“Mila,isithardforyoutobewithPapa?ButI’lltell

youwhat,fromtodayonwards,you’llbealittleprincess.”Philipstrokedhisdaughter’sforeheadgently

withgreataffectioninhiseyes.Justthen,Wynnreturnedtotheroom.Sheaskedcoldly,“Wheredidyou

getthemoneyfrom?”Philipansweredwithouteverlookingup.“Iborrowedit.”“Fromwho?”“Howie.”

Wynnbreathedasighofrelief.

Shehadthoughtthatheborroweditfromaloanshark.“You

’vealreadyborrowedfromhimtoomanytimes.Youcan’tkeeptroublinghim.Makesuretoreturnitto

himsoon.Iheardhe’sgettingmarried.”“Iknow.I’llreturnittohimassoonasIcan.”Philipfinally

lookedatWynn.Thiswomanwasreallybeautiful.Evenwithherbrowspinchedtogether,therewasstill

acharmtoher.Itwasjustapityshedidnotknowthathergood-for-nothinghusband,whohad

collapsedafteronesetback,wasnowtheheirtotheworld’swealthiestfamily.Hecouldnowsummon



cloudsandrainwithjustanodofhishead.

Wynn’sgazegraduallyfelldarker.Shelookedatherdaughter

lyingonthesickbedandsaid,“Philip,youmanagedtoborrowmoneythistime,butwhataboutthenext?

WillyouhavetoborrowmoneyeverytimeMilagetshospitalized?”TheoldPhiliphadbeenvigorousand

spiritedbackthen.Itwasalsothereasonwhyshefellforhim.Butafterhehadfailedinhisstartup,

Philipcouldnotpickhimselfupagain,andhebecamemoreandmorewretched.Philipwasslightly

irritated.“Iknowwhattodo.”Wynnkeptquietforamomentbeforecontinuingtosay,

“Philip,evenifit’snotforyourself,thinkofitasdoingsomethingforMila.Comewithmetomyfather’s

birthdaythisweekend.Apologizetomyparents.”Philipkeptquiet,onlyclenchinghisfists.Seeinghim

unwillingtosayanything,Wynngrewmoreannoyed.Shestompedherfoot,tookherbag,andscolded

him,“Then,justkeepbeingthiswretchedfortherestofyourlife!”AfterwatchingWynnstompoutof

theroominanger,Philipfinallyletoutahelplesssigh.Lifewithoutmoneyandprestigesucked.Would

hisfather-in-laweverapproveofhim?Intheafternoon,Philiphadsomeurgentmatterstotakecareof,

sohegotthenursetolookafterMila.Wynnwasbusywithwork,soshewasalreadybackatheroffice.

Philipgotontohisscooter,refreshedhisdeliverylisttostartworkingagain.Hereceivedadeliverytaskat

IntercontinentalHotel.Thepeoplewhocouldaffordaroomhereweremostlyrich.Uponreachingsuite

roomnumber8808,Philipknockedonthedoor.“Hello,yourdeliveryishere.”Followingaclick,thedoor

wasopened,andafitwomancameintoview.Shewaswearingacroptopwithspaghettistrapsand

blackshorts.Therewasatattooofa

roseonherthigh,andherhairwasdisheveled,hermakeupexquisite.“Hello,your…”Philiphandedher

thedeliverywithabrightsmilebeforestoppinghalfway.“Ruby…RubyFord?”

“Philip?”ThegirlstandinginfrontofhimwasHoward’sgirlfriend,RubyFord.ShewasstaringatPhilip

withasurprisedexpressionassuspicionandangerflashedinhereyes.“Ruru,areyoudone?Ican’twait

anylonger!Youhaveevenbroughtbunnyearstoday,hehe…”Comingfromwithintheroomwasthe

revoltingvoiceofamiddle-agedman.RubyshotPhilipaglare,snatchedthedeliveryfromhim,and

slammedthedoorshut.Philipstooddumbfoundedoutsidethedoorforalongtimebeforeheregained

hissenses.Shit!WhyisRubyhere?She

’seveninaroomwithanotherman!ShouldItellHowie?Halfanhourlater,PhilipmetRubyatthe

loungedownstairs.Thelatterhadputonablacktrenchcoatandtrottedoverinherhighheelsbefore

sittingontheoppositeofPhilip.Shetookoutthreehundreddollarsfromherpurseandplaceditonthe

coffeetable,sayingcoldly,“Thisisforyou.”Philipstaredatthethreehundredandsnorted.“Isthisa

bribe?”Rubyfrownedanddugoutanothertwohundredtotossontothetable.“Fivehundred!Isthat

enough?Thisisworthtwodaysofyoursalary.”Well,thatescalatedquickly!Philipstoodup,looking

furiousandsaidthroughgrittedteeth,“Ruby,howcouldyoudothistoHowie!Hehasworkedsohard

foryou,andyoutwoweregoingtogetmarriedbytheendoftheyear!”“

Sowhat?WhosaysIwillmarryhim?”Rubysnortedandlitaladies’cigarette,sayingnonchalantly,

“Philip,whydon’t



youjustmindyourownbusiness.YoukeepcomingtoborrowmoneyfromHowie,andthat’sstartingto

irritateme.“You’

reaman,don’tyouhaveanysenseofshame?It’snowonderyourwifewantstodivorceyou,trash!”

Rubythenstoodupandcrossedherarms,staringproudlyatPhilip.“Don’tsayawordaboutwhat

happenedtoday,orI’llgetsomeonetobreakyourleg.”Afterthat,Rubywentovertotheplumpmiddle-

agedmanwhowaswaitingaside,andbothofthemleftthehotel,arminarm.Philipclenchedhisfists

tightly.Afterhetookthemoneyonthetable,heleftthehotelandmadeamentalnotetotellHowie

aboutit.Justthen,Philip’sphonerang.AglanceatthecallerIDshowedthatitwasacallfromhis

manager,WilsonYoung.Themomentheansweredthecall,athunderingrageexplodedfromtheother

end.“Philip,whatthefckareyoudoing?!I’vereceivedmorethantencomplaintphonecalls!Wereyou

deliveringtoMars?Comestraightbackafteryourdelivery,thenpackupandgetlost!”Wilsonwasgoing

insanewithanger.Injusthalfanhour,hehadreceivedmorethantencomplaintphonecallsabout

Philip.Itwasdrivinghimcrazy!Wasthistrashtryingtoworkatall?“Mr.Young,youcanstopscoldingme

becauseIfckingquit!Ijustfiredyou!”

“Saywhat?PhilipClar-…”Philiphungup.Tobeginwith,hewasalreadymad,andnowameremanager

wasscoldinghimtoboot.Lifehadforcedhimtotolerateitallbackthen,butthingsweredifferentnow.

Hehadbeenmadetoinherithisfamilyfortuneandwasnowtheheiroftheworld’sbiggestconsortium,

sohowcouldheletjustanybodyberatehimso

simply?PhilipdugouthisphoneandcalledGeorge.“George,Iwanttorepurchasemycompany,canI?”

Georgeanswered,

“YoungMaster,thatcompanywasoriginallyfoundedbyyou,butyouendedupsellingitdueto

bankruptcy.Ifyouwanttorepurchaseit,justsaytheword.”Philipsaidcalmly,“Okay.Intenminutes,I

wanttobecomeitsowner!”Twominuteslater,GeorgesentPhilipashortmessage:YoungMaster.It’s

done.

YouarenowtheownerofGopherDeliveryServices.Philipnodded.Georgewasveryefficient.Philipgot

ontohisscooterandwentstraighttotheoffice.WilsonYoung,waitfordaddy!

JustwaitandseehowI’llskinyoualive!GopherDeliveryServiceswasthecompanyPhiliphadfounded.

However,duetopoormanagement,hewentintobankruptcyandhadtosellitoff.Overnight,Philiphad

turnedfromabosstoalowlystaff.Helostallhisglamourandwasleftwithonlyendlessmockeryand

coldreception.AtGopherDeliverServicesLimitedLiabilityCompany,WilsonYoungstaredathisphone

inthelounge,throwingafitofrage.“Shit!ThisPhilipisjustlookingfortrouble!JustbecauseIcan’tfire

you,whoareyoutospeakthatwaytome?”Theseveralstaffmembersstandingasidewereallshrinking

theirnecks,afraidofgettingcaughtinthefire.

Justthen,themaindoorofthecompanywaspushedopen,andamiddle-agedmanwalkedin.Upon

seeingtheman,Wilsoninstantlyputonaflatteringsmile.“Boss,whydidn’tyoutellusyouwerecoming?

Icouldhavegonetowelcomeyou.”Itwasthecompany’sowner,KevinTank.Mr.Tankglancedathim

beforesaying,“Everyone,prepareyourselvestowelcome



thenewowner.”Wilsonwasstunned.“Thenewowner?”Mr.

Tanksaid,“Someonehasspenttenmilliontobuythiscompany.”Wilsonaskedcautiously,“Whoisthis

newowner?

Shouldwepreparesomething?”Mr.Tankfrownedandanswered,“I’mnotfamiliarwiththenewowner,

soeveryone,beonyourtoeslater.”Afterthat,thestafffollowedMr.Tanktostandbyatthemain

entranceofthecompany.Wilsonwasinsteadshowingoffhisauthoritybysaying,“Everyone,keepyour

spiritsup!Thenewownerwillbeheresoon.Ifyouperformnicely,youmightevengetaraiseora

promotion!Thisisaboutyouandyourwallets!”“Whatascoundrel,onlyknowinghowtokissup!”“He

mustmean‘thisisabouthim.’Whatbootlicker!”Afewstaffweregossipingquietly.Thiswasnotthe

firsttimetheyfeltcontemptforWilsonYoung.Themanwasjustlikethembefore,ameredeliverystaff.

Buthewassuchashamelessbootlickerthathehadendedupsecuringamanagerpositiononlyby

suckinguptothehighermanagement.Justthen,ablackBentleystoppedsteadilyinfrontofthe

company

’sentrance.Aftersomethought,Georgehaddecidedtocomeandtakealookatthecompanyinperson,

thinkingthathecouldbeofhelptotheyoungmaster.Ifitcouldputtheyoungmasterinagoodmood,

theyoungmanmightevenmakeatriphome.WilsonwasstandingbehindMr.Tank,rubbinghishands

inanticipation.“He’shere!He’shere.”Heknewthatthearrivalofthenewownermeantthearrivalof

hisopportunitytoshowhisperformance!Justthen,Philip,too,arrivedandstoppedhisscooterrightin

frontoftheBentley.Themoment

hesawPhilip,Wilson’swholebodytrembledwithrage.HepointedatPhilipandyelled,“PhilipClarke,

whyareyouhere?

Hurryupandgetoutoftheway!”too,arrivedandstoppedhisscooterrightinfrontoftheBentley.The

momenthesawPhilip,Wilson’swholebodytrembledwithrage.HepointedatPhilipandyelled,“Philip

Clarke,whyareyouhere?Hurryupandgetoutoftheway!”too,arrivedandstoppedhisscooterrightin

frontoftheBentley.ThemomenthesawPhilip,Wilson’swholebodytrembledwithrage.Hepointedat

Philipandyelled,

“PhilipClarke,whyareyouhere?Hurryupandgetoutoftheway!”

Chapter4

Wilsonwasnowboilingwithanger!Thatmadmanblockedthenewboss’Bentley!Washelookingfor

trouble?“PhilipClarke,whatareyoustillstandingtherefor?Getoutoftheway!”

WilsonpointedatPhilipandbarkedathim.Philiphadonlyjustparkedhisscooterwhenhereceived

anotherroundofscoldingfromWilson.“Ohno!Philip’sdoneforthistime.BrotherWil

’sgoingtohaveafit.”“Tencomplaintcalls,andthiscrazyguystillhasthegutstocomeback!”“Thiswill



costatleasttwohundredindeductions,that’saday’swork!”Afewstaffweregossipingquietly,and

someotherswereenjoyingtheshow.AmongthemweresomeoldstaffwhousedtoworkforPhilip.

Whentheysawthemanreducedtothepointofhavingtobecomeadeliverymanjustlikethem,they

startedbecomingmoremeantowardhim.Philipwasalreadyusedtoit.Justthen,

Mr.TanksglancedatPhilipcoldly.Helookedannoyedandasked,“ManagerYoung,isthisyourstaff?”

Wilsonquicklyansweredheavysarcasminhistone,“Boss,youdon’tcomehereoften,soIforgotto

introduceyou.ThisisPhilipClarke,ourcompany’sex-owner.He’snowjustalowlydeliverymanhere.”

Wilsondeliberatelyemphasizedtheword‘ex-owner’

ashesaiditwiththickmockery.Oh,Philip,you’llbegettingwhatyoudeservethankstokarma,hahaha!

Mr.Tanks’

expressiondarkened.Hefrownedandsaid,“Clearoutthatgood-for-nothingsowecanwelcomethe

newowner.”HefinallyrememberedPhilip,thesadyoungmanwhohadsoldhimthiscompanyyears

ago.Unfortunately,Mr.Tankshadgreatwitsbutashortmemory,soamanlikePhilipwhowasonthe

lowerlevelinsocietyneverlefttoomuchofanimpression.

Mr.TanksthenstraighteneduphissuitandmovedtowardtheBentleywithamassivesmile.Upon

receivingtheorder,WilsonimmediatelyassumedauthorityandpointedcheekilyatPhilip.

“Philip,packyourbagsandgo!”PhiliprolledhiseyesandstaredatWilsonlikeanidiotbeforespittinga

singleword,“

Lunatic.”Everyonepresenthadheardhisresponse,andtheirexpressionturnedodd.Wilson

immediatelyflaredup.HisfingerwassoclosetopokingPhilip’snoseashebellowed,“F*ck!

Trysayingthatagain!”Philipthenletoutacoldlaugh.“Asyouwishthen,youlunatic!Yourwholefamily

iscrazy!”“You

’readeadman,Philip!Youarenowfired,andyouneedtoreimbursethecompanyforthelossesyou

havemade!”WilsonsaidthroughgrittedteethasheglaredatPhilipwithwidened

eyes.Thismandoesn’tknowhisplace!Heshouldberemindedthathe’snolongerthebossofGopher

DeliveryServices,buthe’ssoarrogant!JustwaitandseehowI’lldealwithyoulater!Suddenly,the

Bentley’sdooropened,andanelderlymanwithawalkingstickcameoutwithafuriousexpression.“

Whodarestofirehim?!”TheelderlymanthenwalkedpastKevinTanks,whohadcometoreceivehim

withasmileonhisface,andtoeveryone’ssurprise,stoppedinfrontofPhilip.Hestraightenedup,bent

overslightly,andloweredhishead.Hisactionswerefluid,showinggreatrespect.“YoungMaster,sorryI

waslate,”saidtheoldman.Hisvoicewasnotloud,butitsoundedlikeapindroppinginthesilence.

YoungMaster?

Everyonewasstunned!HadPhilipClarkesuddenlybecomeayoungmaster?Whatwasgoingon?Kevin

Tankswasdumbstruckasthesmileonhisfacestiffened.Wilsoninsteadwassoshockedthatheletouta



hugelaugh.“OldMister,areyouournewowner?Youcanstopjokingaround.ThisPhilipisthelowest

levelofstaffinourcompany,soyoumustbemistaken!”Georgemerelyglancedathimcoldly,thinking,

howcouldanordinaryfellowlikehimunderstandhisyoungmaster

’sgreatness?Kevinfrownedslightlyandjoggedoverbeforeardentlysaying,“PresidentThomas,please

don’tjokewithuslikethat.Come,let’stalkinside.”KevinTankswasanentrepreneur,sohecould

recognizeGeorgeThomas.ThemanwasthepresidentofApexGroup!Anoverpoweringfigurein

RiverdaleCity!However,Georgeremainedrootedtothespot,glaringcoldlyatKevinandWilsonwitha

darkexpression.“

Who’sjokingwithyou?Thisisyourcompany’snewowner!

”Howwasthatpossible?ThenewownerwasPhilip?Wilsondidnotbelieveit,andneithercouldKevin.

“BrotherWill,didn

’tyoujustsaythatyouwanttofireme?”PhiliplookedatWilson,tryingnottosmile.“Philip!Areyou

askingfortrouble?

Don’tcallme‘BrotherWill’!”Wilsonroared.Hehatedthatnickname.“Youbetterscramnowand

reimbursethecompany

’sloss!That’llbetenthousand!”Wilsonsmiledsardonically.

Hah!HowcouldPhilipbethenewownerofthecompany?Withthelikesofhim?Don’tmakemelaugh.

Philip,however,wasstillstaringatWilson,tryingnottolaugh.“Whatareyoustaringat?Handoutthe

moneynow!”Wilsonsneered.“What

’swrongwithmestaring?”Philipsmiled.“You’rejustlookingfortrouble,aren’tyou?I’djustbedoing

youafavorifIdidn’tfireyouforwhatyouhavejustsaid.”Wilsonstoodhisground,snickering.Hewas

thecompany’smanager,sohenaturallyhadtheauthoritytofireastaffbelowhim.“Then,I’

lltellyouwhat,Wilson.I’mfiringyounow,soyoucanbeatit.

”Philipleanedagainsthisscooterwithhishandsstuffedinthispocketashesaidnonchalantly.This

WilsonYoungwasanidiot.

Hestillcouldnotfigurethingsoutatthispoint,butKevinTanks,whohadbeenstandingontheside,had

finallycometoarealization!Shit!Philipisthecompany’snewowner!Atthisthought,coldsweat

startedtoformonKevin’sforeheadashelookedaway,reluctanttofacethisscene.Hewantedto

strangleWilson.“Whatdidyousay?Youfireme?”Wilsonlaughedwithatwistedexpression.Didthis

Philiphithishead

somewheretobeabletospoutsuchnonsense?Atthatmoment,George,whohadbeenstandingbeside

Philip,shotWilsonacoldglance.“Ifouryoungmastersaystofireyou,you

’refired!”George’sexpressionwasdark.Tothinkthatsomeonewouldhavetheaudacitytohumiliate



theiryoungmaster,whatafool!Wilsonthenrealizedthathisnewbosswasstandingrightinfrontof

him.Butbeforehecouldreact,Kevinhadthrownatightslapacrosshisfaceandroared,“WilsonYoung,

getlostthisinstant!You’refired!”ThisWilsonYoungwasanidiot!Kevinwonderedhowhehadbelieved

thismanandhadevenpromotedhimtoamanagerpositioninthefirstplace.“Boss,whatdoyoumean

bythis?”Wilsonheldahandtohischeek,staringatKevinindisbelief.“WhatImeanisthatPhilipClarke

isthenewowner,andsincehesaysyou’refired,you’refired!”EveryonewasstunnedatKevin’s

words!Wilson’swholebodywastremblingasheshouted,“

Impossible!He’salreadybankrupt,sohowcouldabrokemanlikehimbethenewowner?”Kevin

frowned.“He’snotassimpleasyouthinkheis!”WilsonturnedtolookatPhilip,hisexpressionfaltering.

HefinallyrealizedthattheoldmanstandinginfrontofPhilipwasPresidentThomasofApexGroup!

ArichmanworthbillionsandthewealthiestmanofRiverdaleCity!AndifheaddressedPhilipashis

youngmaster,then…“

WilsonYoung,fromnowonwards,you’refired.Beatit!”

Philipstraightenedhimselfup.Afterhespoke,Wilsonstoodrootedtohisspot,dumbstruck.Weren’t

youjustenjoyingyourselfscoldingmeearlier?Youwereeventryingtofireme.

But,toobadforyou,I’mthenewownerhere.IfIwantyougone,you’regone!Therewasaloud

thud.WilsonfelltohiskneesandclungontoPhilip’sleg.“Mr.Clarke,Iwastooblindtorecognizeyoufor

whoyouwere.Iwastoofullofmyself.

Pleasedon’tfireme.Seeingthatweusedtobecolleagues,pleaseletmestayinthecompany.I’m

willingeventomakedeliveries!”Philipsnorted.“Nowyouknowthatyou’reatfault.But,wouldyou

haveforgivenmeifthisdidn’thappen?

Yourwrongdoingswillonlybringaboutself-destruction!”

PhiliphadpushedWilsonoveracliffwithjustafewwords.Afterthat,heturnedtolookatthe

company’sstaffandsaid,“IknowthatalotofyouhadlookeddownonmewhenIwasinmydarkest

moments,butthat’sokay.Fromtodayon,allofyoursalarieswillbedoubled!”Inaninstant,thestaffall

wentintoanuproar!Doublepay!“Mr.Clarkeisawesome!”“Iloveyou,Mr.Clarke!”Philipthenlooked

atabeautifulwomanstandingatthebackofthecrowdandannounced,“Onemorething,Wilson’s

managerpositionwillbereplacedbyMissAgnesSummer.”‘Swish!’Thecrowdturnedtheirheadsback

tolookatAgnes,awomandressedinablackuniformskirtsetthataccentuatedherperfectfigure.

AgnesstaredatPhilipinsurprise,unabletocatchherbreathuntilPhilipwasabouttoleave.Seeingashe

wasabouttodisappearintotheBentley,apeculiaremotionsparkedinhereyes.Agnesrantothecar

andstoppedrightinfrontofthecarwindow,herchestalmostfallingout.Shepursedherlipsthensaid,

“Philip…No,Mr.

Clarke,areyoupromotingmetobecomeamanager?”Philip

’seyesindistinctlystoleaglanceatAgnes’fairbosom,thenhesmiledandasked,“SisterAgnes,what’s



wrong?Don’tyoubelieveinyourabilities?”Thiswoman,AgnesSummer,wassensible,hadagreat

figure,andwasbeautiful.ShehadbeenworkingunderPhilipbeforethis,sopromotinghernowwasnot

unexpected.Thiswastheprivilegeofbeingtheboss.

“I…I’mjustafraidImightnotbegoodenough.”Agnessoundedconflicted.Shehadneverimaginedthat

Philipwouldbecomethenewownersosuddenly.Althoughhewasalreadytheownerbeforethis,the

companywastiny,withonlyafewstaff.Thecompany’sturnoverhadnowexceededfivemillionevery

year!ThatmustmeanthatPhiliphadspentbillionsonbuyingoverthecompanytoday!“Relax,Sister

Agnes,takeyourtimetogetusedtothings,anddon’tworry.”Philipsmiled,andthatservedasa

tranquilizerforAgnes.AsshewatchedPhilipleaveintheBentley,Agnespursedherredlipsasshe

pondered.Justwhoexactlyishe?Whydidhehavetoactpoorifhewassorichinthefirstplace?Inside

theBentley.“

YoungMaster,thereisaninvestmentprojecttomorrow,andyouhavetomeettheothercompany’s

boss.”AsmileappearedonGeorge’swrinkledface.“I’mnotgoing,”

answeredPhilipcrisply.Hedidnotwanttocareaboutanyofthis.Iwasforcedtoinheritthefamily

wealth,sodon’teventhinkaboutaskingmetogoanywhere!“Then,YoungMaster,pleasereturnthat

hundredthousandtome,”saidGeorgecalmly.Philip’seyeswidenedinshockbeforefinallyanswering,

albeitreluctantly,“Fine,fine,fine!I’llgo,okay?”

Tothinkthattheheirofawealthyfamilylikemehastobendoverbackwardforahundredthousand!

Howsad!Sigh!“

Alright,YoungMaster.Iwillcomeandpickyouuptomorrow.”

Georgesmiled.Assoonashegotoutofthecar,Philipheardapuzzledvoice.“Philip?Whyareyou

here?”PhilipsubconsciouslyturnedtoseeWynnwithaconfusedexpressionasshestaredathimwith

anoddgaze.Philippanickedinternally.Ohno!Wynnisgoingtofindoutaboutmyidentity!

Chapter5

“Whyareyouhere?”WynnfrownedandglancedattheBentleybesidePhilip.Didhejustcomeoutfrom

thatcar?Isthismywretchedhusband?OrdodeliverycompaniesnowdelivermealsinBentleys?“I…I

uh…”PhilipstammeredthensweptalookatGeorgewhowassmilinglikeaflowerthroughthewindow.

Theoldmanquicklyputoutahandandsaid,“Youngman,thankyou.It’sthankstoyouthatIfinally

foundthisplace.Letthisoldmantreatyoutoamealnexttimetoshowmygratitude.”Philipsmiledand

noddedpolitely.“That’sokay,sir.Pleasetakecareonyourwayback.”Thetoneofhisvoicehintedto

theelderlymantoleavequickly.GeorgedidnotsayanythingbutsmiledandnoddedatWynnbefore



askingthedrivertomoveaway.Wynnfrozeinshock!Wasn’t…wasn’tthatthechairmanofApexGroup,

PresidentThomas?!Thewealthiestmaninthecity!AndPhilipwasjustinthesamecarwithhim!“Do

youknowGeorgeThomas?”WynnlookedbackatPhilip,surprised.Philipshrugged.“No,Idon’t.That

old

thingwaslost,soIjustledtheway.”Thatoldthing?ThecornerofWynn’smouthtwitched.Hehad

calledthewealthiestmaninthecity‘thatoldthing’?Howrude!“Whatdoyoumeanby‘oldthing.’That

manisthewealthiestinRiverdale,thepresidentofApexGroup!”WynnrolledhereyesatPhilip.This

manwassenseless.ThemoreWynnlookedathim,themorecontemptshefelt.Shemerelysaidcoldly,

“Philip,don’tforgetthatmyfatherwillbehostingaget-togetherthisweekendatVirtuousCourt.

Preparesomegifts.”“IneversaidIwouldgo,”answeredPhilip.“You!”Wynnwasirked.Shehadputina

lotofefforttopersuadeherfather,tellinghimthatPhilipwouldcomeandapologizetohim,andshe

hopedthatherfatherwouldnotgivehimsuchahardtime.But,whatwaswithPhilip’sattitude?Forget

it,forgethim.Shemusthavebeenblindbackthentofallforthisman.“Doasyoupleasethen!”Wynn’s

temperflaredup,andwithatwistofherslenderwaist,sheturnedtoleave.AsPhilipwatchedherleave,

henoticedthatshehadchangedclothes.Sheevenseemedtobewearingperfumeandhadmakeupon.

Philipwaspuzzledashesawherenteralargebuilding.Hestartedpondering,Didn’

tWynnsayshewasgoingbacktotheoffice?Whywasshehere?

Andwherewasthis?It’sHiltonHotel!Atthethoughtofthat,Philipfeltangerriseinhim.Hewasputting

insomucheffortatwork,butshecametoahotel?Thiswouldnotdo.Hemustfollowherandseewhat

wasgoingon!Wynnwasverystressedouttoday.First,herdaughter’sheartdiseasehadrelapsedunder

thecareofthatirresponsiblePhilip.Next,shehadto

worryaboutthatwholematterwithJuanParker,andaftershereturnedtotheoffice,oneofher

projectswasfacingsomechallengingpatch.Thepresidentofthisprojectstoodherupandinsistedthat

shecomeforadiscussionattheHilton.Wynnhadwantedtorefuse,buttheclientwasusingtheproject

topressureher,soshehadtoshowup.Thisprojectwasworthamillion!Justthen,herphonerang.

“Hello,PresidentWarren,I

’vearrived.Whereareyou?”“I’mwaitingforyouattherestaurantonthesixthfloor.”Themellowvoice

ofamansoundedfromtheotherendofthecall.“Alright,PresidentWarren,I’llbeoversoon.”Wynn

smiled.Aftershehungup,Wynnletoutasigh,lookingalittlehesitantasshestaredattheelevator

beforefinallydecidingtogoupstairsafterall.Themomenttheelevatordoorsclosed,Philipappearedin

thelobbyandsawthatWynnhadgoneupfromafar.Heranafterher,butacold,mockingvoice

stoppedhiminstead.“Wow,isn’tthismycousinbrother-in-lawwhoworksasadeliveryman?Areyou

deliveringtotheHilton?”Philipturnedhisheadtoseeagorgeousandfashionablecouple,leaningclose

toeachother.

Thegirlhadherarmscrossedwithamockingexpressionassheleanedintothearmsofatalland

handsomeman.“LynnJohnston?”Philipfrownedbeforetakingnotethattheelevatorhadstoppedon

thesixthfloor.Thegirlwalkedoverwithatauntinglookandlaughed.“Whatacoincidencetoseeyou

here.Itlookslikeyourareaofcoverageisextensive.”ThisgirlwasLynnJohnston,Wynn’syounger



cousinsister.Shewasonlyafreshmanincollege,butshelookedlikeafinewoman.“

Lynnie,who’sthis?”ThehandsomemanbesideLynnsignaledherwithhiseyeandasked.Lynn

immediatelysnorted.

“He’smycousinbrother-in-law.Didn’tItellyoubefore?

Theonewhosebusinessfailedandhadtododeliveriesforaliving.Heevenborrowedafewthousand

bucksfrommebuthasn’treturnedityet.”LynnhadalwayslookeddownonPhilipbecausehewasjust

rubbish!Shealwaysfeltthatafroglikehimdidnotmatchuptohercousin.Whilethemandidmarryher

cousinsister,itwasmoreaccuratetosayhemarriedintoherfamilyinstead.Howshameful.“Haha,this

isthecousinbrother-in-lawyou’vebeentalkingabout?”Themanlaughedoutloud,themockeryvisible

inhiseyes.Philipwasstartingtogetannoyed.HewasLynn’scousinbrother-in-lawafterall,sowhatwas

shetryingtoachievebygettingoutsiderstohumiliatehimtoo?“I’llreturnyouthemoney,butIhave

somethingtodonow.So,Iwon’tkeepbothofyoucompany.”Philipforcedoutasmile.Lynnwasstill

Wynn’scousinsister,soasanelder,Philipfeltthatheshouldexercisemoretolerance.Ifsheknewthat

hewasnowtheheirtotheworld’slargestconsortium,hewonderedwhatexpressionLynnwouldhave

rightnowandhowwouldshereact?Humansarealwayssuperficialandignorant.

“Returnmethemoney?I’mnotcountingonit.Withyourpayasadeliveryman,woulditevenbe

enoughtocureMila?”Lynnaskedsarcastically.Hercousinbrother-in-lawwastrash!Andthatlittlebtch

shouldhaveneverbeenborn!LynndidnotthinkmuchofPhilip,sonaturally,shefeltthesameforhis

daughter.WhenPhilipheardthis,hisexpressiongraduallyturnedcold.“LynnJohnston,Iamstillyour

cousinbrother-in-law.Don’tyouthinkyou’retoorude?”“Hah!”Lynnsnorted.“I’veneveracknowledged

youasmycousinbrother-in-law.Youjusthappenedtobeclingingontomycousinsisterandmarried

intoourfamily,nothingmore.”Howshameless!Whodidhethinkhewastousehisidentitytopressure

her?“Wow,he’salive-inson-in-law?”Lynn’sboyfriendlaughed,soundingsurprised.Howwretchedwas

thismantobeabletostoopsolow?Lynnwavedherhandbeforetuggingherboyfriend’sarmandsaid,

“Forgetit,let’sgo,Hugh.Standingbesideapersonlikethismakestheairallgreasyandsmelly.”Philip’s

eyesdarkened.HishandsballedintofistsashewatchedLynnswayingherhipsandwalkingawaywith

herboyfriendintow.Thetwopeoplewerestillmumblingtoeachother.“Yourcousinbrother-in-lawis

worthless.”“He’snotmycousinbrother-in-law.Ifyoukeepsayingthat,I’llstoptalkingtoyou.”Philip

tookadeepbreathtocalmhisemotions.Heshouldnotbebotheringhimselfwithbratslikethem.He

thenturnedaroundandranintotheelevatortogouptothesixthfloor.Philiphadcircledthewhole

areabeforefinallynoticingWynn’ssilhouetteinsideaWesternrestaurantthroughaglasswall.What

thefck!WhatangeredhimwasthesightofabaldandoilyfatmansittingacrossWynn,reachingouthis

armashetriedtotouchWynn’shandwithadisgustingexpressiononhisface.Oh,acuckoobird!

Wait,whereisitgoing?Thisisnotabeautifulsightatall!Philipwasfurious!Hedugouthisphoneand

calledWynnimmediately.Insidetherestaurant,Wynn

tactfullyrejectedManagerWarren’sgoodwillcountlesstimes,butthemanwasunwillingtogiveup.He

waseventryingtotouchherhand!Itwasatthismoment,herphonesuddenlyrang.Thiswasher

chancetotakeabreather.“I’msorry,ManagerWarren,letmetakethiscall,”saidWynn,andshestood



uptowalkoutoftherestaurant.ManagerWarren’stinyeyesnarrowedashestaredatWynn’sback

profile.Hecouldnotstophimself.Hewasthinkingtohimselfthathewillsurelypunishthisproud

womantonight!“Hello,Philip,issomethingup?”Wynnstoodoutsidetherestaurant.“I’minfrontof

you.”WynnthenabruptlylookeduptoseePhilipstaringcoldlyather.Shefrownedinconfusion.Why

washehere?“Areyoufollowingme?”Wynnwalkedoverwithafrostyexpressionandaskedicily.She

hadjustrunintoPhilipdownstairs,andnowhewashereattherestaurantentrance.Whatwasthisifit

wasnotstalking?ExcellentjobPhilip,you’reevenstartingthisdisgustinghobbyofstalkingsomeone

now?Philiplaughed.“Idon’thavethatkindoftimetobefollowingyou.Ijusthappenedtopassby.”He

thenglancedoveratthefattyinsidetherestaurantandasked,“Who’she?Ishemoreimportantthan

Mila?”Tocomeoutandmeetthisfatmaninsteadofgoingtothehospital.You’resomething,aren’tyou?

WynnwasannoyedbyPhilip’sinterrogativetone,butsheexplainednonetheless,“Abusinesspartner.

We’rehereforabusinessdiscussion.”“Abusinessdiscussion?Isawhimmakingmovesonyou.Areyou

havingabusinessdiscussionoradate?”Philipquestioned.Wynn’sexpressiondarkened.Shecrossed

her

armsandsaidinahatefultone,“PhilipClarke,whatareyoutryingtosay?Areyoususpectingmeofan

affair?Igrindmyselfawayeveryday,workingjusttoearnmoneytocureMila!But,whataboutyou?

Doesmakingdeliverieseverydayearnyouagreatfuture?Ihaveaskedyoutoapologizetomyparents,

buthaveyoudonethat?You’rejustacoward!”Asshespoke,Wynngrewmoreagitatedastearsstarted

topoolinhereyes.

Sheturnedawayandsniffled.“Forgetit.It’snousetellingyouanything.I’mnotcomingbacktonight.”

Wasshenotcomingback?Philipwasdumbstruck.Didshemeanshewasgoingtostayouttonight?With

thisfatso?“WhatifIcanhelpyou?”askedPhilip.SeeingWynninthisstate,Philipcouldeasilyguessthat

thisdiscussionwasnoteasy.Thatbusinesspartnermustbethreateningher.Atthesametime,hefelt

guilty,realizingthathisattitudehadbeeninappropriateearlier.“

Whatcanyouhelpmewith?Canyoubringmeaonemilliondollarworthoforder?”Wynnlaughed.Her

tonewascold.ShenevercountedonPhiliptobeabletohelpherwithanything.“

It’sjustaonemilliondollarorder,Ican-…”saidPhilip.Hedidnotlackthemoneynow.Withjustone

sentencefromhim,hecouldevenbuyoverWynn’scompany,muchlessamillion-dollarproject.Itwasa

pieceofcake!“Philip,that’senough.Idon’tneedyoutoworryaboutmytroubles,”answeredWynn

coldlybeforeturningaroundandgoingbackintotherestaurant.Don’tneedmetoworry?But,you’re

mywife!PhilipstaredafterWynnwithabittersmileandthentookouthisphone.

Chapter6

PhilipcasuallymadeacalltoGeorgeThomas.“George,helpmecheckforthelatestprojectsthatWynn

JohnstonishandlingwithinBeaconPharmaceutical.Isthereamillion-dollarorder?Letmeknowwhois

theclientandthepersonincharge.”FromtheotherendcameGeorge’srespectfulvoice,saying,“Young

Master,BeaconPharmaceuticalisoneofthecompaniesthattheClarkefamilyinvestsin.I’llget

PresidentHallofBeacontovisityoupersonally.”Huh?BeaconPharmaceuticalisactuallyoneofthe

companiesourfamilyinvestsin?Mydadistooawesome!Philipsuddenlyregrettednotinheritingthe



familybusinessearlier.“Noneedto.

Investigatequicklyandhavetheclientsmoothenthewholeprocesssothattheywon’tgiveWynnahard

time,”saidPhilipcalmly.“YoungMaster,Irecommendyoutojustbuyoverthatclient’scompany.You

don’tlackthemoney,”Georgesuggested.Whatthefck!Buyover?Asexpectedofabutlerfroma

wealthyfamily.OhGeorge,oldman,doyoureallytalkthisbignow?“It’scalledbeinglowprofile,doyou

understand?IfIwantedtobuyit,wouldIhavewaiteduntilnow?”Philipansweredindignantly.“Alright,

YoungMaster.Pleasegivemetenminutes,”Georgesaidsheepishly.Assoonashehungup,George

immediatelygothissecretarytocontactBeaconPharmaceutical’schairman,DerrickHall.WhenDerrick

receivedthecallfromGeorge’ssecretary,hewastremblingwithexcitement.“PresidentThomas,doyou

needmeforsomething?”ItwasacallfromtherichestmaninRiverdaleCity!ThechairmanofApex

Group!Countlesspeoplewishedtohaveamealwithhim.“PresidentHall,it’snotmewhowants

somethingfromyou,butmyyoungmaster.”George’svoicesoundedcalmthroughthephone,buthis

tonewasforbidding.Hewas,afterall,therichestmaninRiverdaleCity!Hehadtosoundrespectfulin

frontoftheyoungmaster,buttowardotherpeople,hewastheboss!Andabossnaturallyneededto

behavelikeone.“Young…YoungMaster?”Derrickwascurrentlysittinginsidethepresident’sofficeof

BeaconTower,stunnedashestartedtobreakoutincoldsweat.PresidentThomas’youngmaster!The

richestmaninthecitystillhadayoungmaster!Thatwasjusttooscary!“Then,whatwouldtheyoung

lordlikefromme?”Derrickaskedcarefully,terrifiedofenragingGeorgeifhewasnotcautiousenough.

“There’saWynnJohnstoninyourcompany.Whoistheclientshehasbeenincontactwithlately?”

askedGeorge.DerrickknewWynnJohnston.Shewasthedeputymanagerofthemarketingdepartment,

astrongwoman,andhehadhadhiseyesonherforalongtimenow.Butsadly,shewasmarried,

althoughitdidnotmatter.Derrickimmediatelyjoggedovertothemarketingdepartmentwithhishead

drenchedinsweat.WhenthestaffoftheBeaconPharmaceuticalmarketingdepartmentsawDerrick,

theyallkeptquiet.“WhereisDeputyManagerJohnston?”askedDerrick.“Shewentoutforabusiness

discussion,”astaffmemberanswered.“Whoistheclient?”askedDerrick.“ManagerMauryWarrenof

VictoryPharmaceutical,”thestaffmemberanswered.Derrickbroughtthephonebackup,turned

around,andrespectfullyreported,“PresidentThomas,it’sMauryWarrenfromVictoryPharmaceutical.”

“Alright,gotit.”Georgedirectlyhungupafterthat.Nextup,Georgeusedhisownauthoritytogive

VictoryPharmaceuticalawarning.Hehadservedasabutlerforsomanyyearsnow,hecouldnaturally

figureoutwhathisyoungmasterwasthinking.ThisMauryWarrenfromVictoryPharmaceuticalmust

haveoffendedtheyoungmaster.Sixminuteslater,Philipwhowasmakinghiswaytothehospital

receivedacallfromGeorge.“YoungMaster,everythinghasbeentakencareof.”“Okay.Don’ttellWynn

aboutthis,andshuteveryoneelseup.Idon’twanttohearevenapeepaboutit,”saidPhilip.

“Understood,YoungMaster.Lowprofile.”Georgechuckled.Afterhangingup,Philiplookedatthe

hospitalbuildinginfrontofhimandsmiledbitterly.Oh,Wynn,youkeepsayingthatIcan’thelpyou.I’m

tellingyounowthatIcanassistyouwithsimplyonesentence.IfyoueverfoundoutonedaythatI’ve

beensupportingyou,howwouldyoureact?MovingbacktotheWesternrestaurantonthesixthfloorof

HiltonHotel.MauryWarrenhadhadtoomuchtodrinkandnowhishandswerestartingtomisbehave.

“DeputyManagerJohnston,youjustkeepeatingbutyouwon’ttouchyourwine.Areyoulookingdown

onme?”Mauryputonalongface,hisvoicesoundingdark.Wynnflashedanapologeticsmileand

explained,“ManagerWarren,you’remistaken.I’mjustunwellthesefewdays,soIcan’tdrinkalcohol.”



Thisshittyfatsokeepstryingtotouchme,he’ssoirritating!“Hmph!Sinceyou’veputitthatway,Idon’t

thinkthere’sanythingforustotalkaboutanymore.”MaurysnortedbeforethreateningWynn.“Deputy

ManagerJohnston,youshouldknowthatnotonlyBeaconistryingtocooperatewithus.Therearealot

ofpeoplebeggingtoseeme.”Athiswords,Wynnfrownedandlookedhesitantlyattheredwineonthe

table.“Alrightthen,I’lljusthaveoneglass,”saidWynn.Shetookthebottleofredwineandpoured

herselfaglass.MaurywasallsmilesashelookedatWynn.Thiswomanwassoendearingunderthedim

lights.Wynndrankthewholeglassatonego.“ManagerWarren,willthisdo?Let’stalkaboutour

collaboration…”“DeputyManagerJohnston,don’tbeinsucharush.Whydon’twetalkaboutthis

slowlyupstairs?”MauryWarrenrevealedhisrealagendaforthenight.Soonafterhespoke,heputhis

handontoWynn’sthighandwantedtogofurtherin!‘Slap!’Wynnhadstoodupdirectlyandgavethe

manafuriousslap.“ManagerWarren,that’senough!”“Youbtch,howdareyouslapme!”Maury

gloweredfuriouslyandstoodup.HeliftedanarmandwasabouttoslapWynnwhen…‘Ringringring!’

Thesoundofacallertoneinterruptedhim.HegrabbedhisphoneashewatchedWynnleave,roaring

intohisphone,“Who’sthis?!”“MauryWarren!Isthathowyoushouldbespeakingtome?”Onthe

otherendcameasimilarlyenragedroar.“PresidentLewis,I’msorry,sosorry.Afewpromoterskept

callingmejustnow.Whatdoyouwantwithme?”Mauryimmediatelysoundedlikeanobedientlittlekid.

Thisman,PresidentLewis,wasthechairmanofVictoryPharmaceuticals,hisboss!Whatwashecalling

himfor?Althoughthemanhadnowruinedhisplans,Maurydidnotdaretocomplain.“You’reasking

me?DidyoudeliberatelytrytotroubleDeputyManagerJohnstononourcollaboration?”President

Lewisasked,soundingexasperated.Justone

momentago,hehadreceivedacallfromthewealthiestmaninRiverdaleCity,GeorgeThomas.The

man’swordswerefilledwithprovocation.Damnit,thisMauryWarren!Hehadtheaudacitytooffend

suchaprominentfigure!Washelookingfortrouble?“PresidentLewis,howdoyouknowaboutthis?”

Maurywasstunned.CouldWynnhavetoldonhim?But,shewasonlyameredeputymanagerofthe

marketingdepartment,itwasimpossibleforhertobeincontactwithPresidentLewis.“You’reeven

askingmethis?Areyoutryingtogetyourselffired?”PresidentLewisflewintoafitofrageandroared,

“OurcollaborationwithBeaconisapproved!

AndyoubetterapologizetoDeputyManagerJohnstonimmediately,inperson!Withoutherforgiveness,

don’teventhinkaboutcomingbacktothecompany.Youcanjustscram!”‘Thud!’Thecallwasended

andMauryWarrenwasflabbergasted!HecouldtellthatPresidentLewiswasreallyfurious.Without

anotherword,hedashedouttochaseafterWynn.“DeputyManagerJohnston,pleasewait!”Maurywas

nowbehavinglikeanobedientchild,loweringhishead,bendingoverslightlywithhishandsheld

togethertoshowhisapology.“DeputyManagerJohnston,I’msosorry,Iwasmuddledearlier.I’llsign

ourcollaborationagreementimmediately.IhopeDeputyManagerJohnstoncanforgivemeforbeing

blindedbydesire.”

Wynnwasstunned.ShestaredatMauryinshockandconfusion.“ManagerWarren,doyoumeanit?”

Thiswastheordershehadbeenworkingonforawholemonth.Ahundredthousand!Hercommission

alonewasworthtensofthousands!TheycouldfinallypayMila’streatmentfees.Injusttenminutes,

MauryandWynnsignedtheagreement.EverythinghappenedsofastthatWynnstillcouldnotregain

hersenses.“PresidentWarren,youmentionedthatyourchairmanhasapprovedofthispersonally,



right?”

Wynnasked,feelingconfused.Mauryhadbeengivingheraflatteringsmilethewholetime.“Yes,

DeputyManagerJohnston.YoushouldhavetoldmethatyouwereanacquaintanceofPresidentLewis.

Wealmosthadamisunderstanding.”Wynnnodded,stillpuzzled.Howcouldshebeacquaintedwith

PresidentLewisofVictoryPharmaceutical?Thatmust

meansomeonehadhelpedher!CoulditbeJuanParker?Shehadmentionedthistohiminthemorning.

Imustaskhim!thoughtWynn.ShesubconsciouslycomparedPhilipandJuaninhermindandthe

contemptforPhilipgrew.Herhusbandwasjusttoouseless!Ontheotherhand,Philipwasstillnot

awarethatafterhelpingWynnwithherproblem,thelatterhadmisunderstoodandthoughtthathis

rival,Juan,hadhelpedherinstead.Ifhefoundoutaboutthis,hemightjustvomitblood.Thenextdayin

theafternoon,PhilipgotintoaBentleyafterleavingthehospital.Hehadmadeanappointmenttomeet

someonewithGeorgetoday.AfterPhilipleftinthecar,agirlwhowasstandingalittletoofaraway

mumbledsuspiciously,

“WhydoesthatbackprofilelooklikePhilip…”LynnJohnstonwashereatthehospitaltodaytovisither

cousin’sdaughter.Shehadbeenunwillingtocome,butherparentssaidthatitwasrudeofhernotto

visitaJohnstonfamilymember.However,uponreachingthehospitalentrance,Lynnhappenedto

witnessPhilipgettingintothecar.But,sheassumedthatherworthlesscousinbrother-in-lawcould

neveraffordaluxuriouscarlikeaBentley,soLynnnevergaveitanotherthoughtandwentintothe

hospital’sinpatientdepartment.InsidethemovingBentley,Philipaskedlazily,

“George,whoarewemeetingtoday?Aretheytroublesome?”Georgeansweredrespectfully,“Young

Master,itwon’tbetroublesome.He’sacollectorinourcountry,consideredafriendofmine.”“Whyam

Imeetingyourfriendthen?”Philipasked,instead.Goodol’George,isthisareenactmentofthe

brokebackmountain?You’realreadyatthisage,andyou’restillgettinginvolvedinthingslikethis?

Georgewasallsmiles.

“YoungMaster,thisisonlyasmallbusinessworthabillion.Youneedtolearnfromexperiencesoyou

caninheritthefamilyfortuneassoonaspossible.”ThisanswermadePhiliplookupatGeorge.A

businessworthabillionwasasmallbusiness?Heheldbacktheurgetoroasthimandsaid,

“George,doyouknowhowthecowdied?”Ohno,afternotmeetingforsevenyears,thisoldthingwas

gettingmoreandmorepretentious.Astheheirofanelitefamily,Philiphadthemisconceptionofbeing

frightened.

Chapter7

TheBentleysoonarrivedatRiverdaleVirtuousCourt.Thiswasafamousrestaurantinthecitywhere

onlythewealthyandprestigiouscoulddine.

VirtuousCourtalsorequiredamembershipreservationwheretheminimumrequirementwastospend

atleastonemilliontokeepthemembership.Atthatmoment,standingattheentranceofVirtuous

Courtwasawell-knownentrepreneur.ThechairmanofCivilTradingGroup,RussellField.Thecompany



specializedinimportandexportbusiness,mainlydealingwithartisticpieces.Asthecompanychairman,

Russellhimselfwasawealthymanworththreebillion!Hewasalsoanationallyfamouscollector!Awell-

knownfigurewithinthelocalcollector’scommunity.Russellhadbroughtmorethantenpersonnelfrom

hishighestmanagementtowaitrespectfullyattheentranceofVirtuousCourtwithhim.Thisscene

causedquiteashocktothepatronsdiningattherestaurant.Therewereevenburstsofexclamation.

“Isn’tthatthechairmanofCivilTradingGroup,RussellField?

Whoishewaitingforwiththisextravagantdisplay?”“Whatararesight!AbillionairelikeRussellis

waitingsohumblyatthedoororVirtuousCourt.”

“Isthereaprominentfigurecoming?Whoeveritis,theymustnotbefromRiverdale.”Themoment

Philipsawacrowdofwell-dressedeliteswaitingattheentranceofVirtuousCourt,hefrownedinside

theBentley.“Didn’tIsaytokeepalowprofile?What’swiththisextravagantdisplay?”Georgesmiled

sheepishly.“YoungMaster,PresidentFieldmusthavewantedtogiveyouasurprise.”“Surprisemyfoot!

Idon’tlikeit,”saidPhilipcoldly.

“Headtotheparkinglotandinformyourfriendtomeetusinprivate.”

“Understood,YoungMaster.”Georgenodded.Thecardroveawayintotheparkingarea.Russellhad

beenstandingtallinfrontofVirtuousCourtashewaspatientlywaitingfortheguestofhonortoday.He

hadgonetoshamelesslybeghisfriendforthisopportunity.Standingbesidehimwashisson,TylerField.

Theyoungmanhadhishandsstuffedinhispocketsashespoke,soundingdispleased,“Dad,justwho

arewewaitingfor?Aren’tthey

tooarrogant?It’salreadybeentwentyminutes.”RussellshotasidewaysglareatTylerandsaidina

hushedvoice,“Behaveyourself.Iftheyshowupandyoumakeamistake,justseehowI’lltakecareof

youlater.”Tylerletoutadisgruntledsnort,feelingmoreupset.Hehadalreadymadeplanswithhis

friendstogoclubbing,buthisoldfatherhaddraggedhimovertomeetsomebig-shotinvestor.However,

therewasnotashadowofthepersonevenafterthisgranddisplay.Justthen,Russellreceivedaphone

callandthensolemnlyturnedaround.“Alright,everyone,let’sgoinside.Theyarealreadyhere.”Already

here?Manyofthemwereconfusedbutmostlyannoyed.Tylerwasmorefurious.Hegrumbledunderhis

breath,“Whatthefck?Whoisthisperson?I’vewaitedforawholedaynow,butIdidn’tevencatcha

glimpseofthem.”However,hedidnotdaresayanythinginfrontofhisfather,sohecouldonlysulkand

followRussellintotherestaurant.OnceRussellreceivedthephonecall,hetookhissonalongand

hastenedtotheprivateroominacorner.Themomentthedoorwaspushedopen,Tylersawtwopeople

standinginside,buthisgazefellonPhilip.Thefck?Isthisthatbig-shotinvestor?Dadcan’tbethisblind,

canhe?Whichpartofthisguylookssophisticated?Helookslikeamigrantworkerinthestreets.Tyler

couldnotresistasniggerashisdissatisfactiongrew.Itwasthankstothisguythathecouldnotgoout

andhavefun.Instead,Russellhadreachedoutwithbothhishandsandafacefullofsmilesashewent

towardGeorge,whowasstandingwithawalkingstick.“PresidentThomas,you’refinallyhere.”

Georgesmiledandnodded,extendingonlyonehandfortheothermantoshake.Russell’sgazethen

turnedtotheyoungmanstandingbesideGeorge.



“Thisis…?”“Thisismyyoungmaster,YoungMasterClarke.He’salsotheinvestorthistimearound.”

Georgeintroducedwithasmile.Young…

YoungMaster?GeorgeThomas,PresidentGeorge’syoungmaster?!

Russellwasacompanypresident,andhewasworththreebillion.Hewasalsoaprominentfigurein

RiverdaleCity.AlthoughhecouldnotcomparetoGeorge,whowasworthmorethantenbillion,hewas

atleastacquaintedwiththeworld.ItwassaidthatGeorgeThomascamefromworkingfora

hiddenwealthyfamily.Andthatfamilywasincontrolofmorethanhalfoftheworld’sassets.Thatmust

meanthattheyoungmasterofthisfamilywasofafearsomeexistence!Hehadtobeverycautious.At

thethoughtofthis,Russellheldouthishandsingreattrepidation.“Thishumbleservant,RussellField,

hasbeentoodensetorecognizeYoungMasterClarke.IhopethatYoungMasterClarkecanforgiveme.”

Philipnoddedfaintlyandshookhishandbeforesaying,“PresidentField,Istillhavesomethingstotake

careof,solet’smakethisquick.Iheardfromol’Georgethatyourcompanyrequiresfinancing.Giveme

afigure.”RussellglancedatGeorge,butherealizedthelatterhadbeenrestinghiseyes.Russellthen

said,“YoungMasterClarke,ourcompanyispreparingtoopenuptheartpiecesmarkettointernational

countries.ThechannelsalesinAmericaandItalyhavebeendoingextremelywell,soasanestimation,

wewouldrequireonebillioninfinancingasanestimation.Pleasedon’tworry.Wewillgiveyou25%of

thesharesandabonusattheendoftheyear.”Onebillionwasnotaverysmallamount.EvenifRussell

wasworththreebillion,hedarednotgambleawayhisonebillion.“Onebillion…”Philipmumbled,

frowningslightlyasheseemedtobeindeepthought.ThismadeRussellanxiousontheinside.Toaskfor

onebillionatthestartwasalittletoomuch.OtherthanApexGroup,theremightnotbeanotherperson

inRiverdaleCitycapableofhelping.

However,Philip’snextwordsstunnedRussellforthelongesttime.EvenTylerwhohadbeenlooking

downonPhilipeversinceheenteredtheroomwasshocked!“I’llinvesttwobillion,butIwant40%of

theshares.”Philipsmiledlikehewasmerelytalkingaboutnumbers.Twobillion?Wasthisadream?

RussellfeltlikehewasbeingwatchedoverbyLadyLuck.Whatasurprisethiswas!Hiscompanyassets

onlyamountedtoalittleoverthreebillion,buttheyhadeasilyofferedtoinvesttwobilliondollars!

Scary!Thiswastooterrifying!Wasthisthefinancialpowerofthehiddenelite?40%oftheshareswere

stillanacceptableconditionforRussell.“YoungMasterClarke,areyousureyouwanttoinvesttwo

billion?”Russellwasbarelyabletospeakfromtheexcitement,buthestillcalmedhimselfdown

immediatelytoask.“Toolittle?Icanaddabitmore,”saidPhilipcasually.

A…alittlemore?!Russellcouldbarelystandstraightnow.Hequicklyanswered,“No,no,twobillionis

enough.”Ithadtobeenough.Withthesetwobillion,Russellhadfullconfidencethathecouldconquer

boththeAmericanandItalianmarkets.Bythen,hisowncompanywouldbeabletogouptooverten

billion!Russellthengothissecretarytohurryinwithanexquisitelongboxinhand.Russelltookouta

scrollfromthebox,unrolledit,andsmiled.“YoungMasterClarke,thisisanauthenticpaintingbythe

famousTangBohuofChina.I’vekeptitformanyyearsnow,andtodayI’dliketopresentittoyouasa

tokenofmyappreciation.”Asafamousartcollectorwithinthecountry,thepaintingsRussellgifted

werenaturallyauthentic!Inthemarket,anoriginalTangBohupaintingcouldgouptoovertenmillionin



worth!However,forRussell,incomparisontoPhilip’sinvestment,thispaintingwasworthnothing.

Philipmerelyglancedatitandnodded.“Youhavemythanks,PresidentField.”Hethenheldtherolled-

uppaintingunderhisarmandlefttheprivateroomwithGeorge.Themomenttheyexitedtheroom,

Philipsawamiddle-agedmandonnedinafullsuitcomingoverwithasmileonhisface.“YoungMaster

Clarke,pleasewait.IamtheownerofVirtuousCourt,JavierMorris.”BothPhilipandGeorgestoppedin

theirtracks,lookingatthemiddle-agedmaninconfusion.WhenJaviersawGeorgestandingbehind

Philip,hefeltahugeshock!Itwastrue!

PresidentFieldhadbeenright!Theyoungmanwhocouldhavethewealthiestmaninthecitystand

besidehimwasindeedextraordinary.

“YoungMasterClarke,PresidentThomas,Ididn’tknowthatbothofyouwerecoming,soIhavefailedto

welcomeyou.ThisistheplatinumVIP

membershipcardofVirtuousCourt.IfYoungMasterClarkedoesn’tmind,pleasetakethis,”saidJavier.

HewassetonmakingPhilip’sacquaintancetonight!PhiliplookedatJavierbrieflybeforetakingthe

membershipcardandsaidinacasualtone,“Thanks.”Afterthat,heshuffledhisfeettostartwalking

again,leavingtheresttool’Georgetotakecareof.GeorgewaitedforabitbeforesayingtoJavier,“Mr.

Morris,myyoungmasterdoesn’tlike

tobetooconspicuous.Ifanybodyasks…”“Understood,understood!

PresidentThomas,pleasedon’tworry.NoothersoulbesidesmewillknowofYoungMasterClarke’s

identity.”Javierimmediatelyguaranteed.BacktoPhilip.OnceheleftVirtuousCourt,hedidnotchoose

torideinsideGeorge’sBentleybutwasabouttorentabicycle.However,themomenthesteppedoutof

thedoor,hecoincidentallyranintoWynnJohnston!Shit!

Howwashegoingtoexplainmeetingherhere?“Philip,whatareyoudoinghere?”Wynnwasleadinga

groupofwell-dressedmenandwomenastheyappearedatVirtuousCourt.Asshewasstaring

suspiciouslyatPhilip,thelatterquicklyexplainedinpanic,“I’mhereforadelivery.”Delivery?Food

deliverytoarestaurant?Wynnfrownedslightly,herexpressioncold.Shewasstartingtogetirritated

whenshesawhisweakappearance.Whatmadeherevenmoreanxiouswaslettinghercolleaguessee

Philip.However,ahostilemalevoicesuddenlyspokeupatthismoment.“DeputyManagerJohnston,is

thisdeliverymanthehusbandofyours?Helooksonlyso-so.

Asexpectedofakeptman.”

Chapter8

Thisvoicewasunpleasant.Philipliftedhisheadandsawafatmanwithaprotrudingbeerbellystaringat

himwithamockingexpression.Whatdoesithaveanythingtodowithyou,whetherornotI’makept

man?DoIevenknowyou?Philippouted,planningtoignorehim,turnedtoleave.Thefatso,however,

didnotplantolethimoffsoquickly.HewentovertoblockPhilip’swayandridiculedhimindirectly.

“Ignoringpeoplenow?Greatpersonality!Iheardthatyourbusinessfailed,andnowourDeputy

ManagerJohnstonistheonepayingforyourlivingexpenses.Agrownmanlikeyouhassomenerveto



becomeakeptman.”Philipfrowned,lookingextremelydispleased.Herecognizedthisman,GavinZach,

themarketingmanageratWynn’scompany.ThemanhadtriedtoharassWynn,andPhiliphadtaught

himalesson.AndnowthathesawPhilipinalowplace,themanstartedto

mockhimunscrupulously.Wynn’sothercolleagueswerenowlookingatPhilipwithaweirdlookintheir

eyes.They,too,knewalittleaboutPhilip,whohadbeenanenthusiasticentrepreneurbuthadnow

droppedtothelowstatusofadeliveryman.Wynnstoodamongthecrowd,frowninghardasshelooked

atPhilipandfeltembarrassed.“Philip,gobackquickly,”saidWynn.WhenGavinheardthis,heraisedan

eyebrowasthedisdaininhiseyesgrewthicker.Theothercolleaguessnickered.Evenhiswifewas

embarrassedbyhimnow.Whatafailureofaman!Philipdidnotwanttostayforaminutelonger,sohe

turnedtoleave.ButGavinwouldnotletithappen.“Don’tgo,Philip.Whydon’tyouhaveamealwithus?

Yourwifejustsignedaonehundredthousanddollarsworthofcontractyesterday,somethingyoucan

neverachievewithtenyearsofdeliveryservice.Don’tyouwanttocelebratetogether?”Ahundred

thousanddollarcontract?So,Wynnmanagedtogetit.Philipalreadyknew,buthedidnotplanon

staying.

Evenhiswifewasurginghimtoleave,sowhyshouldhewaittobringcontemptuponhimself?Oh,

Wynn,ifonlyyouknewthatIwastheonewhohasfacilitatedthiscontractofyours,whatreaction

wouldyouhave?“Noneed.Istillhavetogotothehospital,”saidPhilipcalmly.Gavindidnotallowhim

roomtorejectandsimplydraggedPhilipintotherestaurant,evendrapinganarmaroundhisshoulder

andsaid,“There’snoneedtobeshy.

Yourwifeistreating,afterall.It’dbeawastenottoeat.”You’rejustakeptman,whoareyoutobe

picky?Andso,thecrowdenteredVirtuousCourtwithPhilipbeingforcedtostay.However,hewas

standingaloneinacornerwhileWynnwashuddledaroundhercolleaguesastheychattedexcitedly

abouthowshehadmanagedtoclosethedeal.“DeputyManagerJohnston,youmentionedthatyou

closedthisdealbecausesomeonehashelpedyou?”

Oneofthebeautifullydressedwomenaskedinshock.Wynnnodded.

“ManagerWarrenofVictoryPharmaceuticalswasgivingmeahardtime.

Youguys,too,knowthathehadbeentryingtoaskmeoutformeals.Butyesterday,aftergettinga

phonecall,hesuddenlysaidthathewouldsignthecontractandhadevensincerelyapologizedtome.”

Asshespoke,Wynn

subconsciouslylookedatPhilipwhowasstandingabsentmindedlyinacorner.Shecouldnothelpbut

feelsadanddisappointed.ShehadhopedthatthatpersonwouldbePhilip,butsheknewthatitwas

impossible.“Wow,who’sthisthathasacrushonourdeputymanager?Toevenhelpyouwiththis

hundredthousandcontract!”ThatwomansquealedintentionallyinaloudvoicesothatPhilipwould

hear.Lookatyou,youworthlessthing!Yourwifeisbeingcourted,butyou’restillstandingtherelikean

idiot!Howuseless!Asthecrowdchatteredhappily,Gavinwalkedoverwithaconflictedexpressionand

said,“Wecan’teathere.Theyrequirereservations,andonlymemberscanwalk-in.”Gavincouldnot

believethatVirtuousCourtactuallyrequiredreservationsandthatamembershipapplicationrequired



minimumspendingofonemillionannually!Thosewhocouldspendamilliontodineherewerewealthy!

Wynnstoodupimmediatelywithatroubledexpressionandsaid,“Whatdowedo?Shallweswitchto

anotherplace?’Shehadpromisedtotreateveryonetoday,buttothinkthisplacerequireda

reservation…ItwasWynn’sfirsttimehere,andacolleaguehadevensuggestedit.“Huh?Areyou

serious,ManagerZach?

We’vecomeallthisway!”“ManagerZach,thinkofsomething.IheardthatthefoodatVirtuousCourtis

especiallydelicious.”“Ifitreallycan’tbehelped,thenlet’sswitchtosomeplaceelse.”Someofthem

werestartingtogetupsetandmadeafuss.Gavinwasfeelinghelpless.Hehaddonesomuchjusttowin

WynnJohnston’sfavor.But,wherewashegoingtogetthismillion-dollarmembershipcard?“Whydon’t

weswitchtoNobleManor?

Thisplacerequiresareservation,soIcan’tdoanything.”Gavinshrugged.

ThewomanwhohadbeenspeakingloudlyearlierwasRoseStewart,Gavin’ssecretary.Itwasasthe

sayinggoes,‘iftherewassomethingtobedone,thesecretarywilldoit;iftherewasnothingtobedone,

dothesecretary.’Roseshiftedherlonglegs,movingtoGavintohookontohisarmasshesaid

coquettishly,“ManagerZach,it’smyfirsttimehere.Didn’tyousaythatyouknowthemanagerhere?

Gethimtoopenupanextratableforus.”Uponhearingthis,Wynnandtheothercolleaguesturnedto

look

hopefullyatGavin.Thelatterwasnowinanawkwardposition.Hedidnotknowanymanager.Hewas

onlybraggingwhenhesaidthat.“Uhm…Isn’tthatalittleinappropriate?Let’snottroublethemand

movetoNobleManor.

It’llbemytreat,”Gavinansweredimmediately.NobleManorwasnotaspricey.Amealforsevenor

eightpaxwouldcostonlyaboutathousand.Heevenwentwiththeflowandofferedtotreat,so

perhapsWynnwouldthankhimforthis.However,afewofthecolleagueswerevisiblyupset.Rose

glancedatWynnandsaidindissatisfaction,“DeputyManagerJohnston,youpromisedtotreatusto

VirtuousCourt,soisn’tthisalittletoodisappointing?”RosewasenviousofWynn.Thewomanwas

deputymanageratsuchayoungageandwasfavoredbybothManagerGavinandPresidentHall.Why?

Justbecauseshe’spretty?Aren’tIpretty?I’mnotjustpretty,sowhydon’tthesestinkymencarethat

muchforme?“Alright,alright,DeputyManagerJohnstondidn’tknowthatthisplacerequired

reservationseither.Let’sgotoNobleManor,”GavinquicklyspokeupforWynn.Histonewasfirm.

Wynnbowedtoapologize.“I’msorry,I’lltreatNobleManor.Iwassupposedtotreatanyway,soIdon’t

wanttotroubleyou,ManagerZach.”AfewcolleaguesshotcoldglancesatWynnbeforeturningawayto

leaveunhappily.Theywereallfilledwithangernow,sowhocaredabouteatinganymore!Justasthe

crowdenteredthisdowncastatmosphere,avoicebrokethesilence.“Ihaveamembershipcard.Doyou

guyswanttouseit?”Philipwhowasstandinginacornerspoke.Hecouldnotresist,afterall.Wynnwas

stillhiswife,andtowatchherbeingdismissedbyhercolleaguesmadehimuncomfortable.“Youhavea

membership?Philip,itwouldn’tkillyouifyoudidn’tlie.Doyouknowwherethisis?VirtuousCourt!

Membershiprequiresaminimumspendingofonemillionayear!”Gavin’sambiguously,sinisterwords

couldbeheard.



Thecolleaguesaroundhim,too,lookedatPhilipdisapprovinglyasmockerycreptintotheirexpressions.

Wynn,toowasstunned.ShestaredatPhilipawkwardlybeforegoingovertotugathim,wantingtopull

himawayasshesaidinahushedvoice,“Whatareyoudoing?Gobacktothehospitaltokeep

Milacompany.”Areyoutryingtochasemeawaybecauseyou’reafraidI’dembarrassyou?Philipdidnot

explain.Sinceshedidnotwanthishelp,thenhewouldleave.However,Gavinwasamusedandlaughed

scornfully.

“DeputyManagerJohnston,what’stherush?Sinceyourhusbandsayshehasamembershipcard,just

lethimbookatableforus.”ThemockerywasapparentonGavin’sface.HejustwantedtowatchPhilip

makeafoolofhimself.Didn’thehearjustnowthataregularsilvermembershipcardinVirtuousCourt

requiredminimumspendingofonemillionayear?Doesn’tmatter.Justlethimmakeafoolofhimselfin

frontofeveryone.Thatway,Wynnwouldprobablybeverydisappointedwithhim.AndthatmeansI’ll

haveachancetomakethecut!“Philip,stopfoolingaround!Hurryupandgoback!”Wynnsaidcoldly,

tryinghardtosuppresstherageinsideherheart.Whydidhehavetopopupatatimelikethis?Wasit

funtobethisshameful?Shealreadycouldnotraiseherheadwheneverhercolleaguestalkedabouther

husband,andnowhewasaddingfueltothefire.Thiswasdrivinghercrazy!“Wynnie,Idohavea

membershipcard,”saidPhilipcalmly.Hethendugoutacardfromhispocketandwaveditinfrontof

everyone.Gavinandthegroupwereshocked.Didhereallyhaveacard?

However,afteralittlethought,Gavin’sexpressionlookedevenmoretaunting.“Philip,thisisn’tthe

membershipcardfordeliverymen,isit?Itwon’tberighttoconsomeonewiththis.”Gavinmocked

ignorantly.

However,PhilipwaslookingatGavinwithastraightfacelikehewasstaringatanidiot.ThisirkedGavin.

Whywashesocalm?Couldthecardbereal?Impossible!Justthen,Rosewentoverinherhighheels,

swipedthecardfromGavin’shandandlaughedarrogantly.“SinceDeputyManagerJohnston’shusband

saysit’samembershipcard,let’stryit.”Shethentookthecardtothefrontdesk.Wynncouldnotstop

herintimewhenthishappened.ShecouldonlystompherfootinangerandglaredfuriouslyatPhilip.

“Philip,you’rejusttoodisappointing!”Thismanwasstilltryingtoputonanactatatimelikethis!And

nowthathisliewasabouttoberevealed,notonlywouldhebeshamed,shetoowouldhavetofacethe

same!

ThemockeryonGavinandtheircolleagues’facesgrewevenmore.“Come,come,come,we’re

benefitingfromPhilip’sassociationtoday,solet’sseeifthereservationgetsthrough.”Gavinwas

ecstatic,impatienttowatchPhilipmakeafoolofhimself.Hehadpreparedalotofthingstosaysohe

couldridiculehimlater.AfewotherssnickeredastheysurroundedPhilipandWynn,escortingthemto

thefrontdeskliketheywereafraidthatbothofthemwouldrunaway.

Chapter9

Atthefrontdesk,RosewaswavingthecardasshesweptanarrogantglanceatPhilipbeforesaying,



“Helpmecheckifthiscardcanreserveusaprivateroom.”Everyonewasholdingtheirbreaths,waiting

towatchPhilipmakeafoolofhimself.Thegirlatthefrontdeskreceivedthecard,swipedit,andallofa

sudden,herexpressionlookednervous.Sheasked,“Miss,isthisyourcard?”WhenRosesawthis,she

shookherhead.Extendingherhand

withredpaintednails,shepointedtoPhilip,whowasbeingsurroundedandlaughedtauntingly.“It’snot

mine.It’shis.”Haha!Whatajoke!Philipisgoingtomakeafoolofhimself,andWynnwouldloseallface

alongwithhim!Thisistoogreat.There’sactuallyamanwhowouldpubliclyridiculehimself.Rosewas

dyingofhappiness.SheglancedhappilyoveratWynnwhowaslookingsullenandmocked,“Deputy

ManagerJohnston,yourhusbandsureisanexcellentman.”Wynnwasextremelyembarrassed.Sheshot

aviciousglareatPhilip,readytoreprimandhimwhenthegirlatthefrontdesksuddenlyranout.She

thenstoodrespectfullyinfrontofPhilipandsaidverypolitely,“Sir,youareourrestaurant’splatinum

member.

Thereisaspecialroomspeciallyreservedforyou.Pleasefollowme.”Themockingsnickersaroundthem

immediatelystopped!Thatallhappenedtoosuddenly!Everyonecouldnotregaintheirsense.Whatwas

happening?Aspecialroom…?Rosewasthefirsttospeak,agitatedasshepointedatPhilipandnagged,

“Hey,hey,hey,areyoumistaken?He’syourrestaurant’splatinummember?”“Takeacloserlook.He’sa

deliveryman.Akeptmaneven!Howcouldhebeaplatinummember?”Gavin,too,wasdumbstruck.

Hehadpreparedalotofsarcasm,readytounleash!ButthissuddenrevelationofPhilipbeinga

platinummembercaughthimoffguardthathefeltalumpstuckinhisthroat.Wynnwaslookingatthe

femalestaff,confused,andthenturnedtolookatPhilip.Washerhusbandaplatinummemberat

VirtuousCourt?ShejustheardfromGavinthataregularmembershiprequiredonemillioninannual

spending.Didthatnotmeanthataplatinummembershipwouldcostatleastafewmillion?Thefemale

staffsmiledpolitelyandsaid,“I’mnotmistaken.Thisisaplatinumcard,andourrestauranthasissued

onlyeightpieceswhereeachcardholderhasaprivateroomspeciallyreservedforthem.”“Woah!”The

crowdgasped.Oneprivateroomforeachcardholder!Thiswasaservicefitforaking!Wasthis…still

Wynn’swretchedhusband?“Sir,thisisyourcard.Pleasefollowme,”saidthestaffrespectfully.Philip

tookthecardthenlookedatthecrowdwhowasstaringwide-eyedandgrittingtheirteethathim.He

explained,“It’snot

mine,itbelongstomycompany’sboss.I’mjustheretomakeareservation.”

Phew!UponhearingPhilip’sexplanation,GavinandRoseletoutasighofrelief.So,itwasjustacaseof

jobbery,takinghisboss’scardtoputonafront.Fck!Rose’skneesevenwentweakfromtheshock.

GavinshotPhilipafuriousglarethentaunted,“AndhereIwaswonderingwhy,soitwasjustdishonest

advertising.”Atthis,theotherssniggered.But,sincetheroomhasbeenreserved,itwasawastenotto

useit.Philipdidnotexplain.HeonlysaidtoWynnfaintly,“Takethemtodinner.I’llgobackfirst.”Then,

withoutwaitingforWynntopersuadehimtostay,PhiliphadalreadywalkedoutofVirtuousCourtwith

theboxofpaintinginhishands.AlthoughWynnfeltterrible,shecouldnotresisthercolleagues’urges,

andtheyfollowedthestaffintotheprivateroom.GavinandRosenaturallydidnotenjoythisdinner

verymuchbecauseitwasonlymadepossiblebyWynn’suselesshusband.AfewmomentsafterPhilip



hadleftVirtuousCourt.HereceivedashortmessagefromWynn:Thankyou.Philiplookedatitand

smiled,replying:Noproblem.PhilipstillfeltguiltytowardWynn.Hewasactuallytheheirtotheworld’s

largestconsortium,butbecausehewasunwillingtoinheritthefamilybusiness,hehadcometo

RiverdaleCitytoexperiencebeingpoor.So,whenwouldhetellWynnaboutthis?Maybeafteralittle

while.Afterrentingabicycle,Philipheadedforthehospital.Onthewaythere,asPhilipmadearight

turn,amotorcyclecamespeedinghisway!Thebuzzingsoundsofthemotorcycle’sengineranginhis

ears,andinaninstant,Philipfeltastrongbreezebesidehimasthemotorcycleswervedright.Following

acrashingsound,theridersandthebikefellintothegrassbesidetheroad.“Ohno!”Philiptossedhis

bicycleawayandrushedovertoseeiftheoccupantsofthebikewerehurt.Amanandawomanclimbed

upfromthegrass.Thewoman’sblackskirthadbeentornbythetreebranchesandshelooked

frightened.Themanhadhishandsonhiswaistashebellowed,“Areyoutryingtokillyourself?Fck!”

Philipquicklyapologized,“I’msorry,Ididn’tseeyouthere.Areyouguysalright?Doyouwanttogoto

thehospital?I’llcompensateforthebike.”Uponhearingthis,themanexploded

inafitofrageandstartedscoldingPhilip.“ThisisaHarley-DavidsonSportsterIron883Custom!It’s

worthtwohundredthousand!Canyouaffordtocompensateforit?”Philipanswered,“I’llcompensate

youthreehundredthousand.Thehundredthousandisformedicalexpenses.”Themanbrokeintoa

sarcasticlaughbeforegivingPhilipafuriousshove.“Youthinkyouhavealotofmoney?Threehundred

thousand?Canyoupayup?Whatareyoupretentiousfor?!”Philipstaggeredbackwardfromtheshove.

Hefrownedandsaid,“You’retheonesrunningaredlight.I’malreadykindenoughtonotarguewith

youonthat,don’tpushit!”Philipwasnotinthewrongforturningright.Theriderwasjusttryingtorun

aredlight.Iftheyweretobereasonable,itwastherider’sfault.“YousaidI’mrunningaredlight?

Whicheyedidyouseeitwith?”Thebikerletoutasuddenoutburstandroared.Justthen,thegirl

behindhimfinallyregainedhersenses.Shetookoffherhelmet,lookedatPhilip,andscreeched,“Why

areyouhere?”

PhiliplookedatthesourceofthevoicetorealizethatthegirlwasLynnJohnston!Theatmosphere

immediatelybecameawkward.“BrotherJacob,don’tlethimoffsoeasily!”Lynnshoutedharshly.This

manwasJacobWells,thesonofawealthyman.AsPhiliplookedatLynn,feelingalittlehesitant,Jacob

pointedatPhilip’snoseandaskedLynn,“Doyouknowhim?”Lynnnodded,glaringatPhilip.“Mycousin

brother-in-law,butwe’renotclose.He’sakeptman.”“Shit!Akeptmanwastryingtoactallpretentious

infrontofme?Areyoutiredofliving?”JacobscoldedbeforetauntingPhilip,saying,“Alrightthen,didn’t

yousayyouwouldcompensatethreehundredthousanddollars?Payup!”Acontemptuoussmirk

appearedonLynn’scoldexpression.Threehundredthousand?Hah!Wherewoulduselesstrashlike

Philipfindthreehundredthousand?Philiphadinitiallywantedtopayup,butnowhedidnotwantto.“I

don’tfeellikeitanymorebecauseyouguysweretheonesrunningaredlight.”IfLynnhadnotbeen

here,Philipmighthavepaiduptosettlethematterquietly.Butnow,hecouldnotdoso.Lynnletouta

coldlaugh.“Haha!Ithinkyoujustdon’thavethemoney.Weren’tyoudoingreallywellinyouract

earlier?Why

backdownnow?”Jacobroared,“Threehundredthousand!PayuporI’llcallsomeguysover.”Callsome

guysover?Philipwasnotatallafraid.



“Callthemthen,”saidPhilipcalmly.“Alright,you’reatoughbrat!Don’trunawayinshocklater!”

threatenedJacobashepointedatPhilip.Theformerthentookouthisphonetomakeaphonecall,

soundingfuriousashesaid,“BrotherKyle,bringsomemenovertoSilverstone!”Afterhangingup,Jacob

staredstraightatPhilipandsaid,“Mybroswillbeheresoon.Getreadytobeg.”Philiplookedindifferent.

Therewasnotellingwhathewasthinking.Hefinallyletoutahelplesssighandtookouthisphoneto

callAgnesSummer.“Agnes,bringsomemenovertoSilverstone.Themore,thebetter!”Assoonashe

hungup,Jacobpracticallysplithissideswithlaughter.“Hahaha!You’vecalledsomeonetoo?Hilarious!

Okay,letmeseejustwhoyoumanagedtoget.”Lynnwasonlywatchingquietlyatoneside.

Philiphadbeenstaringatherforafewtimesnow,makingheruncomfortable.WhatwasPhilipthinking?

Hewas,ofcourse,thinkingthatWynn’scousinsisterwasreallyawesometobeabletochange

boyfriendssoquickly.HeshouldtellWynnsothatshecouldschoolhercousin.Ifshedidnotlearnata

youngage,shewouldgetintotroubleinthefuture.AtGopherDeliveryServices,Agnesimmediately

spreadthewordaftergettingthecallfromPhilip.Inaninstant,allthedeliverymeninthecityunder

GopherDeliverServicesgotontotheirstandardredscooters,putontheirbrightredvestsandhelmets,

anddrovepaststreetsandalleyways,headingforSilverstone!Fromanaerialview,itlookedlike

countlessreddotsweremovingslowlytoassembleatSilverstone.BackatPhilip’sside,thementhat

Jacobcalledforwerealreadyhere.FourHarleyDavidsons!Therewereeightpeople,amixofmenand

women,allwearingstylishbikeroutfits,lookingverycoolandfashionable.Theyhaddrivenoverwith

deafeningbuzzingsoundsoftheirbikes.Theirleaderwasa1.8metertallandhandsomeman.Hewas

buffed,sportingabuzz-cut,andveryhandsome.

“Jacob,what’sgoingon?Yourride’strashed.”KyleLyonstrodeoverobnoxiouslywithhisgroupintow.

HesweptaglanceandPhilip,easily

figuringoutthesituation.“Youdidthis?”KyleaskedinadeepvoiceashestaredatPhilip.Philipkept

quiet.“BrotherKyle,it’shimalright!Don’tlethimthinkaboutleavingwithoutcoughingupthree

hundredthousand!”

Jacobcalledoutfromthebackground.

Chapter10

Philipglancedovercalmlyandexpressionlessly.KylewaslookingatPhilip,clearlydispleased.Thisguy

seemedsonormal,howcouldhebesocalm?

Interesting!“Bro,canyoupaythethreehundredthousand?”Kylewasnotagangsterwhowouldjust

startgettingphysicalfornoapparentreason.

Threehundredthousandwasahumongoussumforanormalperson.KylefeltthatamanlikePhilip

couldneveraffordthisamount,buthestillhadtoask.Diplomacybeforeviolence.“I’msorry,butheran

aredlightandshouldtakefullresponsibility.What’smore,wedidn’treallyhiteachother,”saidPhilip

calmly.JacobpointedatPhilipandroaredfuriously,“Doesthatmeanyouwon’tpayup?”Philipstared



quietlyathim,notanswering.Kylefrownedslightly,shiftinghisgazetothewreckedHarleyonthe

groundandsaid,“Bro,threethousandwon’tcostmuch.Justaleg.”Thiswasathreat.

Philip’sgazewentcoldasaglintappearedinhiseyes.Astheheirtoanelitefamily,didthatthree

hundredthousandmattertohim?Itdidnot.But,hecouldnotlethimselfbetakenadvantageof.“What

ifItoldyouIdon’thaveanymoney?”Philipreplied.Thegroupofbikerswassnickeringasthey

staredatPhiliplikehewasanidiot.KylerubbedhisnosebeforedrapinganarmoverPhilip’sshoulder,

flashinghimaninsolentsmile.“Uncle,doyouknowwhoIam?I’mKyleLyonofLordNorthStreet.

Everyoneshowsmerespectbycallingme‘BrotherKyle’.Itwouldbeunreasonableifyoudidn’t

compensateforasinglethingtoday.”Kylewasamused.Itwashisfirsttimemeetingsuchafoolishguy.

Washisheadmadeofiron?Ordidhethinkhewasahoneybadger?Hilarious!“BrotherKyle,justone

lookathisoutfit,andyoucantellthathe’sbroke.”“ThisidiotmightnotevenknowwhataHarleyis,

hahaha!”“Uncle,quicklycallsomeonetobringyousomemoney.

OurBrotherKyledoesn’tholdbackinabeating.”Thegroupofbikersjeeredcontinuously.Thegirls

crossedtheirarmswithanindignantexpressionwhiletheguysleanedagainsttheirbikes,smoking.Lynn

wasamongthegroup,watchingcoldly.Sheleanedagainstoneofthegirlswhowaswearingtight

leatherpantsandacroppedcamisole.“He’smycousinbrother-in-law,awretchedpieceoftrashliving

undermycousinsister’sexpenses.”Lynnsuddenlyinterrupted,sayingthislikeitmadeherseemmore

superior.“Shit,akeptman!Uncle,youhavequitetheskills.Whydon’tyouteachus?”Afewofthe

bikersstartedcrackingupagain.Kylestifledalaughandshookhishead.Hescornedmenwhoreliedon

womenthemost.“So,whatisyourdecision,Uncle?”askedKyle.Hesmirkedandwasreadytoget

physical.

Philipremainedsilentwithoutsayingaword.Amentalcalculationtoldhimthatitwasabouttime.Allof

asudden,Philip’spupilscontractedashesawagreatnumberofred-coloredscootersspeedingover

fromafar!“Whyaretheresomanydeliverymen?”Withoutknowingwhoshouted,everyoneturnedto

look.Thesightofredscooters,redhelmets,andredvestsfilledtheireyes.Itwasnotjusttenunits.The

wholecrossroadwasfilledwiththereddeliveryservicefleet!Therewerealmostfiftyunits!The

scootersimmediatelysurroundedthiswholearea.“Shit!Whatgives?They’reallcheapscooters!”yelled

Jacob.HethenturnedtoPhilipandasked,“Didyoucallforthem?”Philipnodded.“Yeah.”“Hahaha!”

Therewasaburstoflaughter.“Youthinkthatcallingabunchofdeliverymenoverwouldbe

useful?”Jacoblaughedoutloudashebelittled.Kylewastoolazyeventoridiculehim,onlyshakinghis

head.Wasthisguyreallyanidiot?Toactuallyhavethegutstodosuchanembarrassingthing.Wasthis

apopularmethodnowadays?Tocallfordeliveryservicestosaveyourself.Itwashilarious.

Lynnwasamongthebiker’steam.Whenshesawthisscene,shecouldnotresistlaughingoutloud.This

cousinbrother-in-lawofherswasjusttoomuch.Howcouldhercousinhavefallenforsuchaman?He

wasgarbage!

Justthen,fromamongthedeliveryfleet,Agnescameoutinablackskirtsuit.Undertheheadlightsof

thescooters,shewalkedtowardPhilip.PhiliponlygaveherasignalwithhiseyesandAgnesunderstood.



Philiphadexplicitlytoldherbeforethathisidentitywasnottoberevealed.Thismanwasreallylow

profile.AgnesthenturnedaroundtofaceKyleandhisgroup,sayingleisurely,“IamPhilip’smanager.If

youhaveaproblemwithhim,youcantalktome.”Kyle’seyesscannedAgnesupanddown.Thiswoman

wasexquisite.Shewasbetterthantheyounggirlsaroundhim.“Okay,I’lltalktoyouthen,”Kyle

answeredhappily.“Threehundredthousand.Oncewegetthemoney,hecanleave.”Agnesfrowned

slightly.ShelookedattheHarleyonthegroundandsaidcoldly,“Sure.But,wechoosetosettleitwitha

policereport.”Policereport?Kylefrownedimmediately.Thepolicewerethemosttroublesome

existenceforabikergang.Moreover,whathappenedtonightwasmostlyJacob’sfault.Iftheymadea

policereport,hewouldnothaveitwell.ThemostimportantthingwasKyledidnotbringhisdriving

licenseouttoday.“Babe,talksdon’tworkthisway.It’stooinsincere.”

Kyle’sexpressiondarkened.Thepeoplebehindhimstartedcrackingtheirknuckles.However,the

momenttheytookastepforward,thedeliverymeninredvestsaroundthemrolleduptheirsleeves

furiously,readytodoleoutabeating.Howcouldtheystillnegotiate?Itwastenpeopleversusoverforty

greasygrownmen.Therewasnothinglefttonegotiate!Kyleknewthatthissituationwasnotfavorable

forhim.Hegrittedhisteethandsaid,“Fine.Youwininnumbers.Let’sgo.”Hethenledhisgrouponto

theirmodifiedbikesanddroveaway.Whiletheywerestillinview,Kyleliftedamiddlefinger

atPhilip.LynnhadshotPhilipacoldglare,despisinghimevenmore.Whatwashearrogantabout?A

shittydeliverymanlikehimactuallyneededawomantofightforhishonor.Serveshimrighttobea

keptmanfortherestofhislife!Afterthebikerganghaddisappearedintothedistance,Agnesfinallylet

outasighofrelief.Sheturnedtoaskrespectfully,“Boss,areyouokay?”Thecrowdofbrothersstarted

chimingintoaskabouthiswellbeingtoo.“I’mfine,I’mfine,youguyscanheadbacknow,”saidPhilip.

AftermakingsurethatPhilipwasalright,Agnesledtheteamaway.Thiscrisiswentawayasquicklyasit

came.Philipgotontohisbicycleandwentbacktothehospital.Wynnhadcometothehospitallater

thatnightandgotintobedwithMilaafterfresheningup.Philip,instead,satonthelongbenchoutside

thewardtopassthenight.***Todaywastheoldman,CharlesJohnston’sbirthday.Aftergivingitsome

thought,Philipdecidedtomakeatripover.Asforhisbirthdaypresent,Philiphadbroughtalongthe

Chinesepainting,thatRussellhadgiftedtohim.Russellwasafamouscollectorwithinthecountry,so

thepaintingsfromhimweredefinitelygenuineandcouldfetchahighprice.However,Philipknewthat

whatevergifthebrought,itwouldstillbescornedupon.Buthedidnotmindit.Itwasjustatokenofhis

regard.AttheentranceofVirtuousCourt,theplacewhereWynnhadsaidtomeetup,abeautiful

silhouetteofawomanwasstandingbesidethedoor,evidentlyanxious.WynnJohnstonhadespecially

wornalongblackdresstodaywithherhaircombedup.Shelookedgorgeousandelegant.But,this

womanwascoldtoPhilip.Philipwalkedover,lazily,andteased,“Hey,areyouwaitingforme?”Wynn

frownedandshotPhilipalookofdisdain.“Didyoubringagiftformydad?”Philipshowedherthelong

giftboxinhishand.“Yeah,Idid.”Wynndidnotevenbothertolookandjustturnedaroundtostrutinto

therestaurantinherhighheels.Shehadtobegherfatherforalongtimebeforeshewasallowedto

bringPhilipalong.“Oncewegetinside,don’tsayanythingrash.Alotofmyfamilymembersandmy

father’sfriendsareheretoday,andiftheysayanythingaboutyou,justbearit.Youjusthaveto

rememberonethingtoday,thatis

toapologizetomyparents.Ifyoucandothat,Iwon’tdivorceyou,”urgedWynn.Philipchuckled,not



takingherwordstoheart.Iftheoldmanknewofhisidentity,hemighthavebeensofrightenedthathe

wouldcomeouttoreceivehimatthedoor.SeeingPhilipkeepquiet,Wynnlookedbackandglaredat

him,askingsternly,“Doyouunderstand?”“Gotit,”answeredPhilip.Whenthetwoofthementeredthe

privateroom,theJohnstonfamilyandCharles’sfriendshavealreadygathered.Itwaslivelyinside.“Look

who’shere,theJohnston’sgreatbeauty.”“Wynn,you’relatetoday,soyouhavetodrinkasapenalty.”

“SisterWynn,sitwithme.”ThecrowdwasardentlygreetingWynnandcompletelyignoringPhilipwho

wasfollowingcloselybehindher.Heregrettedcomingnow.AlthoughPhilipwasalreadyusedtothe

Johnstonfamilybeingcoldtohim,tobepubliclyostracizedwasstillupsetting.CharlesJohnstonandhis

wife,MarthaYates,weresittingattheheadofthetable,talkingcheerfullytothepeoplearoundthem.

However,whentheysawPhilip,Charlesgaveacoldsnortbeforeignoringhimaltogether.Thisson-in-

lawwastoomuchofanembarrassment.Therewerenotonlyfamilymembersheretodaybuthisfriends

aswell.Ifitwerenotforhisdaughter,CharleswouldneverhaveletPhiliptakeonestepinside.

Justthen,thedooroftheprivateroomwaspushedopenagainandawell-dressedmaninabrandedfull

suitstoodatthedoor.Philiphadseenthismanonceortwicebefore.Themanwasfromawealthy

family.HisfamilyhadasolidbackgroundandwasaninfluentialbunchinRiverdaleCity.Thismanhad

alsobeenpursuingWynnforalongtimenow.

Chapter11

Sigh!Hiswifewasjusttoobeautifulthatsomanypeopleweretryingtocourther.ItgavePhilipa

headache.“Hey,Aiden’shere!Come,come,comeandsitbesideyourUncleJohnston.”Marthawas

clearlyenthusiasticasshewelcomedhim.“Whydidyouhavetobringgifts?You’rejusttookind.Just

yourpresencewouldhavebeenenough!”“It’sUncleJohnston’sbirthday,afterall.”Aidensmiledand

walkedovertositbesideCharles.Atthis,thecrowdstartedshootingmockinglooksatPhilip.Thisson-in

-lawoftheJohnstonfamilywasjusttoowretched.EvenanoutsidercouldsitbesideCharlesJohnston,

butasason-in-law,hehadtositclosesttothedoor.Thisdifferenceintreatmentwasjusttooobvious.

MarthawassmilingwithhereyesasshelookedatAidenlikeshewaslookingatherfutureson-in-law.

“It’sthankstoAidenreservingthisprivateroomthatwegettodinehereatVirtuousCourttoday.”The

crowdthenlookedatAideninadoration.TobeabletoreserveaprivateroomatVirtuousCourtwasa

member’sonlyprivilege.Andthatmembershiprequiredaminimumspendingofone

millionannually!Hewastrulyawealthyman!Aidenquicklywavedhishand.Althoughhesounded

modest,hecouldnotconcealthepleasedlookonhisface.“Oh,it’snothing.It’snotroubleatall.Our

companyjustearnedalittlemore,anditisreallythankstomyfatherthatIhavemanagedtobookthis

room.”Hewasblatantlyjustshowingoffthiswealthandfamilybackground.However,noonewould

exposehim.Instead,theyardentlycomplimentedhim.“Aidenisacompetentyoungman.”“Whoever



getshimasason-in-lawmusthavegreatkarma.”Aidenwasimmediatelyshowngreatrespectand

admiration.Philip,whohadbeensittingquietlyinacorner,wasinsteadlookeddownupon.Theywere

bothmen,butthedifferencesweretoogreat.“ThewayIseeit,ifWynnhadmarriedAidenbackthen,

shewould’vebeenarichwifebynow.”Nooneknewwhohadsaidthisdeliberately,butthefamily

memberswerenowtakinggreatpleasureinmockingPhilip.“Lookathiswretchedappearance,how

vexing.”“Agood-for-nothingthatonlyknowshowtomakedeliveries!”“Iheardhisdaughterisa

medicinejunkie.Shehascongenitalheartdiseaseandcan’tbecured.”Thosefamiliarwordsfrom

familiarfacesmadePhilip’seyesturncold,buthedidnotsayanything.Hehadalreadygottenusedtoit

forthepasttwoyears.Wynndidnothaveitanybetter.Herfacewasburningasshesatbesideher

husband.ShestompedfuriouslyonPhilip’sfootunderthetableandshothimaglaretoventher

frustrations.Afterbeingridiculedbyeveryone,Philipcouldactuallystillsittherelikehewasfishing.His

expressionlookedcalm.SeeingasPhilipdidnotrespond,theotherswentbacktotheirdrinks,nolonger

ridiculinghimasanamusement.Justthen,withaseeminglycaringexpression,Aidenasked,“Philip,I

justhappentohaveavacancyinmycompany.Whydon’tyoucomeoverandhelpout?Ishouldbeable

togiveyousixorseventhousandamonth.Itwoulddefinitelybebetterthanmakingdeliveries.”“That’s

okay.I’mdoingverywellwithmydeliveryjob,”saidPhilipcalmly.IfItoldyouthatI’mtheheirtothe

world’slargestconsortium,you’dallbekneelinginfrontofmerightnow.

Butmoneyisjustanumber.“Forgethim,he’salostcause,”scoldedMartha

beforeturningtolookatAidenwithbrighteyes.“Aiden,whataboutthatmatterI’veaskedyouabout

before?”Aidenimmediatelyrepliedwithasmile,“Aunty,youcanrelax,it’sbeentakencareof.Uncle

Johnston’scollectiongalleryisfine.”Charles,whohadbeenfumingearlier,immediatelyperkedupat

this.Hesmiled,“LittleAddy,thankyousomuch.

Come,let’sdrink.”Thetwothentoasted.Afterhisdrink,AidenpurposefullylookedatPhilipfromthe

cornerofhiseyes,tryingtolookasarrogantashecould.HiseyesthenshiftedlonginglytoWynn.He

hadlikedthisgirlforthelongesttime,butshehadactuallygoneandmarriedapieceoftrash!Wynn

Johnston,IwillmakeyouunderstandthedifferencebetweenthatuselessPhilipandme!“Wynn,see

howmuchAidencaresforyourfather.Amanlikethiscan’tbefoundeasilyanywhere,andotherscan’t

evenbegintocompare.”MarthawasextremelypleasedwithAiden.Themanwasfromawealthyfamily,

hadabusinessofhisown,andagreatnetworkinsociety.Ifherdaughterhadmarriedhim,shewould

definitelybeabletoliveleisurely.MarthathenshotahatefulglanceatPhilip.Wynnwasalready

dejectedenough,soshecouldonlyforceoutanawkwardsmile.Philip,however,couldnotcareless.

Theycouldjustsaywhatevertheywant.

“Charles,isitaboutyourpersonalcollectiongallery?”ManyofCharles’sfriendswerelookingathim

withenvy.Collectingancientartifactsandpaintingswasanormintheirlittlecircle.However,tobeable

tobuildone’sowncollectiongallerywasagrandmatter.WhenCharlessawthejealouslookonhis

friends’faces,hefeltevenmoredelightedandhisfavorforAidenincreased.Atthesametime,he

lookeddownonPhilipevenmore.

HewonderedwhyhehadagreedtoletWynnmarryhiminthefirstplace.



Butnow,hemustforcehisdaughtertodivorcethiswretchedman!Halfwaythroughthefeast,Aiden

seemedtohaverecalledsomethingandranoutside.

HecamebackwithalonggiftboxinhishandandsaidtoCharles,soundinglikehewasflaunting,“Uncle

Charles,Ibroughtyouaspecialgift.I’msureyou’lllikeit.”Everyoneintheroomperkedtheirheadsup,

curiousaboutwhatwasinsideAiden’slonggiftbox.Charleshadhadalottodrink.He

wasalreadyinagreatmoodaboutbeingabletostarthisowncollectiongallery,andnowthatAidenwas

givinghimagift,itwasasurpriseontopofanothersurprise!Hewasecstatic!“Oh,Addy,lookatyou.

You’vereservedaroomforme,preparedthegallery,andevengivenmeagift.It’sjusttoo

inappropriate.”WhileCharlesseemedtoberefusingtheofferonthesurface,hewasimpatienttosee

whatwasinsidethebox.SinceAidenhadsaidhewouldlikeit,coulditbeapainting?Aidenopenedthe

giftboxandcarefullybroughtoutascrollofpainting.Hesoundedpleasedashesaid,

“It’sthepaintingfromChina’sfamousTangBohu.I’vespentalotofefforttobuyitfromafriendtogive

ittoUncleCharlesasabirthdaygift.”AidenthenraisedaneyebrowtoglancecheekilyatPhilip,whohad

hisheadburiedinhisplate.Thispieceoftrashstillhasthemoodtobeeatingatatimelikethis.Isthis

hisfirsttimeatVirtuousCourt?However,inthatinstant,Philipfelthisheartdrop.Companionshipon

theSpringMountains?ThatwasthesamepaintingthatRussellFieldhadgivenhim.But,Philipbelieved

thatasafamouscollectorinthecountry,Russellwouldnothavegivenhimafake,sohedidnotplanto

sayanythingbutonlypushhisgiftboxunderthetabletokeepithidden.WynnnoticedPhilip’s

movementsandaskedwithafrown,“What’swrong?”Philipshookhishead.“Nothing.”

“CompanionshipontheSpringMountains?”Charleswasshocked,instantlysoberingup.Thatwasa

treasure!ThereweremanypaintingsbyTangBohu,butonlythispiece,hadhadalotofcounterfeitson

themarket.Itwassaidthatthispaintingwasboughtoverbyagreatcollectorwithinthecountryata

highprice!Theamounthadeasilystartedataroundthreetofourhundredthousanddollars!Charles

tookthepaintingfromAidenwithgreatsincerityandexcitement.Hewentovertoanemptytable,

unreeledthepainting,andborrowedamagnifyingglassfromthewaitertostartexaminingitcarefully.

Afewofhisfriendscrowdedaroundhimandstartedexaminingitaswell.

Tsk!Tsk!Howextraordinary!“Wonderful!Thispaintingisafusionofthesouthandnorthdrawingstyle.

Whatfinebrushworkandasparselayout.

Thestyleishandsomeandelegant.Thefigureshaveinheritedthetraditions

oftheTangDynastyinthisbrightlycoloredandelegantpiece.Thisfreehandbrushworkissimpleand

deep.It’snodoubtapiecebyTangBohu!”

Charles’soldpalswereallcollectors.Afterseeingthispiece,theyonlyhadcomplimentstogive.

“Wonderful,howwonderful!Tobeabletolayeyesonthisisamiracle!”“Charles,you’regoingtobe

famousaroundthecountrynow.”“Youhavetodisplaythispaintinginyourupcominggallery.

We’lldefinitelycomeovertosupportyou,andIthinkalltheprominentfiguresinRiverdalewillbe



comingtoo!”Thebunchofoldfriendswasreallyenvious.Charleswassoexcitedthathisbreathing

quickened.Heasked,“Addy,thisisanauthenticpaintingfromTangBohu!Youmusthavespentaloton

this.”Thesewordsstunnedthewholeroom.AstheheadofthefourgreattalentsinChina,TangBohu’s

authenticpaintingwasworthalot!Justlastyearinacityauction,calligraphybyTangBohuwentupto

sevenhundredthousand!“It’snotmuchaslongasitmakesyouhappy,UncleCharles.”Aidenwaswell-

manneredenoughtonotmentiontheprice.

But,thosewhounderstoodknewthatthispaintingwouldnotcostlessthanfivehundredthousand!This

youngmanoftheGrantfamilyhadspentafortunethistime!Justthen,amongthecrown,Lynn

deliberatelyaskedloudly,“Cousinbrother-in-law,Isawyoubringingsomethingwithyou.Isitagiftfor

myuncle?”Assoonastheyentered,LynnhadnoticedPhilipcarryingagiftbox.Justhowmuchwoulda

giftfromthistrashworth?Whensherecalledtheincidentlastnight,Lynnwasfurious.‘Swish!’Inan

instant,alleyesintheroomwereonPhilip.Withamockingexpression,theywerereadytowatchthe

show.Philipsmiledawkwardly.“It’snotworthmuch,sothere’snoneedtolookatit.”“Iknowit’snot

worthanything,butsinceit’sagiftforUncle,whydon’tyoushowit?Doyouthinkwewilllaughat

you?”

Lynn’seyesnarrowed,unabletoconcealthemockeryonherface.Shewantedtowatchhimmakeafool

ofhimself,andseejustwhathecouldaffordtogive!“Idon’tthinkthere’saneedto.”Philiptookasipof

waterandrefused.Inthepublic’seye,theythoughthefeltguilty.Thatgiftmustberubbish.Aidenwas

alreadywaitingforthischancetohumiliatePhilip,

soheinterruptedandsaid,“Philip,takeitout,humorUncleCharles.I’minterestedtoseewhatyou’ve

preparedaswell.”“Yeah,takeitoutandshowus.”Thecrowdofpeoplestartedtocauseacommotion.

Chapter12

Watchingeveryonecausingacommotion,Wynnfeltlikeshewassittingonneedles.Althoughshedid

notknowwhatPhiliphadprepared,hehadtoldherthatitwasapainting.Philipwasnotacomplete

idiot,sohehadbroughtthepaintingthatRussellhadgivenhim.Butsadly,Wynndidnotknow.Sheonly

thoughtthatPhiliphadsimplyboughtarandomdecorativepainting.

NowthatAidenhadbroughtouthisfamousChinesepaintingandreceivedgreatcommentsfrom

everyone,thepaintinginPhilip’shandpaledcomparedtoatreasurelikethat.Hewouldbehumiliating

himselfifhetookitout.“It’sjustagift.There’snothingtosee.”WynnchirpedinforPhilipbefore

shootinghimaviciouslook.Ifhehumiliatedhimselfinfrontofeveryonetoday,shewouldhatehim

forever!ShewouldneverbeabletoliftherheadupagaininfrontofAiden.“Sis,you’rejustrudenow.

Wecan’tignoreCousinBrother-in-law’sregards,”Lynngiggledasshesaid.Shethenwalkedoverand

snatchedthelonggiftboxfromunderthetablethatPhiliphadkepthidden.“Hey,it’salsoalonggiftbox.

Coulditbeapaintingaswell?”Lynndeliberatelydraggedhertoneasshefilleditwithsarcasm.

Philipdidnotknowwhattosay,sohejustkeptquiet.“Youdidn’tbuythis



fromatwo-dollarshop,didyou?”Lynnshookthegiftboxandtaunted.“Iboughtitfromanantique

market,”saidPhilip.Assoonashesaidthat,thepeopleintheroomglancedoddlyatPhilip.Anantique

market?Howshameful!TheywerelookingatPhilipwithlaughterintheireyes.Charles,however,

relaxedabit,changinghisviewsonPhilip.Thisson-in-lawatleastknewofhishobbies,soitwasalready

goodenough.Butthatwasall.

ComparedtothetreasurethatAidenhadgiftedhimearlier,somethingfromanantiquemarketwasnot

worthmentioning.“Hahaha!Howamusing!Didyoubuythisfromanantiquemarket?Aren’tyoujust

beingdisrespectfultoUncle?”Lynnmocked.“I’veheardthatgoodsfromanantiquemarketareall

counterfeits,andmostofthemarejustdirty.”Thisterm‘dirty’struckanerve.Charles’sexpression

immediatelyfelldark.Hecouldunderstandtheusageofthatwordintheinnercircle.Itwastruethata

lotofgoodsfromtheantiquemarketwere‘dirty’.Ifonewasnotcarefulwhenbuying,itwouldbring

aboutmisfortune.CharlesthensnortedwhilethepositiveviewhehadforPhilipearlierdisappeared.

WynnquicklystooduptosnatchthegiftboxbackfromLynn’shand.“Then,don’tlookatit.”“That

won’tdo.Wehavetolookatit.I’mcurioustoseewhathehasbought.”Lynnturnedaroundandhastily

openedthegiftboxtotakeoutthepaintingscrollinside.Apainting?Whenthecrowdsawthis,their

gazealternatedbetweenPhilipandAiden.ItwasnowonderPhilipdidnotwanttotakeitout.What

paintingcouldcomparetothattreasureearlier?Lynnwasamusedtoseethemockinglookson

everyone’sfacesandthenWynn’sdarkeyes.Sheunreeledthescrollwithaswiftmovement,andthe

paintingappearedinfrontofeveryone’seyes.Thecrowdcranedtheirneckstolookatitandwasfirst

captivatedbytheexquisitenessofthepainting.Thecharacterportrayalwasrich,thecolorsbright,and

thelinesweresoftanddelicate.Itwasagreatpiece!Butthemoretheylookedatit,themoreconfused

theygot.“This…

Isn’tthistheexactsamepaintingasAiden?”Ayoungladamongthecrowdexclaimedwithwideeyes.In

aninstant,everyonecametorealizethatthiswastheexactsamepainting,!Withaturnoftheirheads,

theylookedat

Philip.Wasthisajoke?Hejustboughta?Thiswasclearlyacounterfeit!

Themomentthepaintingwasexposed,Aidenalreadyrecognizedthatitwasthesamepaintingashis.

Hewasinitiallystunned,butafterthat,helaughedcoldly.Eventheheavensareonmyside,hahaha!Oh,

Philip,you’redonefor!Tobringacounterfeitfortheoldmanasabirthdaygiftisabravemove!

Lynnpurposefullyshriekedloudly,“CousinBrother-in-law,whyisyourpaintingtheexactsameoneas

BrotherAiden’s?Couldyoursbefake?”

Everyonehadthesamefirstthought.Philip’spaintinghadcomefromanantiquemarket,soitmustbe

fake!“Howdoyouknowthatit’sfake?”

Philip’svoicesuddenlyrangthroughthewholeroom.Thecrowdwasfirststunned,andthentheystared

incredulouslyatPhilip.Wasthisguynuts?

Amongthesetwopaintings,onewasbyAiden,whohadspentafewhundredthousandtogetitwhile



theotherwasboughtinanantiquemarket.

Itwaseasytotellwhichwasrealandwhichwasfake.WynnnervouslykickedPhilipunderthetable,

signalinghimtostopsayingnonsense.Shehadalreadytoldhimbeforetheycamehere,askinghimto

tolerate,sowhydidhenotlisten?Hewasreallyembarrassing!Lynnimmediatelylaughedoutloud.

“Philip,areyousayingthatyourpaintingistheauthenticone?

ThatBrotherAiden’sisfake?”Hilarious!“Maybe,”Philipadded,completelyignoringWynn,whowas

pinchinghimunderthetable.

“Hahaha!”Thecrowdlaughedoutloud,shakingtheirheadshelplesslyastheylookeddownonhimeven

more.Charles,attheheadofthetable,snortedcoldly,completelygivinguponthisson-in-lawofhis.“If

that’sthecase,whydon’twegetUncleJohnstonandtheunclesheretotakealookatit?”askedAiden,

lookingverypleasedwithhimself.Hewasconfident.Hehadspentaroundtwomilliontobuyitfroma

friend.TothinkPhilipwastryingtostealhisspotlightwithacounterfeitthatcostabouttenbucksfrom

anantiquemarket!Dreamon!LynnimmediatelytookPhilip’spaintingtoCharlesandthefewuncles

whowereallcollectors.“Uncles,pleasetakealook.”Charlestookitunwillingly.Afterafewglances,his

eyeswidened!

Hisotherfriendstooquicklytookupthemagnifyingglasstogetcloser

looksaftersweepingafewglancesatit.Themoretheylooked,themoresurprisedtheyfelt.This…this

drawingstyledefinitelybelongedtoTangBohu!Thispaintinglookedgenuinetoo.Butthatwasweird.

Thesetwopaintingslookedsoidenticalliketheywereprintedfromthesamecopier.

Charlesandhisfriendsexchangedglancesandthenbentoverthetabletostudyitcloselyagain,not

lettinggoofevenasingledetail.Atthisscene,everyonewasshocked.CouldthatuselessPhilip’s

paintingbetherealthing?Aidenwasstartingtopanicaswell.UncleCharles’sexpressionlookedlikehe

wasseeingtherealthing.Butitwasimpossible!Hehadspenttwomilliondollars.Itcouldnotbefake!

Wynn’shearthadalreadyleapeduptoherthroat.ShelookedatPhiliptoseethathewassittingthere

quietly,lookingcalmliketherewasnothingtoworryabout.“Philip,wheredidyoubuythisfrom?This

counterfeitisreallywellmade,itcouldalmostbepassedoffastherealthing,”Charlessaidthrough

narrowedeyes.“Thiscounterfeitisreallywellmade.Ifweweren’there,thiscouldhavereallybeen

passedoffastherealthing,”Charles’sotherfriendschimedin.Tobehonest,theywerenotsure

themselves,buttheyimpulsivelyleanedtowardAiden’spaintingbecausehispaintingwasexpensive.

Uponhearingthis,everyoneletoutasighofreliefastheylookeddownonPhilipevenmore.Itwasa

fake,afterall!Aiden,too,feltrelievedashelookedcheekilyatPhilip.Philipfrownedhisexpression

lookingalittleodd.WasthepaintingRussellgavehimafake?Butthatwasimpossible.Washepassing

offthefakeasagenuinepiece?Philipimmediatelyrealizedthattheoldmenmusthavenoticedthatthe

twopaintingswerejusttoosimilar,buttheyleanedtowardAiden’spiece.Thereasonwasprobably

becauseAidenwasfromawealthyfamilywhilehewasthebrokeson-in-law,sohowcouldhehave

affordedtherealthing?Atthis,Philipshookhisheadhelplesslyandgaveup.Lynn,however,laughed

outloudandmocked,“Philip,you’rereallysomething.



Whowereyoutryingtocheatwithacounterfeit?”Shethenmockedhercousin,“Sis,yourhusbandis

reallysomething.Hethoughthehadactuallygottentherealthing.”Itwasthefirsttime,butCharleswas

speakingupfor

Philip.“That’senough,Lynnie.Philipcan’tbeblamedforthis.Hewasonlybuyingit.Hedidn’tknowhow

tochecktheauthenticity.”Thegroupofpeopledidnotcontinue,buttheystarteddistancingthemselves

fromPhilipevenmore,thinkingthatitwasshamefultodinewithsuchaperson.Wynncouldnottake

anotherbite.ShepulledPhilipawayimmediately.“Ofallthings,whydidyouhavetogiveafakepainting?

I’mcompletelyhumiliatedbyyou!”Wynnaccusedhimfuriously.Philipcouldonlylowerhishead.

“I’msorry.”“Thisissofrustrating!IgetmoreannoyedwheneverIlookatyou.Gobackandtakecareof

Mila!”Wynnbellowedthroughgrittedteethbeforereturningtotheprivateroom.Philipstaredafterher

disappointingsilhouetteandletoutasoundlesssigh.Oh,Wynn,mypaintingwastherealone.Butsadly,

thesepeoplecan’ttell.WhenWynnreturnedtotheroom,everyoneelsenoticedthatPhilipdidnot

followherin.Marthaasked,

“Where’sPhilip?”Wynnforcedoutasmileandanswered,“Mila’sstillinthehospital,sohehasgone

backfirst.”Haha!Musthavefledbecausehewastooembarrassed.Justthen,thedoorwaspushed

open,andJavierMorrisledinseveralwaitresseswhowerecarryingvariousexquisitedelicaciesandfine

wine.“YoumustbeMr.Johnston.”JavierwalkedovertoCharlesandpolitelyshookhishand.“Youare?”

Charleswasstunned.Hedidnotknowthisman.“IamtheownerofVirtuousCourt,JavierMorris.Today

isMr.

Johnston’sbirthday,soI’vespecificallybroughtoversomespecialdishespreparedbyourFrench,

German,andEnglishchefs.HereareeightbottlesofLafitefrom1982andtwobottlesofChinese

NationalTreasureLiquor,”

saidJavierwithasmile.Thecrowdlookedattheplatesofdelicaciesandfinewinesbeingplacedonthe

tableandwerealltooshockedtospeak!TheownerofVirtuousCourthadpersonallycometodeliver

gifts!Thiswastooshocking.The1982Lafiteswerealreadyextremelyrare.Therewereeventwobottles

ofChina’snationallytreasuredliquor!Theywerethemostexpensiveliquorsavailableinthemarket,and

onebottlecouldgouptotwomillioninanauction!Itwasadrinkfitforaking!“Hereisaplatinum

membershipcardasalittletokenofmyregardforMr.Johnston.Youwill

haveaspeciallyreservedroomthenexttimeyoudinehereandafivepercentdiscount.”Javiertookout

amembershipcardandceremoniouslyhandedittoCharles.Bynow,Charleswasalreadytooshocked

forwords.Hecouldonlyreachhishandoutshakilyandasked,“Mr.-Mr.Morris,thankyousomuch,but

wedon’treallyknoweachother.Whosentyouhere?”“IsMr.

Clarkenothere?”askedJavierashescannedtheroom.HedidnotseePhilipanywhere.Mr.Clarke?

Charleswasstunned.Nooneinthiswholeroomhad

‘Clarke’asthelastname,andnoonethoughtofPhilip.Wynnwasdumbstruck.Shehadimmediately

thoughtofPhilip,butthatwasimpossible.Chapter13



“SinceMr.Clarkeisn’there,Iwon’tdisturbyouanylonger.Pleasehaveagreattime.”Javierhadcome

sosuddenlyandleftafterdeliveringgifts,leavingthecrowdshocked.Charlescoughedwiththecardstill

inhishandandasked,“DoesanyofyouknowthisMr.Clarke?”Everyoneshooktheirheads.Afigure

powerfulenoughtohavetheownerofVirtuousCourtpersonallybringoverdeliciousfoodandgreat

winewasnotsomeonetheycouldbeacquaintedwiththeirlowlystatus.“CoulditbePhilipClarke?”No

oneknewwhohadsaidthisforfun,butthewholeroomburstintolaughter.

“Stopjoking,howcoulditbethattrash?Ifitwerehim,I’deatthesewinebottles.”“Otherthanhaving

thesamelastname,whatelsedoesourcousinbrother-in-lawhavetoshowfor?”Afewofthe

youngstersweremockingwithoutreserve.Wynnfoundithardtobear,soshescoldedfuriously,

“That’senough!Whatareyouguyssaying?Heisstillyourcousinbrother-in-lawnomatterwhat!”Tsk!A

fewoftheyoungsterscockeduptheireyebrowsarrogantlybutsaidnothingmore.Charleschimedin

andaskedeveryonetostopmakingafuss.Charles’friendswerenowextremelyenviousofhim.“Charles,

myman,howcouldyou?Youknowsuchapowerfulfigure,butyoudidn’tintroducehimtous.”“This

toomuch.First,it’satreasuredpainting.Now,there’sa‘Mr.Clarke’.”“Come,come,come,

forgetaboutallthose.Thesearepreciousliquors,aking’sdrink,waitingtobetasted.”Charlesfeltita

wastetoconsumethemallnow,sohekeptonebottleandopenedtheother.Theothersdidnotsay

anythingbecausebeingabletohaveonetasteofthoseliquorswasenoughtolastthemalifetime.

Justthen,Aidensaid,“UncleJohnston,ImightknowthisMr.Clarke.Thebossbehindtheartgalleryhas

‘Clarke’asthelastname.Couldhehaveknownthatitwasyourbirthdaytoday,that’swhyhehassent

thegifts?”

Aidenwasonlyguessing,butthebossofthegallerywasnamed‘Clarke’.

Althoughhehadnevermethimbefore,thesecretarywholiaisedwithhimtoldhimthattheman’s

namewas‘Clarke’andhehopedtokeepalowprofile.“Really?Then,ImustthankMr.Clarkeproperly.

He’sjusttookind.”Charleswasvisiblyexcited.HethentuggedAiden’sarmandsaid,

“Addy,youhavetoarrangeameetingformewiththisMr.Clarke.Icantellthathe’salsoacollector.”“I

will,surely,”Aidenhappilypromised.TobeabletobeheldinsuchhighregardbyUncleJohnstonwas

worththelabor.

“Sigh,somepeoplehavethesamelastnamebuttheyworkasadeliveryman,”Lynnspokeupatan

inappropriatetime,anditwaslikeathornstabbingintoWynn’sheart.Wynngrittedherteeth,tookone

sipofherdrink,andthenstoodup.“Dad,I’mgoingtovisitMilaatthehospital.I’llbetakingmyleave

now.”Charlesknewthatitwouldjustbetortureforhisdaughtertokeepstayinghere,sohewavedto

allowhertoleave.Thedistancebetweenhisdaughterandhimselfhadgrownalotinthepasttwoyears.

ThiswasallthankstothatuselessPhilip.“Sis,areyouinarushtogetback?Remembernottoscoldour

cousinbrother-in-law,”Lynncontinuedtomock.“Hisgiftwasquitenice,althoughit’safake.”Wynnhad

justreachedthedoorwhensheheardthis.Sheclenchedherfistsandleftwithouteverlookingback.As

soonassheleft,thegroupstarteddiscussingthismysteriousMr.ClarkewhilebelittlingPhilip.Notlong



afterhehadleftVirtuousCourt,Philipreceivedatextmessage:Mr.Clarke,thisisJavierMorris.

Everythingisgoingwell,andyourfather-in-lawisdelighted.JavierMorris?Oh,right,theownerof

VirtuousCourt.ItseemedlikethisJavier

Morrisreallyknewhowtowinfavors.Philipreplied:Iwon’tlookintohowyoumanagedtogetmy

phonenumber,butyoubetternothaveexposedmyidentityinthisincident.WhenJavierreceived

Philip’sreply,hequicklyrespondedoutoffright:Mr.Clarke,don’tworry.Idefinitelydidnot.Philip

noddedwithoutreplyingtohimafterthatandheadedtothehospital.Backatthehospital,Philipsat

downatthesideofthebedashewatchedhisadorabledaughtersleep.Hertinynoselookedlikeher

mothers,herlittlemouthtoo,buthereyeslookedlikehisown.Mydaughterissogood-looking,she’ll

definitelybeabeautywhenshegrowsup!NotlongafterPhiliparrived,Wynncamebackwithafrosty

expression.ShesatdownatthesideofMila’sbedandlookedatherdaughter.Philiphadjustcomeback

fromgettingwateratthepantry.WhenhesawWynn,hesmiledandsaid,

“You’rehere.Icantakecareofthingshere,sogobackhometogetsomerest.”Wynnkeptquietasshe

lookedatherdaughterwithreddenedeyes.Itseemedlikeshewastryingveryhardtosuppressher

emotions.“What’swrong?”PhilipnoticedWynn’soddbehavior.“Philip,doyouplantoletMilastaythis

way?Don’tyouwanthertogetbettertreatment?Didn’tthedoctorsaythataslongaswecanpayone

million,Milacangethersurgerydone?”Wynn’seyeswerecompletelyred.“Mila’sthreeyearsoldnow.

It’sthebesttimeforhertogettreatment.”Philiplookedatthesleepinglittlegirlandsaid,“Iknow.I’ll

findaway.”“Findaway?Whatwayscanyoupossiblythinkof?”Wynnscoffedastearsrolleddown

fromhereyes.

“Philip,I’mbeggingyou,apologizetomyparents,okay?”“Wynn,trustme.

Ihaveasolution,”saidPhilip.Mydear,youjustdon’tknowthatI’vealreadydonesomething.Milaisthe

daughtertotheheiroftheworld’slargestconsortium.Sheisaheavenlychild,anobleyounglady.

“Solution?

Otherthanembarrassingme,whatelsecanyoudo?”WynnaccusedPhilipfuriously.“Atmyfather’s

birthdaytoday,forgetgivinghimacheapgift,whydidyouhavetogivehimapainting?Itwasevena

counterfeit!Doyouknowwhatthey’resayingaboutme?I’vehadenoughofyouPhilipClarke,can’tyou

thinkofmeandMilaalittlemore?”PhilipknewthatWynnhad

experiencedalotofhardshipandgrievancesinthepasttwoyears.Theyhavebeenmockedand

ridiculed,buthehadhisreasonsthathecouldnothelpit.However,nowthathehadinheritedhisfamily

fortune,thingsweregoingtobedifferent.“Wynnie,trustme.IwilldefinitelygiveMilathebest

treatment,andIwilldefinitelymakeuptothehurtthatyou’vebeenfeelingforthepasttwoyears.”

PhiliphuggedWynn’sshouldersbutthelatterpushedhimaway.Wynnwasextremelydisappointed.He

wasalwayssayingthis,butnotoncediditcometrue.“Enough,Idon’twanttohearanymore.Iwill

dischargeMilaandtakeherwithmetomorrow.Iwillfindasolutionmyself.”Wynnwipedhertearsand

saidresolutely.“Wynnie,I’mactually…”Philipcouldnotresist.Butthemomenthespoke,Wynnshot

himaglare.“You’rewhat?You’reauselesspieceoftrash!”saidWynnicily.Philipwasthenpushedout

ofthewardwhileWynnstayedinsidewithMila.Inthelongquietcorridoroutsidetheward,Philip



recalledhowdisappointedWynnhadlookedathim.Wynn,I’mactuallythesonoftheworld’s

wealthiestman.Ihavetrillionsinassets.PhilipleftthehospitalhimselfandcalledGeorge.“George,how

isthearrangementgoingformydaughter’streatment?”Ontheotherend,Georgerespectfully

answered,

“YoungMaster,it’salreadybeentakencareof.Inafewdays,theinternationallyfamouscardiologist,

ProfessorHenryTurner,willcometoRiverdaleCity.Iwillarrangeforhimtocometothehospitalto

performsurgeryontheyoungmissonthepretenseofgivingalecture.”“Okay,I’llleaveittoyou.Make

itasnaturalaspossiblewithoutanyfuss,”saidPhilip.

“Don’tworry,YoungMaster,youridentitywon’teverberevealed.Itwillbeacoincidence.Afterthe

surgery,I’vearrangedafundingactivity,especiallyforchildrenwithcongenitalheartdisease.Thatway,

noonewillsuspectathing.”Georgeadded,“Oh,right,ProfessorTurnerheardthatyouareinRiverdale

Cityandwouldliketomeetyoualone.”“We’lltalkaboutthatwhenthetimecomes,”repliedPhilip

beforehehungup.Hewasinabadmoodnow.Georgethencalledanothernumber.“Henry,oldpal,I’ve

alreadyinformedmyyoungmaster,sotherestwillbeuptoyour

performance.”Ontheotherend,insidethepresident’sofficeofTurner’sHospitalatGoldenCity,Henry

TurnerabruptlystoodupfromexcitementafterreceivingGeorge’sphonecall.“Great,great,great!

Thankyou,BrotherGeorge,I’mindebtedtoyou.”Afterheendedthecall,ayoungdoctorsittingonthe

sofainsideHenry’sofficeaskedimmediately,“PresidentTurner,whowasthecallfromthatmadeyou

thishappy?”Henrychuckledoutloud.

“DirectorStanley,inthreedays,IwillgotoRiverdaleCity.There’saspecialpatientthatrequiressurgery,

sowehavetobringalongourbestdoctors.Goandmakethearrangements.”DirectorStanleysaid

‘okay’andwentofftogetready.Philipgotanothercallafterhehadhungup.Itwasfromawomanwith

asweetvoice,soundinglikethespringbreeze.“HelloMr.Clarke,thisisAnnaCarterfromCivilGallery.

Thegalleryhasnowbeentransferredtoyourname,andMr.CharlesJohnston’spersonalgalleryevent

hasbeensetforSaturday.Wouldyouliketocomeandtakealook?”

Philiphadbeenreluctanttogo,butaftersomethought,heanswered,

“Alright,I’lltakesometimeofftovisit.”Itwas,afterall,theoldman’spersonalcollectiondisplay.He

hadtomakesureitwasperfect.“Alright,Mr.Clarke,Iwillmakethearrangements.”Anna’ssweetand

gentlevoiceadded,“Oh,yes,Mr.Clarke,theliaisoninchargeofthisevent,Mr.AidenGrant,wouldlike

torequestanaudiencewithyou.ShouldImaketheappointment?”AidenGrant?Right,almostforgot

thathesaidhewouldarrangeforit.Tee-hee.Hewouldneverhaveguessedthatthegalleryhehadbeen

rackinghisbrainstorentwasboughtoverbyme,PhilipClarke,torentittohimespecially.ShouldImeet

himornot?

Chapter14

Philipponderedbeforesaying,“Iwon’tmeethimfornow.Let’stalkaboutitinthefuture.”Annareplied,



“Understood,Mr.Clarke.”Afterthecallended,Philipsatinthecorridorandsleptthenightaway.The

nextday,earlyinthemorning,Wynnsaidtohimcoldly,“I’mtakingMilahomeintheafternoon,willyou

becomingwithme?”Philipnoddedandgaveherabittersmile.“I’llgoandapologizetoFather.”Wynn’s

heartskippedabeatwhensheheardhim,butherexpressionremainedindifferent,onlynodding

withoutsayinganything.Intheafternoon,PhilipandWynnbroughtMilatotheJohnstonfamilyhome.

Theatmosphereinthehousewascoldassoonastheyentered.“Dad,I’mhome.”Wynnfeigned

composure.Noonecameouttogreetthem.Charleswassittingonthesofawearingreadingglassesas

hereadthepaperwhileMarthawasbusyinthekitchen.PhilipputMiladown,andthelittlegirl

immediatelyhidbehindherfather’sleg,huggingPhilip’slegtightly.Shelookedupwithherbiginnocent

eyesandmumbledinasmallvoice,“Daddy,doGrandpaandGrandmadislikeme?”Philipsquatted

downandlovinglycaressedMila’stinyhead.Heshookhisheadandsmiledgentlyather.“That’snot

true.HurryoninsideandgreetGrandpaandGrandma.”LittleMila’sbigeyeswereshininglikeobsidian

gems.ShecarefullyalbeitfearfullyglancedatCharles,whowasreadinghispaperbeforemovinghertiny

feettoruntohim,callingoutinacrispvoice,

“Grandpa,Milaishere.”Charlesthenputdownhispaper,stoodup,walkedawayfromhissofa,and

enteredthestudywithoutgivinghersomuchasaglance.Bam!Thedoorofthestudyclosedshut.That

soundcrusheddownheavilyonbothPhilipandWynn’sheart.WynnlookedatMila,whowas

pursingherlips,abouttocryandquicklyranovertocarryherdaughterup.

Shebroughtherintoherbedroom.Philipfrownedslightly,feelingirked.

Hisfather-in-lawwastoocoldtohisdaughter!Buthestillwentintothekitchentohelp,althoughhe

endedupbeingscornedbyhismother-in-law.

“Philip,Idon’tneedyoutohelpme.Ireallydon’t.Youcanjustgobacktowhereyoucamefrom.We

don’twelcomeyouhere,”Marthasaidwithoutreserve,notshowingPhilipanycourtesy.“Mom,I’m

sorry.”Philiploweredhishead.Heknewwhathehadcomeheretodotoday,andhedidnotwantto

giveWynnanytrouble,sohechosetocompromise.“Ohdearme,Ican’tpossiblyacceptthat.”Martha

scoffed.Shemildlycockedhereyebrowsupassheworeanarrogantexpression.Justthen,thedoorbell

rang.MarthashotPhilipaglarebeforerudelypushinghimawayassherantothedoor,looking

delighted.Inacheeryvoice,shecalledout,“Coming,coming!IsitAiden?”

Whenthedooropened,Aidenappearedinahandsomesuitwithgiftbagsinhishands.“Hello,Aunt

Martha.”“Ohmy,comeonin,quickly,”MarthachirpedhappilyasshetookthegiftbagsfromAiden.

“Whydidyouhavetobringgiftswithyou,you’retookind.”“It’smyfirsttimevisiting,soit’stheleastI

cando.Myparentssendtheirregardsaswell,”saidAidengenerously.

WhenMarthaturnedaroundtoseePhilipsittingonthesofainthelivingroom,shefeltannoyedand

barkedathim,“Can’tyouseethere’saguest?

Whyaren’tyoupreparingtea?Suchpoorsight!”Thisrubbishofason-in-lawshouldtakealookatAiden.

Themanhadbroughtgiftswhilehecameempty-handedandhadevenbroughtoverextrabaggage!



Howfrustrating!

PhiliplookedatAidentoseethelatterstaringathimproudly.Hiseyesconveyedthemessage,‘Hey

trash,yourmother-in-lawistreatinganoutsiderlikemebetterthanshetreatsyou.’Philipdidnotmake

afuss.Hegotuptopreparethetea.Bythen,Charleshadalreadycomeoutofhisstudyashechatted

enthusiasticallywithAideninthelivingroom.Philipinsteadwasstandinginacorner,listeningquietly.

“UncleJohnston,where’sWynn?

Idon’tseeher.”Aidenscannedthehouse,squinting.Charlesyelled,

“Wynnie,wehaveaguestinthehouse!”Thedoorofthebedroomopened.

Wynnhadspentalotofefforttocoaxherdaughtertosleep.WhenshesawAidensittingintheliving

room,shewasmildlystunned.“Whyareyouhere?”Wynn’stonewascold.“Whycan’thebehere?

Shouldwebelettingyoubringhometrashinstead?”Marthacameoutofthekitchenwithaplateof

fruitsassheglaredviciouslyatPhilip,whowasstandinginacorner,smoking.Shelookedevidently

crossed.“Wedon’tallowsmokinginthehouse.Ifyouwanttosmoke,doitoutside.”“I’msorry.”Philip

immediatelystubbedoutthecigaretteandopenedthewindowstoletthesmokeout.

Wynnshothimaglare,wantingtodraghimoutthisinstantincaseheembarrassedhimselfagain.

“Aiden,Ijustboughtthesefruitsthismorning,they’rereallysweet.”Marthapushedthefruitplatterto

Aidenlikeshewastryingtoflatterhim.“Thankyou,AuntMartha,”answeredAidenpolitely.

Philipfeltuncomfortablewhenhesawthisscene.WhenMilawashere,therewasn’tapieceoffruitin

sight.She’sstillyourgranddaughternomatterwhat,sowhydoyouhavetobesuchasnob?“Oh,yes,

UncleJohnston,thedecorationworkhasstartedforyourgallery.Theinvitationshavebeensentoutand

thegallerywillopenattensharponSaturdaymorning.”WhenAidenspoke,heshotacheekyglanceat

Philipashegloated.ItwasclearthatheheldahigherpositionintheJohnstonfamilythanthisson-in-

law.

“Great,great,thankyousomuch,Addy.”Charleslookeddelightedasheimaginedhowgranditwould

bewhenhisgalleryopened.Hisoldfriendshavealreadystartedtospreadthewordforhim.Alotof

aristocratsinRiverdaleCityhavenowheardthattheex-sectionchiefoflanddevelopmentplanninghad

gottenanauthenticpaintingbyTangBohu!Andthishadcausedagreatuproarwithinthecity.For

suspense’ssake,theyhadrefrainedfromsayingwhichpaintingitwassothattheycouldshockthe

guestsatthecomingevent.“You’rewelcome,UncleJohnston.It’swhatIshouldbedoing.”Aiden

humblyadded,“AsforyourrequesttomeetwithMr.Clarke,I’vealreadytoldthepersonincharge.You

canmeethim,butthetimehasnotbeensetyet.YoushouldknowthatamanlikeMr.Clarkeisquite

busy.”

Whatthef*ck!Howshameless!Philipcussedinternally.Sincewhendidhe

sayhewouldmeetthem?Thiswasblatantlyalietowinfavors,andhehadsaiditsotactfully.‘They

couldmeet,butthetimehasnotbeensetyet’.



AidenwassogreatatpleasingCharlesthatthelatterjustkeptholdinghiminhigherregardandfavored

him.“Philip,lookatAiden.Youshouldlearnfromhimifyouhavethetimeinsteadofwastingyourlife

away.Ifyoureallycan’tmakeitonyourown,getAidentogetyouajob.You’lllookmoreproperthat

way,”CharlesfinallyspokeonbehalfofPhilip’sfuturefortheveryfirsttime.Itwasagreatstart,but

Philipfeltuncomfortablelisteningtoit.AidenGrant’scompanywasworthonlyaboutafewmillion.It

wasnotevenenoughforhisallowance.“Philip,whatareyoustandingtherefor,hurryupandbeg

Aiden.”MarthaglaredhatefullyatPhilip.Whatanidiot!

Herhusbandhadalreadyspokenupforhim,buthewasstilljuststandingthere.Hedeservedtobe

lookeddownupon!Ontheotherhand,Aidensatupstraight,withhiseyesnarrowingslightlyashe

waitedcheekilyforPhiliptocomeandbeghim.Hewasfeelinggreat!AlthoughWynndidnotlikeAiden,

shefeltthatitwasagoodopportunityaswell.However…“Noneed.

Thankyou,butthatcompany’salittletoohuge,Ican’tgetusedtoworkingthere.”Philipcalmlyrefused.

CharlesandMartha’sfacesimmediatelydarkened.CharlessnortedwhileMarthastartedberatinghim,

“Philip,howcanyoubesoinsensible?Leavethisinstant,ourhomedoesn’twelcomeyou.”Thatwasan

ordertoleave.PhilipwasimmediatelypushedoutofthehousebyMartha.Bam!Thedoorclosed,and

Philipshookhishead,smilingbitterly.HetookouthisphonetogiveAnnaCarteracall.“Idon’treally

likethisAidenGrant.”Annawasatthegallery,busywithdecorations.Whenshereceivedthiscall,she

immediatelyanswered,“Understood,Mr.

Clarke.”ShethenimmediatelystoppedthepeopleworkinginthegalleryandcalledAiden’snumber.

AidenwascurrentlyboastingtotheJohnstonfamilywhenhereceivedacall.Seeingthatitwasfromthe

representativeofCivilGallery,heimmediatelyflauntedittoCharles.“UncleJohnston,look.

It’sacallfromthegalleryrepresentative.”“Hello,ManagerCarter…HasMr.Clarkeagreedtoseeus?”

Aidenwasecstaticandpleased.Hespoke

loudly.“Mr.Grant,weregrettoinformyouthatwecan’trentthegallerytoyouanymore.”“What?”

“ThisisMr.Clarke’sintention.Heseemstobealittleupset,sothegallerywillnotbeopenedto

outsiders,”saidAnnacoldly.

Hertonewasapparent.Toot!ThecallwascutoffandAiden’sfacefrozeinaninstant.Hisexpression

turnedugly.

Chapter15

Aiden,whohadbeenlookingcheery,wasnowinadaze.Whatwasgoingon?Mr.Clarkewasupset,so

thegallerywasnottobeopenedtothepublic.

Couldtherebeanyotherreasonmorerandomthanthis?No,hemusthavedonesomethingwrong.

“What’swrongAddy,didsomethinghappen?”



CharlesandMarthafoundAiden’sexpressionalittleodd.“Oh,it’snothing,nothingatall.They’rejust

reportingthegallery’ssituationtome.”Aidenforcedoutasmilethenadded,“Uhm,UncleJohnston,I

havesomeurgentmatters,soIwillbeleavingnow.”Hethenstooduptoleave.“Oh,Addy,isitreally

urgent?Won’tyoubestayingfordinner?”Marthafollowedcloselybehindhimandsawhimoutthe

door.“Maybenexttime.Goodbye,Uncle

Johnston,AuntMartha.”Aidenhurriedaway.Ofcourse,hewouldbeinarush.Ifsomethinghappened

tothegallerybooking,hewouldloseallfaceinfrontofhisfuturefather-in-law.Hehadtorushoverto

thegallerytoseewhatwasgoingon.AfterseeingAidenoff,Marthacamebackinsidewithasmileon

herface.WhenshesawWynncarryingMila,shesuddenlyburstoutscolding,“Iwon’tberaisingthis

littlebastard.”“Mom,whatareyousaying?Isn’tMilastillyourgranddaughter?”Wynnwasvexed.She

hadbeencoaxingMilatosleepinherarms.Howcouldhermothersaysomethinglikethat?Thiswasher

daughter’sfleshandblood,afterall.

Charles,too,feltthatMarthawasgoingoverboard.Heremovedhisreadingglassesandinterrupted.

“That’senoughfromyou.CleanthisupquicklyandbringmethepaintingfromAiden.I’mgoingoutfora

spin.”Charleswasheadingouttoshowoff,ofcourse.Hewantedtolethisfriendstakeagoodlook.He

carefullyhuggedthegiftbox,hummedajoyfultune,andwentoutthedoor.Hewasfeelingdelightful,

verydelightful,indeed!***AfterhelefttheJohnstonfamilyhouse,PhiliphailedacabtoCivilGallery.

Sincehehadalreadyboughtoverthecompanyandnolongerneededtomakedeliveries,henowhad

timetogoovertothegalleryandtakealook.Hedidnotreallyplantocloseittothepublic.Hejust

wantedtoteachAidenalesson.Uponreachingthegallery’sentrance,Philiponlyknewhowstylishthe

gallerywas.Itwasnotflashybutluxuriousandhadadepthtoit.Thewholestructurewasdesignedby

linepatternswithmonochromeasthemaincolor.Itlookedextremelyelegantandstylish.Onbothsides

ofthedoorwasasmallgallerypavedwithmonochromecobblestones,givingitasimplisticWestern

beauty.Rightinfrontofthedoorwasablackgranitesculpture.

ThiswasapiecemadebythemasterarchitectwhohaddesignedandbuiltCivilGallery,SiriusBurton.

Thisinternationallyfamousarchitectonlyproducedonepieceofartworkeveryyear,andthousandsof

peoplesoughtafterhiswork,gettingintodisputesjusttobuyit.CivilGallerywasSiriusBarton’sfinal

work.Hence,tohostanexhibitioninthisCivilGallerywouldbringaboutgreatprestigeandfame.Philip

stoodinfrontofthesculpture,

staredatitforamomentbeforemumblingtohimself,“Tothinkthisissomethingthatthatoldthing

made.Looksnormaltome.”Philiprecalledsomememories.Backthen,Siriushadbeenchasingafter

him,beggingPhiliptoallowhimtobuildsomethingforhim.Philipfoundhisdailyvisitsannoying,sohe

gavethemanthreehundredmilliontolethimbuildPhilipamansionontopofahill,mainlytokeephis

sportscarsandprivatejet.Oh,howImissthosebelovedcarsofmine.Philipexclaimedinternallythen

headedtowardthegalleryentrance.“Goodday,sir.Thegalleryistemporarilyclosedtothepublic.”It

wasayoungandbeautifulreceptionistdressedinamonochromebusinessskirtsetwithascarf

embroideredwithgardeniaflowerstiedaroundherneck.Shehadanimpressivefigure.Philipwas

stunnedbeforelookinginsideandsaid,“I’mlookingforsomeone.”



“MayIknowwhoyouarelookingfor?”ThereceptionistdidnottreatPhilipanydifferentlyjustbecause

hewasincasualclothing.Instead,shehadaskedverypolitely.“I’mlookingfor…”Philipwasjustabout

toanswerwhenatallwomanwalkedoverhaughtilyfromwithinandinterruptedhim.Shewaswearing

thesameoutfit,butthescarfonherneckwasembroideredwithblueenchantresshydrangeas.“Jasmine

Conner,whatareyoudoing?Didn’tItellwe’renotopentothepublictodayandnottoletanybodyin?”

ThewomanwiththecoldauragotcloserandsweptalookatPhilipasshespokearrogantlytothe

receptionist.“SisterAllison,hesayshe’slookingforsomeone.”Jasminewasapparentlyafraidofthis

woman,assheexplainedwithafrightenedexpression.AllisonCooperwastheleaderofthefemale

receptionistsatCivilGallery.Shewasaproudpersonandwouldnothesitatetoorderhersubordinates

around.Hence,shehadahiddennicknamecalled

‘thewitch’.AllisonlookedatPhilipicily,sizinghimupandaskedsuspiciously,“You’relookingfor

someone?”Thismanlookedsobrokewearinganover-washedT-shirt,apairoffadedjeans,andsandals.

Atypicalget-upofmigrantworkers.Hemustbeoneoftheconstructionteamworkers.“That’sright.I’m

lookingfor…”Philipsmiled,revealinghispearlywhites.“Okay,okay,Igotit.Followme.”Allisonabruptly

interruptedPhilip’swords.SheturnedtoshootaviciousglareatJasmineandsaid,“Guardthedoor

properlyandstoplettinginrandomstrays.”

Jasmineloweredherheadandbowed,apologizingprofusely.ShethenstoleaglanceatPhilipand

smiledathim.Philipsmiledback.Thisgirllookedyoungbuthadapleasantpersonality.Withoutthinking

much,hefollowedAllisoninside.PhilipcouldnothelplookingatAllison’sbackprofile.Thiswomanhad

agreatfigurethatmostmencouldnotresist.“Whatareyoustaringat?”Allofasudden,Allisonturned

backwithafrostyglare,staringhatefullyatPhilip.“Ah,no…nothing.”Philipfeltawkward.Hewas

caughtred-handed.Allisonletoutacoldsnort.“I’veseenenoughofyoumigrantworkerswithyour

snoopinghandsanddirtyeyes.Ifanythinggoesmissinginourgallery,you’llbethefirstI’llcatch!”She

thenturnedtomovedforwardasthedisdainandcontemptforthemanbehindgrewinherheart.

Migrantworker?Philipwasfumingslightly.Didshegetthewrongperson?

Allisonledhimtoaconstructionsiteandstartedorderinghimpompously,

“Hurryupandgettowork.Finishitbeforesundown.Andyouguysoverthere,don’teventhinkabout

loafingonthejob.I’llbeheretosupervise.Ifanyoneslacks,yoursalaryisgone.”Thefewworkers

startedworkingharderuponhearingthis,terrifiedoftheirsalariesbeingcut.Philipwasconfused.

Theywerepaintingthisarea.So,amIheretowork?“I’msorry,areyoumistaken?I’mnothereto…”

Philipturnedtothewomanbesidehim.

Allisonnarrowedhereyesandbarked,“You’renotheretowhat?Stopwithallthisnonsenseandstart

working!”“I’mnotheretowork.I’mheretolookforAnnaCarter.”PhilipwasdispleasedwithAllison’s

attitudetowardhim.

What’swiththiswoman’seyesandtone.Howrude!HehadaskedGeorgetopurchasethisgallerynot

longago,sohewassurprisedtherewasasnobbystaffhere.“You’relookingforourmanager?”Allison



sizedPhilipupagainandsnickered.“Youwanttoseeourmanager,withthelikesofyou?Why?

Tryingtocomplaintoher?”Whatgives?Thismanwasnotevenworking,andhewastryingtocomplain

now.“What?”Philipwaspuzzled.Whatwasshetalkingabout?“I’mtellingyounow,andtherestofyou

there,listenup!

OurCivilGallerydoesnotlackworkers.Therearetonsofmigrantworkersouttherefightingtowork

here.Don’tthinkthatjustbecauseManagerCartertakescareofyou,youcanslackoff.Inmy,Allison

Cooper’seyes,you’reallrubbish,doyouunderstand?”Allisonthensnorted.“Especiallyyou.Whodo

youthinkyouare?Evenaskingtoseeourmanager.Ifyou’renotgoingtowork,thenscram!”Allisonput

herlefthandonherwaistwhileherrighthandpointedatthedoor.Philipwasoutragednow.Forget

beingmistakenasamigrantworker.Hewasnowevenlecturedbyanunreasonablewoman.

Nomatterhowgoodhistemperwas,itwasnowabouttoburst.“YournameisAllisonCooper?”Philip

askeddarkly.“That’sright.Why?Upset?Wannabeatmeup?Icancallsecurityandthrowallofyouout

immediately!”

Allisoncrossedherarmsandnarrowedhereyes.Whatabunchofgarbagewhodoesn’tknowtheirplace.

Withjustalittlemoney,they’dcomeswarmingoverlikedogs.Growingup,Allison’senvironmenthad

madeherdevelopahabitofbeingarrogant.“Great.Idon’tthinkyouhavetherighttostayinCivil

Gallery.”Philipnodded,thedissatisfactionwasclearinhiseyes.Uponhearingthis,Allisonimmediately

heldhersides.“Hahaha!Whatafool!Idon’thavetherighttostayhere?Andwhat,canyoufireme?”

Suddenly,acrispvoicesoundedfromafar.“What’sgoingonAllison?

You’resonoisy.It’sunsightly!”Abeautifulsilhouettewasstruttingoverfromadistance.Sheworea

whitewomen’ssuitwhilelargelycurledbrownhairflowedbehindher.Herfairearlobesweredecorated

withhoopearrings.

Shewasoverflowingwithelegance.“ManagerCarter,you’refinallyhere.

There’ssomeonecausingtroublehere.”Allisonquicklyjoggedover,tryingtoflatter.

Chapter16

“Causingtrouble?”Annafrowned.Heraurabecamecolderasthetemperaturearoundfellbyafew

degrees.WhoeverdaredtocausetroubleatCivilGallerymusthaveeatenabear’sheart!WhenAllison

sawAnna’sreaction,hermouthcurvedintoacruelsmile.ShepointedtoPhilip,who

hadhishandsstuffedinhispocketsashestoodleisurely,andsaid,“That’sright.It’sthatmigrantworker

overthere.He’snotonlycausingtroublebutwasevendelusional,sayingthathewantstoseeyou.I

scoldedhimforabit,buthesaidIdidn’thavetherighttobeatCivilGallery.Isn’theanidiot?”

AnnaglancedcoldlyatAllison.AlthoughshewasnotfondofAllison’scondescendingtone,thegirlwas



stilloneofherpeople,soshekeptquiet.

AnnathenstruttedelegantlyovertoPhilipandaskedwithastraightface,

“You’retheonecausingtrouble?”Philipglancedatthiswomaninfrontofhim.She’sAnnaCarter?Not

bad.Gorgeousandveryendearing.Philipdidnotanswerbutquietlytookhisphoneout.Allisonwas

furiouswhenshesawPhilip’snonchalantexpression.Shepointedathimandbellowed,

“Manager,look!He’sblatantlydisrespectingyou!I’llcallsecurityimmediatelytothrowhimout.”Anna

nodded.She,too,wasunwillingtodealwithapersonlikethis.Shehadjustcomeoutofherofficeto

welcomeanhonoredguestatthedoor,thenewownerofCivilGallery,Mr.Clarke!

Iftherewasanydelay,shemightevenloseherposition.Annahadneverseenthenewowner.Sheonly

hadhisphonenumber.AnditwasonlyafterbeggingPresidentGeorgeThomasforthelongesttimethat

hefinallygaveittoher.“Allison,comewithmetowelcomeaguest.Ournewowneriscomingtocheck

ontheworkprogress.”AnnaturnedovertoAllison.

Allisonnoddedbeforejoggingofftocallforsecurity.Justthen,amelodiousringtonerangacrossthe

room.Everyonewasstunned.Annaquicklytookoutherphonefromherpocket.ThecallerIDshowed

thatitwasfromMr.

Clarke!“Hello,Mr.Clarke.Haveyoureached?I’llbeoutimmediatelytoreceiveyou.”Anna’stone

instantlychangedfromice-coldtosweetandrespectful.Yet,thevoicefromtheotherendsounded

displeased.“Lookbehindyou.”Lookbehind?Annawasstunnedandimmediatelyturnedaround.Only

aboutsevenworkerswerepaintingthewallsbehindher.Oh,therewasanotheryoungmanwithafrosty

expressionholdingaphone.

Wait!Annafeltlikeaboltfromthebluestruckher!Itwashim!Hewasthenewowner!Withoutanother

word,sheranovertoPhilipandbowedninety

degreesinapology.“Mr.Clarke,I’msosorry.Iwastooblindtorecognizeyou.Pleaseforgivemy

recklessness.”“AnnaCarter,”saidPhilipcoldly.

“I’mnotverysatisfiedwithyou.”Anna’slegsweretremblinginfright,andherpalmswerecoveredin

sweat.“Mr.Clarke,pleaseforgiveme.Ididn’tknowyouwouldbehereearly.”Annastraightenedher

back,butwasstillbowingslightly.Shelookedterrified.Thiswasthenewowner!Aprominentfigure

whoheldtheworldinhishands.RiverdaleCity’swealthiestGeorgeThomashadhadtocomehere

personallytobuythegalleryfromthepreviousowner.Itshouldbenotedthatthepreviousownerwasa

viciousmaninthecity,theundergroundemperorwhowasinfluentialinboththelegalandthe

undergroundworld,TheoZander!WhowasTheoZander?NotasinglepersoninRiverdaleCitydidnot

knowofhim!Bornasaruffian,hehadclimbedhiswayup,stepbystep,tothethroneofthe

undergroundworld!Boththelegalworldandthemafiasfearedthisman.Therewasnothinghecannot

doinRiverdaleCitywithjustafewwords.Hence,afterservingTheoforsomanyyears,Anna’ssocial

standinghadrisenasshegottomeetmorepowerfulfigures.Herambitions,too,grewmoreprominent.



ItwaspreciselybecauseofthisthatshecanunderstandthatseeminglyordinaryMr.Clarkeinfrontof

herwastherealdeal!BecausewhenTheosawGeorge,hebecamelikealittlechickbeforeaneagleand

humbledhimselftoagreatextent,whileGeorgehadonlysaidafewsentencesbackthen.‘Whatevermy

youngmasterrequestedisnottobepublicized.Keepalowprofile!’Theyoungmasterofthecity’s

wealthiestman!Justwhatkindofpersonwouldhebe?Itwasjusttoofrightening!Itwasafterthat

meetingthatAnnaknewshehadtotakegreatcareofthisMr.Clarke.Ifpossible,shewouldbewillingto

dedicateherchastitythatshehadprotectedovertwentyyearstothisman!AllforthewordsthatTheo

hadoncetoldherafterhewasdrunkoneday.‘I,TheoZander,haveonlymanagedtoreachthisspot

today,allthankstoPresidentGeorge’ssupport!However,PresidentGeorgeisonlyheretokeephis

youngmastercompanyandkilltime.Hehadfoundedacompanyandbecamethewealthiestmaninthe

city.’Itwas

frightening!Justtoofrightening!PhilipcalmlyglancedatAnna,thenshookhishead.“Forgetit.Letthis

bealessonlearned.”Atthatmoment,Allisonjusthappenedtoreturnwithtwosecuritypersonnel.She

walkedoverwithasneerandpointedatPhilip.“That’shim,throwhimout!Andwhileyou’reatit,

searchhimtoseeifhehasstolenanythingfromourgallery.Withthatsneakylookinhiseyes,hemust

beathief!”Philip’sgazewentcoldashiseyesnarrowed.Heletoutacoldsnortandsaidtothewoman

besidehim,

“Dealwithit.”Anna’sbodystraightenedup.Withglaringeyes,shewalkedovertoAllisoninherhigh

heelsandliftedherhand!Slap!Thecrispsoundofaslapresonatedthroughoutthewholeroom!“The

nerveofyou!WhodarestothrowMr.Clarkeout?”AnnaglaredfuriouslyatAllison,threateningtotear

herapart.Allisonheldahandtoherimmediatelyswellingcheek,askingincredulously,“Manager,why

didyouhitme?Ididn’tthrowMr.Clarkeout.”Allisonwasinfuriated.Shewasfumingfromreceivinga

slapfromhermanagerfornoapparentreason.Hence,shedirectedherangertoPhilipandyelled,

“Whatareyouguysstandingtherefor?Throwthistrashoutthisinstant!”Assoonasshefinishedtalking.

Slap!Itwasanothersmack.Allisonwasnotdumbstruck.Bothherhandscoveredhercheeks.

“AllisonCooper,you’refired!Getlostimmediately!”Annabellowedasshepointedtothedoor.She

wouldnotletthisidiotdragherselfdownwithher.

“Manager,whyareyouhittingme?WhatdidIdowrong?You’retheonewhoaskedmetochasehim

out.Andwhatrightsdoyouhavetofireme?

I’llhaveyouknowthatmyboyfriendistheoperationsdirectorhere!”

Allisonwasfurious.ShehaddespisedAnnaforaverylongtimenow.Thiswomanwasalwayshanging

aroundherboyfriend.Therewasatimewhentheywenttoahotel.Herboyfriendevencalledoutthis

woman’sname!

Howvexing!“Whatrights?Withmyrightsasthemanagerhere!”saidAnnacoldly.“Shit!AnnaCarter,

don’tgettoococky.Myboyfriendisadirectorhere,sodon’tthinkyoucanjustdoasyouplease.I’m

goingnowtogetmyboyfriendtocomplaintotheowneraboutyou!”Allisonstompedherfootinfury

andturnedtowalkaway.B*tch!I’mgoingtogetmyboyfriendnow,



andyou’llbescrewed!Annashookherheadandsmiledbitterly.Gettheowner?Theownerwasrightin

frontofyou,butyoucouldnottell.Afterthat,AnnaturnedtostandrespectfullybesidePhilip.“Mr.

Clarke,pleasefollowme.”PhilipgruntedaresponseandfollowedAnnatotheloungeroominthe

innermostareaofthegallery.Theloungeroomwasgorgeous.

Therewasanopenyardwithasmallpondandafakemountain.Therewasevenasmallbambooforest.

Itwaslikeaworldofitsown.Notjustanyonecouldenterthisloungeroom.Annahadtakenoffhercoat,

leavingonlyherblackundershirt.Shesatonherkneesinfrontoftheteasetasherfairhandsskillfully

preparedthetea.Shehadfirstwashedthetealeaves,steepedthetea,thenpouredit.Everythingwas

donesmoothly.Shethentookthecupinherhandsand,withgentlesteps,walkedovertoPhilip,who

wasstudyingsomepaintingsonthewall.“Mr.Clarke,pleasehavesometea.”Philiptookthecup,hada

sip,andcomplimented,“ManagerCarter’stea-makingskillsaresuperb.ThismustbeaMaojianGreen

Tea.Ithasasweetaftertasteandisdelicate.”“Mr.Clarke,you’retookind.Ididn’tknowthatMr.Clarke

iswell-versedinteaaswell.”Annasmiled.“No,I’vejustdrunktoomuch,somymouthisalittlepicky.”

Philipwavedhishand.Annawasstunned.Howmuchwouldapersonhavetohaveconsumedto

becomethisknowledgeableabouttaste…?“HowdidyoudealwithAidenGrant?”askedPhilip.“Hehas

calledmequiteafewtimes,butI’vedeclinedthemall.Ithinkhemustbeveryanxiousnow,”Anna

answered.“Okay.Ignorehimalittlelonger.Whenthetimecomes,justdoasyouseefit,”saidPhilip

beforegettingup.“Ifthere’snothingelse,I’llbeleavingthen.Don’tpublicizetheincidenttoday.

Idon’tliketobedisturbed.”Annanodded.“Iunderstand,Mr.Clarke.

PresidentGeorgehasinstructedusaccordingly.”Justthen,theglassdooroftheloungewaspushed

open.ItwasAllisonwhohadleftfuriouslyearlierfollowingbehindamiddle-agedmanwhowasbalding

andhadafatbelly.

Allisonwascrossingherarmswithaproudlook.Theaggrievedexpressionshehadhadearlier

completelydisappearedfromherface.“AnnaCooper,whatareyoutryingtodo?Whatrightsdoyou

havetofireAllison?”Thefat

manroaredassoonastheyentered.Hethenploppeddownonthepurewhitecouch,tookupthecup

ofteaPhiliphadtakenasipfrom,andscolded,“Whatkindoftrashisthis?It’ssobitter!”

Chapter17

“LloydZalman,whoallowedyoutocomeinhere?”Annadenouncedicily.

Shedespisedthisshittyfatmanbecausehehadbeencovetingherforalongtimenow.Wheneverhe

hadtime,Lloydwouldcomeintoherofficeandshamelesslytriedtotakehertoadinnerdate.Hewas

alsounderhanded,alwaystryingtobringhisfriendsandfamilymembersintoCivilGallerythroughhis

connection.Forexample,AllisonCooperwasoneofthepeoplehehadbroughtin.“AnnaCarter,what’s

withyourattitude?AstheoperationsdirectorofCivilGallery,can’tIcomeheretotakearest?”Lloyd

Zalmansettledhimselfcomfortablyintothesofa.Likeahugepileofmeat,hehadlayersoffatsonhis



stomachthathisshirtwasthreateningtoburstopen.“Thisisnotsomewhereyoucanenter.Leave

immediately,”Annapointedtothedoorandsaidcoldly.Thenewownerwasrighthere,butthisidiot

wassopresumptuous.LloydchuckledthenglancedatPhilipandteasedshamelessly,“You’rereally

something,Anna.Ineverthoughtyouwouldbethislonely.”Annafrowned.“LloydZalman,whatdidyou

justsay?!”

Thisbstardknowsnoshame!“Idon’twanttowastetimeonchitchat.Allisonisunderme.Youcan’tfire

her,”Lloydsaidblatantly.AllisonstandingnearbysweptamockingglanceatAnnaandPhilip,feeling

contemptforthem.Anna,you’resuchawhre,evenbringingthiswildmanintotheloungearea.Whata

btch!“Haha,”Annachuckled.“LloydZalman,don’tforgetthatI’mthemanagerhere.Ihavethatright!”

“Carter!Don’tgettoococky.BrotherLloyd’snotafraidofyou!”Allisoncrossedherarmswitha

condescendinglookonherface.“You’realreadygoingagainsttherulesbybringingthismigrantworker

inhereofyourownaccord.Ifthisgetsout,Idon’tthinkyoucankeepyourmanagerposition.”Allison

thensatdownbesideLloydandleanedintoeachother’sarms,ignoringtheotheroccupantsintheroom.

“AnnaCarter,thinkofitproperly.It’snotworthoffendingmeforamigrantworker.”Lloydsmiled

menacinglyashisheatedgazelockedontoAnna,wantingtodevourthiswomanalive.Hehaddesired

thiswomanforthelongesttime,butshewasanicequeen,constantlyignoringhim.Whatabtch!She

usuallyactedsocoldandhonorablebutwasreallyawhreunderneath.IfAllisonnevercametohim

today,hewouldhaveneverknownthatAnnabroughtamigrantworkerintothelounge.Atthisthought,

LloydhatedPhilipevenmore!“Whatdoyouwantthen?”askedAnnawithastraightface.Shehadbeen

observingPhilip’sexpressionandrealizedthatthemanwasindifferent.SheknewthatPhilipdidnot

wanttogetinvolvedinthis.Lloydlickedhislips,staringatAnnawithgreedyeyes.“It’ssimple,have

dinnerwithmetonight.”“Whatdidyousay?!”Allisonburstoutimmediately,glaringatLloyddarkly.

Lloydquicklyexplained,“I’mjustjoking,baby.Whatdoyousuggest?”Allisonarrogantlypointedat

Philipandsaidwithacoldsnort,“Iwanthimtokneelandapologizetome!”Allisonknewthatitwas

impossibletogetAnnatoapologizetoher,soshewouldhumiliatethepersonAnnahadbroughtin

instead.ShecouldtellthatPhilipwasAnna’slover.Philipwasstunned.Hecouldnotavoidgetting

caughtinthecrossfireafterall.Annawasshockedaswell.SheglaredfuriouslyatAllison.“Allison

Cooper,youhavenorighttospeakhere,shutup!”“ManagerCarter,I’malreadydoingyouafavornot

askingyoutoapologize.He’sjustabum,whydoyouhavetoshieldhim?Orishereallyyourboytoy?

Althoughhislooksareonlyaverage,”Allisonmocked.“Shutup!Doyouhaveanyideawhoheis?”Anna

raged.“Couldhebyournewboss?”Allisonsnorted.WhatdidAnnameanbythat?Whatspecialidentity

couldthisguyhave?Suddenly,Philipsmiledfaintlyandasked,“Areyousureyouwantmetokneeland

apologize?”“That’sright!Kneel,andapologizerightnow!”Allisonlookedproud.Herwholebodywas

emittinganairofarrogance.“Notjustkneel,youhavetocrawloverandprostrate,”Lloydaddedin

contempt.Hewastoolazytodealwithpeoplehimself,soheoftenusedhisauthoritytopressureothers

instead.Anditworkedeverytime.“YournameisLloydZalman,theoperationsdirectorhere?”In

contrasttoLloyd,Philipdidnotseemangered.Hehadinsteadaskedwithasmile.“That’sright.I’mthe

operationsdirectorhere.Areyoufeelingafraidnow?Apologizetomygirlfriendthisinstant!”Lloyd

crossedhislegsandlookedsmug.Yet,PhilipsuddenlyturnedtoAnnawithafrostyexpression.“Fire

bothofthemandcheckifhewasinvolvedinanycorruptionorhadabusedhispower.Ihopetoseethis

takencareofimmediately.”Annarespectfullynodded.“Understood,Mr.Clarke.”Uponhearingthis,



Lloydcackled.Heaskedincontempt,“Whatdidyoujustsay,brat?Doyouwantmefired,and

investigateme?Areyouafool?Doyouknowwherethisis?DoyouknowwhoIam?”Hedishedouta

chainofquestions.Lloydheldhisfaceinhishandsashecontinuedtolaughlikehehadjustheardthe

jokeofthecentury.Allison,too,snickered.“Shit!Whatanidiot!Didhehithisheadonthedoor?”Lloyd

andAllisonhadneverseensuchafool.Didthismanthinkhewastheownerofthisplace?Hilarious!

However,inaninstant,Annaflashedacoldsmileandcalledthesecuritydepartment.“Sendsome

peopleoverandinformthefinancialinvestigationdivisiontohandoveralltheevidenceofLloyd

Zalman’scorruptioncasesandabuseofpowertothepolice.”InregardstoLloydZalman,Annahad

alreadytakenactionalongtimeago.Shehadcollectedalotofevidence.Itwasjustthattheyhadnever

interferedwitheachotheratwork,soAnnahadlethimbe.However,shewouldnotdothattoday

becausehehadoffendedthenewboss.Andthatwasadeathpenalty!Anuglydeathatthat!

Immediatelyaftershespoke,Lloyd’slaughterstopped.Hisfacewentdarkandasked,“AnnaCarter,

whatdoyoumeanbythis?Areyoureallytryingtoprovokeme?”Annakeptquiet.Afewsecurity

personnelrushedintotheroominlessthantwominutesandseizedbothLloydZalmanandAllison

Cooper.“Don’tyouknowwhoIam?Unhandme!”Lloydroaredashestruggled.However,thesecurity

guardsignoredhim.TheywereallunderAnnaandwouldonlylistentoher.Bynow,Allisonwasstill

ignorantofherownmistakes.Sheyelledoutloud,“BrotherLloyd,they’reallcrazy!Fireallofthem!”At

thatmoment,PhilipwassittingcalmlyonthesofawhileAnnabroughtoverapieceofdocumentthat

shehadjustprinted.“Boss,thisistheirterminationnotice.”Philipnoddedandcalmlyreplied,“Putitup

atthedoor.”LloydandAllisonweredumbstruck.Boss?DidAnnajustcallhim‘boss’?Thetwopeople

finallystartedtobreakoutincoldsweat.Thud!Withoutanounceofhesitation,Lloydfelltohisknees

andcrawledovertoPhilip.Hehuggedhislegandcried,“Boss,Boss!I’msorry,Iwaswrong!Iwastoo

blindtorecognizeyouearly.I’matfault!”Lloydstartedslappinghisface.Allison’skneesfeltweak.Her

wholebodyshivered,andshefelltotheground,paralyzedwithfearasshesat.He’s…theboss?

Impossible!Justthen,thepeoplefromthefinancedivisionledthepoliceintotheroomandhandcuffed

Lloydwithoutasingleword.“Boss!Pleaseforgiveme!Iwon’tdoitagain!”ThelastofLloyd’syellof

struggleresonatedintheroomashewasdraggedaway.Now,onlyAllisonwasleft,stillparalyzedonthe

floor.Philipshotheracoldglancethengotuptoleave.Annafollowedcloselybehindhim,wantingto

seehimout.Thud!AllisonthrewherselfatPhilip,hugginghislegasshebeggedintears.“Boss,Iknow

mymistakesnow.Pleaseforgivemethistime.”Philipdidnotevenspareheraglance,onlysaidcoldly,

“Herpositionshallbereplacedbythatgirlattheentrance,JasmineCooper.”“Understood,Mr.Clarke,”

repliedAnna,andshequicklygotsecuritytodragAllisonaway.Aftertheyleftthelounge,Anna

accompaniedPhilip,chatteringhappilyastheymadetheirwaytothelobby.Then,anunexpected

encounterhappened.“Philip,whyareyouhere?”Thisvoicesoundedfamiliar.Philipturnedtolookat

thesidedoortonoticeAidenstaringathiminconfusion.Theman’seyeswerealsosparklingwithhate.

Chapter18Philipsmiled.“I’mheretotakealook.”WhatacoincidencetorunintoAidenhere.“Takea

look?What’sthereforyoutosee?”Aidensoundeddispleased.“Doyouknowwherethisis?Isthisa

placesomeonelikeyoucanenter?Getoutthisinstant!”AidenhatedPhilip.Thebrokemanhadstolen

hisgoddessfromhim,andnow,heevencametoCivilGalleryforastroll.Didthismannotrealizethat

hewastaintingthisgallerywithhisexistence?Philipfrownedslightly,feelingirked.“Whycan’tIbehere

tolook?”ThisAidenGranthadnoideathatthemanstandinginfrontofhimwasthenewownerofCivil

Gallery,sohestillhadthegalltolookdownonhim.Philipfeltdisgusted.“Hahaha!”Aidenlaughedout



incredulously.“Philip,you’resuchafool.DoyouknowwhatkindofpeopleareallowedinCivilGallery?”

“This,Ireallydon’tknow,”Philipcalmlyanswered.Aidentippedhischinup,alreadyforgottenwhathe

cameheretodo.WhenelsewouldhehumiliatePhilipifnotnow?“Thepeoplewhoareallowedhere

areallprominentfiguresofRiverdaleCity.Theirnetworthstartsfromatleasttenmillion.”Aiden

cockedaneyebrowandmocked,“Trashlikeyouatthelowestlevelofsocietydon’tevenhavetheright

tostandattheentrance,doyouunderstand?“Idon’tevenknowwhyWynnwouldmarryyou.Ifeel

sorryforher.”Ruthlessmockeryandwordsofcontempt.InAiden’seyes,Philipwasonlyatinyantwhile

hewasanelephant.Hecouldeasilysquashhimdead.“Oh,isthatso?Istherearulelikethat?”Allofa

sudden,PhilipturnedtoaskAnnawhohadbeenstandingbesidehim.Aidenthenfinallynoticedthe

beautifulandendearingwomannexttoPhilip.Thisis…themanagerofCivilGallery,AnnaCarter!Aiden

immediatelyputonasmile,wantingtoshakeherhand.However,Annashothimalookofdisdain

beforeansweringPhilip,“Thereisn’t.”ThisAidenGrantreallyhadguts.Hehadbeenbeggingtomeet

Mr.Clarke,buthedidnotknowthatMr.Clarkewasnowstandingdirectlyinfrontofhim.Hehadeven

mockedhim!Aidenwasstunnedandconfused.“ManagerCarter,whatdoyoumeanthereisn’t?

Doesn’tthisruleexistsincethefoundingofthegallery?”Thepreviousowner,TheoZander,hadsetthis

ruleforCivilGallery.NooneinRiverdaleCitydaredtoopposeit.“Oh,it’snon-existentnow,”answered

Annacoldly.Bullsht!Aidenwasdumbstruck.Whatwasgoingontoday?

ThegreatmanagerofCivilGallery,AnnaCarter,wasspeakingupforpennilesstrash.“ManagerCarter,

you…”Aidendidnotknowwhatelsetosay.HeglaredatPhilipwithenvyandhate.“Whatareyoustill

standingherefor?Beatit!”HeloathedPhilip.Annafrownedhard.ThewayAidenwasscoldingherboss

irritatedher.However,itseemedthatMr.Clarkewantedthissettledquietly,soAnnaspokeup,

soundingannoyed,“Mr.

Grant,yourattitudeisverydispleasing.Mr.Clarkehasspecificallytoldusnottodiscriminatepeople,so

therulesofCivilGalleryhavechanged.”

“Right,right,Mr.Clarkeisabsolutelyright.”Aiden,whohadbeensoarrogantjustasecondearlier,was

nownoddinglikeanobedientchild.

AlthoughhewasmoresuccessfulthanAnna,intermsoffame,hestilllosttoher.Shewasafollowerof

TheoZander!AndthemanagerofCivilGallery!CivilGalleryitselfwasalreadyenoughtomakesomeone

showrespect.However,Anna’snextwordswerelikelightningboltsstrikingdownonAiden.Hisface

turnedanuncomfortablegreen.“ButIfindMr.

Grant’sattitudeearlierdissatisfactory.OurCivilGallerywillneverrentoutourspacetopeoplewholook

downonothers,sopleaseleave,”saidAnna.

Aidenflaredupuponhearingthis.Hehadcometopleadtoday,butheendedupdigginghisowngrave.

Atthesametime,hishostilityforPhilipgrew!Itwasthispoorman’sfaultthathecouldnotcontrol

himself.AidenshotaviciousglareatPhilip,whoseemedtostifleasmilethenhumbledhimselftosay,

“ManagerCarter,Ithinkwecanstillnegotiate.”Annakeptquietlikeshewasindeepthought.Aiden

wassoanxiouslikehewasstandingonneedles.“ManagerCarter,howaboutthis.I’lldoanythingyou

askofme.IonlyhopethattheexhibitiononSaturdaycanproceedasplanned.Pleasehelpme,Manager



Carter,toputinafewgoodwordswithMr.Clarke.”

Annafeignedconsiderationthennodded.ThismadeAidenhappy.“Alright.

IfMr.Grantcandothefollowingtask,IwillpromisetoallowtheexhibitiononSaturday.”Acunningglint

flashedinAnna’seyes.“Pleasetellme.Icandefinitelydoit,”saidAidenanxiously.“Apologizetohim.”

AnnapointedatPhilip.Aiden’seyesimmediatelywidened,andheshrieked,“Apologizetohim?

ManagerCarter,areyoukidding?That’sadeliveryman!”HowcouldIeverapologizetothelikesofhim?

“Occupationsarenotdividedintoclasses.Areyousayingyoucan’tdoit,Mr.Grant?”Annagaveacold

smile.

“I…”Aidenhesitated.Hisfacewasscrunchingup.Philipwasinsteadstiflingasmileashepretendedto

refuse.“I…don’tthinkthat’llbenecessary.He’sthepresidentofacompanyafterall.Whyshouldhe

apologizetoapoormanlikeme?”Aidenwasgrittinghisteethinangeratthis.So,youdorealizethat

you’reapoorman!“Thatwon’tdo!Mr.Granthastoapologizetoyoutoday!Mr.Clarkehasinstructed

usthatCivilGalleryisnevertoallowthevulgarindividualswholookdownonpeopleintothepremise,”

Annasaidsternly.Shedidnotlooklikeshewasactingatall.

Aidenwasnownervous.Coldsweatcoveredhisforeheadashekeptquietthewholetime.“SinceMr.

Grantdoesn’tplantoapologize,Iwon’tforceyou.Pleaseleave,Mr.Grant,”saidAnnaharshly.Aiden

immediatelysaid,

“No,no,I’mwillingto.”Then,feelingextremelyconflicted,heturnedtolookatPhilipandhastilysaid,

“I’msorry.”“What?Ididn’thearit.”Philipshrugged.Therewassomethingwrongwithhisapologizing

attitude.Failed!

“Philip!”Aidenwasgrittinghisteeth,lookingfurious.“Don’tgettoococky!”“ManagerCarter,this…”

Philipturnedhishead,pretendingtolookaggrieved.Annasnorted.Aidenimmediatelystartedtrembling.

Heclencheddownhardonhisteethandsaidoutloud,“I’msorry!”“It’snotsincere.”

Philipshookhishead.“You!”Aidentriedhishardesttosuppresshisemotions.Hisfistswereclenched

tight.Thispieceoftrashisgettingreallycockyundersomeoneelse’spower.“Mr.Grant,sincethisisso

hardforyou,Ithinkwecanjustforgetaboutit,”Annaspokeupatjusttherighttime.Hergazewascold.

Aiden’sheartdroppedtohisstomach.HeknewthatoffendingAnnameantoffendingMr.ClarkeofCivil

Gallery.Italsomeant

offendingtheundergroundemperor,TheoZander.Aftergivingitalotofthought,hefinallybowedand

saidearnestlytoPhilip,“I’msorry.”Philipwavedandsaidgenerously,“It’snothing.You’veworkedhard,

Mr.Grant.”

Withthat,Annafinallynodded.“Welldone.Yoursincerityisquiteadmirable,Mr.Grant.Ithinkwecan

haveourdiscussionnow.”Philipfeltbetternow.HethenleftCivilGalleryunderthewatchofthepeople

around.

WhenPhilipleft,AidenshotahatefulandsuspiciouslookatPhilip’sback.



Hefeltextremelyannoyed.DidthemanknowAnnaCarter?Butitwasimpossible!Halfanhourlater,

afteraroundofnegotiation,theexhibitionwouldbeheldasplanned.Aidenleftthegallerywithheavy

thoughts.AssoonasheleftthegatesandgotintohisBenz,hemadeacall.“Doanotherdetailed

investigationofthisPhilipClarke.Thefaster,thebetter!”Atthesametime,shockingnewsspreadacross

RiverdaleCity!Turner’sHospitalofGoldenCitywillbeopeningabranchhospitalatRiverdaleCity!

Turner’sHospitalwasfamouswithinthecountry,andthepresident,HenryTurner,wasinternationally

prestigiousforhismedicalskills.Hehadpersonallycuredmanyprominentfiguresfrombothwithinand

outsideofthecountry.

ProfessorTurnercouldbesaidtohaveGod’shealinghands!Whenthisnewscameout,allmedical-

relatedcompaniesandhospitalsofallsizesrushedovertothetemporaryofficeTurner’sHospitalhad

setupinRiverdaleCitytoaskforcollaborations.Needlesstosay,theentranceofthattemporaryoffice

wasalmosttorndowninlessthanhalfaday.AtBeaconPharmaceuticals,PresidentDerrickHallhad

giventheordertosecurethecollaborationdealwithTurner’sHospital.Forthisreason,managersofall

departmentssuccessivelyvisitedthetemporaryofficebutendedupbeingrejected.NotonlyBeacon

Pharmaceuticals,butallthecompaniesthatwentoverwerealsoallrejected.Insidetheconference

room,Derricksatattheheadofthetable,lookingathisstaff,whoseemedtobeinterribleshape.“We

havetosecurethecollaborationwithTurner’s!Thiswillbeagreatopportunityforourcompany!Ido

notwishtoseethisopportunitysnatchedawaybyourcompetitors.”“PresidentHall,ourlegsarealmost

comingoff,butwecan’tevenmeettherepresentativeatTurner’s.”“Yeah!

They’rejusttooarrogant.I’veseenmorethantencompaniesgoingover,buttheyallcameout

disappointed.”“Ithinkthey’rejusttryingtokeepushangingsotheycanmaximizetheirprofits.”Seeing

thecrowddispirited,Derrickslappedthetableandbellowed,“It’sonlybeenhalfaday,andyou’reall

givingup?Idon’tcareevenifyourlegscomeoffandyourmouthstear.Youguyshavetosecurethis

collaboration!”Everyonewasquiet.Thetaskwasjusttoohard.Turner’sHospitalofGoldenCitywasa

famoushospitalwithinthecountry.Thehospitalwasagrandexistence,justlikeagreatking!“Wehave

todecideonarepresentativefromourcompanytomeetwithTurner’srepresentative,”saidDerrick.“I

knowthistaskisgrave,soIhopethatoneofyoucanvolunteer.”Everyoneexchangedglancedbutsaid

nothing.Justthen,GavingaveRosewhowassittingbesidehimalook,andthelatterimmediately

understood.“Mr.President,IthinkitwouldbemostsuitableforDeputyManagerJohnstontorepresent

ourcompany,”

Rosesuddenlysuggested.Afterhersuggestion,peoplestartedendorsingheridea.“Yeah,Deputy

ManagerJohnstonisgood-lookingandhasgreatverbalskills.Shewouldbeagreatchoice.”“And

DeputyManagerJohnstonisthegoddessoffortuneinourmarketingdepartment.Shewastheonewho

securedthedealwithVictoryPharmaceutical,soIthinkshecanmakeitthistimeaswell.”“What’smore,

DeputyManagerJohnstonreallyneedsthisopportunity.Doesn’tshehaveadaughterthatneedshelp?I

thinkweshouldletDeputyManagerJohnstongo.”Wynnavoidedeyecontact.Sheknewthisdealwas

tooimportant,andshedidnothaveanyconfidence.ShewasjustabouttorefusewhenDerricksaid,

“Alrightthen.SinceeveryonerecommendsDeputyManagerJohnston,thenwe’llhaveherrepresentour

companytostriveforthisdeal.”Wynnhadnootherchoicebuttobraceherselfandagreetothetask.



UponseeingWynn’sagreement,Gavin,whowassittingdiagonallyoppositeher,couldnotconcealthe

smirkonhisface.

Afterthemeetingadjourned,GavinwentintoWynn’soffice,sayingtothetroubledwoman,“Deputy

ManagerJohnston,youhavetogiveityourallforthisdealwithTurner’sHospital.AsfarasIknow,this

collaborationinvolvesathirtymillioncontract.Ifyoumanagetosecureit,youwillhaveonemillion

dollarsascommission!Youwon’thavetoworryaboutyourdaughter’smedicalexpensesthen.”One

milliondollars.Daughter’smedicalexpenses.Wynn’sheartwavered.Gavindidnotstayanylongerbut

leftimmediatelyaftersayingthat.Lateatnight,insomeclub.Gavinhadtwosexyladiesinhisarmsas

hesatwithamiddle-agedmaninhisfortiesoppositehim.JeffreyScottwastherepresentativesentby

Turner’sHospitaltoRiverdale.“Uncle,whatdoyouthinkofthiswoman?”Gavinaskedwithasmile.The

manacrossstaredatthephotoinhishandforthelongesttimebeforereluctantlyputtingitdown.He

flashedadirtysmile.“WynnJohnston,whatafinewoman.”Gavin’sforeheadrelaxedalmostinstantly.

Theywerebothmen,soheknewwhathisunclewasthinkingof.WynnJohnstonwasabeautyandhada

greatfigure.Hehadhadhiseyesonherforaverylongtime.“Uncle,thiswomanhasauselesshusband

andadaughterwithaheartdisease.She’sindireneedofmoney.Thisdealwillbeherlifesaver.”Gavin

smiledcoldly.“Greatjob,yourascal!”Jeffreyteased.“OnceI’vehadmyfill,you’llgetyours.Iknow

you’reinterestedinher.”Gavinlickedhislips.

Chapter19

TodaywasSaturday.Wynngotupveryearlytostartputtingonmakeupinthebathroom.Philipcame

outfromthebedroomtocoaxhisdaughter,whowasmakingafuss.“Isn’tityouroff-daytoday?Why

didyouwakeupsoearly?”Philipwascarryinghisdaughterashestoodatthebathroomdoorandasked.

Wynnansweredwithoutlookingathim.“Ihavetogobacktotheofficetodayandmeetaclientinthe

afternoon.”Shethenlookedatherself,leftandrightinthemirror.Sheputonherlipstick,thenpursed

herlips.Thiswomanwasgorgeous.Evenwithlightmakeup,shewasstillasendearingasafairy.Wynn

squeezedpastPhilip,hastilytookherbagandputonherhighheels.“Oh,right.Goovertothegallery

todaytohelpmydadout.LetLynnlookafterMila.I’vealreadyinformedherlastnight.Shewillbeover

ataboutten.”“Comebackearlier,Mama.”LittleMilawasstill

inPhilip’sarmsasshewavedatWynnwithheradorableandfairlittlearm.

Dimplesappearedonhertinycheeksasshesmiledinnocently.Wynnhadbeenrushingabout,getting

readytoleave.Whensheheardthatgentleword

‘Mama’,shekissedMilaonthecheeksbeforereluctantlyleaving.Beforeshewent,sheremindedPhilip,

“Don’tforgettohelpmydadout.”Philipreplied,“Gotit.Comebacksoon.”Standingatthedooroftheir



tinyseventysquarefoothouse,PhilipwatchedWynnleave.PhiliplovinglypattedMila’stinyheadthen

said,“PlaywithPapa.”“Okay,Papa!Iwanttorideahorsie.”

LittleMilawavedhappily.ThislittlehousewasPhilipandWynn’snest.

Therenovationsweresimplebecausetheydidnothavealotofmoneybackthen.Philiphadtakenthe

moneytostartabusiness.Althoughthebusinessfailed,theystillhadahouse,ahome.Butthishome

wasnowindangerofbeingtornapart.AfterstayingwithMilaforabouttwohours,thedoorbellrang.

ThedooropenedtorevealLynnstandingtherehaughtilyinthickmakeup.SheshovedPhilipasideasshe

wentin.Thegirlwaswearingextremelyshortleatherpantsandablacklacetop.Isn’tthisalittletoo

much?Doyounggirlsdressthissexynowadays?WithoutwaitingforPhiliptospeak,Lynnhadalready

goneinsideandploppeddownonthesofa.ShefirstglaredatMila,whowasplayingwithhertoysatone

side,thensheglaredresentfullyatPhilip.“I’llonlystayfortwohours.I’vemadeplanswithmy

classmatesfortheafternoon.”Philipsmiledsheepishlyandtookoutthesnackshehadpreparedlikehe

wascoaxinghisgreatgrandmother.

“I’llbebackreallysoon.”PhilipthenwalkedovertoMila,wholookedalittlescared.Hesquatteddown

topatherheadandsmiled.“Mila,Papaisgoingout.YoustaywithAuntyandbeagoodgirl,okay?”

LittleMilanodded,catchingaquickglimpseatLynn,whowaswatchingTVwhileeatingchips.Thelittle

girlthentooktinystepstohandthetoyinherhandtoLynn,sayinginababyishvoice,“Aunty,thisisfor

youtoplay.”Lynnshotherascornfulglarewithouttakingthetoythensaidcoldly,“Playbyyourself.”A

littlewhilelater,Philipwentout.OnlyLynnandMilawereleftinsidethehouse.Thetwogirls,onean

adult,theotherachild,didnot

connectinanyway.Lynnkeptcomplainingtoherboyfriendabouthavingtotakecareofabratthrough

avideocall.WhenMilaranaroundthehouse,Lynnwouldyellather.WhenMilawantedadrinkof

water,LynnhadMilagetitherself.WhenMilabroketheglass,Lynngotupandkickedher,yelling,

“Littlebtch!Yourdad’strash,andsoareyou!Youcan’tevengetaglassofwater!”Milastartedcrying

outofgrievance.WhenLynnsawhercry,shegotmoreagitated.ShewentoverandslappedMilaafew

timesonhertinyface,scoldingviciously,“Ifyoukeepcrying,I’llsellyouoff!Btch!”Milapursedherlips.

Heraggrievedeyeswerefilledwithtearswhilehertinycheekswereswellingred.Shemumbled,“Papa,I

wantPapa.”

LynnwastiredoflisteningtoherandlockedMilaaloneinsideherroom.

PoorMilapattedthedoorandcried,“IwantPapa,IwantMama…

wuuuu…”Afterhalfanhourofcrying,littleMilawastiredandfellasleeponthebed.Lynnwasenjoying

herselfwithhervideocallinthelivingroom.

“Idon’tthinkIcanmakeittoday.Thereisanannoyinglittlebastardthatneedstakingcareof.”“You

can’t.We’reallwaitingforyouhere.Bringthebratover.It’llbefine.”Ontheotherendofthescreen

wasJacobinakaraokeroom.“Alright,I’llbetheresoon.”Lynnhappilyendedthevideocall.Sheopened

thebedroomdoorandbarbaricallywokeMilaup.Staringdownatthelittlegirlwithnarrowedeyes,



Lynnsaid,“Btch,you’recomingwithmeoutsidetoplay.ButI’mwarningyou,ifyoumakeafuss,I’llsell

youoff!”LittleMilameeklynoddedinfear.Fiveminuteslater,LynntookMilaandleft.BacktoWynn

whohadleftearlythismorning.Shehadfirstgonebacktotheofficebecauselastnight,Gavintoldher

thathehadgottensomeinfoonthecollaborationwithTurner’s.Alittlewhileaftershereachedher

office,Gavincameinwithabrightsmileandsatonthesofa,lookingcomposed.“DeputyManager

Johnston,I’llletyouinonapieceofgoodnews.TherepresentativethatTurnerhassentisactuallymy

uncle.”Gavincouldnotconcealthesmileonhisface.Wynnlookeddelightedatthis.“ManagerZach,are

youserious?Thisisgreat!ManagerZach,youhavetohelpmewiththisnegotiation.”“Noproblem.As

longasDeputyManagerJohnstonknowswhattodo,Iwilldefinitelyhelpyou,”Gavinsaidsmilinglyand

pattedtheseatbesidehim,hintingWynntositnexttohim.Wynnfrownedslightlybutsatdown.This

was,afterall,athirtymilliondollarcontractwithonemillioncommission.Shewouldbeabletopayfor

Mila’ssurgeryfees.“ManagerZach,tellmewhatIshoulddo.”Wynnsmiled.Shewaswearingawhite

businesssuittoday.Hesmiled.“I’vemadeanappointmentwithmyuncletomeetatCelestialClub.

We’lltalkovertherelater.”WynnpushedGavin’shandawayandsaid,soundingtroubled,“Manager

Zach,isn’tthatalittleinappropriate?Let’stalkintheoffice.”Gavin’sfaceimmediatelydarkened.He

saidinathreateningtone,“DeputyManagerJohnston,youshouldknowthateventhoughthe

representativeismyuncle,wemightnotbeabletosecurethedeal.Somanyothercompanieshave

theireyesonthishugesliceofcake.ButifDeputyManagerJohnstonisnotsincereaboutcollaborating,

thenIhavenothingelsetosay.”Gavinthengotuptoleave.Atthis,Wynngotanxiousandquicklysaid,

“ManagerZach,wait.I’llgiveitsomethought.”Onemilliondollarcommission!Mila’ssurgeryfees!

Wynncomfortedherselfthatway.Shethoughtthatsheonlyneededtodrinkandsingalittle.They

mightnotdoanythingoutofline.Gavin’seyesnarrowedashissmiledeepened.Hepointedtothebox

onherdeskandsaid,“Thinkcarefully.That’smygiftforyou.Onceyou’vemadeupyourmind,wearit

andcomewithme.”Wearit?OnceGavinleft,Wynnfearfullyopenedthebox.Itwasasetofclothes!

Wynnfeltherkneesgoweak.Herpupilscontracted,andsheclenchedherfistsinfury!Justthen,she

receivedatextmessagefromGavin:DeputyManagerJohnston,thisisagiftfrommyuncle.Youhaveto

wearit.Ifyoudo,Iguaranteeyouthatthisdealwillbeyours!Oh,andIforgottotellyou.Ifthis

collaborationfails,youmightberelievedfromyourdeputymanagerposition.Thinkcarefully.After

sendingthemessage,Gavinwaslaughingbrutallyinsidehisoffice.Thepureanduntaintedgoddessof

thecompany!Bullsht!WhenWynnfinishedreadingthemessage,shefeltherbodygoweak.Shewasso

helplessandenraged.Bastard,they’reallbastards!NotlongafterGavinreturnedto

hisoffice,Rosebargedinfuming.“GavinZach,whatisthemeaningofthis?

Whyareyouhelpingthatwitch,WynnJohnston?!”Roseaskedangrily.

GavinbeckonedRosewithahugesmile.Thelatterwentovernonethelessandwaspulledintohisarms.

“MydearRose,youaremywoman,sohowcouldIbehelpinganotherwoman?Relax,I’monlyhelping

myunclewiththis.”Rosecoquettishlyswattedhishandawayandaskedwithastraightface,“Whatdo

youmean?”GavintoldRosethewholeplan,onlyconcealingthepartwherehewouldgethisshare.

Afterhearingit,Rose’seyessparkled.

Sheaskedexcitedly,“Doesn’tthatmeanthatyourunclewill…?”“Ahem,it’snottoomuchforawoman



tocontributetosecureadeal.”Gavinsmiled.

ThinkingthathecouldspendthenightwithWynnmadehimecstatic.

“What’smore,IwillhavetobetheonetosecurethedealwithTurner’sanyway.Wynnisonlyapresent

formyuncle.”Gavinletoutacoldlaugh.

PoorWynnwascompletelybeingtoyedinthepalmofhishands.Rosenoddedandsmileddarkly.“This

iskarma!Karma!Weshouldhavedonethisearliertothatwitch!”AtthethoughtofWynn’smisfortune,

Rosefeltanindescribablepleasureinherheart.“ManagerZach,woulditbetroublesomeifWynn’s

husbandfoundoutaboutthis?”Rosewasworried.

“He’sjustapieceoftrash,what’stheretobeafraidof?”Gavincouldnotcareless.“Ifhereallycomesto

lookfortrouble,Icandealwithhim.”

Philip?Hah!Awretchedpieceoftrash!GavincouldnotwaittoseetheangeredlookonPhilip’sfaceif

hefoundouthowhiswifewasbeingtreated.

Hahaha!Rosenodded.ShehuggedGavin’sneckandsaid,sweetly,“Then…

ManagerZach,whenthatwitchgetsfired,thedeputymanager’sposition…”Rosehadbeencovetingfor

thedeputymanager’spositionforalongtimenow.Orelse,sheneverwouldhavebentoverbackward

tobecomethisgreasyandbaldingfatman’slover.“Hahaha,don’tworry.Thatdeputymanager’s

positionisdefinitelyyours!”

Chapter20

Atthesametime,PhiliphadreachedCivilGallery.Todaywashisfather-in-law’sexhibition,sohehad

cometohelpout.Assoonasheenteredthedoor,Philipnoticedthatthehallhadbeenluxuriously

decorated.Therewasqualityandtaste.Itwasdefinitelynotdonesimply.ItseemedthatAnnahadput

inalotofeffort.JasminethennoticedPhilip,whowaslookingaroundatthedoor.Shewalkedoverwith

asmileandgreeted,“Hello,doyouneedmyhelpwithanything?Uhm,youare…”Theexhibitiontoday

wasextremelyimportant.ManagerCarterhadinstructedthateverythinghadtobeperfectastheguests

todaywereallprominentfiguresinRiverdaleCity.

Hence,allthestaffhadtoberespectfulandhumble.Theyshouldneverjudgeapersonbytheirlooks.

JasminehadthoughtthatPhilipwasaguestherefortheexhibition.Afterall,shehadalreadyreceiveda

few,andtheywerenowwaitingattherestingareainthenexthall.Buttohersurprise,itwashim.Philip

lookedupandsmiledfaintly.“Hello,wemeetagain.I’mlookingforCharlesJohnston.”“Mr.Johnston?”

Jasmineaskedcuriouslybeforesheputonasmile.Bowingslightly,shesaid,“Followme,please.”

Philipnodded.Thisyoungladywasnotbad,afterall.Shewasverysincere.

However,theyhadonlytakenafewstepswhenamockingvoicecalledoutfrombehind.“Yo,you’re



here,Philip?”Aidenwasleadingafewpeopleintothegallery,lookingverysmug.Philipturnedaround

andansweredwithasmile,“Ijustgothere.”Aidenwalkedover.Hewasdressedinanexpensivenavy

bluesuit,lookingveryhandsomeandemittingadomineeringaura.HereachedouttopatPhiliponhis

shoulderandinsultedhim,“Youshouldn’tbeheretoday.It’sjustadisgrace.Theguestshereatthe

exhibitionareallprominentfiguresofRiverdaleCity.Wouldn’tauselessson-in-lawlikeyoujustput

UncleJohnstontoshame?”ThisPhilip

stillhadthegutstoshowup.It’slikehecan’tgaugehisownworth.Philipfrowned.Hehadnointention

torespondtoAidenandturnedtoleave.

Seeingthis,Aidenflaredup.Thisrubbishactuallydarestobethisarrogant!

Can’tyouseethatI’mtalkingtoyou?What’swithyourattitude?“Mr.

Grant,yourfriendseemstobelookingdownonyou.”ThefewpeoplebehindAidenteased.“Philip,

standthere!”Aidenwasfurious.Whenherecalledwhathappenedyesterday,hegotevenmore

annoyed.Herushedover,clampeddownonPhilip’sshoulder,andsaidviciously,“Atrashlikeyouhasno

placeinsideCivilGallery.Getoutthisinstant!”“Shit!IsthisPhilipClarke,theoneyousaidwhogaveout

acounterfeitpainting?”“Helooksreallybroke.Withthispoorgetup,helookslikeafarmer.”“Adefect

likethisisactuallyWynnJohnston’shusband?Whatapity.”ThefewfriendsAidenhadbroughtover

startedinsultingPhilip.Atthis,Aidenfinallyfeltalittlebetter.Lookatyou,Philip,you’resuchadisgrace.

Wynnhaslostallfacejustbybeingwithtrashlikeyou.Philipfrowned.Hisexpressionwasalittledark.

“I’mheretohelp.”“Help?”Aidenlaughedoutloud.“Howhilarious!Isthereaneedforwretchedtrash

likeyoutohelpouthere?Can’tyouseewherethisplaceis?Orwhat?Areyouheretodeliverfood

boxestotheprominentfigures?”Aidenwasnowexposinghisoccupationtohumiliatehim.“Mr.Grant,

he’sadeliveryman?Youdidn’ttellus!”“Nowonderhesmellslikesewers.”“Chasethispersonout

immediately.Don’tlethimtainttheairinside.”Thefewpeopleridiculedwithoutholdingback.Philip

frownedhard.HeglaredicilyatAidenandsaid,“Occupationsarenotdividedbyclass.Idon’tthink

makingdeliveriesisdirty.”Thesepeoplearerealsnobs.What’swrongwithmakingdeliveries?Isit

shameful?Howmanywhite-collaredworkersdoyouthinkwaitsforus,deliverymen,tobringfoodover?

DoyouthinkIgotarrogantfromit?Thiswon’tdo.Ineedtochangeeveryone’sviewsondeliverymen.

Ineedtosparesometimetoswitchoutthevehiclesforeveryoneinthecompany.Scootersdefinitely

won’twork,butHarley’s,maybe.SeeingPhilip’sfrowningexpression,Aidenlaughedcoldly.Hepatted

Philip’s

shoulderheavilyandsaid,“Trashwillbetrash.Theywillneverbepresentable.”Hethenturnedto

JasminewhilepointingatPhilipandsaid,

“Whyareyoulettingtrashlikehiminside?Isn’titjustaninsulttoCivilGallery?Hurryandchasehim

out.”Jasmine’sexpressiondarkened.“I’msorry,Mr.Grant.Ourmanagerhasinstructedthateveryone

whocomeshereareguests.Pleaseforgivemeforbeingunabletocomply.”Unabletocomply?Fine,fine,

fine!Aidenswunghishandaway.AftershootingPhilipaviciousglare,heledhisfriendsaway.Hewasin

arushtoflatterandboastinfrontofUncleJohnston.AfterAidenleft,PhilipcourteouslysaidtoJasmine,



“Thankyou.”“There’snoneedto.Letmetakeyoutotherestingarea.”Jasminesmiled.Herslender

bodyturned,andshewalkedahead.

Philipstudiedherbackprofile.AlthoughthisyoungladycouldnotcomparetoWynn,shewasstill

gorgeous.Shewassincereandpolitetopeopleaswell.Shewasanicegirl.BacktoWynn.Shewasinthe

washroom,staringatherreflectioninthemirror.BesideherhandwastheboxGavinhadgivenher

whileinside.Itwasahumiliatingdress.“Huuu…”Sheheavedaheavybreath.Wynnmumbledtoher

reflection,“ForMila,Icandothisforthishome.”Thispitifulandfoolishwomanunwillinglychangedinto

thehumiliatingoutfitGavinhadgivenher.Fifteenminuteslater,Wynnputonatrenchcoat,leftthe

companybuilding,anddirectlygotintotheBenzwaitingattheentrance.Justincase,Wynnhadtyped

outamessagetoPhilip.Shethencarefullyplacedherphoneinherbag.Gavinwassittingintheback

seat.WhenhesawWynnwalkingoverinsensualsteps,hismouthcrackedintoahideousandlustful

smile.Hahaha!WynnJohnston,youworeit,afterall.Thedoorclosed,andthecarimmediatelytookoff

forCelestialClub.Inaprivateroom,888,ofCelestialClub.Gavinpushedthedooropen,leadingWynn

insideandcalledout,“Uncle,look!ThisisourDeputyManagerJohnston,WynnJohnston.”Wynn

followedGavinin.Theroomwashuge,dimlylitwithcolorfullights.Sittingonthesofawasamaninhis

fortieswithsexyladiesinbotharmsashesmokedacigar.Jeffreycourteouslystooduptowelcomeher.

“I’veheardofDeputyManager

Johnstonbefore.Aftermeetingtoday,Icanseethatyou’rearealbeauty.

Come,come,haveaseat.”“Mr.Scott,you’retookind.”WynntookaseatandshookJeffrey’shand.This

dirtyoldmanwasstilllonginglyholdingontoWynn’shandwithnointentionofreleasingher.Jeffrey

squintedashescannedWynnoverandoveragain.Wynntuggedherhandbackawkwardlyandgavea

smallsmile.“Mr.Scott…”Jeffreynoticedthathewasforgettinghismannersandquicklyletgo.Hesat

downwithasmile.“DeputyManagerJohnstonisjusttooenchanting.Come,come,thisisaFrenchwine

I’vebroughtover,RemyMartin.I’msureDeputyManagerJohnstonwillloveit,”saidJefferywithasmile

andacigarinhismouth.HepouredafullglassforWynn.However,Wynndidnottakeit.Sherefusedto.

“Mr.Scott,Ican’tdrink.”ShethentuggedonhertrenchcoattocoverherlegsbecauseJeffreyhadbeen

staring.SeeingWynnhesitating,Gavinsittingnearby,saidwithacoldlaugh,“DeputyManagerJohnston,

myunclehaspersonallypouredyouwine.Isn’titinappropriateifyoudon’tdrink?”Jeffreyputtheglass

downonthecoffeetableandleanedback,sayingcoldly,“DeputyManagerJohnston,areyoulooking

downonme?Ifthat’sthecase,wedon’tneedtotalkaboutthecollaborationanymore.”Ablatant

threat.Justmomentsthroughthedoorandalready,hewasshowinghistruecolors.AfterWynn

pondered,shequicklytookuptheglassandsaid,“Pleasedon’tgetupset,Mr.Scott.I’lldrink.”Then,

withafrown,shedrankthewholeglassofRemyMartininonego.ThiswasallforMila,forherfamily.

“Mr.Scott,here,thisshoulddoit,right?”Wynnwipedthecornersofhermouthandgesturedtothe

emptyglass.Jeffreyclapped,smilingtohiseyes.“DeputyManagerJohnstonhasgreatalcohol

tolerance.”Forthenexthalfanhour,WynnwascontinuouslyforcedtodrinkbyJeffreyandGavinuntil

shefeltherheadspinandfelltothesofa,mumblingdrunkenwords.GavinandJeffreyexchanged

glances.ThelatterimmediatelygotupandwalkedtoWynn,flashingadirtysmile.“DeputyManager

Johnston…DeputyManagerJohnston,whydon’tweplaysomethingelse…”Jeffreyimpatientlyreached

outtoremoveWynn’scoat.“Whatareyoudoing!”In



herdrunkenstate,Wynnsawdoublesandabruptlyshrunkawayinfright.

Shegrabbedhercoattightandyelledouthelplessly,scared.“Don’tcomecloser.I…I’mgoingback…”

Wynndraggedherheavybodyandstaggeredtogetup.Sherantothedoorbut…Thedoorwouldnot

open.Atthatmoment,Wynncriedouttotheheavensandearth,butnoavail.Behindher,Jeffreywas

nowactinglikeapervertashehuggedher.Heburiedhisfaceintoherhairlikeacreepandtookadeep

sniff.“DeputyManagerJohnston,youcan’trun.Ifyouservemewell,thecollaborationwillgowell.”

Jeffreygaveheradirtysmile.Wynn’swholebodyfroze.Afterastruggle,sheshovedJeffreyawayand

slappedhim.Shegrabbedherbaganddugoutafruitknife,powerlessandhelplessassheleaned

againstthewall,enduringthesplittingpaininherhead.“Don’tyoucomeanycloser,don’tcome

closer…”Jeffreylickedhislips.Thepaininhischeekinducehisurgetoconquer,andhebellowed,

“Stupidb*tch!Stopactingpure!”JeffreyrushedoverandsnatchedthefruitknifefromWynn’shand.He

thengrabbedherhairandgaveaviciousslap.Slap!Wynnwincedasthebackofherheadhitthewall.

Shefellpowerlesslytothefloor,feelingdizzy.Gavin,whowassittingnearby,waswatchingeverything

withacoldsmile.JeffreywentoverandgrabbedWynn’sankle,laughingoutlecherously.Wynnyelled

outweakly,“Help,help…”Atthatmoment,sheonlythoughtofPhilip!

Strugglingwithherlife,shefumbledinherbagandpressedonthesendbuttonwithallhermight.

‘Swosh!’GrabbingontoWynn’sankles,Jeffreydraggedhertoasofabeside.Gavin,too,stoodup,and

thetwomenwithmaliciousexpressionslaughedlecherouslyastheylookedatWynn,whowasoutcold

withbloodtricklingdownherforehead.Atthesametime,inCivilGallery,Philipwasabouttoenterthe

loungewhenhisphonerang.

Feelingconfused,heopenedthemessagetoseeitwasfromWynn.Thecontentwassimplebutmade

hiseyeswiden,andpupilsdilate.‘Philip,CelestialClub,saveme!’JustthefivewordsalmostmadePhilip

goinsane!

Shit!Wynn…Wynn’sintrouble!Chapter21

AtCelestialClub!WhywouldWynngotosuchaplace?Wasn’tshemeetingaclient?Philipdidnothave

timetothink.Hedashedoutofthegallery,hisheartflaringuplikeaballofflame.Pleasebesafe.Please

be!

JasminedidnotknowwhatwasgoingonbutsawPhiliprunningawayinahurry.Wherewasthisguy

hurryingoffto?UponexitingCivilGallery,PhilipwasabouttohailacabwhenaflashyredPorsche911

stoppedinfrontofhim.Annaappearedinablacktrenchcoat.“Mr.Clarke,whereareyourushingoff

to?”Annalookedsideways,abouttogetoutofthecarwhenPhilippulledopenthepassengerseatand

orderedinahurry.“ToCelestialClub!”Annadidnotaskmore.ShequicklystartedupthePorsche,likea

redarrowbeingshot,thedustflewupintotheairasthevehicledisappearedfromCivilGallery’s

entrance.ThisscenewascoincidentallyseenbyAiden,whowaslookingfromthedoor.Withhateinhis

eyes,hestaredatthedisappearingheadlights,confused.WhyisPhilipwithAnna?He’sjustapieceof

wretchedtrash.Shit!Couldhebehavinganaffair!Great!Afrighteningchillflashedinhiseyes.Hewill

tellWynnaboutthis,andthetwoofthemwoulddivorce!I’mjustsobrilliant!Inlessthanfiveminutes,

AnnahadbroughtPhiliptotheentranceofCelestialClubinherPorsche911.Thisdrewonalotof



attentionfrompassersby.CelestialClubwasafamousentertainmentclubwithinthecity.Itwasa

mixtureofgoodandevilinside—boththelegalworldandtheundergroundmobs.Theownerwas

Riverdale’sfamous,DrogoHanks,widelyknownas‘BrotherDrogo’.

AlthoughhewasnotasrenownedasTheo,hewasstillaprestigiousman.

DrogoandTheoneverinterferedwitheachother’sbusiness,andtheyboth

hadtheirownbusinessturfs.Philipgotoutofthecar.TheentranceofCelestialClubwasnotonly

occupiedbybeautiesintightdresses,buttherewerealsotwolargemenwhosearmsweremore

massivethantheirthighs.

Itwaseasytotellthattheywerebouncers.Theyemittedacoldandfrighteningaura.“Heykid,where

areyoufrom?Can’tyouseethatwe’reonbreak?Whoareyoutorushin?Beatit!”SeeingPhilipabout

todashin,amuscularmanstretchedoutahandtoblockhim.Hisexpressionwasfierce.Ashespoke,he

narrowedhiseyesarrogantlyatPhilip,completelyfullofhimself.Ofcourse,thismanalsojudgedabook

byitscover.Ifitwereaprominentfigureinstead,hewouldhavebowedandgreetedwithfriendlyeyes.

Butunfortunately,itwasPhilip.Thisbratwasonlystaplegoods,soveryordinary.Hewasnotworth

respect.Pressuringpeoplewiththeirauthorityhadalwaysbeentheirforte.Theywouldfirstshowoff

theirstrengthandletthetroublemakersknowthatCelestialClubwasnotaplacetocauseascene,and

thiswouldsavethemthehasslelater.ButitwasclearthatthebouncerdidnotknowPhilip’sidentity.

Hence,hewasplayingwithfire.Philiplookedupslightlywithcoldeyes.“Makeway!”“F*ck!You’re

prettycocky,aren’tyou?Askingmetomakeway?”Themusclemanraged.

HewasstaringatPhilipwithfireinhiseyesasheblockedthewaywithhissolidbody.Withjustonearm,

hecouldholdPhilipup.“That’senough!

WhoallowedyoutospeaktoMr.Clarkethatway?”Suddenly,Anna’svoicerangfromtheside.Shehad

justparkedthecarawaywhenshesawPhilipintrouble.Sheimmediatelyranoverinapanic.Whenthe

twomuscularmensawAnnawalkingoverwithanicyexpression,theywerestunned!Intheirlineof

work,noonecouldnotrecognizeAnnaCarter.ShewasTheoZander’sconfidanteandhisonly

confidante!Awoman!Amongtheundergroundforces,shewasawomanofstatus.Inaninstant,the

twomuscularmenputasidetheirarrogance.
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Chapter22

“SisterAnna,whyareyouhere?”Thebouncerwhohadbeenarrogantearlierwasnowmeekasachild.

TheywereworkingforCelestialClub,sothesemenhadbeenusedtoflauntingtheirauthority.But

meetingAnnastillmadethemfeeluneasybecauseiftheywerenotcarefulenough,theymightendup

offendingTheo.“Hmph!”Annasnorted.Afterafewmorewordsofreproach,shedidnotwasteany

moretimewiththem.ShecouldseetherestlessnessinPhilip’seyes,soshequicklyletPhilipinsideafter



forcingthetwomentobackdown.Thebouncersscratchedtheirheadsinfearandconfusionasthey

watchedPhilipandAnnagoin.“Hey,whodoyouthinkthatguyisthatSisterAnnawouldpersonally

escortandprotect?”“Don’tbesonosy,unlessyoufeellikeseparatingyourheadfromyourbody.”The

interiordesignofCelestialClubwasindeedluxurious.Goldwastheprimarycoloroftheinteriorwith

dragonsandphoenixasthecentraltheme.Theplacelookedextravagant.Eventhefrontdeskwasmade

fromCalacattamarble,worthaking’sransom!However,toPhilip,thesewereallrubbish.

AnnaandPhiliphadjustenteredthelobbywhenastunningwomancameover.Shewaswearingred

pumpswhilehervoicesoundedlikeamelodiousstringinstrument.“Hey,SisterAnna,whatbringsyou

heretoday?”ThiswomanwithavintageappearancewasthemanagerofCelestialClub,JadeQuinley.

Everyonecalledher‘SisterJade’.Shegaveoffavampishandmaturevibe.Jade’sstatusinCelestialClub

wasquitesimilartoAnna’sstatusinCivilGallery.ShewastheconfidantofDrogoandhislover.

However,herinfluencewasonlylimitedtowithintheclub.Onceoutsidetheclubdoors,Anna’sstatus

couldoverpowerJade’sbyamile.Hence,itwaspubliclyknownthatJadedislikedAnna.Thesetwo

womenweredestinedtoberivals.“JadeQuinley,enoughwiththenonsense.WhereisMissJohnston?”

AnnacouldnotgetusedtothecoylookinJade’seyes.

“SisterAnna,youmustbejokingwithme.Thereisn’tanyMissJohnstononmypremises.Onlymen

comehere,notwomen.What’smore,isn’titalittleinappropriateforSisterAnnatojustbargeinlike

this?”Jadecockedaneyebrow,wavingherVictorianhandfanwithanarmcrossedbelowher

chest.HercontemptforAnnawasevidentinhertone.Philiphadnotimetowasteinapointless

argument.Heaskedcoldly,“I’llonlyaskonce,whereisshe?”Jadefinallynoticedthemanstanding

behindAnna.“Wow,SisterAnna,isn’tthislittleboytoyofyourstooignorant?Isthereanyplaceforhim

tospeakuphere?”Slap!Thecrispsoundofaslapresonatedintheair.

Jadeheldahandtoherface,feelingincredulous.Sheyelledoutinfury,

“AnnCarter!Howdareyouslapme?You’reonlyTheo’sdog,whatrightdoyouhavetolayahandonme?

Don’tyouhaveanyrespectforourCelestialClub?”“That’sright,”Annarepliedicily.Thiswomanhad

thenervetocallMr.Clarkeignorant!Oneslapisalreadykindenoughofme!

CelestialClub?Haha,sorry,buttome,thisplaceistrash!AndinMr.

Clarke’seyes,thisplaceislowerthantrash!Philipfrownedhard,alreadylosinghispatience.“Idon’t

carewhatyouthinkthisplaceisorwhosupportsyouinthedark.I’mwarningyou,don’tprovokemeor

I’llflattenthiswholeplace!Spill!WhichroomisWynnJohnstonin?”Philipwasfurious.The

consequenceswouldbedire.Ifthiswomandidnotknowwhatwasgoodforher,Philipdidnotmind

layingthisbuildingtowaste.JadewasinitiallystunnedbutthenquicklylaughedandpointedatAnna.

“AnnaCarter,thisboytoyofyourssoundsmorearrogantthanyou.Flattenmyclub?Noonehasdared

tosaysomethinglikethatinalongtime.You’rethefirst.”Annasmiledcoldly.Shewasnotatallworried

aboutPhilip’sdeclaration.SheknewthatMr.Clarkewoulddojustashesaid.Evenifhetorehalfofthe

cityapart,Annawouldnotbesurprised,muchlessthisclub.Annafaintlyadded,lookingindifferent.



“JadeQuinley,Idon’twanttowastetimewithyou.Leadthewaynow.Evenasecond’sdelayisnot

somethingyoucanaffordtocompensatefor!”SeeingAnnabethisforceful,aflickerofannoyance

flashedinJade’seyes.“Areyoutryingtoscareme,Carter?

Don’tthinkthatjustbecauseyou’reunderTheothatIwouldbeafraidofyou.I’mtellingyou,theguest

atCelestialClubtodayisnotsomeoneyoucanprovoke.EvenifTheohimselfisheretoday,hewould

havetoplaybytherules!Andyoutwowanttotakethatwomanaway?Dreamon!”“So,

youwon’tleadtheway?”Anna’seyeswereice-cold.Shelookedextremelyaggravated.ThisJade

Quinleywasjustaskingfortrouble.“Heh!I’llbehonestwithyouCarter,theguestinsideisabig-shot

fromGoldenCity.AsforthatMissJohnston,shesureisagreatbeauty,veryenticing.It’sherhonortobe

abletoservethatguest.Perhaps,bynowshe’salready…”Jadedidnotcontinuebutthesmuglookon

herfacewasapparentthatshewasprovokingthem.Anna’sscalpfeltprickly.Shestoleaglanceatthe

mannexttoher.PhiliplookedcalmbutthefurybehindhiseyesmadeAnnashiver.EvenJadecouldnow

sensethechangeinPhilip.Philip’sexpressionwasdarkasnight,andhisvoicewasice-cold.“Don’t

challengemypatience.

TakemetherenoworI’llmakesureyoulivetherestofyourlifeinpainandregret!”

Chapter23

Philip’sexpressionwascold,histonechilling.Withhissternappearance,hisbodywasexudingastrong

murderousintent!Jadewasstunned.Shebackedawayafewstepsbyinstinct.This…thisbrathada

morepowerfulaurathanBrotherDrogo!Anditwasnotjustalittlebit.Itwassoheavythatshefoundit

hardtobreathe.Justwhoexactlywashe?Quicklysteadyingherself,Jade’seyesturnedcoldasasmirk

appearedonherface.“SisterAnna,thisbratofyoursisjustarrogantonawholenewlevel.Doesn’the

knowthatthisisBrotherDrogo’sturf?”Annasmiledinstead.DrogoHank?

Sowhat?Mr.ClarkecanlaythisCelestialClubtowastewithjustonesentence.EvenifDrogowerehere

today,onceheknowsofPhilip’sidentity,hewouldhavetoprostrateandaskforMr.Clarke’s

forgiveness.“JadeQuinley,I’mwarningyou,ifyoudon’twanttogetyourselfinanytrouble,leadthe

waynow!Orelse,evenJesuscan’tsaveyou!”Anna,too,wasrunningoutofpatiencebecauseshecould

distinctlyfeelthecoldaurafromPhilipgettingdenser.Anna,whowasknownforhereleganceand

maturepersonality,struttedovertothewinerack,grabbedabottleofwine,andsmasheditatoneof

thegangmember’sheadswhowasheretolookafter

theclub.Bloodimmediatelysplatteredeverywhere!Theguyheldhisheadthatwasdrippingwithblood

ashehowledonthefloor.“AnnaCarter,you’vecrossedtheline!ThisplacebelongstoHanks,not

Zander!”Jade’sexpressionchangedassheflaredup.“I’llaskyouonemoretime,whereistheroom?”

AnnapointedthebrokenbottleatJade.ThesharpedgesoftheglassweredirectlyinfrontofJade’sfair

anddelicateface.ThisfrightenedJade.ShehadneverseenAnnathisirritated.ThiswasBrotherDrogo’s

turf,soheractionswereblatantlyprovokingafeudbetweenTheoZanderandDrogoHanks!“Sister



Jade!”Inaninstant,agroupofgangmemberswhowereheretolookaftertheclubrushedout,

surroundingbothPhilipandAnna.Theyallheldsomethingintheirhands,readytoattackbothofthem.

Eachmemberhadaviciouslookintheireyes,wantingtotearbothAnnaandPhilipapartthisinstant.

Thesituationwasdangerousasthetemperatureintheatmosphereplummeted.However,Philip,who

wasbeingsurroundedbygangsters,remainedindifferent.Therewasnofearinhisexpression,andhis

deep-seteyeswerefilledwithblazingfire.Anna,whohadbeenfollowingTheoforeightyears,hadseen

toomuchofthesesituations.Shecouldnotbeanycalmer.“What’swrong?Areyoutryingtoprovethat

I,AnnaCarter,can’twinagainstnumbers?OrhaveyouallforgottenBrotherTheo’swords?”Jadefroze

atthis.Herexpressionwasmingledwithfuryandfear.Why?EversinceTheohadrisentohisposition,

hesaidthatwhoevertouchedhismenmeantoffendingTheohimself.Nomatterwhotheywere,Theo

wouldhavetheirwholefamiliesdestroyed!Hewasthatdominantandvicious!Hence,Jadeandthe

gangmembershesitated,lookingconflicted.WhoexactlywasthisTheoZander?Hewaskingofthe

underground.Althoughhehadkeptalowprofileinrecentyearsashefocusedongrowinghislegal

business,everyoneknewthathewasaforcetobereckonedwith.JaderealizedthatAnnawouldstopat

nothingthistime.

Hereyesdarkened,thenwithawaveofherhand,sheorderedthegangmemberstodisperse.“Anna

Carter,areyousureyouwanttogointhere?

I’llsayitupfront.Thepersoninsideisnotsomeoneyoucanmesswith.Even

ifBrotherTheowasheretoday,hehastoshowalittlerespect.Ihopeyouwon’tregretthis!”Jadegave

heracoldsmile.Annafrownedslightly.Jade’sbehaviormeantthattherereallywassometroubleinside.

JustwhowasthispersonthatCelestialClubvaluedsomuch?IsthereanyoneinRiverdaleCitythateven

BrotherTheocouldnotoffend?IftheywerenotfromRiverdale,couldtheyhavecomefromoutsidethe

city?Iftheyreallywerefromanoutstation,itmightreallybetroublesome.However,afterAnnaturned

tolookatPhilip,theworriesinherheartdisappeared.IfBrotherTheowascorrect,Mr.Clarkecould

overpowerthesituation.Atthisthought,Annasaid,soundingannoyed,“Stopwiththenonsenseand

leadtheway!”

Jadesmiledcoldlyandsaidnomore.PhilipfollowedhercloselywhileAnnatailedbehind.Atthesame

time,AnnahadquietlytakenherphoneouttosendTheoatextmessage.Soon,thethreeofthem

reachedthelargestVIP

roomintheclub.Themajestic,largegoldendoorlookedmagnificentandluxurious.ButPhilipdidnot

havethehearttoadmireit.Rightnow,hewasonlythinkingofWynn.Pleasebesafe!

Chapter24

Philipliftedhislegandkickedhardatthedoor!Bam!Thedoorwasburstopen.Jadewasstunned.She

neverexpectedtheboytoytobethisbarbaricandimmoral.ShewoulddefinitelygetBrotherDrogoto

takecareofhimlater!Theloudmusicinsidetheroommutedthesoundofthedoorbeingkickedopen.



Thecolorfulshininglightsmadeithardtoseewhatwasgoingoninside.Therewasacrowdofmenand

women,nakedastheydrank,playedgames,andfooledaround.Tap!Philippushedtheswitchonthe

wall,andallofasudden,thewholeroomwasbrightlylit,exposingvarioushideousactivities.The

occupantsoftheroomshriekedastheypickeduptheirclothesfromthefloorinaflurry.Philipwas

dumbstruckbythisscene.

HequicklysweptaglancearoundtheroominsearchofWynn’spresence.

WhereisWynn?Whereisshe?!Justthen,ahostilevoicerangfromwithintheroom.“AnnaCarter,this

isn’tTheoZander’sturf.Abtchlikeyoucausingaruckusherewithyourboytoymeansyou’reblatantly

disrespectingme,DrogoHanks!”Somewherebelowthestairs,sittingonasofawasamanwithasquare

face,triangulareyebrows,andabeard.Hisexpressionwasdark.ThismanwasDrogoHanks,theowner

ofCelestialClub!Hewasalsooneofthefivemostpowerfulmenintheundergroundworld.Hestared

darklyatAnna,completelyignoringPhilip’sexistence.AnnaCarterwasindeedawomanworthyof

becomingTheoZander’sconfidant.DrogohadlongwantedatasteofAnna.Menlikehimwerefondof

conqueringstrongwomenlikeher.Itgavethemasenseofthrill.Thewholeroomwasdividedintotwo

areas.Upthestairswasanotherareablockedbybeadcurtains,andthroughthosecurtainswasthe

silhouetteofafewpeople.ThiswasnottheroomWynnhadinitiallybeenin.Drogoknewthathehada

valuableguesttoday,sohecameoverpersonallytoofferthemthepresidentialsuite.Anna’svoice

soundedcoldasshesaid,“BrotherDrogo,we’rehereforsomeone.Wehopeyoucantaketheinitiative

tohandherover.”Justthen,allofasudden,adesolatedshrillrangfrombehindthebeadcurtains.The

voicesoundeddistinctlyhelpless.“Ah!No!Goaway…”Wynn!Philipflaredupinaninstant,lookingin

thedirectionofthevoice.Behindtheswayingbeadcurtains,twomenwereroughlydraggingawoman

astheytorethegarmentsfromherbody.“Fck!Getyourfilthyhandsoff!”

Whoevertouchedthedragon’snervehadtodie!Inaninstant,Philip’seyesturnedred.Heroaredout

loud,grabbedtwoglassbottles,andrushedupthestairs!Drogobarelyhadtimetoreactwhenhesawa

silhouetteflypasthim.

Howdarehemakeamove!IamDrogoHanks!Themaneveryonehastogreetwhenevertheyseeme,

butthisboytoyjustwentaheadandtookaction?Beforehecouldreact,twosmashingsounds

resonatedfrombehindhim!Simpleandrough!Philipsmashedthetwobottlesofwineinhishandsonto

thebaldingmen’shead!Themomentthebottlesweresmashedopen,redwinemixedwithblood

flowedtothefloor.“Ahh!”Twoshriekingvoicesrangthroughoutthewholeroom.GavinandJeffrey

bothinstantlyfelltotheground,holdingtheirheads.Bloodflowedthroughfrominbetweentheir

fingers.Itwasterrifying.PhilipwentovertosnatchthecoatfromthesofaandwrappeditaroundWynn,

whoseshirtwastorntopieces.Hehuggedhertightinhisarmsandcomfortedher.“It’sokay,

sweetheart,I’mhere.”Wynnwasinastateofpanicandconfusion.ShecontinuedtostruggleinPhilip’s

arms,screamingastearspouredout.Then,shebitPhilipviciouslyonhisarm.Ithurts!Philipendured

thepain,huggingWynntightlyasthefurywithinhimthreatenedtoburnaholeinthesky!“Ahh!

Wuuu…..”Wynnsobbed,eventuallyregaininghersenses.ShetiltedherheaduptolookatPhilip

throughtear-filledeyes,mumbling,“Philip…”Justaftercallinghisname,Wynnpassedout.Annahad



runover.Afteralook,sheanxiouslysaid,“Mr.Clarke,let’sgooutsidefirstandsendMissJohnstonto

thehospital.”Philipnodded.HepickedWynnupinabridalcarryandturned,readytoleave.Justthen,

Drogocameovertoblocktheirway.Hegrowledinalowvoice,“Leave?AnnaCarter,whatplacedoyou

thinkthisis?Youbeatupmyvaluableguestandnowyouwanttoleave?”Philip’spupilscontractedas

hisgazeturnedcold.Withoutwaitingforhimtospeakup,Annarepliedsternly,“DrogoHanks,don’t

thinkthatI’mafraidofyou.

Wouldyouevendaretolayahandonme?Aren’tyouafraidthatBrotherTheowouldcomeforyou?”

Drogo’sexpressionstiffened.Sureenough,hedidnotdarelayahandonAnnabecauseshewasTheo’s

follower.LayingahandonhermeantsmackingTheointheface.Theconsequenceswouldbesevere.

However,hisvaluableguestshadbeenattackedrightinfrontofhiseyes.Ifthismattergotout,Drogo

wouldlosehisstandingwithinthecity.

“F*ck!Noone’sleavingtoday!”Jeffrey,whoseheadhadbeencrackedopenearlier,wasnowgettingup

shakily.Hisfacewascoveredinbloodandhisexpressionwasfrighteningasheroared,“Drogo,seize

thatman!Iwanthimdead!”Drogohurriedoverandurged,“Mr.Scott,theyareTheoZander’speople.”

Jeffreyragedandbellowed,“TheoZander?Whothehelldoeshethinkheis?”Soonafterhespoke,

suddenly!Bam!Thedooroftheroomwaskickedopenagain.Agroupofhitmeninblacksuitsrushedin!

Inaninstant,theroomwasfilledwithpeople.Drogo’sexpressionstiffenedas

coldsweatrolleddownfromhisforehead.Hestaredfixedlyatthedooroftheroom.Astriking

silhouette,dressedinafullwhitesuitandwhiteshoes,wearingawhitegentleman’smanandacigarin

hismouth,strodeintotheroombeforeeveryone’seyes.“WhoeverlaysahandonMr.Clarkeis

offendingme,TheoZander!”

Chapter25

TheoZander!Kingoftheunderground!Adominatingfigurewhowasfamouswithinthecity.Drogo,who

hadbeenfullofhimselfearlier,wasnowrootedtohisspotwithadarkexpression,feelingintimidated

ashewatchedTheocomein.“BrotherTheo,whydidyoubringsomanypeopleintomyestablishment?”

Drogo’scomplexionlookedterrible.Hequietlygrittedhisteethashefeltirked.Couldhegoagainst

Theo?Theanswerwasobviouslya‘no’.However,TheocompletelyignoredDrogo,nevergivingthe

lattersomuchasaglance.ThismadeDrogoflareupinanger.I’mstilloneofthetopfivemostpowerful

menintheundergroundworldofRiverdale!Thismanisjusttoodisrespectful!Whathappenednextwas

ascenethatshockedeverypersonintheroom!EvenifAnnawasalreadyawareofPhilip’sidentity,she

couldnothelpbutfeelwavesofshockasshesawitwithherowneyes.TheohadstrodeovertoPhilip,

tookdownhisgentlemen’shat,andthenbowedtohim,showinggreatrespectandhumility.“Mr.Clarke,

myapologiesforbeinglate.”ThisyoungmanwasoldGeorge’syoungmaster,soheshallbeTheo’s

youngmasteraswell.

Philipwascalm,onlynoddingfaintly.“Youshouldknowwhattodo.”“Ofcourse.”Theorstraightenedup

andstaredatDrogowithadarkglintinhiseyes.Bynow,Drogowasdumbstruck.Hecouldnotimagine



howtheundergroundkingcouldbethisrespectfultoamereboytoy.Whatthefckwasgoingon?But

Drogowasnotanidiot.Inaninstant,hefiguredthattheyoungmanmustbesomeoneofadistinctive

identity!Atthatmoment,TheowasstaringatDrogowithadarkexpression.Slap!Withpowerful

strength,TheolandedatightslapacrossDrogo’sface!DrogostaredatTheoindisbelief.Heglaredback

atthemanwithvenomouseyesandsaidthroughgrittedteeth,“TheoZander,areyoutryingtostarta

fight?”Therewasnoclamor,butaviciouslookonDrogo’sface.“Startafight?”Theolaughedbefore

givingthemanafiercekickinthechest.Then,withthesolesofhiswhiteshoes,hesteppedonDrogo’s

face.“Andcanyouwinagainstmewiththelikesofyou?”Asexpectedoftheundergroundking,his

approacheswerealwaysdominantandvicious,nevershowingDrogoanyrespectashetaughtthemana

lessonlikeDrogowasonlyalittlebrat.TheostareddownatDrogoandsaidcoldly,“Today,whoever

offendedMr.Clarkehasearnedtheirnameonmyhitlist.Notasingleoneofyoucanleave!”Soonafter

hespoke,thementhatTheohadbroughtoverpressedallofDrogo’smenontotheground.Devastating

screamsroseandfell,oneafteranother!Justthen,acrispinterrogationsoundedfrombehindthebead

curtains.Jeffreyheldhisbloodiedheadwithanapkinashepartedthebeadcurtainsfuriouslyand

roared,“You’reTheoZander?Sowhatyou’resayingisthatyouwilllayahandonmeaswell?”Jeffrey

wasseething.Hewasonlyheretotoywithsomewoman,buthegothisheadcrackedopeninstead!

Drogo,whowasstillontheground,smileddarkly.“BrotherTheo,don’tblamemefornotremindingyou

thatMr.Scottisnotsomeoneyoucanoffend.Evenifyou’reveryinfluentialwithinRiverdale,Mr.Scott

isfromGoldenCity.Beforehim,you’renothing!”Mr.Scott?FromGoldenCity?Theofrownedslightly.

Hisfootpresseddownharderasheglancedatthemanstandingabovethestairs.RecognizingTheo’s

confusion,DrogoquicklycrawledupandranovertoJeffrey.Hequicklystraightenedhimselfup,

arrangedhissuit,androdeonJeffrey’scoattails,saying,“BrotherTheo,thisisMr.JeffreyScott,the

representativefromTurner’sHospitalinGoldenCity.He’salsoProfessorHenryTurner’snephew!”

Drogowasalmostshoutingthelastsentenceoutloudlikehewasafraidnoonecouldhearhim.Thump!

Theo’spupilscontractedashelookedatJeffrey,hisfuryhadalmostdissipatedbynow.Thatmanwas

ProfessorHenryTurner’snephew!Chapter26Noticingthetroubledlookonhisface,Philipfrowned

slightlyandasked,“Willthisbedifficultforyou?”TheowalkedovertoPhilipandwhisperedintohisear,

“Mr.Clarke,Idon’tthinkwecanlayahandonJeffreyScott.”Theygenuinelycouldnot.Themainreason

wasthatJeffrey’suncle,HenryTurner,wasaninternationallyfamousmedicalmagnateandwaseven

nicknamedas‘theHealingHandofGod’withinthecountry.ThepatientsthatProfessorTurnerhad

curedwithhishandswerethemostprominentfiguresworldwide.Justafewwordsfromthesefigures

wereenoughtoshakeuptheeconomyinalocationoftheirpreference!Amongthemincludedafew

individualswhoheldhighauthorityinforeignpoliticswithintheircountry!Forexample,thegovernorof

RiverfrontProvincewasalsooneofProfessorTurner’spatients.Hewasapowerfulmanthatnoone

daredtoprovoke.Needlesstosay,everyonehadgreatrespectforthismagnateofthemedicalindustry.

Whoeverprovokedthistycoonwaslikeincitingthewrathofamagnitudesevenearthquake!Afterhis

explanation,coldsweatwasscarcelyvisibleonTheo’sforehead.Complicatedemotionssurgedbehind

hiseyesashelookedatDrogoandtheinfuriatedJeffreyontopofthestairs.Hestartedtofeelnervous.

However,beyondeveryone’sexpectations,Philipdidnotseemtheleastfazed.Heonlystaredcoldlyat

Jeffreyandsaid,“Thereisn’tanyoneinthisworldthatIcan’ttouch.”Theo’swholebodytrembledasfire

returnedtohiseye!Yet,Jeffreystartedlaughingoutofexasperation.Hisexpressiondarkenedashesaid,

“Okay,okay,youhaveagreatimaginationthere,brat.ButIrefusetobelievethatthere’sasingleperson



inthistinycitythatI,JeffreyScott,can’ttakedown!”“DrogoHanks,Iwantthismancripplednow!And

thosetwowomen,teartheirclothesoff!Iwillfckthemsillyrightinfrontofhim!”Therewasa

dangerousglintinJeffrey’seyesashecompletelyignoredPhilip.HisunclewasProfessorHenryTurner,a

medicalmagnatethatcould,withastompofhisfeet,makethewholeRiverfrontProvincequake!Fora

boytoytospeak

upsoboldly,hemusthaveadeathwish!Drogoworeasmirkonhisfaceashebellowedintothewalkie-

talkieinhishand,“Allofyou,getyourassesinhereandgettowork!”Stomp,stomp,stomp!Inan

instant,agroupofmusculartattooedmenrushedintotheroom,confiningeveryoneinsideasthewhole

areabecamecrowded.“Gethim!Cripplethemall!”Drogowavedandroared.Thedevilishamusement

inhiseyesonlygrewthicker.Theowasshocked.HeledhismennearandpointedatDrogo.“Drogo

Hanks,I’dadviseyounottomakethismistake.Mr.Clarkeisnotsomeoneyoucanaffordtoprovoke!”

“Fckyou!IsthereanyoneinherethatI,JeffreyScott,can’taffordtoprovoke?”Abovethestairs,Jeffrey

bellowedwithbloodshoteyes.Itwasafrighteningsighttoseehisbloodiedfacepairedwithhis

bloodshoteyes.“Gethimnow!Killhim!”“Mr.Clarke!”Theoknewthesituationhadgottendangerous.

HelockedontothehitmenwithmetalbaseballbatsintheirhandsastheyrushedtowardPhilip,andin

aninstant,abrawlbrokeoutbetweenthem!Theowassuitedtohistitleastheundergroundking.Injust

afewmoves,hehadtakendownfourofthehitmen!Drogo’sgazeturnedcoldatthis.Henarrowedhis

eyesandpersonallyledeightofhismenovertosurroundTheo.NomatterhowfierceTheowas,two

fistswerenomatchforeightpairsofarms.Hewaseasilybeatentotheground.Drogoboldlysteppedon

Theo’sbackandlaughedoutmadly.“BrotherTheo,whoknewthatadaylikethiswouldhappen?From

todayon,thewholeofRiverdaleCityisminetocommand!”Theogrittedhisteethandglaredfuriously

atDrogo.“DrogoHanks,youcandealwithmebutyoudefinitelycan’tlayafingeronMr.Clarke.Orelse,

you’llregretitforlife!”“Fck!Youstillhavethenervetothreatenme!”Drogosteppeddownhard,his

gazewasmenacing.Theatmosphereintheroomwasgrim.

Drogo’smenhadoverpoweredTheo,Anna,andallofthepeopletheybroughtover.Aroundtheroom,

onlyPhilipwasleftholdinghisfaintedwife.Jeffreywalkeddownthestairs,stepbystep.Hisgazewas

fierceashesmirked.“Brat,weren’tyousoverypompousearlier?Here’sanotherbottleofwine,why

don’tyouhitmeintheheadwithitagain!”Philipremained

composed.Therewasnotatraceoffearinhisexpression.HegentlyputWynndownonthesofathen

sighed.“JeffreyScott,DrogoHanks,bothofyoushouldhaveneverprovokedme.”Hearingthismade

Jeffreyflareupinanger.HepointedatPhilipandroared,“Drogo,cripplethisbrat!Makehimkneelto

speaktome!”Hesatdownonthesofa,unyielding,withmockeryinhiseyesashesmokedacigar.A

servantwentoverthedressthewoundonhishead.Drogoheldthemetalbatinhishandasheclosedin

onPhilipwithacoldsmile.“Drogo,stop!Youcan’tlayahandonMr.Clarke!”Theowhowaspressed

ontothegroundyelledout.Ifanythinghappenedtotheyoungmasterinthisplace,he,TheoZander,

wouldhavecuthisownthroattoatoneforhispowerlessness.Drogoonlyflashedasmirkandliftedthe

baseballbat,aimingatPhilip’skneesasthelatterstoodtall.Allofasudden,anominousringtone

resonatedintheroom,confusingeveryone.DrogoglancedatJeffrey.Jeffreywasfeelinggenerousand

saidcoldly,“Lethimanswerit.”Philipfrowned.HeglancedatthecallerID,butitwasanunknown

number.Hethenansweredthecall,ignoringeveryonepresent.



“Hello,who’sthis?”“Mr.Clarke,howdoyoudo?IamHenryTurner.I’vealreadyreachedRiverdaleCity

withmymedicalteamandwaswonderingifitwouldbeconvenientforustomeetyou.”Ontheother

endofthecall,HenryTurner’stonewasrespectfulandhisattitudehumble.

Chapter27

Henryhadjustcomeoutoftheairportwithamedicalteamformedbyagroupofsternandmeticulous

doctorsastheyfollowedbehindhim.Ifthisscenewasnoticedbysomeonewhoknewtheindustry,they

woulddefinitelybeshocked!TheinfamousmedicalteamfromTurner’sHospital!Theywerenotnumber

one,buttheonlyone!“HenryTurner?”PhilipletoutacoldlaughashisgazefellonJeffrey.“Youshould

askyournephewifhewouldletmemeetyou.”Nephew?CoulditbeJeffrey?Henryseemedtohave

realizedinaninstantandquicklyansweredrespectfully,“Mr.Clarke,theremustbesomesortof

misunderstandinggoingon.Pleasepassthephoneto

Jeffrey,I’lltalktohim.”PhilipmildlyraisedaneyebrowbuttossedthephonetoJeffreywhowassitting

onthesofa.“Youruncle’slookingforyou.”Uncle?Jeffreyburstintoangerandslammedahandonto

thetable.

“Bullsh*t!Whywouldmyunclecallyou?”AsJeffreybellowed,suddenlyafuriousreproachsounded

fromthephonethatwasshiningawhitelightonthesofa.“JeffreyScott!Whatareyousaying?Doyou

meanthatevenIcan’tholdyoudownnow?”Un…Uncle!It’sreallyUncle’svoice!Jeffreyinstantly

startedtremblingalloverinshock.Coldsweatwaspouringashequicklyheldthephoneup.“Hello,

Uncle,whyareyou…”Hewasreallydumbstruck.Wavesofchillseepedoutofhisskinfromhisbones.

Hecouldnotbelievethathisunclewouldactuallygivethisboytoyacall.Beforehecouldfinish,Henry

hadinterruptedhimfuriouslyontheotherend.“JeffreyScott,Idon’tcarehowyouhaveoffendedMr.

Clarke,butapologizetohimthisinstant!Orelse,you’llbeinserioustrouble!”Thatice-coldtoneandhis

wordsofcommandmadeithardforJeffreytobreathe.Hisunclewasfurious!“Uncle,you…whywould

youcallthisstupidbrat?”Jeffreystillcouldnotbelievethisasheattemptedonelasttime.“Hmph!”

Henry,whowashastilyrushingoutoftheairportwithhismedicalteam,enteredtheirprearrangedAudi

A8L.“Whatdoyoumeanstupidbrat?He’sMr.Clarke!

Howdareyoubesodisrespectful!KneelandbegforMr.Clarke’sforgivenessthisinstantorI’lldisown

you!”Jeffreygaveupcompletely.Hisunclewasreallymadwithanger!Howhadthingsturnedoutlike

this?Heliftedhishead.Thesweatonhisforeheaddrenchedhiswoundandthepiercingpaininstantly

soberedhimup.Heranoverquicklytohumblehimselfandsaid,“I’msorry,Mr.Clarke,Iwasbeing

ignorant,Ideservedtobepunished!Iapologizeformyrashnessearlier.Pleaseforgiveme!”

JeffreyScott,whohadbeenactingallhighandmightyearlier,wasnowfearfullyapologizing.Thismade

everyonefreezeinshock!WasthismannotProfessorTurner’snephew?AfigurefromGoldenCity?Was

henotalmighty?Whywouldheapologize?Thatcallearlierseemedtohavebeenfromhisuncle,

ProfessorTurner.Acalltotheboytoy?Ohgosh!Justwho



wasthisPhilipClarke?Forthemedicalmagnate,HenryTurner,tocallhimpersonallyandmakehis

nephewfearhimso.EspeciallyforDrogo,toseehisbackerthathehadbeenrelyingonapologizeso

fearfullytoayoungmanmadehimanxious!Itmadehimfrightened!Drogo’shearttrembledassweat

startedpouringdownlikeawaterfall.Justwhohadheprovoked?TheoandAnnahadalreadybroken

freeandwerenowstandingbesidePhilip,glaringatDrogowithdarkeyes.“Drogo,I’vealreadytoldyou

thatMr.Clarkeisnotsomeoneyoucanaffordtoprovoke!”Thud!Withoutanounceofhesitation,

Drogoimmediatelyfelltohiskneesinfrontofeveryone!Oneofthetopfivemoreformidablemenin

theundergroundworldjustkneeledsoeasilybeforePhilip.HecrawledovertoPhilip’stoesandhithis

foreheadtothefloortobegformercy.“M…Mr.Clarke,Iknowmyfaultsnow,pleaseforgiveme!Iwas

blindtohaveoffendedMr.Clarke,Ideservepunishment!”

Ashecriedout,Drogostartedslappinghimself.Thecrispsoundofhisslapsresonatedthroughoutthe

wholeroom.Philipwatchedcoldly.“Anna,takeWynnaway.”“Understood.”Annaledtwomenawayas

theytookWynnoutoftheroom.Inaninstant,Drogo’smenwereallsquattingdownontheflooras

theyhuggedtheirheads,shivering.ThiswasbecausethefirstthingthatTheodidaftergettingupwasto

orderthepeopleoutsidetheroom.

Withinmoments,aroundfiftymenhadrushedintoCelestialClubandthisplacewascompletely

surrounded.Ontheoutside,agroupofovertenhitmeninblacksuitscouldbeseenblockingofftheclub.

Insidetheroom,PhilipsatonthesofaashelookedindifferentlyatJeffreywhowasbowinglowand

Drogowhowaskneelingonthefloorwithhisforeheadbleedingfromprostrating.“Getoverthere!”

Thud!GavinwaskickedovertothefrontofthesofabyTheofrombehindthebeadcurtains.

Chapter28

Hiswholebodywastremblingashisgazedartedaround.UponseeingPhilip,hecrawledoveronhis

kneesandprostratedashebegged,“Ph…

Philip,BrotherPhilip!SeeingasI’macolleagueofDeputyManager

Johnston,pleaseforgivemethistime.Iwon’teverdoitagain.”Philip’seyeswerecoldwithunderlying

fury.“IdonotwishtoseehiminRiverdaleCityeveragain.”“Yes,Mr.Clarke!”Theowasamanofthe

undergroundworld,sohecouldeasilyunderstandthemeaningbehindPhilip’swords.

Withjustaneyesignal,twomengrabbedGavinwhowaswailingandhowlingforforgivenessand

draggedhimtoanotherroom.Gavinwassofrightenedthathewetandsoiledhimselfonthespot,

leavingafoulsmellinhiswake.“It’syourturn,JeffreyScott,”saidPhilip.Jeffreyhunghisheadand

forcedasmile.“Mr.Clarke,sincemyuncleisHenryTurnerandyou’reacquaintedwithhim,let’snot

createanybadblood.LetmegothistimeandIwillneveragainstepfootintoRiverdaleCity.”Jeffrey

hadalreadythoughtitthrough.NomatterhowpowerfulMr.Clarkewas,hewasprobablyonlyjusta

littlebitmorecapable.IfMr.Clarkereallydidanythingtohim,hisunclewoulddefinitelynotletthis

manoff.Hence,hegrewalittlemoreconfident.“Don’tcreatebadblood?”Uponhearingthis,Philip



laughed.“Doyouknowwhothatwomanyouweretryingtolayahandonis?”Jeffreygenuinelyhadno

idea.“It’sjustawoman.DoesMr.Clarkereallywanttoturnthisintoalifeanddeathstruggle?”“Alife

anddeathstruggle?”Philip’sexpressionhardenedalmostimmediatelyashisgazeturnedcold.“Wynn

Johnstonismywife!”Thump!Jeffreyshuddered.Heknewinaninstantthatthingshavegottenserious!

Hehadendeduptoyingsomeoneelse’swife!

Sh*t!“Uhm,Mr.Clarke,itwasjustanalmost.I’llcompensatefivehundredthousandasanapology,

pleasetakeitasamentalcompensationforyourselves.”Jeffreywasfeelinganxiousinsidebuthe

maintainedaconfidantfront.ToJeffrey,fivehundredthousandwasquitealot.“Areyoudiscussing

moneywithme?”Philipsaidchillingly.“Theo,givehimthreemillion.”Theodidnothesitate.Hetook

onemanalongwithhimtopersonallywithdrawthecash.Thewholeprocesstooklessthanfiveminutes

asthreesilverbriefcasesappearedonthecoffeetable,openedtoshowthatitwasallfilledwithred

notes!Therewerethreewholemillioninhere!ColdsweatstartedtoformonJeffrey’sforehead.The

cornerofhismouth

twitched.“Mr.Clarke,whatdoyoumeanbythis?”“I’mbuyingyourthirdleg!”Philip’svoicewascold.

Rightafterhespoke,Theo’smenpressedJeffreytothegroundwithhisbackonthefloor,andstripped

him,leavingonlyhisunderwearon.Jeffreywasfrightenedandinfear.“Mr.Clarke,myuncleisHenry

Turner.Youcan’tdothis!”Jeffreyyelledashestruggled,butitwasfutile.“Ifyoulayahandonme,my

uncledefinitelywon’tletyouoff!”Philipsaidnothingbutclosedhiseyes.Theoraisedthemetalbatin

hishandandsmasheditdownonJeffrey.“Ah!!”Asoul-shudderingscreamresonatedthroughoutthe

wholeroom.Jeffrey’sfacehadturnedpurpleashugedropsofsweatfellfromhisforehead.Hisback

wasarched,unabletospeakaword,andcouldonlyhum.Atthesametime,fiveAudiA8Lsstoppedin

frontofCelestialClub.HenrygotoutofthecarfranticallywiththemayorofRiverdaleCitybehindhim.

KeaganSanderswasdrenchedinsweatashebroughtalonghissecretarytochaseafterHenry.

“ProfessorHenry,pleaseslowdown.”ThemomentKeaganreceivedwordofthemedicalmagnate,

Henry’sarrivalinRiverdaleCity,hehadpersonallyrushedovertotheairporttoreceivetheprofessor.

ForthisprominentfiguretovisitRiverdaleCitywasagreathonor,andKeaganintendedtoreceivehim

withthegreatesthospitality!However,themomenthereceivedhim,Henryhadchosentorushoverto

CelestialClub.Keaganwasconfused.JustwhowasitthatHenryhadtogoovertoseepersonallyand

couldmakehimthisanxious.AttheentranceofCelestialClubwasagroupofhitmeninblacksuits

solemnlystandingguard.TheyimmediatelystoppedHenry.“I’msorry,butthisplaceiscurrentlyclosed

off.”Henryfrowned.HewasabouttosaysomethingwhenKeaganrushedoverandbellowed,“Who

darestostandintheway?!”Uponseeingthenewcomer,thehitmanstartedshiveringinfear.“Ma…

MayorSanders…”OhGod!WhywasMayorSandershere?

WhowasthisoldthingthatMayorSandershadtoescortpersonally?Inaninstant,thehitmengaveway

tothemandbowedastheyletHenry,Keagan,andtherestoftheirgroupin.WhenKeagansawthatthe

premisewasfilledwithpeople,afirestartedtoburnwithinhim!Itseemedlikehehadtohastentorid

thecityofevildoers!ThedooroftheVIProomwaspushedopen.

HenryrushedintoimmediatelyseeJeffreylettingoutblood-curdlingscreamsonthefloor.However,he

ignoredhisnephewandrushedovertoPhilip,bowingslightlyashegreeted,“Mr.Clarke,myapologies



forbeinglate.”Keagan,whohadbeenfollowingcloselybehind,feltlikehiswholebeinghadjustbeen

struckbylightning.Hewasshockedwhenhesawthisscene.Pro…ProfessorHenryisbowingand

apologizingtoayoungman!

Chapter29

Philipnoddedfaintly,lookingindifferentashestoodupandasked,

“ProfessorHenry,doyouhaveanyopiniononthis?”HenryglancedatJeffrey,screamingonthefloor,

andthenreplied,“Heaskedforit.TohaveMr.Clarkepunishhimforhiswrongdoingishishonor.”His

nephewhadjustbeencrippled,butthemansaiditwasanhonorinstead.Theoinhaledabreathofcold

air.HealreadyknewthatMr.Clarkewasnotaregularman,butheneveranticipatedhimtobethis

powerful!HenryTurnerwasthe

magnateofthemedicalworld,theHealingHandofGod!Hehadcuredsomanyprominentfigures.The

manwasaliving,breathingnetwork!WithjustafewwordsfromHenry,Theocouldeasilyfalltothe

lowestlevelinsociety.Atthatmoment,Jeffreywasstillontheground,staringathisuncleashe

mumbled,“Uncle…avengeme…”Henrylookedfurious.Althoughhedidnotknowexactlywhathis

nephewdidwrong,itmusthavebeenserious!“DirectorStanley,takeJeffreyawayanddoyourbest.”

Henrythenaddedcoldly,“InformthehospitalthatJeffreyScotthasbeenstrippedofallhistitles,and

fromtodayon,hecanonlystayinGoldenCity.Ifheevertakesonestepoutofthecity,youhavemy

permissiontobreakhislegs!”

DirectorStanleysteppedintotheroomandbowed.“Understood,Mr.

President.”Jeffreywasthencarriedoutoftheroom.Keagan,whohadjustwitnessedthiswholescene

withhisowneyes,wasstandingatthedoor,staringheatedlyatPhilip.Thisyoungmanmustbeagreat

figure.Afterwaitingforabit,Keaganheldoutbothhandsandwentoverwithahugesmile,greeting,

“HelloMr.Clarke,mynameisKeaganSanders,themayorofRiverdaleCity.”Thiswasanopportunity!

PhilipshotahesitantlookatKeaganbeforefaintlyreachingoutahandtoshakehis.“I’mPhilipClarke.”

Bynow,Theowasalreadytooshockedforwords!Themayorhadcomeheretoo!Andhewasnow

standinginfrontofKeaganwithagroupofhisfollowersinthisroom.Itwasclearlyadeathwish!

Keagan,too,hadnoticedTheoandknewthatthismanwasofacomplicatedstatus.Hence,hehadnot

managedtoprosecuteTheothusfar.“TheoZander,whydidyoubringsomanypeoplehere?”Keagan

interrogated.Afterall,hewasthemayorofthiscity,sohowcouldhelettheundergroundmobsdoas

theypleaserightinfrontofhim?AlthoughTheohadacomplicatedbackground,Keaganfiguredthathe

oughttoquerythemanatleastsincetheyhadfinallymet.

TheolookedaggrievedashestaredatPhilip.“Mr.Clarke…”Hehadstartedasamobsterinhisearlydays,

butinrecentyears,Theohadgraduallycleanedhishandsandwasnowdoinglegalbusinesses.Andhe

wasoneofthebiggesttaxpayerswithbarelyanycriminalrecordsinhisfiles.Philip



knewthatTheohadacomplicatedbackground,sohesaidsoftly,“MayorSanders,Theoisoneofmy

men.Ifthere’sanyproblem,Icancomewithhimtoassistininvestigations.”Ofcourse,theycouldassist

ininvestigations.Theo’sbackgroundwasnowclean,andhewasalocallyfamousentrepreneurin

RiverdaleCity.HehadevensetupTheodorusCharityOrganization.Theowasnowconsideredalegal

businessman.Hehadalreadytakencareofallhispreviousdarkrecords.Keaganwasstunned.

HeglancedatHenry,thenbloomedintoabrightsmileandsaid,“Pleasedon’tsaythat,Mr.Clarke.If

that’sthecase,there’snoneedforthehassle.”

PhilipdidnotsayanythingelsebutlefttheroomwithHenryastheydiscussedMila’ssurgeryontheway.

UponexitingCelestialClub,Philiplookedatthisthree-story-tallbuildingicilyandsaid,“There’snoneed

foraplacelikethistoexistanymore.Destroyit.”Theobowedandreceivedtheorder.Afteronephone

call,threebulldozersandforkliftsmadetheirwayover.Therewereloudrumblingsounds!Riverdale

City’sfamousCelestialClubwastorndowninadayandlaidtowaste!Thisnewsinstantlymadeitsway

tothefrontpageofallthenewschannels.SomeonehadevensnappedaphotoofPhilip’sbackwithhis

party,anditbecamethelocalnewsheadlines.

Chapter30

PhilipgotintotheAudiandcontinueddiscussingMila’sconditionwithHenry.Henryhadalready

researchedMila’sconditionforhalfamonthnow,andthesuccessratehecouldcomeupwithwas80%!

Thatmeantaveryhighchanceofcompleterecovery!TheywenttothehospitaltotakealookatWynn.

Shewasnowsafebutstillunconsciousduetotheshock.JustafterPhilipleftthehospitalentrancewith

Henry,Keagan,andTheointow,hereceivedacallfromhisfather-in-law.Charleswasfuriousashe

bellowed,

“Philip!Wheredidyourunoffto?Where’sthepaintingItoldyoutodeliver?”Slap!Philipsmackedhis

foreheadthenrememberedthathehadleftthehousethismorningtodeliverapaintingtoCivilGallery.

Howcould

hehaveforgottenit?Withoutanotherthought,Philipquicklysaid,“SendmetoSouthvilleStreet.”Theo

immediatelywentuptoopenthedoorofhisBenz,invitingPhilipin.HenryandKeagan,too,wantedto

invitePhilipintotheirowncars,buttheywerenotasquickasTheo.“Let’sfollowthem,”

saidHenry.Soon,fiveAudisfollowedcloselybehindtheBenzastheymadetheirwaytotheoldhousing

areaatSouthvilleStreet.ThecardidnotstopinfrontofthehousebecauseMarthawasathome.Philip

hadthecarstoppedsomewhereelsethenhejoggedovertotheoldhouseandknocked.“Mom,I’m

hereforthepainting.”Marthaopenedthedoorwithasulkyexpressionandscolded,“Wherethehell

didyourunoffto?Wereyoutryingtogetmetodeliverthepaintingmyselfinstead?Idon’tevenknow

whatyou’redoingwithyourlife.Youonlyknowhowtoslackaround.”AsPhiliplistenedtoMartha’s

abusivewords,heonlysmiledsheepishlyandcontinuedtoapologize.Hepickedupthegiftboxthatwas

readilyplacedonthecoffeetablethenrushedoutthedoor.Behindhim,hismother-in-lawcontinuedto



admonish,“Whydidmydaughterevenmarrysuchawretchedpieceoftrash!Shemusthavebeen

cursedbyterribleluck!”Martha’svoicecouldbeheardaroundtheendofthestreet.Themouthsof

Theo,Henry,andKeagan,whohadbeenstandingbesidetheircars,twitched.Thismother-in-lawwas

toomuch.But,whywasMr.Clarketoleratingherwhenhewassopowerfulinreality?“ToCivilGallery.

Youguyscanstopfollowingme.Ifthere’sanything,we’lltalktomorrow.”PhiliplookedatHenryandthe

restwhostilllookedliketheywantedtofollowhim.AfterPhilipgotin,thecardrovetowardCivilGallery.

Backatthegallery,allthedecorationswerereadyandtheplacewasfilledwithhonoredguests.

Everythingwasgoingwellexceptforthemainhallwhereacrowdofpeoplewaitedwithdark

expressions.

AmongthemwasCharlesJohnstonwhowasespeciallyannoyed.Heputhishandsbehindhimashesaid,

“ThisPhilipreallycan’tdoanythingright.Hecan’tevendeliverapaintingproperlyafterbeingtoldto!”

Theexhibitionhadalreadystarted,butthemostsignificantpiece,CompanionshipattheSpring

MountainsbyTangBohu,hadnotarrivedyet.Thisflustered

Charles!Itwassucharareopportunityforhimtofinallyshineinfrontofhisoldfriendsandafewofthe

famouscollectorswithinthecountry,butthisscenewasnowmadeawkwardbyhisson-in-law.How

couldhenotbefurious?AidenwasstandingbesideCharles,unabletoconcealthesmirkonhisfaceas

hesaid,“UncleJohnston,IthinkPhilipisblatantlydisrespectingyou.Thisissuchanimportantexhibition,

butheislate.Isn’thejusttryingtoembarrassyou?”Thisbratwasreallyterrible!Hewastryingtomake

thesituationworseevenatatimelikethis.“Hmph!”Charlessnorted.“Idon’thaveason-in-lawlike

him!”Thepeopleinsidethegalleryweremostlyartcollectorsaswell,andtheyweregettingimpatient

astheyspokeup.

“Charles,we’reallherebecauseofyourinvitation,butwhatdoyouhavetoshowus?Where’sthe

painting?”“You’reinsincerewithus.Ormaybeyoudon’treallyhavetheCompanionshipattheSpring

Mountainsandarejusttryingtobluffus.”“Theotherstuffhereisn’tmuch,andwe’rejustwaitingfor

thispainting.Tellushowmuchlongerwemustwait.”Aseveryonegotrestless,Charlescouldonlysmile

andapologize.“It’llbeheresoon,mysonin-lawisontheway.”Thissh*ttyPhilip!Oncethisexhibition

ends,IwillhaveWynndivorcehim!“Hehe,Charles,wouldn’taskingthatcrapofasonin-lawofyoursto

deliverthatpaintingbeadisgracetotheartpiece?”

Amongthecrowd,abaldingmiddle-agedmanstartedmocking.HewasCharles’srival,BenjaminMoney.

Theywereinthesamedepartmentintheirworkingdaysandhadalwaysbeenateachother’sthroats.

TherumorsaboutCharles’sson-in-lawbeingawretchedpieceoftrashwasalreadyspreadthroughout

theircircle,andpeoplewouldatmostgossipundertheirbreaths.

ButforBenjamintoputitoutonthetableandmockhiminfrontofeveryonewasgoingalittletoofar.

Justthen,PhiliparrivedattheouterareaofCivilGalleryinTheo’scar.Onceheconfirmedthatnoone

aroundrecognizedhim,hegotoutandrushedintothegallery.Theo,too,hadwaitedforabitbefore

enteringthegalleryonthepretenseofvisitingtheplaceashefollowedPhilip.Withthegiftboxunder

hisarm,PhilipjoggedovertoexhibitionhallnumberoneatAreaC.Assoonasheshowedupatthe

gallery



entrance,Aidenwhohadsharpeyescalledout,“Philip’shere!”Aftershoutingout,herushedoverand

snatchedthepaintingfromPhilip’shandsandadmonished,“Philip,whattookyousolongjusttodeliver

apainting?

Youdidn’tgoandmessaroundwithsomewoman,didyou?”AidenhadseenPhilipgetintoAnna’scar

withhisowneyes,soheintentionallysaidthisloudly.

Chapter31

PhilipfrownedatAiden.Thelatterglaredfuriouslyathimandsmirked.

“You’reevenlateatthesimplerequestofdeliveringapainting.Aren’tyoujustblatantlydisrespecting

UncleJohnston?”Slap!CharleshadcomeoverwithaninfuriatedexpressionandslappedPhiliphard

acrosstheface.Hebellowedinanger,“WhydoIhavesuchauselessson-in-lawlikeyou?

You’reanembarrassment!”Thissuddenslapstunnedeveryoneinsidetheexhibitionhall.However,

therewasnotatraceofsympathyonthesepeople’sfaces.Instead,itwasfilledwithmockery.Watching

CharleshitPhilipinfrontofsomanypeoplemadeAidenecstatic.Greatslap!Trashlikethisshouldget

slappedmoreoften.AbitingchillflashedinPhilip’seyes,buthequicklysuppressedit.Loweringhishead,

Philipsaid,“I’msorry,Dad.Iwasalittledelayedontheway.”“Hmph!”Charlesletoutacoldsnort.He

tookthepainting,composedhisemotions,thenturnedaroundsmilinglytowalkaway.“Come,come,

here’stheauthenticpaintingbyTangBohu,theCompanionshipattheSpringMountains.”Aidenstood

haughtilyinfrontofthebatteredPhilip.Hestraightenedhissuitandsaidcheekily,

“Philip,youhavegreattolerance.Idon’tknowhowgarbagelikeyoumanagetomarryWynn.”Aiden

couldnotresistprovokingandmockingPhilip.Philipmerelygavehimacoldsmile.“Thathasnothingto

dowithyou.”Aidensnorted.“Unwillingtogiveup?Whydon’tyoulookinamirror?UncleJohnston

hatesyou.IfIputinjustalittlemoreeffort,you’llsoonbekickedoutoftheJohnstonhouse.Bythen,

you’llonlybeastraydog.Iwanttoseejustwhereyourpatheticmugwillendupwhenthat

happens!”AidenlaughedoutloudbeforecastingPhilipamockingglance.

HethenturnedaroundtogoandcheerforCharles.Ontheotherhand,TheohadalreadyfollowedPhilip

tothehall.Thatsceneearliermadehimflareupinangerashewatched.“Mr.Clarke,doyouwantmeto

teachthatbratalessonforyou?”TheocameoverandwhisperedtoPhilip.Philipshookhisheadand

frowned.“Noneed.Thisismyproblem.Youjusthavetodoyourduty.”Theobecamenervousand

quicklynodded.Ifanyoneelsesawthis,theywouldhavedefinitelybeenshockedbeyondwords.The

mobking,TheoZander,tobethisrespectfultoaplainyoungmanandevenseemedtobealittle

frightenedbyhim,wouldstirupgreatnews!Philiptookadeepbreaththenstoodinthecornerofthe

exhibitionhall,doingnothing.TheothersideofthegallerywascrowdedasCharlesproudlysharedhis

paintingwithhisoldfriendsandfellowcollectors.Thatoverflowinghappinessontheolderman’sface

madePhilipalittleworriedontheinside.Wouldhisfather-in-lawreallyforceWynntodivorcehim?Just

howshouldhesavehisbrokenmarriage?“Charles,thispaintingisreallygreat!It’sanauthenticpiece!”



“Ifyouauctionitaway,itwouldbeworthatleastfivemillion!”“Idon’tthinkso.Isayitmightevenbe

worthtenmillion!”Thecrowdwasadmiringthepaintingastheydiscussedoutloud.Tenmillion?

Charlesfeltanindescribableshockandhappinesswhenheheardthis.Tenmillionforonepainting!

“Addy,areyoureallygivingmethispainting?”CharlesturnedtoaskAiden,whowasstandingbeside

him.Itwastenmillionafterall,howcouldthemanjustgiveitawaylikethat?Aiden,ofcourse,

understoodCharles’smeaningbehindit.Hesaidgenerously,“UncleJohnston,thispaintingisnaturally

yours.I’mnotfamiliarwithcollections,sothispaintingwouldonlybeworthitsexistenceinthehandsof

agreatcollectorlikeyou.”

Needlesstosay,Aidenreallyknewhowtokissuptosomeone.CharleswasoverjoyedandpattedAiden

ontheshoulderwithahugesmileonhisface.

“Comeandhavedinneratourhousesomeday.I’llgetyourAuntMarthatocookyousomeofherbest

dishes.”CharlescouldeasilytellthatAidenhadathingforhisdaughter.However,Charleswasaproud

man.Wynnwas

alreadymarriedtoPhilip,sohowcouldheforcethetwoofthemtopartandremarryhisdaughterto

Aiden?Thatwouldmeanasecondmarriage,andCharleswouldbeshamed.Butperhapshecouldask

hisdaughter’sopinion.

Chapter32

Atthisthought,CharlesglancedatPhilip,whowasstandingidlyinacorner.

Hesnortedinannoyanceandmumbled,“Whatauselessman!”Philipnoticedhisfather-in-lawlooking

athim,sohegavehimabrightsmile,buttheoldermanonlyrolledhiseyesathim.Okay,sotheolder

manreallydidthinknothingofhim.Justthen,outsideofCivilGallery,aluxuriousBentleystoppedatthe

entrance.Afewfemalereceptionistsquicklyrushedover.

RussellFieldhadspecificallycometoCivilGallerytodaybecauseheheardthattherewouldbea

treasurefromChina’sMingDynastydisplayedtoday.

AnauthenticpaintingbyTangBohu!Hewasveryintrigued.Themanwasafamouscollectorinthe

country,sowhenheheardthattherewouldbeararepieceondisplay,ofcourse,hehadtoseeitwith

hisowneyes!Soonafterhesteppedintothegallery,Russell’sidentitycausedanuproar.“Ohgod!Isn’t

thatPresidentFieldfromCivilTradingGroup?”“Thegrandmasterofcollectorsisactuallyhere!”“Thisis

tooshocking.Charles’spaintinghasevenintriguedthisgreatman!”ManyofthearistocratsinRiverdale

greetedRussellrespectfullyuponseeinghimandstartedfawningovertheman.Notjustbecausehewas

afamouscollector,themanwasalsopresidentofacompanyandhadanetworthofmorethanthree

billiondollars!Ofcourse,theterm‘grandmasterofcollectors’wasonlyanexaggerationbythelocal

folks.Russellwasonlyjustalittlewell-known.

Butwithinthecountry,hewasdefinitelyatthelevelofagrandmaster,nodoubt!Bythen,Charleshad



rushedoutfromtheinnermostcornerofthegallerywithabrightsmile.Therewasagroupofpeople

followingbehindhim,allofthemhisfriends.“Ohmy,it’sanhonortohaveMasterRussellpersonally

visitmyexhibition.Pleaseforgivemefornotgoingouttomeetyou.”Charleswasveryexcited.Forthe

grandmasterofcollectors,Russell

Field,tomakeapersonalvisit,meantthathisfamewasabouttoshootuptremendouslyforthe

grandmasterofcollectors.“Mr.Johnston,you’retookind.I’mjustheretodaybecauseI’veheardgreat

things.Iwillbeimposingonyou.”RussellpolitelyshookCharles’shandashesmiled.“Itismyhonorthat

MasterRussellcouldcome.Letmeshowyouaround.ThesearejustsomeofthepiecesthatItinkerwith

inmyfreetime.Theycan’tcomparetoMasterRussell’scollection.”ForCharles,meetingRussellwas

likeabeginnermeetingagreatteacher.CharleswasextremelyhumbletowardRussel.Uponseeing

Russell,Aidenwantedtogetacquaintedwithhimbyallmeans.Hewentoverandardentlyshookthe

olderman’shand,saying,

“PresidentField,howdoyoudo?I’mAidenGrant,themanagerofStardreamMedia.It’sapleasureto

meetyou.”RussellpolitelyshookhishandandwasabouttosaysomethingwhenAidencontinued,

“PresidentField,Iwastheonewhosetuptheexhibitiontoday,whydon’tIshowyouaroundmyself?”

Justafterhespoke,thefacialexpressionofCharles,whowasstandingbehindAiden,turneddark.Did

thisbratnotseethathewasstandingthere?Didanyoneneedhimtoshowthemanaround?However,

AidenhadcompletelyforgottenaboutCharlesbynowasheproactivelystartedtointroduceRussell

aroundtheplace.AlthoughCharleswasannoyed,hestillfollowedthemandaddedexplanations

whereverhefeltnecessary.ThegroupbehindCharleskeptnoddingastheywent,actingasRussell’s

entourage.Manypeopleweremumblingonthesidelines.“NowthatRussellFieldishere,Charleswill

surelygetfamous.”“Right?

WhateverMasterRusselladmireswouldatleastbeworthabouttensofmillions.”“Althoughtheman

hasauselessson-in-law,hehasarichfutureson-in-law.”Thecrowdwasgossipingquietlywithenvyand

admirationontheirfaces.Russelldidnotactuallythinkmuchofthecollectiondisplayedintheouter

gallery.Inotherwords,theyweretrash.Afterforcinghimselftotakealook,hecametothemost

luxuriouspartoftheexhibitionhallwithAiden.Therewasapaintinghungbehindaglassdisplay.In

frontofthatdisplaystoodayoungman.WhenRusselllookedoverandsawthefamiliar

silhouette,hegotexcited!Mr.Clarkewasheretoo!SeeingPhilipstandinfrontofthepaintingmade

Aidenflareupinanger.HewalkedoverwithasullenfaceandpushedPhilipaway,beratinghim,“Get

lost.Can’tyouseethatPresidentFieldishere?Whatareyoustandingtherefor?Doyouevenknowhow

toadmireart?”Thistrashwasactinglikeaknow-it-all!Charles,too,wasirked.Everyonehadcomeout

towelcomeRussell,butPhilipwasjuststandingthere,dazedinfrontofapainting.Whatgarbagewith

poorsight!PhilipshotanannoyedglanceatAidenbutsaidnothing.Hequietlymovedaside.Seeing

AidenbehavesorudelyandunreasonabletoMr.

ClarkemadeRussell’sbloodboilinanger.HewasjustabouttogooverandadmonishAidenwhenhe

sawPhilipfrownathim.Russellimmediatelystoppedinhistracks,understandingPhilip’smessage.

PresidentThomashadtoldhimbeforethatMr.Clarkedislikedbeingconspicuous.However,hehadto



thinkofsomethingtoshatterthisAiden’sarrogance!HumiliatingMr.Clarkemeanthumiliatinghimself!

“MasterRussell,pleasetakealook.

Thisisthegreatestpieceofthisexhibition,anauthenticpaintingbyTangBohu,theCompanionshipat

theSpringMountains.”Charlesimmediatelyjumpedoutandintroducedhisgreatestcollectionwith

muchenthusiasm.

Thisistooexciting!ForMasterRusselltoseeforhimselfpersonallywouldmeanthatI,CharlesJohnston,

willhenceforthbefamouswithinthecollectors’community!However,afterhespoke,Russell’s

expressionturnedodd.Wasthisajoke?CompanionshipattheSpringMountains…?

Ashestaredatit,Russellfoundthepaintingwithinthedisplayglasstobeveryfamiliar.Wasthisnotthe

paintingthathehadkeptasatreasureforsomanyyearsandthengaveittoMr.Clarke?Wait!No,this

paintingwasalittleodd.

Chapter33

Withjustonelook,RussellcouldtellthatthiswasnotthepaintinghegaveMr.Clarke.Thiswasa

counterfeit!So,whogavethispaintingtoCharles?

ItwasevendisplayedinCivilGallery,anditseemedlikeeveryonehere

thoughtitwasanauthenticpiece.WhileRussellwaslostinthought,Charlesstartedtotalkaboutthis

paintingceaselessly,includinganexplanationofitsorigins.“MasterRussell,thispaintingisabirthday

giftfromAddy.It’sapricelesspiece.Wouldyouliketoappraiseit?”Addy?Aiden!Russellstaredat

Aiden,whowassmilingtohiseyeswithanoddlook.Thelatterseemedfullofhimself.Thiswastheman

whowasrudetoMr.Clarkeearlier!Withthis,Russellnowhadaplanformed.Aiden,you’redeadmeat!

IwillteachyoualessoninplaceofMr.Clarke!Russellwalkedovertotheglassdisplayearnestlyand

startedexaminingit.Everyonefelttheairbecometenseandmysteriousastheywatchedon.Afterall,

thiswasMasterRussell,afamouscollectorinRiverdaleCity.Ifhe,too,heldthispaintinginhighregard,

itmustbeanauthenticpiece!Itmustbepriceless!AshestoodbesideRussell,Charleswaslikealittle

child,unabletoconcealtheprideandjoyonhisface.Hewasalreadybeginningtoimaginehowhisfame

wouldriseupasacollectorinRiverdaleCity.Withthisthought,hefeltgreaterfavorforAidenand

noddedathim.SeeingUncleJohnstonthiselated,Aidenwasnaturallycheerful.HelookedatPhilipwho

wasstandinginacornerandtiltedhisheadup,lookingsmug.Philiponlysmiledfaintlythenloweredhis

headtotoywithhisphone.Whatwashedoing?Hewas,ofcourse,givingAgnesatask.‘Agnes,check

wherethenearestplacethatsellsHarleybikesis.Iwillbuytheminafewdaysandswitchoutallour

scooterswithHarleybikes.’

ThecontentsofPhilip’smessageweresimplebutcrude.Atthatmoment,Agneswasworkinginthe

office.Shewaswearingawhiteshirt,ablackskirt,andblackstilettos.Theskinonherlegswassoftand

smoothlikeanewborn’s.Shelookedbewilderedasshestaredatthetextmessagethenquicklyreplied:

Boss,doyoumeantosaythatyouwanttoswitchoutallofourcompany’sdeliveryscooterswithHarley



bikes?Agnesfeltherheadspin.Forthefirsttime,sheexperiencedjusthowrichPhilipwas!OneHarley

bikecosttensofthousands,andthepriceincreasedtenfoldsifitwasabetterone.Therewereabouta

hundredpeopleinthecompany,sothatwouldamounttotenmillioninexpenses!Whatexactlywas

Philip’s

identity?Tobeabletobethisrich…‘Okay.Contactthemimmediately,andit’sbesttomakean

appointment.Idon’twantittobetroublesomelateron.’

Afterreplyingwiththismessage,Philipputhisphoneawayandsatquietlytowatch.Russell’severy

moveattractedtheattentionofeveryoneinthegallery.PeoplewereevenstartingtopraiseCharles,

andthatmadeCharlesfeelevenmoreecstatic.“MasterRussell,howisit?Whatwouldthisauthentic

piecebyTangBohubeworthinthemarket?”AfterRussellwasdonelooking,Charlesaskedimpatiently

ashesmiledtohiseyes.Russellponderedforamoment.Everyonegrewanxious,lookingathim.“Look,

evenMasterRussellislookingstern.Thispiecemustbereallygreat!”“Ibetthatit’llbeworthatleast

eightmillion!”Asthecrowdchattered,Russellsaidinadeepvoice,“Mr.Johnston,thispaintingwould

beworth….”

“Hahaha!”Charlescouldnotresistlaughingout.However,thecontinuationofRussell’swordsmade

Charles’slaughterstopasthelatterchokedandcoughed.“Ahundreddollars.”Russell’svoiceresonated

throughoutthegalleryhall.A…ahundreddollars?!Charleswasdumbstruck,aswaseveryoneelse.

Aidenlookedmostbewildered.I’vespentmorethantwomilliononthis,butit’sonlyworthahundred

bucks?Ishejoking?IsthismanreallyTHEf*ckingMasterRussell?Hemustbeafake!“MasterRussell,

pleasedon’tjokearound.ThisisTangBohu’sCompanionshipattheSpringMountains,anauthentic

piece!”Charles’sforeheadwasnowcoveredinsweatasheemphasizedthewords‘authenticpiece’.

Russellchuckledthenexplained,“Then,letmetellyouthatthispaintingisafake.”

Chapter34

Afake!Thecrowdinthegalleryburstintoanuproar.Itwasactuallyafake!

“Impossible!Howcouldthisbeafake?We’veallseenitbefore.It’sagenuinepiece.”Charlesquickly

explained.“AlthoughI’mnotasfamousasMasterRussell,Icanstilltellapainting’sauthenticity.How

couldthisbeafake?”RussellknewthatCharleswouldbeindenial,soheanalyzedthepaintingonthe

spot.“Thispaintingcouldbesaidtobemistakenforthe

genuinepiece.It’snotsurprisingifyouguyscan’ttell.Butifyoualltakeacloserlook,thelinesonthese

fewfiguresarenotfullenough.Thereisanobviousgradientshownonthelinesandcolor.Thisisa

defectcausedbymachines,andit’sverysubtlesomanypeoplecan’tactuallytell…”Asthecrowd

listenedtoRussell’sexplanation,theyfinallyrealizedthetruth.“So,it’safake!CharlesJohnston,you’re

toomuch!”“Yeah!Afterawholedayofsuspense,youendedupshowingusafakeinstead!What

gives?”Inaninstant,thecrowdstartedunleashingtheirdissatisfaction.Charleswasnownervousand

ashamed.Howcoulditbeafake?Howwasitpossible?Aidenfrownedhardashestoodaside,lookingat



Philip,whowasstillstandinginacorner.Suddenly,hetuggedCharles’sarmandwhisperedintothe

man’sear,“UncleJohnston,couldPhiliphavetakenthewrongpainting?”Tookthewrongpainting?

Charlesimmediatelycametohissenses.Itmustbe!

Philipmusthavetakenthewrongpainting!Nosoonersaidthandone,Charlesignoredthecriticismby

thecrowd.HehastenedovertoPhilip,givinghimanotherslapasheroaredinanger,“Philip,didyou

bringthatfakepaintingofyoursoverinstead?!Wereyoutryingtoembarrassmeonpurpose?”Charles

wasfurious.Hehadgonethroughsomuchtroubletoplanthisexhibition,hopingthatitcouldraisehis

fame.Butnow,acolossalmisunderstandinghadoccurredinstead.Thiswasjusttooembarrassing.

Charlesconsideredhimselfalittlewell-knowninthecollectors’

community,sohechosetoventhisfrustrationsonPhilip.WhenRussellsawthis,hisangerflaredup

immediately.HewantedtogoovertostopCharles,butPhilipshothimacoldglare.Philipthenquickly

said,“I’msorry,Dad.Itookthewrongone.I’llgobacknowandgetitagain.”“Go,now!”Charleswas

seething,hisgazeice-cold.Howcouldhehavesuchauselessson-in-law?Aidenwasstandingbehind

Charleswithacoldsmileplayingonhislip.Themanwasoverflowingwithprovocativeintentions.After

Philiphadrushedout,AidencontinuedtowhisperinCharles’sear,“UncleJohnston,thewayIseeit,

Philipmusthavedoneitonpurpose.It’sclearthathedislikesyou,butyou’restillhisfather-in-lawno

matterwhat.Forhimto

embarrassyouinsuchanimportanteventisjust…”“Hmph!He’sapieceoftrash!OnceIgetback,I’ll

haveWynndivorcehimimmediately!”

CharlescutoffAiden’swords,stillboilingwithanger.Aidenwasecstatic.

Hehadnowreachedhisgoal,sohequietlyclenchedhisfistsinvictory.

Haha,WynnJohnstonwillsoonbelongtome!AfterPhilipleft,Charleseapologeticallysaid,“I’msorry

everyone,itwasthewrongpainting.I’vealreadysentmyson-in-lawbackhometogetthecorrectone.”

AsCharleskeptapologizing,someoneperkedupandasked,“Charles,whatdoyoumeanby‘wrong

painting’?Doyouactuallyhavetwoofthesamepiece?”

CharleswasabouttospeakupwhenAidencutinandexplainedwithalaugh,“It’slikethis.ItwasUncle

Johnston’sbirthdayafewdaysago.MeandUncleJohnston’sson-in-law,Philip,hadbothprepareda

presenteach,whichwasthepainting,CompanionshipattheSpringMountains.Thisfakepiecewas

boughtbyUncleJohnston’sson-in-lawfromanantiquemarkettogivetoUncleJohnston.Asforthereal

thing,IhadspenttwomilliondollarsonbuyingitfromafriendtogivetoUncleJohnston.Andthattrash,

Philipendedupbringingthewrongone…”Afterthatexplanation,everyoneseemedtohaveabetter

idea.Inaninstant,thepeopleinthehallstarteddismissingPhilip.“There’ssomeonewhowouldactually

buyartfromanantiquemarkettogivetotheirfather-in-lawasagift!Whatacheapskate.”

“Sigh,it’snotnews.Charles’sson-in-lawispubliclyknowntobeauselesspieceoftrash.”“IthinkAiden

isaniceyoungman,andCharles’sdaughterisbeautiful.Theyshouldbecomeacoupleinstead.”Among

thecrowd,Russell’sexpressiondarkenedashelistenedtothesediscussions.Thesepeopledidnotknow



thatMr.Clarkewasanelite,richmanwhocouldaffordtoinvesttwobillionwithouthesitation!Russell

hadalreadyfiguredoutthesituationbynowfromtheexplanations.ThepaintinghehadgivenMr.

Clarkewasthegenuinepiece,butCharlesJohnston,whohadfavoredpowerinsteadthoughtthe

paintingfromPhilipwasafake.Thecounterfeitwasthentreatedastheauthenticpiecewhilethereal

thingwascastasideasafake.ThepaintingthatPhilipwasgoinghometotakenowwasthepainting

Russellhimselfhadgiventohim.Only,afterAiden’swordsearlier,everyonenowassumedthattheone

PhiliphadgonehometotakewastheonegivenbyAiden.Russellstrokedhischinasafaintsmirk

appearedonhislips.Alright,hewouldjustputthatimpertinentbrat,Aiden,toshameasawayof

helpingMr.Clarkevent.Soon,Philiphadreturnedwithanotherpainting.Bynow,Theowasstillmixedin

withthecrowdashewatchedquietly.CharleswentovertoPhilippersonallyandsnatchedthepainting

fromhimwhileheberated,“Trash!Gostandinacorner!I’lltakecareofyouwhenIgetback!”Philiplet

outahelplesssighandsmileddrylybeforereturningtostandinacorner.Thepaintingwaspresented

again.CharlesimmediatelyinvitedRusselltoappraisethisnewpiece.“MasterRussell,pleasetakealook

atthis.Thisistherealpainting.”Russellpretendedtothinkoutloud,noddingandpraisingashelooked,

“Wonderful,nowthisistherealthing!It’sTangBohu’sauthenticpainting!”Uponhearingthis,Charles’s

flurryofemotionsfinallycalmeddown,andhecouldnotconcealthesmileonhisface.However,

Russell’snextsentencestunnedeveryoneintheexhibitionhall.“Mr.Grant,wasit?Areyousurethis

paintingistheoneyouboughtfromyourfriend?”RussellsmiledatAiden,whowaslookingtobevery

fullofhimself.Chapter35

“Ofcourse,”answeredAidenproudly.RussellalreadyknewthatAidenwouldsaythis.Hidingasmile,he

continuedtoask,“MayIknowwhichfrienddidMr.Grantbuythisfrom?”Uponhearingthis,thedelight

onAiden’sfacegrew.CouldRussellwanttobeacquaintedwiththatfriendofhis?Thiswasanexcellent

opportunityforhimtobefriendRussell.

“PresidentField,hisnameisDavidWhite,theownerofanantiquemarket.

He’squitefamous.Icancallhimoverthisinstant.”Aidensmiled.“There’snoneed.”Russellwavedthen

tookouthisphonetosaysmilingly,“I’macquaintedwithDavidWhite.”Ofcourse,RussellknewDavid

White.Themanwasafamousantiquemarketowner,butatthesametime,hehada

notoriousreputationwithinthecommunity.ThereasonwasthatDavidwasanexpertatselling

counterfeitsandforgedpieces.Heoftensoldoffhisfakestopeoplewhodidnotknowbetter,andit

lookedlikeDavidhadtrickedAiden.However,Russelldidnotfeelanounceofpityforhim.Hedialedthe

numberandsaidfaintly,“Mr.White,howareyoudoing?”Ontheotherendofthecallcamethesteady

voiceofamiddle-agedman.Withthetypicaltoneofadishonesttraderandavoicedeliberatelypitched

high,themansaid,“Ohmy,whydidMasterRussellcallmeupsosuddenlytoday?

Areyoucomingtotakealookatsomegoods?”Davidwascurrentlyathisantiquemarketshop,sitting

onhisvintagewoodenarmchairashesippedonsometea.“Stopwithallthatnonsenseandmakeatrip

overtoCivilGallery,”Russellsaidrudelythenhungup.Davidwasnotinfuriatedbythis.



Instead,hequicklystarteduphisPorscheanddrovestraighttoCivilGallery.

AidenwasstillsmilinginanattempttoflatterRussellashesaid,“MasterRussellknowsMr.Whitetoo?

Whatacoincidence!”Russelldidnotsayanythingbutsatdownatacoffeetableinacornerquietly,

waitingforDavid.

HelookedatAidenlikehewasstaringatanidiotwhiletheboycontinuedtopraisehim.Everyoneelse,

too,wasstandingbesideRussell,waitingquietly.AlthoughtheydidnotknowwhyRussellhadcalled

Davidover,itmusthavesomethingtodowiththepainting.Suddenly,aphonerang.Inacorner,Philip

receivedatextmessagefromRussell,reading:Mr.Clarke,pleasedon’tworry.I’llteachthisAidena

lessononyourbehalf.PhiliplookeduptoseeRussellsmilingathim.Aftergivingitalittlethought,Philip

decidednottostophim.Aiden,whohadcaughtsightofthis,wasinstantlyannoyed.Hewentto

Russell’ssideandgossiped,“PresidentField,youshouldn’twasteyourtimeonthatPhilip.”Russell’s

expressiondarkened,buthedidnotsayanything.Ontheinside,hehadalreadyjottedAiden’sname

downinhislistofhatedthings.Inlessthantenminutes,ashort,plumpmaninasuitnamedDavid

White,appearedatthegallery.Thisguy’sfacewasglowingashesmiledateveryonehesaw,lookinglike

thegodoflaughter.“MasterRussell,I’mhere.Doyouneedmeforanythingurgent?”

DavidhastenedovertoRussellinbigstepsandaflatteringsmile.WhenAidensawDavid,hesmiledand

noddedatthemanasaformofgreeting.ItwasthankstoDavid’spaintingthathecouldearnsuchhigh

praisetoday.

RussellglancedatDavidthensaidfaintly,“Welldone,David.Yourbusinessseemstobegoingwell.”

Davidwasstunned.Hebowedandanswered,“That’snottrue.It’sallthankstoMasterRussell’s

patronage.”

“Hmph!”Suddenly,therewasaloudthud!Russellhadslammedahandontothecoffeetableand

pointedtothepaintingonthewallwithgreatfury.

“DavidWhite,isthatthepaintingyousold?”ThissuddenconfrontationmadeDavid’swholebody

shudderassweatfelllikeraindrops.Thebystanders,too,werestunnedatthis,unabletounderstand

whatwasgoingon.DavidwasnaturallyafraidbecauseitwasRussellwhosupportedhiminhisearlier

daysthathehadmanagedtomakesomethingofhimselftoday.

Afterhisbusinesshadgrown,hedidnotstayincontactwithRussellasoften,andtheywereconsidered

tohavepartedways.However,DavidneverdaredtobehaverashlyinfrontofRussell.Hequicklyturned

tolookattheglassdisplay,andinaninstant,hiskneeswentweak!ItwastheCompanionshipatthe

SpringMountains!Sh*t!Hecouldnolongerconcealthefactthathehadsoldacounterfeit.More

importantly,therealpaintingofCompanionshipattheSpringMountainshadalwaysbelongedtoRussell,

sotheonehangingtheremustbeafake!

Chapter36



“MasterRussell,pleaseletmeexplain.”Davidwasanxiousaslargedropsofsweatrolleddownhis

forehead.Aidenwasconfusedasheasked,“Mr.

White,what’swrongwithyou?”Davidwastroubled.HenowknewwhyRussellhadcalledhimover,so

hequicklysaidtoAiden,“Mr.Grant,I’msorry.ThepaintingthatIsoldyoulasttimewasafake.I’ll

refundyouthemoneyassoonasIgetback.”“Afake?”Aidenshrieked.Thecrowdofpeoplestanding

behindhimallgasped,lookingincredulous.Charleslookedespeciallyshockedandwasutterlystunned.

“Mr.White,whatdoyoumean?

Whatdoyoumeanby‘afake’?I’vespenttwomilliontobuyit!”Aidenwasgettingflustered,feelinghis

bodyalternatebetweenhotandcold.“AndMasterRussellhadsaidearlierthatthatpaintingisan

authenticpiece.Areyoudrunk?”Davidwasnowlikeacatonahottinroof.Uponhearingthewords

‘authenticpiece’,herushedovertotheglassdisplayandlookedcarefullyatitbeforeexclaiming,“This…

thisisn’ttheoneIsoldyou!”Ofcourse,itwasnot.Theothersdidnotnoticeit,butDaviddid.Onthe

bottomrightmostcornerofthepainting,afewtinywordswerestampedthere,reading,‘Receivedby

RussellField’.Everyonehadbeentoofocusedonthepaintingthattheydidnotnoticethisdetail

becausetherewerejusttoomanystampsatthebottom.“What?Thisisn’ttheoneyousoldme?”Aiden

wasdumbstruck,feelingshocked.Hehadabadfeelingaboutthis.Charlesexclaimedinsurprise,

“MasterRussell,Mr.White,justwhatisgoingon?”

Russellsnorted.HegotupandstrodeovertoDavid.Afterglaringattheshorterman,Russellannounced,

“Thispaintingisgenuine,butit’snottheoneMr.Grantbought.”“Impossible,howcouldthisauthentic

paintingbe…”Charlesfrownedhard.Hewasatalossforwordsamidsthisconfusion.Justthen,David

hadnoticedthepaintingthatwasdiscardedontheground.Hepickeditup,openedit,thenexclaimed

excitedly,“This!ThisistheoneIsoldtoMr.Grant.”Thecrowdlookedtowardthesoundsourcetofind

thatDavidwasholdingthefakepaintingthatCharleshadtossedintoacornerearlier.Inaninstant,

everyone’sexpressionchanged!Whatwasgoingon?Charleswasnowtremblinginanger.Without

caringforappearances,hisfacewasblood-redasheroared,“Aiden,whatisgoingon?!

Thatfakepaintingisyours?”Ofcourse,Aidenrefusedtoadmitit.Hegroaned,“Howisthatpossible?

I’vespenttwomilliontobuythatpainting,sohowcanitbeafake?”HethenturnedtoglareatDavid.

“Mr.White,youcan’tliethroughyourteeth.Takeaproperlookagain,thatrealpaintingistheoneI

boughtfromyou.”HowcouldDavideverhavethecouragetolienow?WithMasterRussellhere,he

wouldneverdaretotwistthefactsevenifhewasgiventenfoldsofcourage.Davidquicklysaid,“Mr.

Grant,I’m

reallysorry.Youdidn’tknowanythingaboutpaintingsbackthen,soIgaveyouacounterfeitinstead.But

don’tworry,Irefundyouthreemillionlater.

Thatextraonemillionwillbemycompensationforyou.”“Whothehellwantsyouronemillion?!”Aiden

explodedinanger.Henowunderstoodthatthefakepaintingearlierwasactuallytheonehehadbought.

Andthisgenuinepainting…EveryoneshiftedtheirgazetoPhilip,whowasstandinginacornerwithan

innocentexpression.“I…Ijustboughtitrandomlyfromanantiquemarket.”Holysht!Theguyhad

actuallygottenarealpaintingbyrandomlychoosingone!Whataluckybstard!AlthoughCharleswas



irked,atleastoneofthepaintingswasreal.“Hmph!Aiden,youhaveactuallytriedtotrickmewitha

counterfeit!”Charleswasfurious.“Don’tevercometomyhouseagain,andallthosegiftsthatyou’ve

broughtover,takethembackwithyou!”Aidenwasunabletoclearhisname.HehadnoideawhyDavid

wouldsaythisinfrontofeveryone.Whatwouldthemangetoutofit?Clenchinghisfistsinafury,Aiden

glaredatPhilipbeforeturningtoleave.Thisdaywasjusttooembarrassing!Moreimportantly,Uncle

Johnstonhadnowcompletelylostanyfavorforhim.AfterAidenleft,CharlesaskedDavidashestillfelt

puzzled,“Mr.White,howdidyoudifferentiatethatthispaintingisyourcounter-…”Charlesdidnot

finishhiswordsinfearofupsettingDavid.Themanwasstillafamousfigurewithintheantiquemarket

afterall.Davidsmiledandsaid,“Mr.Johnston,thisauthenticpaintinghadactuallyalwaysbelongedto

Ru-…”Ahem!Ahem!

BeforeDavidcouldfinish,Russellcoughedforabit,interruptinghim.Thelatterthenshotafeweye

signalsatDavid.Davidimmediatelyunderstoodandcorrectedhimself,“HowcouldInotrecognizemy

ownforgedgoods?”

Thatsoundedweird.Afterthiscommotion,everyonenowknewthatCharlesJohnston’suselessson-in-

lawhadrandomlyboughtthisauthenticChinesepaintingfromanantiquemarket.Suchaluckyb*stard!

WheneveryonewasreadytostartfawningoverRussellagain,themanshuffledhisfeetandwalkedto

Philipwithabigsmile.“Mr.Cla-…Youngman,youhavegreatluck.Hereismynamecard.”Russell

handedPhilipasmallcard.Philip

noddedfaintlyandtookit.HeknewthatRussellwasonlydoingthisforthepublic’seyes.“Philip,why

areyouspacingout?ThankMasterRussellimmediately!”WhenCharlessawPhilip’sdullreaction,his

facedarkened.

“Thankyou,MasterRussell.”Philipquicklysmiled.Russelldarednotreceiveitandcouldbarelystand

straight,soheonlysmileddrylyinreturn.

Philip’snonchalantattitudeearlierhad,ofcourse,annoyedalotofpeople.

Theystartedmockinghim.“MasterRussellhasactuallygivenhisnamecardtoawretchedpieceof

trash.”“Whatofit?It’sonlyanamecard.Trashwillstillbetrash.”“Lookatthatidioticface.He’s

definitelyagood-for-nothing.”Philippaidnomindtotheseinsultsandmockery.Hecontinuedtostand

quietlyinacorner.Justthen,hisphonerang.ItwasacallfromLynn.

Afteraglanceatthetime,hefiguredthatLynnwasprobablygettingimpatientabouttakingcareofMila

andhadcalledtochasehimhome.Whenthecallgotthrough,Philipsoundedapologeticashesaid,

“Lynn,I’msorry,I’llbebacksoon.”“Cou…Cousinbrother-in-law…”Lynnwasnotrudetohimlikeshe

usuallywas.Instead,shesoundedasifshewascryingasshespokefearfully,“Mi…Milahasgone

missing.”

Chapter37



Thisnewscamelikeaboltfromtheblue!Philipwasstunnedforafewsecondsbeforehefinallydigested

Lynn’swords.Histoneinstantlyshotupafewdecibels.“Mila’smissing?!Whereareyou?”Thiswas

urgent!Philipfeltlikesomeonehadkickedhimhardonthechest.Hisbackwasnowdrenchedwith

sweat.“Brother-in-law,I’matMillenniumAmusementPark,Ionly…”Lynnsoundeddistinctlyflustered

overthephone.Herbackgroundwasnoisywithsoundsofpeoplefrolickingabout.“Waitthere.I’m

coming!”Philiproared.Milawasmissing!Henolongerhadtimeforthepeopleinthegalleryashe

hurriedoutside.Behindhim,Russellcalledouttohimafewtimes,butPhilipdidnotrespond.Charles

addedwordsofcontempt,sayingPhiliphadnomannersandthathewasrushingtohisdeath.

PhilipdidnotdaretotellCharlesthatMilawasmissing,thinkingthatthe

oldmanmightnotevencareforMila’ssafetyatall.Tothem,Mila’sbirthwasahumiliationtothe

JohnstonfamilybecausePhilipandWynnhadgivenbirthtoherbeforetheyhadevengottenmarried.

ThisincidenthadbroughtshametotheJohnstonfamily,embarrassedCharles,andcausedWynn

significantdamage.Uponexitingthegallery,PhilipranintoTheo,whohadbeenwaitingoutside.Philip

anxiouslysaid,“ToMillenniumAmusementPark,quick!”Theodidnotbotheraskingquestions.Philip

lookedsoanxiousasiftheskywasabouttofall.Aftertheygotin,Theohastilystartedupthecarand

drovethemtoMillenniumAmusementPark.

Ontheway,PhilipkepturgingTheotogofaster,soTheofinallyasked,

“Mr.Clarke,what’sgoingon?Itsoundsreallyurgent.Doyouneedmyhelp?”Philipimmediatelycalmed

downtothink.“MydaughterhasgonemissinginMillenniumAmusementPark.Getyourmentosearch

aroundquickly.Wemustfindher!”ItwasnowonderthatPhilipwassodistressed.

Whowouldnotbeiftheirchildhadgonemissing?Whatwasmore,MilawasPhilip’swholeworld!Ifshe

gotkidnappedbyahumantrafficker,theconsequenceswouldbefrightening.WhenTheoheardthis,his

wholebodytensedup.Hequicklydugouthisphonetocallhishenchman,“Tiger,hurry,mobilize

everyoneinthecompany!WithMillenniumAmusementParkasthecenterpoint,searchtenkilometers

withintheareaandfindachild!”

“Mr.Clarke,doyouhaveaphotoofyourdaughter?Sendmeone,andI’llgetmypeopletosearch.We’ll

postupamissingperson’sadeverywherewecaninthecity.”PhilipsentMila’sphototoTheo.Soon,

theyreachedMillenniumAmusementPark.Fromafar,aroundfiveyoungpeoplecouldbeseenstanding

attheentrance,anxiouslywaitingforsomeone.ThemomentPhilipgotoutofthecar,heranoverto

them.“Lynn,where’sMila?

Wheredidshegomissing?Didyougetthestafftomakeanannouncement?”Lynnclearlylooked

distressed.Shesaidthroughsobs,

“Brother-in-law,I…Idon’tknoweither.Iwasplayingwithmyfriends,andwhenIturnedaround,Mila

hadgonemissing.”“Yeah,thatkidwasjusttoonoisy.”“Uncle,youcan’tblameusforyourkidrunning

offonherown.”

TheotheryoungstersstartedpushingtheresponsibilitytoPhilip,lookinglikethishadnothingtodowith



them.Philipfrownedhard.Hedidnothavetimeforanynonsensewiththem.WatchingLynn’sflustered

expressionanddidnotdaretomeethiseyes,PhilipknewLynnwasnothonest.“LynnJohnston!”Philip

roaredasheclosedinafewsteps.“Youbettertellmethetruth.Where’sMila?Howdidyouloseher?!”

Philiphadunleashedtheworryandangerhehadaccumulatedonthewayhereinthisoneroar.Lynn

wasimmediatelystunnedandstartedcryingasshepouted.Theyoungstersbehindhergotannoyedand

startedpushingPhilip.Particularlyaboydresseduplikeagangsterwithanupturnedbraidandearrings

shieldedLynnlikehewasthebossandwarnedPhilip,“Hey,hey,Uncle,whatareyoudoing?Whoare

youtryingtothreatenher?Yourdaughter’smissingbecauseshedeservedit!Shekeptrunningaround

likealittlebtch!”Slap!Allofasudden,Philipgavetheboyatightslap.Theyoungmanheldahandtohis

handandlookedbewilderedashestaredatPhilip.“Fck!Youf*ckinghitme!DoyouhaveanyideawhoI

am?Justwait,I’llcallsomeoneovertobeatyouup!”Philip’sexpressiondarkened.Whyarethese

youngstersallsouneducated?Theyhadcausedapersontogomissingbutwasstillsoarrogant.Theo

hadnowcomeoutfromtheamusementparkofficeandsawfromafarthatPhilipwasgettingintoa

disputewiththesekids.“Brat,whowereyoutryingtohavebeatup?Trysayingitonemoretime.”Theo

hastenedoverwithamenacinglookasherolleduphissleevestoshowhistattoos.Whentheboysaw

thebuffedTheowithhisfrighteningexpressionandtattoos,heinstantlyshrunkawayandmumbled

underhisbreath.Philiphadnotimeforhim.Heturnedtoasksolemnly,“LynnJohnston,tellmethe

truth!HowdidMilagomissing?”Lynnloweredherhead,notdaringtosayaword.“Tellme!”Philip

roared.

Chapter38

Lynnglancedatherfriends,lookingaggrieved,thenfinallystuttered,“I…

Iaccidentally…leftheralone.Thiswasallbecauseshekeptfussingabout

wantingtogohomeandkeptrunningaround,soItaughtheralesson.HaveIdoneanythingwrong?”

Lynnwasstillfilledwithgrievancesatthestart,butasshespoke,sheendedupgettingmoreagitated,as

ifunwillingtoadmitthatthiswasherfault.“What’smore,Mila’syourdaughter,notmine.WhyshouldI

havetolookafterher?Ifshe’smissing,that’sherfault!”Lynnrefusedtotakethisresponsibility.This

hadnothingtodowithher.ItwasallMila’sfault!Itwasbecausethatlittlebtch,whowasan

embarrassmenttothefamily,wassuchaneyesore!Philipwasreallyfurious.HeneverexpectedLynnto

bethisunreasonablebutstillsoproudofherself.“LynnJohnston,I’mwarningyou.IfMilaisnotfound

attheendoftoday,Iwillmakeyouregretthisfortherestofyourlife!”PhilippointedatLynnand

admonished.Hewasnowboilingwithanger.HadLynnnotbeenWynn’scousinsister,hewouldhave

slappedherafewtimesnow!Besidehim,Theowhispered,“Mr.Clarke,I’vealreadyinformedthe

broadcastingroomtostartsearching.Let’sgotothecontrolroom.”Philipnodded,thenturnedto

followTheoastheyrushedtowardthecontrolroom.Lynnandherfriendsexchangedglances.Until

afterPhilipwasgone,Lynnkickedtheairfuriouslyandscolded,“PhilipClarke,whothefckdoyouthink

youare?

Thatlittlebtchisbetteroffbeingkidnappedbyhumantraffickers!”Lynnwasangrybecausethattrash,



Philiphadactuallyraisedhisvoiceather,embarrassingherinfrontofherfriends.“Lynnie,isthatidiot

yourcousinbrother-in-law?”TheboywhohadbeenslappedbyPhilipearlierwasstaringresentfullyin

thedirectionPhilipdisappearedofftoasheaskedthroughgrittedteeth.Lynnnoddedreluctantly.“He’s

justawretchedpieceoftrashlivingundermycousinsister’sexpenses.”“Sht!Akeptman?”

JeremyHillgotevenmoreannoyed.Itwassuchanembarrassmenttobefrightenedbyakeptman,so

hehadtogethisdignityback!“Let’sgoandfollowthem.Mydad’sthesupervisorofthisamusement

park.Iftheywanttolookforamissingperson,theyhavetogothroughmydad.”Jeremysaidcoldly,“I

won’ttakethislyingdown.Iwillhavehimkneelandapologizeorelsehecanforgetaboutfindingthat

littlebtch!”Lynnfrownedslightlyatthis.Truthbetold,shewasagainsttheideabecausePhilipwasher

cousinbrother-in-lawafterall.Ifhercousinsisterfoundoutaboutthis,shewouldbeinbigtrouble.

However,Lynn,too,couldnottoleratehowPhiliphadtreatedherearlier.Howdareapieceoftrashto

raisehisvoiceather?Howdespicable!“Lynnie,don’tworry.I’llstandupforyou.He’sjustapieceof

trash.”Jeremysmirkedasaplanformedinhismind.Withthatsaid,thegroupfollowedafterPhilipand

Theo.BacktoPhilip,onceheandTheoreachedthecontrolroom,theyimmediatelyexplainedtheir

situation.ThestaffinsidequicklystartedupthesurveillancerecordsandPhilipstoodinfrontofmore

thantenvideosashecarefullysearchedforMila’ssilhouette.“Mr.Clarke,pleasestayhereandwatch

thecameras,I’llgoandgetmymen,”Theosaidrespectfully.Philipdidnotthinktoomuchofitand

nodded.Outsidethedoor,Theohastilymadeafewphonecalls,gettingallofhismentomoveoutand

search!Inaninstant,thewholeoftheundergroundworldinRiverdaleCitywasmobilized!Inashort

spanoftime,thephotoofanenergeticandadorablelittlegirlwasplasteredonthewallofeverymall,

everyshop,andeveryentertainmentestablishment.OveratPhilip’sside,hewascurrentlystaring

meticulouslyatthesurveillancecameras,feelinganxiousontheinside.Milawashiseverything,shewas

alsoWynn’severything.IfMilawasreallymissing,Philipdidnotknowhowheshouldliveonorhowhe

shouldfaceWynn.“Thisisit,thisistheone!Playback!”Inthevideo,PhilipcouldseeLynnandhergroup

withalittlegirlfollowingbehind.Thelittlegirlkeptlookingaround,seeminglyelatedbutatthesame

time,afraid.ItwasMila!Duetohercongenitalheartdisease,Philiprarelytookherouttoplayand

Wynndisallowedit.ThelasttimePhiliptookhertoanamusementpark,thatincidenthappened.Tothis

day,WynnwasstillangryatPhilipaboutit.Whatwasmoreheart-wrenchingwasthatLynnandher

grouphadcompletelyignoredthelittlegirlbehindthem.Theywereonlyfocusedonhavingfunand

takingpictures.AsforMila,shehadtokeeprunningtokeepupwiththeirpace.Whenshefellafew

times,shehadslowlypickedherselfupandthencontinuedtochaseafterthegroup.Thiswastoo

heartbreaking.Thelittlegirlwasonlythreeyearsold!ThatfckingLynnJohnston!Thenextfewscenes

completelyenragedPhilip.Hisknucklesturnedpaleasthefuryinhiseyeswasliketurbulentwaves!It

seemedlikeMilawastellingthemthatshewantedtogohome.Lynnhadslappedherangrilyand

pointedathernoseassheberatedherwithunpleasantwords.Theworsethingwas,Lynnhadthenleft

Milatherealoneandwentawaywithherfriends.Onthescreen,Milawasstandingthere,crying

helplesslyasshescreamedforherPapaandMama.Afterthat,shewipedhertearsandstartedwalking

aroundtheamusementparkaimlesslyandfearfully.Philip’sheartwasbleeding.Hecouldbarelycontrol

hisangernow.Mila,athree-year-oldlittlegirl,wasjustleftaloneinthecrowdedamusementparkby

Lynnandherfriends.Philipdidnotdaretoimaginehowhelpless,howpitiful,andhowscaredhis

daughterwas.“LynnJohnston!Screwyou!”Philipbroketheskinonhislipsasheforcedthosewordsout



withbloodshoteyes.SowhatifshewasWynn’scousinsister?

SowhatifshewastheprecioustreasureoftheJohnstonfamily’sseconduncle?Shewasjustdiggingher

owngravebytreatingMilathisway!

Suddenly,thedoorofthecontrolroomwaspushedopen,andaboutsevenpeopleenteredtheroom.

Jeremyandhisgroup,too,enteredsmugly.Intheleadwasamiddle-agedmanwearinganavysuitand

exudinganimpressiveaura.“WhoisPhilipClarke?”

Chapter39

Agroupofpeoplebargedinwiththeleadingmiddle-agedmanlookingtobeverypowerful.Hewas

wearinganexpensivesuitandhadtheairofanauthorityfigureashebellowedthemomenthestepped

intotheroom,shockingthestaffinsidethecontrolroom.Thestaffquicklygreeted,“Mr.

Hill,whatbringsyouhere?”HaroldHillwasthesupervisorofMillenniumAmusementPark,inchargeof

thefacilities,workers,security,andoperationwithinthepark.Insummary,otherthantheowner,

HaroldwasthesecondincommandatMillenniumAmusementPark.Haroldnodded

slightly.Withasharpgaze,heaskedagain,coldly,“WhoisPhilipClarke?”

Philipmildlyfrownedandtookastepforward.“Iam.”ThefewyoungstersbehindHaroldrushedinto

theroomandblockedtheexit.TheyoungboyPhiliphadslappedearlier,JeremyHill,wasnowpointing

arrogantlyathimashesaid,“Dad,it’shim.He’stheonewhoslappedmeearlier.Youhavetoteachhim

atoughlesson!”So,theywereheretopickafight.Philipcockedupaneyebrowandglancedatthe

youngsters.HedidnotseeLynnamongthemandassumedthatshedidnothavethecouragetocome

inside.

“You’retheonewhohitmyson?”Haroldwasfurious.Hissonwashistreasure,andheneverhadthe

hearttolayahandonhim.Buttoday,apoorlydressedmanhadactuallyhithisson!Philipdidnot

bothertoexplainbutaskedfaintly,“Whatdoyouwant?”“Hehe,good.Iseeyouhaveatemper.”

Haroldlookedcondescendinglyathim.“Apologizetomysonandwe’llconsiderthissettled.Orelse,

don’teventhinkaboutsteppingoutsidethisdoor.”Athiswords,thestaffinsidethecontrolroom

scatteredawaytoblockoffthedoors,lookinglikeguards.HaroldstaredcoldlyatPhilip,butthelatter

snorted.“Shouldn’tyouaskwhyyoursongotslapped?”Howdidthismanbecomesomeone’sfather?

Hejustcameoverwithoutclarifyingthesituationandaskedforanapology.Itwasnowonderhisson

wassofullofhimself.Hehadlearneditfromhisoldman.Itwassuchamiraclethatthispairoffather

andsoncouldstilllivecomfortably.“Idon’tcarewhy.He’smyson,andyouhithim,soyoumust

apologize!”Harold’svoicewasdeepashebroughtouthisairofsuperiority,exertinghisdominance.

Whowasthisfoolwhodaredtoquestionhiminreturn?Themanclearlydidnotknowhisplace,suchan

idiot!Withadarkexpression,Haroldpushedhissonforward.“Jeremy,howdoyouwanttotakecareof

this?Dadwillletyoudoasyouplease.Ifyouwanthimtokneel,I’llmakehimkneelevenifherefuses.



Didn’theslapyouearlier?Gooverandslaphimtentimes.Don’tworry.Dadwillbeheretotakecareof

thingsforyou.”Jeremywasnowactinglikealittledramaqueenwithwingsgrowingonhisback.He

liftedhischinproudlyandpointedatPhilip.“You,kneelnow,andapologize.”He

wassocheekyandarrogant.Feelsgreattohavemyoldmanbackmeup.

Didn’tyouslapmejustnow?Iwillreturnthatfavortoyoubytenfolds!

Philipfrowned.HewasworriedaboutMilarightnowandhadnotimeforanynonsensewiththese

unreasonablepeople.Hesaidcoldly,“I’dadviseyouallnottoprovokeme.”Ifthisaffectedhissearchfor

hisdaughter,Philipwouldnotmindmakingthispairoffatherandsonexperiencethetasteofabroken

family.Uponhearingthis,Haroldheldhissidesinlaughter.“Hey,bro,areyouthreateningme?Doyou

knowwhoIam?”Thisfoolheredaredtothreatenhim.Thishasneverhappenedinsomanyyears.“I

don’tcarewhoyouare.Ihaveurgentmattersnow,sopleasemakeway.”Philip’seyesturnedice-cold,

andthen,hemovedtoforcehiswayout.However,withthewaveofhishand,Haroldorderedsolemnly,

“Holdhimdown!Today,Iwillletthisblindfoolhereknowwhathappenswhensomeoneprovokes

HaroldHill!”Inaninstant,thestaffsurroundedPhilip,anditseemedlikeadisputewasabouttobreak

out.Suddenly,asternvoicebellowedfromtheentrance.

“Stop!Whatareyoudoing?”Theohadreturnedwithhisheadcoveredinsweat.Hebargedin,shoving

thepeopleawaytostandinfrontofPhilip,shieldinghimasheglaredatHaroldwithamenacing

expressionlikethatofavenomoussnake.Whatwasthisgroupofpeopletryingtodo?Theyhadadeath

wishforattemptingtolayahandonMr.Clarke!Harold’sexpressionfelldark.Hewasheretostandup

forhisson,sowhyweretheresomanytroublesomeissues?“Andwhothef*ckareyou?Scram!”Harold

barkedunpleasantlyasheboiledwithrage.“Youdon’tknowme?”Theoaskedinreturn,frowning.

Haroldwasstunned.AfterstaringatTheoforamoment,hebrokeoutinlaughter.“Areyouanidiot?

WhythehellshouldIknowyou?Oh,you’rehisfriend?Okay,thendon’tthinkaboutleavingeither.You

canbothkneelandapologizetomyson.”Haroldreallyhadadeathwish.

Standingrightbeforehimwasnoneotherthanthemobking,TheoZander!

WhenwasthelasttimesomeonepointedatTheoandinsultedhim?Thatwouldbearoundthetimehe

startedasagangster.Now,morethantenyearshadpassedandnoonedaredtospeakthatwaytohim

everagain.Harold

Hillwasthefirst,andalsothelast.BecauseinTheo’seyes,hewasalreadyadeadman.However,Harold

hadnoideahowmanytimeshehaddiedinTheo’smind.HereallydidnotknowTheoZanderbuthave

onlyeverheardofhim.

Chapter40

“Myname’sTheoZander!Nowtakeyourpeoplewithyouandscram!”



Theoroared.Thiswasthefirsttimehefelthumiliated,anditevenhappenedrightinfrontofMr.Clarke.

WouldMr.Clarkesuspecthiscapabilitiesbecauseofthis?“TheoZander?What’sthat?Idon’tknowit.”

Haroldwasashort-temperedman.Hewasthemanagerofahugeamusementparkandhadstayedin

thathighpositionforsomanyyearsnow,soitwasonlynaturalthathistemperwasalittleshorter.

“Stoptalkingnonsenseandquicklyapologizetomyson,orelse,don’teventhinkaboutleaving!”Theo

Zander?

Whydoesthatsoundalittlefamiliar?Forgetit!CanhebemorepowerfulthanIam?I’mthemanager

here,theking!Theowasfumingwithanger.

Withareddenedface,hepointedatHaroldandroared,“Justtrytoevenfckingmove!”Sht,thisguy

reallythoughthewasasmallfry!“Whatareyoustandingtherefor?Getthem!Ordoyouallwanttoget

fired?”Haroldbellowedathisstall.Theworkersexchangedglances.Whatwasthissituation?Yet,they

couldnotdisobeybecause,withjustonesentencefromManagerHill,theywouldlosetheirjobs.“We’re

reallysorry,sirs.Orwhydon’tyouguysapologizetoManagerHill?”Astaffmemberforcedasmile.

“Preposterous!WhoeverlaysahandonMr.Clarkemeansoffendingme,TheoZander!”Theoshouted.

Hethentookouthisphonetomakeacall,soundingfuriousashesaid,“Tiger,bringsomementothe

amusementparknow!”SeeingTheocallingforbackup,Harold,too,wastednotimetocallforhis.“Get

thesecurityteamover.Iwillseejusthowfckinginvincibleyouare!”Theangerfrombothsideswas

huge.Theywereliketwobarrelsofexplosives,andwhatwasleftwasforacomettocrash.Philip,who

wasstandingbehindTheo,hadnomoretimetowaste.“Milaisstillintheamusementpark.Getyour

menheretosearchtheplace.Idonotwishtohavemytimedisrupted,doyouunderstand?”Theo

respectfullyreplied,“Mr.Clarke,I’msorry.Thisincidentmusthavestartledyou.I’vealreadyarranged

formymentocomeover,andwe’llimmediatelytakecareofthismadman.”Philipnoddedandstood

quietlyasidetowatch.Soon,fivemeninblacksecurityguardoutfitsrushedintothetinyroom.They

wereallholdingsomethingthatlookedlikeelectricshockbatons.“Brother-in-law,thesecondsecurity

teamhasassembled.Pleasegiveyourordersonwhoweshouldtakeout.”Thesecurityguards’team

leader,DariusZiegler,wasstandingrespectfullyinfrontofHarold,smilingbrightly.Thismanwas

Harold’sbrother-in-law.HaroldpointedatTheoandPhilip.“It’sthetwoofthem.Grabthemandbeat

themupfirst.Ifanythinghappens,I’lltakeresponsibility.”WhenDariusheardthis,heimmediately

smiledashelookedatTheo.Withawaveofhishand,hecommanded,“Brothers,gettowork.”Seeing

asthesecurityguardswereabouttocomeover,Theo’seyeswidenedinangerasheroared,“Ifanyof

youdarestodoanything,I,TheoZander,won’tletyouoff!”Dariusandhisbrother-in-lawhadthesame

revoltingbehavior.Hechided,“TheoZander?Doyouthinkyou’rethemobkingofRiverdaleCity?With

thelikesofyouandthattattoo,areyoupretendingtobesomebigshot?Ithinkyoujusthavethesame

name!Whoareyoutryingtoscare?Getyouassoverhereandquietlyprostrateoryou’llgetatasteof

thiselectricbaton.”Thebatoninhishandshotblueelectricsparks,makingacracklingsound.Darius

startedwalkingtowardTheoandPhilipwithacoldsmile.“Willyoukneel,ornot?”Justthen,anangry

roarsoundedfrombehindthegroup!“Movethefckaway!”Morethantenmuscularmenstrodeover.

Theleadingmansportedabuzz-cut,wearingashort-sleevednavygreenshirtandlongpants.Histanned

skinmadehimlooksomuchstrongerandpowerful.Thisline-uplookedsoimpressive,sooverbearing!

Thestrongmenpushedthefewsecurityguardsasideliketheywerelittlechicks.“Whothefckareyou



guys?Can’tyouseethatI’mbusy?”Dariusyelledindissatisfaction.“Shutup!”WhenHaroldsawthe

tigertattooonthearmofthebuffedleadingman,hisexpressionchanged.Hisforeheadwascoveredin

sweat,andhegavehisbrother-in-lawatightslapacrosshisface.“Brother-in-law?”Dariusheldahand

tohischeek,lookingincredulouslyatHarold.However,Haroldhadalreadyhastenedovertothe

newcomerwithabigsmileandbendingslightly.“Ohmy,BrotherTiger,whatarareguest!Whatbrings

youhere?”SeeingHaroldsuddenlyputonasmilingfaceinstantlyconfusedeveryone.Whowasthis

person?WhydidManagerHillseemtobeafraidofhim?“CoulditbeTHATBrotherTiger?Thefiercest

generalofourmobking,TheoZander?”“Holysht!Thatcan’tbe!BrotherTiger?He’sthetopdogofLord

NorthStreet.

EvenManagerHillhastobowwhenheseeshim!”“Whyishehere?CouldTheoZander,LordTheo,be

hereaswell?”Harold’smenwereexclaiminginhushedvoices.Whileeveryonewasstilllostinconfusion,

BrotherTigerignoredHaroldwhohadcomeuptohimandjustpushedthemanaway.

UnderHarold’sstartledgaze,BrotherTigerledhismenovertoTheoandPhilip,thenhebowed,saying,

“BrotherTheo,Mr.Clarke,sorryI’mlate.”

ThemuscularmeninblackclothingbehindTigerbowedinunison.“HelloBrotherTheo,HelloMr.

Clarke.”Theroomfellintoapindropsilence.

EveryonepresentlookedincredulouslyatTheoandPhilip.Theireyeswidenedindisbelief.JeremyHill

andhisfather,Haroldwerebothdumbstruckastheystoodlikestatues,rootedtothespot.Theirhands

wereeventremblingslightly.Theywerebaffled.Justwhatwasgoingon?

Chapter41

Harold’sscalpwasfeelingprickly.Hisfacewaspale.“BrotherTiger,you’re…”TigerZanderfinallynoticed

him.Helookedupinsurpriseandasked,“ManagerHill,whatareyoudoinghere?”Whatthe…Harold

feltlikehewasabouttovomitblood.DidTigerreallynotseehimstandingthere?Thiswashis

amusementpark,afterall,histurf!However,Harolddidnothavethetimetomindthatnow.Whenhe

recalledTiger’srespectfulattitudeasthemanaddressedthattwopeopleearlier,Haroldhadabad

feelingaboutit.Heforcedoutasmileandasked,“BrotherTiger,thesetwopeopleare…”“Thisismy

olderbrother,TheoZander,BrotherTheo.AndthisisMr.Clarke,mybrother’shonoredguest,”

answeredTiger.TigerZanderwasthetopdogofLordNorthStreet,andMillenniumAmusementPark

wassituatedinthisLordNorthStreet.Haroldhadbeenworkinghereformanyyearsnow,sohe

naturallyknewTigerZander’sstrengthandinfluence.HealsoknewthatTiger’sbackerwasthemobking

ofRiverdaleCity,TheoZander!Atthispoint,Harold’sfacewaspaleasasheet.Ohno…

ohno…DidIjustscoldTheoZander?AndIevenaskedLordZander’shonoredguesttokneeland

apologizetomyson?Wait…Mybrother-in-lawseemedtohavesaidworsethings.“Lord…LordZander…

Mr.Clarke…”



Haroldcouldfeelhislegsshaking.It’sover.WhohaveIprovoked?!Haroldwaswailingoutloudinside.

Heknewfullwellthathisnextactionswoulddeterminewhetherhewouldsurvivethisincident.Bynow,

Tigerseemedtohaverealizedthatsomethingwaswrong.Althoughhewasrippedandamanamong

men,hewasquitesensitiveontheinside.Otherwise,hewouldhaveneverbecomeTheo’snumberone

general!Tigerputonagreasysmile.

“HaroldHill,areyoutheonewhoprovokedBrotherTheoandMr.Clarke?”

Histonewasice-coldandprobing.“This…Thisisalljustamistake,amistake,”Haroldquicklyexplained

withabow.However…Slap!Tiger’sexpressiondarkened.Hewentoverandthrewaviciousslapacross

theman’sface,admonishing,“HaroldHill,you’reabletokeepworkingherebecauseItookcareofyou!

Nowthatyourwingshavestrengthened,you’reofftoprovokeBrotherTheoandMr.Clarke?”Tiger

immediatelyturnedtoTheoandsaidfearfully,“BrotherTheo,itwasmyincompetencethathascaused

myunderlingstooffendyou.Iwilltakefullresponsibilityforthisincident.Don’tworry.Thisguyis

dead!”WhenhesawTigerwithsuchahumbleattitude,Haroldfeltlikehishearthaddroppedintoa

frozenabyss.

JeremyandDarius,whowerestandingbehindhim,werelikestubbedoutexplosives.Theycouldonly

suppressthemselves,notdaringtobreatheanotherword.Dariuswasnowmentallypreparedtodie.To

thinkhehad

justbeenscoldingTheoZander,themobking!Ohgod!ThepersonheidolizedmostwasLordZander,

andheevendreamedofbecomingtheman’sunderling!Butthatwasallovernow.Hehaddestroyed

thatpossibilitywithhisownhands.Thud!Haroldimmediatelyfelltohiskneesandbegged,“Brother

Theo,I’msorry,Iwastooblindtorecognizeyou,pleaseforgivemethistime.ButTheoonlyanswered

indifferently,“There’snouseapologizingtome.YoushouldapologizetoMr.Clarke.”“Mr.

Clarke,Mr.Clarke,pleasehavesomecompassionandforgiveme.Iwon’teverdoitagain.”Harold

turnedtokneelinfrontofPhilip,cryingalmostinstantly.Hewasafraid…terrified.Standingbeforehim

wasBrotherTigerandLordZander.Withjustastompoftheirfeet,thesepeoplecancausethewhole

citytoquake!Hisfamily’swellbeingwasnowhangingbyathread.

Philipsaidnothingbutglancedathim.Darius,too,wasfrightenedandquicklydroppedtohisknees,

prostratinginapology.Jeremyandhisgroupfeltweakintheirkneesastheytrembledinfear.“Forgetit,

justteachthemalessonortwo,”PhilipsaidfaintlyashelookedatHarold.“You,gettheamusement

parkstafftolookformydaughterthisinstant.”“Yes,yes,atonce!”Haroldquicklystoodupandledhis

menout.Beforeheleft,Haroldgavehissonahardslapacrosstheface.“Growsomebrainsandstop

provokingpeople.Idon’twanttohavetocleanupyourmesseverytimeyoucausetrouble!”Jeremy

darednotretortasingleword.HeonlyturnedtoglanceatPhilip,stillfeelingstartled.Isn’tthisguy

Lynn’scousinbrother-in-law?Isn’thejustapieceoftrash?Howdidthingsturnoutlikethis?

Chapter42



HowwasheacquaintedwithaprominentfigurelikeTheoZander?“Wait,”

Philipsuddenlycalledout.Inaninstant,thegroupatthedoorfrozeinpanic,unsurewhethertostayor

leave.“Mr.Clarke,doyouhaveanyotherinstructions?”Haroldstillhadalittlemoregutsandcould

affordtostaycomposed.“Ihopeyouallwillnotspeakofthisincidenttodaywithanyoneelse.Idonot

wishformydailylifetobedisrupted,doyouunderstand?”

saidPhilip.“Weunderstand,weunderstand.”Haroldnoddedcontinuously.

Philipthennodded,andthegroupimmediatelydispersed,almostrunningaway.Aftertheyfinallygot

out,Jeremytookadeepbreath.Whentheyreachedtheentrance,theysawLynn.Jeremyhesitatedfor

thelongesttimebutchosetostayquietintheend.“Howdiditgo?”Lynnaskedanxiously.

Tobefrank,shewasunwillingtowatchherwretchedcousinbrother-in-lawpunished,soshechoseto

staybehindattheentrance.Jeremyshookhisheadandanswered,“Itwasokay.”Okay?Lynnwasalittle

confused.Shenoticedthatherotherfriendhadaheavylookontheirfaces.“Alright,alright,let’sgofor

karaoke,”Jeremysuggested.Mainlybecausetheairaroundthemwastoodense,andhewasafraidthat

Lynnmightnoticesomethingwasup.

Whentherestheardthis,theyquicklysnappedbacktotheirsensesandforcedasmile.“Sure,Brother

Jeremy’streat!”Thegroupofyoungstersfinallyleft.Ontheotherhand,Tiger’smenandtheamusement

parkstafffoundMilainnotime.Tobemorespecific,ayoungwomanaroundherearlytwentieshad

beenlookingafterMilaastheywaitedatadessertshopoutsidetheamusementpark.“Mr.Clarke,we

foundher.She’satSweetheartDesserts.”Theojoggedover,ignoringthesweatonhisforeheadtoshow

Philiptheway.Astheyhurriedovertothedessertshop,Philipfinallysawhisdaughtereatingcake.

“Papa!”WhenlittleMilasawPhilip,shepouncedintohisarms,andasshehadjustexperiencedgreat

grievance,shehidinherfather’sembrace,holdingontohissweat-drenchedshirttightly.“Papa’shere,

Mila,don’tbeafraid,Papa’shere.”Philipcarriedhisdaughterupashecomfortedher.Atthesametime,

helookedatthatyounglady.Shewasaverybeautifulgirl,lookedtobearoundherearlytwentieswith

straightandlongdarkhair.ShewaswearingasimpleandcleanwhiteT-shirtwithapairoflight-colored

jeansandtinywhiteshoes.Hermakeupwaslight,andshelookedlikealovelyandpureyounglady.

“Thankyousomuch.”

Philipnoddedingratitude.Thegirlsmiledandgotup.“It’snoproblem.Isawhercryingaloneinthe

amusementpartandcouldn’tfindherparents,soIbroughtherhere.“Thislittlegirlisjusttooadorable,

soit’sgoodthat

nothingbadhappened.”SilviaHayestuckedastrayhairbehindherearbeforereachingouttopoke

Mila’scheek,smilingsweetly.AftershespokealittlewithMila,Philipputherdown.Thelittlegirlwas

staringhardatthestrawberrycakeonthetable.“Eatit.Iboughtitforyou.”Silviapushedtheremaining

caketoMila.Milaliftedherhead.TearsweresparklinginherbigeyesasshelookedatPhilipasif

seekinghisopinion.Philipcaressedhertinyheadandsmiled.“Goahead.Say‘thankyou’toBigSister.”

“Thankyou,BigSister.”Milasmiled,exposingtwoadorabledimplesbeforeshestartedeatingthecake

happily.Atthedoor,Theo,Tiger,andtheirmenwerewaitingbytheroad.Theydidnotdaretogoinside



infearofscaringthelittlegirl.PhilipkeptthankingSilviaandgotaclearerpictureofthesituationfrom

her.“Uhm,ifyouhavetimeatnight,pleaseletmetreatyoutodinnerasatokenofmyappreciation.”

Thiswasaniceyounglady,verygenerousandkind.Silviasmiledandsaid,“There’snoneedforthe

trouble.It’snothingmuch.”Sincesherejectedtheoffer,Philipdidnotforceher.Justthen,hereceiveda

callfromhisfather-in-law.Philipapologizedbeforeexcusinghimselftotakethecalloutside.“Dad,

what’sup?”“Philip,getbackherethisinstant.Iwanttospeaktoyou!”Ontheotherendofthecall,the

olderman’sbehaviorwasawful,andhesoundedannoyed.Aftersomethought,Philipbracedhimself

andanswered,“Okay,I’llbebacksoon.”

Toot!Thecallwashungupbytheolderman,justlikethat.Philipheavedasigh,knowinghewouldnot

beabletoescapetonight.Whenheturnedbackintothedessertshop,ashockingincidenthappened!

Outofnowhere,amanappeared,holdingalargebouquetofroses,lookingtobeveryhandsomeand

veryrich.However,atthatmoment,Milawaswailingoutloud.Hercriesthengraduallyturnedinto

hiccupslikeshehaddifficultybreathing.

SilviawassquattingdownbeforeMila,comfortingherbeforeshootingaviciousglareattheman.She

soundedirkedwhenshequestioned,“LeonLarson,whydidyouhitachild?”ThemannamedLeon

pouted,lookingangrilyathisownnavysuit.“Thiswildbrathasruinedmysuit.Ihadhithertoeducate

heronbehalfofherparents.Thissuitcostsfortythousand!”Leon

wasfurious.Thissuithewaswearingwasatailor-madeArmanisuitworththirtythousand!Hehad

especiallydresseduptodaytoconfesstoSilvia.Butthisstupidbrathadsmudgedbuttercreamonhis

outfit,sojusthittingherwasalreadyveryniceofhim!Shemightnotevenbeenoughtocompensatefor

hissuitevenifhesoldheraway.Philip,whowasjustenteringtheshop,sawthisscene.“What’swrong,

Mila?”Hehurriedovertothelittlegirltofindaredslapmarkonherleftcheek!Philipinstantlyflewinto

arage,especiallywhenheheardMila’shystericalcries.Philipwantedtostabthisarrogantandpompous

maninfrontofhim.Philipstoodupandglaredfuriouslyattheman,sayingthroughgrittedteeth,“You,

apologizetomydaughter,now!”Leon’slipscurvedintoasmirk.“Areyouthisbrat’sfather?

Okay,openyourfilthyeyeswideandlookatthis.Thisisatailor-madeArmanisuitthatcostsforty

thousanddollarsthatyourdaughterhasjustruined.Ifyoucancompensateforit,I’llapologizetoher.”

Leonhadalreadytakenagoodlookatthemaninfrontofhim.Themanwasdressedplainly,anditwas

easytotellthathehadnomoney.HehaddeliberatelysaidfortythousandinanattempttoscarePhilip

off,makehimbackdownsohecouldsavethehassle.However,Philip’snextwordsstunnedLeon.

“Armani?

Fortythousand?Okay,I’llgiveyoufourhundredthousand.Apologizetomydaughteratonce!”Philip

saidfuriously.Hisfacewasred,withhisfistsclenchedtight.WhenMilasmiled,theworldwouldfeellike

warmspringtime.WhenMilacried,hewouldmaketheworldcrywithher!

Regardlessoftheirstatus,whoeverbulliedhisdaughterwouldhavetopay!



Chapter43

Leonsuddenlystartedlaughing.Itwasaburstofpresumptuousandmockinglaughter.“Whatdidyou

justsay?Fourhundredthousand?Bro,thereshouldbealimittoyouract.”Leoncontinuedtomock,“I

thinkwhatyou’rewearingisn’tevenworththreehundred.Oh,right,andwiththatblinddaughterof

yours,youtwowouldn’tevenadduptofourdigits.Forgetfourhundredthousand,canyouevenpayup

fortythousand?”ItwasLeon’sfirst

timemeetingsuchahilariousperson.Themanwasevenafathertoachild,whatanidiot.Hemusthave

justbeenputtingupafronttoactcoolinfrontofhiskid.“Leon,whatareyousaying?Youwereatfault

first.Whycan’tyoujustapologizetothechild?”Silviasoundedannoyed.Shehadneverexpectedthat

Leonwouldhitsuchanadorablelittlegirl.Thismanwastoovile!Thankfully,shehadnotacceptedhis

confessionearlier.However,SilviawasworriedaboutPhilipbecausesheknewofLeon’sbackground.

Theyoungmanwasfromarichfamily.Hisfamilyownedabusinessthatwasworthabouttwohundred

million.LeonhadoftenboastedaboutdrivingaFerrariandlivinginamansiontohisfriends.Atypical

richspoiledbrat.

Itwouldbeapaintoprovokehim.“Mr.Clarke,I’msorry.Letmeapologizeonhisbehalf.He’smy

friend.”Silviadidnothopetocauseascene.ShewasmainlyworriedthatifPhilipandLeongotintoa

dispute,itwouldonlybeunfavorableforPhilipandhisdaughter.However,Philipspokeindifferently,

“Thankyouforyourkindintentions,buthehastoapologizetomydaughter.Iwillnotrepeatthisathird

time.”“Thisiskillingme!Bro,you’rehilarious.DoyouknowwhoIam?”Leonsmirkedinmockery.He

dugouthisGucciwalletfromhisshirtpocket,tookoutafewrednotes,andscattereditpiecebypiece

infrontofPhilip.“Here,isthisenough?Weren’tyoujusttryingtocheatmymoney?Iknowwhat

garbagelikeyouarethinking.”SeeingPhilipmotionless,Leoncontinuedtotakeoutafewmorehundred

dollarnotesandstuffeditintoPhilip’sbreast-pocket,sayingcheekily,“Ifthatwasn’tenough,here’s

somemore.Justgivemeanumber.

MoneyisallIhave.”Afterthat,heglaredhatefullyatMila,whowasinSilvia’sarms,andmumbled

underhisbreath,“Littleb*tch.”Uponhearingthis,Philipexploded.“Theo,getinhere!”Philiproared.

Theowassmokingbythestreet.Whenheheardthisorder,themanscrambledintotheshop,looking

nothingliketheprestigiousmobking.“Mr.Clarke,whatisit?”

Theoaskedrespectfully.PhilipturnedtosmileatSilvia.“CanItroubleyoutocarrymydaughteroutside

towaitforabitwhileItakecareofthis?”

Silviafrownedalittle.Sheurgedinasmallvoice,“Mr.Clarke,don’tpush

yourself.Ifthingsdon’tworkout,justforgetaboutit.”Philipnodded.Hethenscratchedlightlyathis

daughter’snoseandsmiledgently.“Mila’sagoodgirl.Papawillpunishthebadguyfirstandkeepyou

companylater,okay?”Milarubbedherbigtearyeyesandnodded.AfterSilviacarriedhisdaughterout,

PhilipglaredatLeon.Thelatterwasnonchalantashemocked.

“Wow,youhaveevenbroughtinanassistant.Why?Doyoustillwanttolectureme?”Philipputhis



handsbehindhimandaskedcoldly,“YournameisLeonLarson?”InPhilip’smind,hewasthinkingof

makingthisyoungmanpaydearly.“That’sright.Thename’sLeonLarson,theyoungmasterofPrime

HarvestGroup.”Leonintroducedhimselfwithasmirkplayingonhislips.Itwasclearthathewastrying

tooppressPhilip.PrimeHarvestGroupwasalsoveryfamouswithinRiverdaleCity.Ifaregularperson

triedtoprovokethisestablishment,itwaslikethrowingeggsatarock.Andevidently,inLeon’seyes,

Philipwasthategg.PhilipshiftedhisgazetoTheoandaskedinadeepvoice,“Doyouknowthem?”

Theoquicklyanswered,

“PrimeHarvestGroupisoneofthefamouscorporationsinRiverdaleCity.

They’reworthtwohundredmillionandarefocusedintheconstructionmaterialsbusiness.The

president,LewisLarson,hadstartedfromarenovationbusiness.Theyhaveafewhitmenintheirranks,

speciallyhiredtotakecareofanybusinessdisputes.”Theoexplainedwithexceptionalknowledgefor

thecompany.PrimeHarvestGroupwastrulytroublesometotakecareof.AlthoughTheowasthemob

king,itwassometimeshardforhimtotakecareoftheonesaboveground.Especiallyforacorporation

likethisthatwouldeasilycostabouthundredsofmillionstoinfluence,evenhehadtotreadcarefully.

Althougheveryonewouldstillshowhimrespect,iftheyreallybuttheads,neithersidewouldprofit

anything.Hence,TheoleanedclosertowhisperintoPhilip’sear,“Mr.Clarke,thisPrimeHarvestGroup

willbeverytricky.Theoldman,LewisLarson,isalsoamanofpower.”Philipfrowned,notsaying

anything.ItlookedlikeTheowasonlydominantinappearances.IfTheoknewthatPhilipsawhimthat

way,themanmightprobablyhatehimforbeingacoward.Leoncouldnothelpbut

smile.“What?YouthinkthatjustbecauseyoucanrecitewhatmyfamilydoesthatI’dbeafraidofyou?

Withjustalittleresearch,anybodycanknowaboutthis.”Whatweretheytryingtodo?Tryingtoscare

him?Leonmightjustgomadfromlaughingtoomuch.Werethesetwoidiots?However,Philipspokeup

calmly,“Theo,Iwon’ttroubleyouwiththis,soyoudon’thavetointerfere.I’lldealwiththismyself.”

Theobreathedaquietsighofrelief.Tobehonest,havinghimgoagainstPrimeHarvestGroupwaslike

askinghimtonegotiatewithatigeriftheycouldskinitalive.Therewouldbenopositiveoutcome.

Nonetheless,Theoaddedforthesakeofit,“Whydon’tIcontactLewistocomeoverandapologizeto

you?Heshouldbeabletoshowmeatleastthatmuchrespect.”“Noneed.He,LeonLarson,hastobe

dealtwithtoday.Ifhisoldmanendsupbringingmoretroubleinstead,he’dhavetobedealtwithas

well.”Philipliftedhisheadandsnorted.“IwantPrimeHarvestGrouptodisappearfromRiverdaleCity

completely!”

Disappearcompletely?Theowasstunned!Hewascompletelybaffled.

AlthoughheknewthatMr.Clarkehadaspecialidentity,makingacompanyworthhundredsofmillions

disappearentirelywithjustafewwordssoundedlikeajoke.LewisLarsonwasamanofstatusin

RiverdaleCity.Hewasalsoacquaintedwithsomeveryinfluentialpeople.EvenapowerfulmanlikeTheo

ZanderwouldbeunwillingtoclashwithLewisLarsonofPrimeHarvestGroupbecauseitwasnotworth

it.ItwasnottosaythatTheowasnotcapable.Justthatifheweretoweightheprosandcons,hewould,

ofcourse,choosethemoreadvantageousroute.Notbotheringwithanymorenonsense,Philiptookout

hisphoneandcalledanumber.



Chapter44

ItwasGeorgeThomas’snumber.Almostinstantly,thecallwasanswered,andfromtheotherendcame

George’svoice,“YoungMaster,whatareyourinstructions?”“InvestigatePrimeHarvestGroup.Iwant

thembankruptintenminutes!”saidPhilipfaintly.“That’sasmallmatter,”Georgeansweredeasily,but

thenhequicklysaid,“YoungMaster,thisPrimeHarvestGroup

seemstobedoingwell,soI’dsuggestthatyoubuyitinstead.It’snotveryexpensivetoo.Theirworthon

themarketnowwouldbe…threehundredmillion.Youjusthavetospendthreehundredmilliontobuy

themover.”

George’ssuggestionsoundedreallygood.Ifhehadtodestroyacorporation,whynotbuyitoverinstead

andownit?Thatway,noonewouldlosetheirjobs,anditwouldbegoodtokeepthemarketstable.

“Alrightthen,buyitover.HaveLewisLarsoncometothedessertshopoppositeofMillennium

AmusementParkthisinstant,”saidPhilipcalmly.“Oneotherthing,Iwantyoutosendthreehundred

millionincash,bycartothedessertshop.”Whenhesaidthis,PhilipglancedcoldlyatLeon.“Young

Master,itwouldbetoughtogetthreehundredmillioncashinsuchashortamountoftime,”said

George.“Howlongwillyouneed?”“Halfanhour.”“No,senditoverinfifteenminutes.Ifyoucan’tdo

that,Iwon’tinheritthefamilybusiness,”

saidPhilip,andhehungupimmediatelyafterthat.Inthenowquietdessertshop,aburstofmad

laughterrangallofasudden.LeonwastremblingfromlaughingtoomuchashestaredatPhilipwitha

mockingexpression.“You’rereallyanidiot.Areyoutryingtobeanactor?Areyougoingtobuymy

companywiththreehundredmilliondollarsincash?Canyoubeanyfunnier?”Leongaveup.Thisguy

didnotmakesense.Didheknowwhatthreehundredmilliondollarsincashwere?Didheknowwhat

complicatedproceduresitwouldrequiretocashoutthreehundredmilliondollars?Andhewanteditin

fifteenminutes.Bullsht!Hecouldnotevenpickoutabetterexcusewhenacting.“It’snotyourfaultthat

you’repoor.Butit’samistakeforactinginfrontofme.”Leonchuckledfreely.“Haveyoueverseen

money?Didyouknowthatyouhavetomakeareservationinadvance,evenforthreemillioncash?You

musthavegonemadfrombeingsopoor!”However,PhiliponlyquietlylookedatLeon,notsayinga

word.Thisbratwasreallyarrogant.Philipwaswonderingwhathisreactionwouldbelikewhenhesaw

themoneylater.Leonwantedtoleave.Today,hisgoalwastoconfesstoSilvia,sohehadnotimefor

anynonsensewithanidiot.However,Theo’ssturdybuildwasstandingatthedoor,blockinghiswayout.

“Okay,I’lljustseeformyselfifyoucangetthatthreehundredmillioncash.”Leonwasannoyed.He

ploppeddownonthesofa,crossedhislegs,andopenedupthestreamingapplicationonhisphonetodo

alivestream.“Brothers,I’mdoingalivestreamnowaboutmeetingalunaticwhosayshewantstobuy

mycompany.”Hisscreenwasthenfilledwithpoppedupcommentsthatread:Awesome!“Here,I’ll

showyouguysthatidiotwhoevensaidhewantstobuymycompanywiththreehundredmillioncash.

I’mwaitinghererightnowtoseeifthisbrokerascalcanbringoverthemoney,”Leontauntedwitha

coldsmirk.“Ifyouguyslikethis,remembertohitthesubscribebutton.”AsLeonstreamed,hisaudience

intheliveroomwentintoanuproar.“That’stoocool,bro!I’veneverseenthreehundredmillionincash.



Can’twait!”Ashewatchedthecommentspoppinguponthescreen,Leon’ssmirkdeepened.Heusually

likedtostreamaboutdatinggirlsinhiscarandsimilarcontent,andthosewereverywell-received.

Today,itwashisfirsttimestreamingaboutsomeonewithaneggonhisface,andLeonwasecstatic.

Howexhilarating!Alivestreamaboutsomeonewithaneggonhisface!Leonwasbloomingonthe

inside,thinkingthathisfameasastreamerwasabouttorise.Toprovehispoint,hisdie-hardfans

startedsendinghimvirtualgifts.“Thankyou,FreckledOlivia,Fred_Cannon,andSkinnyKimmyNo3forthe

gifts,butyouguysdon’tactuallyhavetogivemeanything.Idon’tlackmoney.”Leonlaughedcheekily

asheglancedatPhilip,feelingcontemptfortheman.Atthesametime,outsidethedessertstore,along

rowofarmoredcarsdroveoverslowlyandabruptlystoppedinfrontofthedoor!Fromadistance,there

seemedtobemorethantencars!Thissceneimmediatelystunnedeveryoneonthestreets!Thesewere

fckingarmoredcashcarriers…Andmorethantencarsatthat!Whydidtheystopinfrontofadessert

shop?Moreover,fourSWATpolicesintheiruniforms,carryingloadedguns,hadcomeoutfromeachof

thesearmoredcars,standingreadyattheside!Theyalllookedsternanddignified,exudingacold,

murderousaura.Inaninstant,theyhadblockedofffivemetersaroundthearea,notallowinganyoneto

enterthatrange!“Holysht!What’shappening?TherearearmoredcarsandSWATpolice.”“Ohdear,

whathappened?”“Therearearoundthirtycars.Ifeachcarcarriedtenmillion,wouldn’ttherebeat

leastthreehundredmillionincashhere?”Thecrowdwentintoanuproar.Manypeopleweretaking

photosandsharingthemontheirsocialmedia.Howshocking!Itwasararesceneinthecountry!And

thisscenewasalsonoticedbyLeon,whowasinsidethedessertshop.Hisphonehadbeenstreamingit

thewholetime.Inaninstant,hisliveroomwentviral!Hisfameratehadshotuptomillionsin

popularity!Justwhatthefckisgoingon?Leonwasdumbstruck.Hiswholebodywasshaking,buthis

finalounceofwillfulnesshadsupportedhimashestooduptostare,shocked,atPhilipasheaskedin

disbelief,“Areyoutheonewhocalledthesearmoredcarsover?”

Chapter45

Leon’smindwasnowlikearoller-coaster,incompletechaos.MynameisLeonLarson,andIamnowin

astateofpanic!Therearethirtyarmoredcashcarriersoutsidethedoor,waitinginaline.Besideeach

cararefourSWAT

officerscarryingloadedguns.They’reallwearingblackbattleuniforms,blackhelmets,andcarrying

blackguns.Yes,it’snottheregulararmoredcarescortswhocarryrubberbullets.Thesearerealbullets.

Becausethesumwastoohuge,thebankhascontactedtheSWATteamurgently,andtheyhavesent

morethanahundredSWATofficersovertoescortthemoney.

Thiswasalldoneinlessthantenminutes.PhilipcalmlylookedatLeonwhoseforeheadwasnow

coveredinsweatandsaid,“Icalledthemhere.”

Boom!Leonfelthismindexplode.Hishandskeptshaking.Hewasfromawealthyfamilyandknewfull

wellhowterrifyingapersonistosendoversomuchcashinsuchashorttime!Hisscalpfeltpricklyashe

experienceddespairforthefirsttime.However,hewasreluctanttogivein.“Impossible,there’snoway!

There’snowaythatyou’retheonewhocalledthem!”Leoncouldbarelystandstill.Hetookhisphoneto



callhisfatherfrantically.FindDad,Dadcandefinitelysolvethis!However,beforeheevenspoke,furious

yellsflowedfromtheotherendofthecall,“Stupidbrat,haveyougoneinsane?Whodidyouprovoke?”

Lewiswascurrentlygoingmadwithangeratthepresident’sofficeofhisowncompany.Nottoofarfrom

himstoodanoldmaninaswallow-tailcoat,holdingagoldandblackwalkingstick,wearingacalm

expression.GeorgeThomashadpersonallycometoPrimeHarvestGroup.AfterLewisroaredafew

moretimesintothephone,heendedthecallandsmiledflatteringlyatGeorge.“PresidentThomas,I’m

sosorry.Mysonhascausedtrouble.IwillpersonallygoandapologizetoMasterClarkenow.”George

shookhishead.ThetallfemalesecretarybesidehimimmediatelyhandedLewisacorporateacquisition

contract.

“Mr.Larson,ouryoungmasterplanstoacquireyourbusiness.Thisistheagreementwiththebuying

priceofthreehundredmillion.Pleasesignit,”

Georgesaidindifferently.Histonedidnotsoundlikeitwasanegotiation,butanorder.Lewis’sheart

shuddered.Clenchinghisfiststight,heforcedoutasmileandasked,“PresidentThomas,doIneedto?

Whydon’tIpersonallyapologizetoYoungMasterClarke?”ThiscompanywasLewis’slife.Whileitwas

truethathiscompanywasworththreehundredmillion,butifhehandeditawaysosuddenly,how

wouldLewiseverkeephisstatusinRiverdaleCity?Hehadaveryambitiousgoal,whichwastoenterthe

nationalmarket.“LewisLarson,thisisnotanegotiation.It’smyyoungmaster’sintention.Pleasesign

it.”Georgemaintainedanindifferentattitude.Hiseyeswerenarrowedwithabarelyvisibleglint.Lewis’s

backwasdrenchedinacoldsweat.Withgrittedteeth,heheldupthepenwithmuchdifficultyashe

signedhisnameontheagreement.Couldhehaverefusedtosignit?ThismanbeforehimwasGeorge

Thomas,thewealthiestmaninRiverdale,worthmorethantensofbillions!Ifhisyoungmasterwanted

toacquirehiscompany,howwouldhedaretorefuse?Ifheeverdaredto,whatawaitedhimwould

definitelybeadevastatingblow.

Moreover,hiscompany’sgrowthwasallthankstoPresidentThomas’sinvestmentandsupportduring

itsearlydays.Aftersigninghisname,Lewisfelttheenergyleavehisbodyallatonceashesat,

powerlesslyontothesofa.

Georgesmiledandsaid,“LewisLarson,youreallydohaveaclearviewofthings.Now,pleasecomewith

me.”Lewisnodded.Themomenthestoodup,itwaslikehehadgrowntenyearsolder.Thatshrewd

sparkseemedtohavedisappearedfromhismuddledeyes.Henowresentedthatgood-for-nothingson

ofhis.BacktoPhilipandLeon.AfterLeon’sfatherhadadmonishedhim,hewasdumbstruck,completely

atalossofwhatheshoulddonext.Thecrowdofonlookersoutsidewasgettingbiggerandbiggeras

theychatteredamongthemselves.Theliveroomonhisphonewasahit.Itspopularityhadnowcrossed

overmillions!Thescreenwasfilledwithpoppedupcommentslike,‘tycoon’,‘awesome’,‘godoffortune,

pleaseletmepraytoyou’andetcetera.Thirtyarmoredcashcarriersweresuchaspectaculardisplay

noneofthemhadeverseenbeforeintheirlives!“Leon,I’vetoldyoubeforethatyouhavetoapologize

tomydaughtertoday,”Philipsaidcoldly.“Now,I’mgivingyouachoice.Eitheryougooutsidenowand

apologizetomydaughterinfrontofeveryone,orslapyourselftentimes.”

Hehehe!Leonlaughed.Itwasahystericallaugh.Hewasfromarichfamily.



HewastheyoungmasterofPrimeHarvestGroup!Ofcourse,hehadhispride!“Youwantmeto

apologizetothatb*tch?Dreamon!Sowhatifyouhavemoney?It’snotlikeyoucanforcemetosellthe

company!”Leongaveafrighteningsmirk.Heheldthephoneup,pointingthecameraatPhilipandsaid,

“Everyone,takeagoodlook,thisishim!Ifanythinghappenstome,makeapolicereportonmybehalf!”

Apolicereport?Bam!PhilipwentoverandkickedLeonhardinthestomach,makingtheboyfallflaton

hisface.

HethensnatchedthephonefromLeon’shand,staredstraightatthecamera,andadjustedtheclarity,

curvinghislipsslightly.Philipsaidpolitely,

“Everyoneinthislivestreamroom,hello.MynameisPhilipClarke,MilaClarke’sfather.Mythree-year-

olddaughterhadaccidentallygottencakeonthisyoungmasterofPrimeHarvestGroup,andheslapped

her.Asafather,Ican’ttoleratemydaughterbeingbullied.So,Ihavedecidedtospendthreehundred

milliondollarstoacquirePrimeHarvestGrouptomakethisyoungmasterhere,whowaslookingdown

atmydaughterandme,apologizeto

mydaughter.”Itwasonlyasimplestatement,butthatliveroominstantlywentintoagreatuproar.The

manhadactuallyspentthreehundredmilliontobuyacompany!“Daddy,areyoulookingforanother

kid,Daddy?Icanbeyourson.”“Hey,thecommenteraboveme,you’remylittlebrother,callme‘Older

Brother’!”Inaninstant,theatmosphereofthelivechatroomchanged,andeveryonestartedattacking

LeonwhilemanypeoplecheeredforPhilip.

Chapter46

Afathershouldbewillingtoriskitallforhischild.Intheirwords,iftheyhadthreehundredmillion,they

woulddefinitelysmashthemoney,stackbystackatLeonuntilheapologized.Leonwasutterlyflustered

ashestruggledtogetup.Philiphadalreadyendedthelivestream.Theoclenchedhisfiststightand

closedin,stepbystep.Withaswiftmovement,hepushedLeonagainstthewallandgrowled,“Brat,I’d

adviseyoutohurryoutsideandapologizetoMr.Clarke’sdaughter,orelseyouwon’tbeabletosee

tomorrow’ssunlight.”BeingdisrespectfultoMr.Clarke’sdaughtermeantbeingdisrespectfultohis

princess!Thatwasright!InTheo’seyes,Philip’sdaughterwasalittleprincess!Leonstruggledashe

startedyelling,“Howdareyou!MyfatherisLewisLarson!Sowhatifyouhavemoney?Canyoujustbuy

mycompanyasyouplease?Dreamon!IfIsay‘no’,whowoulddaretosellit?!”Leonhadthoughtit

through.Themanwasonlyrich,buthisfatherwasaninfluentialmaninsociety.Theyevenhaveabunch

ofhitmenathome.Iftheyweretoreallygodown,hebelievedthatPhilip,too,wouldhavetopayalittle

price.However,whileLeonwasstrugglingandshouting,afewpeoplerushedinthroughthedoor.

GeorgewalkedoverrespectfullytoPhilip,tookoffhishat,andgreeted,“YoungMaster,themoneyis

here,andI’vebroughthimtoo.”Philipnoddedfaintly.AsLewis,whowasfollowingbehindGeorge,saw

thisscene.Hewasstunnedbeyondwords.SothiswasPresidentThomas’syoungmaster!Themansure

hadanextraordinaryaura.Lewisstrodeintothepremise,wentoverindignantly,

andgaveLeontwoslapsacrosstheface.“Stupidrascal!I’mintroublebecauseofyou!Getoutsideand



apologizetoYoungMasterClarke!”Leonwasdumbfoundedashestaredathisfather,whowasscolding

him.Inaninstant,hethundered,“Dad,whyareyouafraidofthem?Theyjusthavealittlemoremoney,

sowhat?Ifwedon’tsellourcompany,whatcantheydo?”However…Lewisdirectlykickedtheboya

fewtimes.Hewassolividwithanger.“I’vealreadysoldthecompany!HurryupandapologizetoMr.

Clarke!”“What?Yousoldit?”Leonexclaimed,hiseyeswerefilledwithshock.Hisfathersoldthe

company?Hadhegonemad?Lewishadnotimeforthisidioticsonofhis.Hepersonallywentoverto

Philipandbowedtoapologize.“YoungMasterClarke,I’msorry,it’smyfaultfornoteducatinghim

properly.Ifyouwanttopunishsomeone,pleasepunishme.”PhiliplookedatLewisandshookhishead.

“Thatwon’tdo.Hehastoapologizetomydaughter.Andtenslaps.Tohimself!”SincePhiliphadsaidso,

Lewisknewwhattodo.HepersonallydraggedLeonoutsidetoSilviaandlittleMila,whowaswaiting

insideTheo’scar.WhenSilviasawLewis,sheimmediatelycoveredherhandsoverhermouthand

screamed.ItwasPrimeHarvestGroup’spresident,Leon’sfather!Thefigurewhowasworthtwo

hundredmillion!However,thenextscenestunnedSilviasomuch.Shecouldbarelyregainhersense.

“I’msorry,”LewisandLeonwerestandingoutsidethedoor,bowingastheyapologizedtolittleMila,

whowasinsidethecar.“Now,doit!”LewisroaredatLeon.“Ifyouwon’tdoit,I’lldoitforyou!”Next,

Leonhadveryreluctantlystartedslappinghimselfintheface!Thatsoundwascrispandloud.This

scaredMila,andshequicklyhidinsideSilvia’sarms.Becausethedoorwasclosedandthecurtainshad

beenputdown,Silviahadnoideawhatjusthappenedoutside.AsshewatchedLeonslaphimself,she

wasveryconfusedandshocked.Alittlewhilelater,Philipcameover.AfterspeakingalittlewithSilvia,

hepeckedMilagentlyandcaressedhertinyhead.“Mila,Papahasalreadytaughtthebadguywho

bulliedyoualesson.Noonecaneverbullyyouanymore.”Afterthat,heclosedthedooronceagain.

Perhapsitmightshockhisdaughter,buthehad

todoit!Hewantedtotellhisdaughterthatwhoeverbulliedherwouldbesetstraightbyherfather!

Oncetheyreturnedtothedessertshop,LewisandLeonstoodbeforePhilip,notdaringtoutteraword.

EspeciallyLeon,whowasnowlookingdeathlypalewithhischeeksswollen.However,hewasfeeling

extremelyreluctantontheinside.Sinceit’ssold,forgetaboutit.Atleastthemoney’sstillhere.Yet,in

thenextsecond,Philipasked,“Lewis,doyoudaretotakethethreehundredmillionthatIhavebrought

over?”

Chapter47

LeonliftedhisheadtolookatPhilipwithabitofangerandapprehension.

“Whywouldn’twedareto?Sinceyou’veboughtourcompany,thismoneybelongstous!”Theboywas

reluctanttogiveinafterall.Philipsmirked.

Lewisturnedaroundandgavehissonanotherslap.“Shutup!”Leonwasstunned.Inallofhislife,today

wasthefirsttimehisfatherhadslappedhimsomanytimes.Hewasjustabouttoretort,butLewis

bowedandsaidhumbly,“IfYoungMasterClarkewantsmycompany,thenitwillbeagifttoYoung

MasterClarke.Ofcourse,Iwon’ttakethemoney.”Lewiswasnotanidiot.Heknewthatonlythisway,



heandhissonwouldbeabletosurvive.

PhilipnoddedandglancedatGeorge.Thelatterhadthearmoredcarsdrivenmajesticallyawayfromthe

door.Yes,justlikethat,infrontofLeon’seyes,thecarsdroveaway,onebyone.Thatwasthree

hundredmillion,allofLarson’sfamily’sassets!“Dad,whatareyoudoing?That’stheLarsonfamily’s

money!”LeonroaredandglaredvenomouslyatPhilipatthesametime.Yet,Lewisadmonishedhim,

saying,“Whatdoyouknow?!WhatdoyoumeanbytheLarsonfamily’smoney?ThoseareallYoung

MasterClarke’smoney!OurbusinesscouldgrowonlybecauseofPresidentThomas’sinvestment.Ifhe

wantstobuyit,wehavetogiveit!”PresidentThomas’sinvestmentwasnaturallyYoungMasterClarke’s

investment.

PresidentThomas?Atthis,LeonfinallynoticedthattheoldmanstandingbesidePhilipwasnoneother

thanthewealthiestmaninRiverdaleCity!Thelegendaryrichman!AndonPhilip’sleftside,standinga

littlefurtherbehind

wasamiddle-agedmanwholookedveryfamiliar.Theo…TheoZander,BrotherTheo?!Leonwasbaffled.

Nowonderhethoughtthemanlookedfamiliarfromthestart.Butitwastoolateforregretsnow.Afew

minuteslater,LewisandLeonwerestandingatthedoorofthedessertshop,bowingastheysawPhilip

andhisgroupout.UntilPhilipandhispeoplewereoutofsight,likehisspinehadbeenrippedout,Leon

felltotheground,paralyzed.Hestartedmumblingastearsfell,“It’sover;everything’sover.”

Arichkidwhosefamilyassetswereworthmillionsbecameaverageinjustablinkofaneye.Thiswas

Philip’sapproachandrage.Withoutspendingasinglecent,hehadjustchangedtheownershipofPrime

HarvestGroup.

Meanwhile,afteradayoftwistsandturns,Philipcouldfinallytakeabreather.Aftercarryinghis

daughterout,PhiliphadTheosendSilviahomesafely.Andjustlikethat,SilviawassenthomebyTheo

withastomachfullofquestions.Standingatthedooroftheoldhouse,PhilipwascarryingMilaashe

scratchedhernose.Afteralaugh,heknockedonthedoorandcalledout,“Dad,Mom,I’mhome.”He

waitedforabriefmoment.Clack!ThedooropenedtoshowMarthawithastraightface,staringatPhilip

andMilawithdisdain.Sherolledhereyesandsaid,“Whatareyouyellingfor?Youhaveevenbrought

thisstupidbratback,whatbadluck!”Philipgaveherahelplessandbitterlaugh.Milawasleaningonto

Philip’sshoulder,poutingaggrievedly.Uponenteringthedoor,PhilipsawWynnandhisfather-in-law

sittinginthelivingroom.Theoldermanseemedtobeveryfurious.“Whydidyoucomeback?”Philip

frownedatWynn.Sheshouldbeatthehospital,whywasshedischarged?Slap!Theoldmanslammed

hardonthetable.

Withaviciouslookonhisface,hesaid,“Philip,let’sbefranktoday.YouandWynnbetterhurrytothe

CivilAffairsBureauandgetadivorce.”

Divorce?Wynnwasstunned,andPhilipwasdumbstruck.Thiswastoosudden!“Dad,whatareyou

saying?Iwon’tdivorcePhilip.Thiswillneverhappen.”Wynnimmediatelyrefused.Shereachedoutto

carryMilafromPhilip.Philipwasabouttositdownwhentheolderwomanyelled,“Standup!Isthere

anyplaceforyouheretosit?Aslackerwhodoesnothingall



dayandisgood-for-nothing.Didyouembarrassyourdadtoday?Nowyourdad,myoldfriends,and

colleaguesallknowaboutit.Youhaveutterlyembarrassedbothofus!”Philipwasconfused.Wynn

frownedathimandasked,“What’sgoingon?Didyoumakemomanddadangryagain?”Whycan’tyou

justcauselesstrouble?Philipstoodhelplesslyandexplained,“Ididn’t.Ijusttookthewrongpainting,

butthingshavebeenresolved.”

“Hmph!”Theoldmansnorted.“Resolved?Thankstoyou,myfriendsarenowlaughingatme.I’vebeen

collectingartforhalfofmylife,butIhavetorelyonawretchedanduselessson-in-lawwhorandomly

boughtapaintingfromanantiquemarkettosaveface.”Atthementionofthis,Charleswasboilingwith

angeragain.AlthoughPhilip’spaintingwasauthentic,hestillhadtoendurethegossipbyhisoldpals.

Wynnwaspuzzled,soaftersomeclarification,shesaid,“Dad,youcan’tblamePhilipforthis.Aidengave

youafakepainting,butyoudidn’tfindfaultswithhim.

So,whyareyouscoldingPhilipinstead?”Wynnfelthelpless.Herparentswerejusttoounreasonable.

SheknewthatherparentsdislikePhilipbecauseofthatincidentbackthen,butthatwassomanyyears

ago.Whycouldtheynotletitgo?Marthascornfullyreproached,“Wynnie,areyouhelpingtheoutsider

now?YourdadandIhaveraisedyouwithsomuchdifficulty,andwhatkindofson-in-lawdidyoubring

hometous?I’llbestraightforwardandsaythatyouandPhiliphavetodivorcenomatterwhat.Orelse,

I’lldisownyou!”Disownher?Thosewordswerejusttoocruel.Wynninstantlylostpatience.Shegotup

withMilainherarmsandsaid,“Mom,Dad,sinceyou’refrank,I’llbefrankaswell.Iwillneverdivorce

Philip.Youguyscanjustdowhateveryouwant.”Havingsaid,Wynnwalkedoutofthedoorinherhigh

heels.Atthesametime,sheturnedandroaredatPhilip,“Whatareyoustillstandingtherefor?We’re

goinghome!”However,Philipstoodmotionlessatthelivingroom,seemingtobelostinthought.“Mom,

Dad,Iknowthatyouguysarelookingdownonme,butI’llshowyouthatI,PhilipClarke,amnotweaker

thananybodyelse.IwillgiveWynnandmydaughteragoodfuture,soaboutyourrequestforusto

divorce,I,too,refuse.”Philip

thenturnedtofollowWynnoutthedoor.Inthelivingroom,Marthawasfreakingoutfromanger.She

pointedatthedoorandyelledlikeashrew,

“CharlesJohnston,lookatthat!That’syourdaughter!Andthattrash,Philip,evendarestosayhe’llshow

ushowgreatheis!Theyhavetodivorce.

Otherwise,ourfamilyshouldn’tgotomyfather’sseventiethbirthdaynextweek!”Charlesfelthelpless,

aswell.Hewantedtosaysomething,butMarthamadeaface,tookherbag,andwalkedoutofthedoor.

Shehadadatewithafewofherbestfriendstodaytolookatsomeinvestmentplans.

Chapter48

AfterMarthaleft,shewenttotheparktomeetupwithherfriends.Uponmeetingherfriends,they

startedaskingabouteachother.Whentheycametothetopicabouttheirsons-in-lawordaughters-in-

law,everyonebecameenthusiasticbecausetheirsons-in-lawweredoingwell,andtheirdaughters-in-



lawwerefilial.OnlyMarthakeptquietwhileshesmileddryly.“Hey,Martha,howisyourson-in-law,

Philip,lately?Iheardhe’smakingdeliveries.”Aflamboyantlydressedmiddle-agedwomansuddenly

ruthlesslyexposedMartha.Becauseeverytimetheymet,theyweresuretotalkaboutMartha’sson-in-

law.Ithadalreadybecomethenorm.“Oh,Martha,whyisyourson-in-lawsoterrible?Whydon’tyou

getyourdaughtertodivorcehimassoonaspossible?”“Thatwon’tdo.Iftheydivorced,itwouldbea

secondmarriageifsheremarries.Noonewouldwanther.Sheevenhasextrabaggage,mennowadays

don’tlikesinglemothers.”

“That’strue.Whowouldwanttoraiseotherpeople’schildren?”Thewomen’scommentswereharsh.

Onthesurface,theyseemedtobethinkingofherdaughter,butunderneath,theywereprobably

enjoyinghermisfortune.Marthagrittedherteethinanger,feelingutterlyembarrassed.

Sheforcedoutasmileandsaid,“Iwilldefinitelyforcemydaughtertodivorcethattrashofason-in-law!

Atmost,I’lljusthavetotakecareofherfortherestofmylife.”Everyonenoticedthedarkexpressionon

Martha’sface,sotheystoppedtalkingaboutitandchangedthesubjectsuntilthey

reachedthefinancecompany.***Ontheotherhand,duetothelivestream,Philip’sincidenthadgone

viral.However,inaninstant,everymediathatreportedthisincidentsoondeletedtheircontent.Even

thevideosweregone.

Itwaslikearockthatfellintothelake.Itwasunheardofagain.Insideabeautysalon,RubyFordmade

planswithafewofherfriendsforaspatreatment.Tenminutesearlier,herfriend,HelenBennett,

wearingashortwhiterobewithherhairupinatowelandamaskonherface,struttedoverandsaid,

“Girls,Ifoundareallyhugetycoon!”“Whattycoon?”Rubywaslyingonherback,enjoyingthemassage

servicesassheaskedwithoutevenopeninghereyes.“Threehundredmillion!Thisguyspentthree

hundredmilliontoacquireourcity’sPrimeHarvestGroup!”Helenexclaimed,hereyeswerefilledwith

envyandexcitement.“Youguysallknowthatrichyoungmaster,LeonLarson,right?It’shiscompany

thatwasboughtoverbythistycoon.”AtthementionofthreehundredmillionandLeon,thegirls

quicklysatupandscrambledtotakealookatHelen’sphone.Itwasonlyashortclip,andHelenhad

downloadeditwithmuchdifficultyfromasocialmediasite.Thevideoqualitywasblurry,anditwasalso

watermarked.“Isn’tthistycoonsoawesome?ThatwastheYoungMasterLarsonfromPrimeHarvest

Group.”“Who’sthat?Doyouguysknowhim?Askhimouttomeetus.”“Idon’tknow.Hedoesn’tseem

familiar.”Thegirlswereallsnatchingthephone,tryingtogetabetterlookattheman’sface.Three

hundredmillion,howrichmusthebe!WhenRubysawthevideo,shefrownedhard.

Shefeltthatthesilhouetteinthevideolookedveryfamiliar.PhilipClarke?

No,impossible!ThatguywassobrokeheevenborrowedmoneyfromHoward.Rubydidnotthinkmuch

ofitandcontinuedtodiscussthemanwhohadjustspentthreehundredmillion.Hewasafathertoo!

Howmanly!

BacktoPhilip.WynnwaswalkingaheadofPhilipwithMilainherarmswhilehefollowedbehind.They

keptwalkinginsilenceuntilthegatesofthehousingarea.Suddenly,Wynnstopped.Milahadalready

fallenasleepinherarms.WynnturnedbacktolookatPhilipandsaid,“Thatincidentearliertoday,thank



you.”Earliertoday?Oh,thatincidentinCelestialClub.

Philipsaidsolemnly,“Wynn,you’remywife.Ifanythinghappensnexttime,youhavetotellmein

advance.”Wynnnoddedinunderstanding.

Whenshewokeupfromthehospital,sheknewthatitwasPhilipwhohadsavedher.Butshedidnot

knowhowhedidit.ShehadplannedtoaskhimtomorrowbecausesheknewthatGavinandJeffrey

werenoteasytodealwith.Withjustherhusband’sstatus,hemightnothavebeenabletomakeit.So,

Wynnthoughthatsomeoneelsemusthavehelpedhim.Orperhaps,helpedher.Coulditbethatperson

whohadhelpedhersecurethatonemilliondollarcontractwithVictoryPharmaceuticalsbackthen?Just

whoexactlywashe?Thewholenightwentoninsilence.Earlythenextmorning,Wynnwenttowork.

Philippretendedtobepackingup,thenhecarriedMila,readytogoout.Hehadjusttakenonestepout

ofthehousewhenhismother-in-lawcalled.Whenheanswered,fromtheotherendcameMartha’s

exasperatedvoice,saying,“Philip,hurryovertoRivercrossStreetintenminutes!”Beforehecouldask

forthereason,thecallended.Whatwastheurgentmatterthatmadehersoundsoanxious?ButPhilip

wasalreadyusedtoit.HelookedatMilaanddecidedtosendhertothecompanytogetAgnestolook

afterherforabit.Afterthat,hehastilyhailedacabfromtheofficetogotoRivercrossStreet.The

momenthegotout,hesawalargegroupofmiddle-agedmenandwomensurroundingthetightly

closeddoorsofafinancecompanyastheyarguedheatedlywithafewmenandwomeninsuits.“What

wereyoudoing?You’relateforfiveminutes!Growingcheekareyou?Justblatantlytryingtodisrespect

yourmother-in-law!”PhiliphadjustreachedwhenMarthacameoverhaughtilyandstartedscolding

him.

Chapter49

Philipsmiledsheepishlyandasked,“Mom,what’stheurgency?”Marthaglaredathim.“Stayhereto

addtoournumbers,pretendtoprotest.Youdon’thavetocareaboutanythingelse.”Then,Marthaand

afewothermiddle-agedmenandwomenwenttojointheprotest,screamingtheirlungsout.Itwasa

shockingsight.Philipgotsomeinfofromthebystandersand

understoodabitofthesituation.Thiswasafinancialinvestmentcompany,andthisgroupofolder

peoplehadpurchasedsomeinvestmentplanshere.

Theyweresupposedtogettheirreturnstoday.However,thebuildingwasnowempty,withonlyafew

lower-levelstaffleftandonemanager.Bythelookofthings,thatwasprobablyanillegalfund-raising

scheme!Herewaswheretheproblemgotserious.Companieslikethisusuallytargetedwell-offmiddle-

agedpeople,andoncesomethingtookadownturn,theywouldrunaway,andthemoneywouldbe

gone.ItwasnowonderMarthawassoanxious.Philipfeltaheadachecoming.Hewentoverandasked,

“Mom,whatdidyoubuy?Howmuchdidyouinvest?”Ifitwasonlyasmallamount,Philipwasnottoo

worried.Hewasjustafraidthathismother-in-lawhadinvestedahugeamount.Martha’svoicewas

almostgonefromallthescreaming.SheglaredatPhilipbuttoldhimnonetheless,“Iinvestedwiththat

houseyourfatherandIlivein.Theysaidthatthehousewasgoodforretirementandcouldrakeinhuge



returns.Ifweinvestedthisyear,wecouldhavetwohousesnextyear.”“What?Mom,youinvestedwith

thehouse?”Philipshouted.Heknewthatitwasoverthistime.Hismother-in-lawwasaretired

universityinstructor,sohowcouldshebesomuddled?

WhenMarthaheardPhilip’sexclamation,herfaceinstantlywentred,andshewentupandhithishead.

“Whatareyoushoutingfor?Don’tyouthinkit’salreadyembarrassingenough?Ifitweren’tforyou

beinguseless,wouldIhavehadtoputthehouseupforinvestment?I’mjusttryingtoensureabetter

lifeforthefuture.Orwhat,shouldwerelyontrashlikeyoutotakecareofyourfatherandme?”As

Marthascolded,shefeltpanickedinside.

Thatwasthehouseshehadwithherhusband.Ifthecompanyhadreallyrunoffwithhermoney,they

wouldlosethehouse.Howcouldshenotbeanxious?EspeciallyatatimelikethiswhenPhilipstillhada

nonchalantlookonhisface,whichmadeherevenmorefurious.“Don’tyoutellWynnieaboutthis.Just

stayhereandshout.I’mcallingAddyover.Heshouldhaveasolution.”MarthagavePhilipawarning

glarebeforesheturnedtogiveAidenacall.“Hello,Addy.It’sme,yourAuntMartha.Areyoufreeright

now?CanyoucomeovertoRivercrossStreet?Yes,yes,there’ssomethingurgent.”Martha’sflattering

tonerightnowmadePhilipalittleannoyed.Hewasherson-in-law,butshedidnottreathimaskindlyas

shedidanoutsider.

Buthecouldnotblameher,because,inhereyes,hewastrash.Whenthecallended,Marthawas

smilinghappily.ShethenrolledhereyesatPhilipandscolded,“Whatareyou,apieceofrock?Start

shouting!”Philipgruntedareplyandthenmimickedthegroupofolderpeopleasheshouted

hysterically.UponseeingPhilipthishardworking,Marthafinallyfeltbetter.

Butshestilllookeddownonhimasshemumbled,“Good-for-nothingbrat.”

Afterthat,Marthawentovertoherfriendstoannouncecheekily,“Don’tworry,I’vecalledourAddy,

andhe’llbeoverinabit.”“YoumeanAidenGrant?Ohmy,he’sareallygoodboy.Hisfamilyownsa

business,sohemusthavegreatconnections.Iheardtheyearntensofmillionsayear.”

“Martha,lookatus,we’realloldfolks.WhenAidengetsherelater,canyougethimtotakealookforus

aswell?”Martha’sfriendsstartedfawningoverher.ThispleasedMartha.“Ohyes,Aidenisareallygood

kid,butwehavetoseeifourWynniewantstomarryhim.Afterall,there’sstillthatuselessPhilip.”

Marthachuckled.ShedidnotmindbelittlingPhiliptoraiseherdaughterandAidentoahigherstatus.In

Martha’seyes,Aidenwasarichson-in-law,herfuturetreasurevault.ComparingPhiliptohimwaslike

comparingmudtogold.

Chapter50

Bythen,Martha’sfriendshadnoticedPhilip.Theysnortedoutandmocked,

“Martha,isthatyourson-in-law?Helooksreallyplainandsoabsentminded,likeablockhead.Your



daughterissopretty,shemusthavebeenblindtomarryhim!”“Yeah,suchauselessmanisadisgrace

touselders.Thankfullymyson-in-lawisnotlikehim.”Thegroupofeldersstartedlaughinginmockery.

Martha’scheekysmileearlierwasnowcompletelygone.Shesnorted.“Thatwretchedpieceoftrashis

notmysonin-law.Inafewdays,I’llhavemydaughterdivorcehim!”Philiphadheard

theinsultsdirectedtohimbythegroup.Hecouldonlyshakehisheadandsmiledcoldly.Hewasalready

usedtoinsultslikethis.Theycalledhimawretchedpieceoftrash,butwhatweretheydoinghere?They

hadevencalledAidentocomeoverandhelp.NowPhilipreallywantedtoseejusthowAidencanhelp

withthissituation.Justthen,awhiteMaseratidroveoveronthestreet,lookingveryflashy.Martha

squealedindelight.“Addy,Aunty’soverhere.Look,ourAidenishere.Wecansolvethisnow.”Martha

emphasizedontheword‘our’,asifafraidthatotherswouldnotknow.Philippouted,feelingalittle

suffocatedontheinside.Thecrowdlookedtowardthesoundsourcetoseeahandsomeyoungman

wearinganexpensivesuitcomingoutfromtheMaserati.Marthawentoverwithanexpressionlikeshe

waslookingathersonandsmiled.“Addy,you’refinallyhere.Wasitabother?”AfterAidengotout,he

politelygreetedMartha,“AuntMartha,it’salright.Ijusthappentobefreetoday.What’sthesituation

here?Hassomethingbadhappened?”Afteraglancearound,AidennoticedPhilip,whowasshouting

hystericallyinthecrowd.Aiden’sexpressionimmediatelyfell,andheglaredhatefullyatPhilip.What

wasthattrashdoinghere?“Addy,somethingbadhappened.MyfriendsandIhavepurchasedafinancial

planfromthiscompany,andthey’vesaidthattheywouldpayouttheinteresttoday.Butwhenwecame

herethismorning,thebosshasgonemissing.Canyoutelluswhat’sgoingon?”Marthaclappedher

handstogetheranxiouslyandseemedtohavethoughtofsomething.Sheasked,

“Addy,youownacompany,soyoumustknowsomepeople.Canyouhelpmefindtheownerofthis

companyandfindoutwhat’sgoingon?”AftertakingalookatthesituationandlisteningtoMartha’s

explanation,Aidenroughlyunderstood.Thisgroupofolderpeoplehaddefinitelybeenscammed.It

wouldnotbeeasytohelpthem.However,whenhesawMartha’searnestgazeandPhilip’sexpression,

whichlookedlikehewantedtolaugh,Aidensteeledhimselfandsaidconfidentlywithasmile,“Aunt

Martha,don’tworry,Icantakecareofthis.Ijusthappenedtobeacquaintedwiththebossofthis

company.I’llaskhimwhat’sgoing.Youcanrelax.”

“Okay,okay.”Marthawasexcited.SheworeabrightsmileandtuggedatAiden’sarm.“Addy’sstillthe

bestafterall.Betterthansomewretchedtrash.”HerfriendswerenowfawningoverAiden,praisinghim

forhiscapabilities.Aiden’sheartwasblooming.Hesmiledandlookedatthesignboardofthefinancial

company,feelingverypleasedwithhimself.Heknewthattodaywashisdaytoshine.Afterhehadlost

hisfavorwithhisfuturefather-in-law,hewouldnowgetitbackfromhisfuturemother-in-law.Ifhe

couldhaveMarthaonhisside,thatmeantWynnwasalreadypartiallyhis.Afterthat,heshotan

arrogantglanceatPhilipbeforetakingouthisphonetocallhisfather.“Dad,didn’tyousaythatyou’ve

dinedwiththebossofLucrativeFundsFinanceCompanybefore?IhavesomethingthatIneedyourhelp

with…”Afterthecall,Aidensmiledwidelyashelookedattheolderfolks,enjoyinghoweveryonehad

theireyesonhim.Heclearedhisthroatandsaid,“Don’tworry,everyone,mydadknowsthebossofthis

financecompany.I’vealreadygivenmydadacall,soI’msuretherewillbeanswerstoo.Everyone,

pleasedon’tworrytoomuch.”ThecrowdofolderfolksstartedpraisingAiden.Themanfeltlikehewas

abouttofloat.



Aidenshiftedhisgazeovertothefewstaffofthefinancecompanywhohadstayedbehind.“Letmetalk

tothem.UnclesandAunts,pleasewaitformygoodnews.”Havingsaid,Aidenwalkedoverproudlyto

thefewstaffmembers,hopingtolookalmighty.However,asmallvoicefrombesideranginhisearsall

ofasudden.“Mom,thatwon’tdo.Aidenhastrickedyou.

Whydon’tImakeacall,maybeitcanhelp…”Philip’svoicewassmall.

EveryonehadtheireyesonAiden,soPhilip’svoicenowsoundedespeciallypiercingtohisears.Aiden

hadwantedtogoovertothestaffmembers,butheabruptlystoppedandturnedtotheside,looking

annoyed.PhilipwastuggingatMartha,seemingtobeadvisingheronsomething,butMarthawas

reluctanttopayhimanymind.Shepointedathimandberated,“Philip,beatit!Isthereanyplacefor

youtospeakuphere?IfAidencan’thelp,canawretchedpieceoftrashlikeyouhelp?”NotjustMartha,

noweveryonewaslookingatPhilipwithcontemptintheireyes.SothiswasMartha’s

uselessson-in-law.Whatachattybrat,hereallywasuseless.Rightnow,otherthanAiden,whowasa

manofstatus,whoelseherecouldsaythattheycouldsolvethisproblem?Uponseeingthissituation,

AidenwalkedovertoPhilipwithamockinglookonhisface.“Why?Doyoufeelupset?

Whydon’tyoutakeagoodlookatyourself?Canyousolveaproblemlikethis?”

Chapter51

Philipfeltthehaironhisskinstandunderthescrutinyofthecrowd.HethensawAidenwalkingoverto

himwithasmirk.“Philip,tryrepeatingwhatyou’vesaidjustnow.Ididn’thearitclearly.”Aidenlooked

patronizing.

ThisPhilipreallylikestospeakupwhereverhe’snotneeded.Doesn’theknowhisplace?Toevendare

tospoutsuchnonsense.IfI,AidenGrant,can’tsettlethis,wouldapieceoftrashlikehimbeableto?

Philippouted.

Aftersomethought,heansweredhonestly,“Isaidthatthemattertodaywouldnotbeaseasyasit

seems.Theremightbeillegalfund-raisinginvolvedinthis,soIdon’tthinkafavorfromsomeonewould

beabletosolveit.Hence,I’dliketoaskafriendforhelp.Isthereaproblem?”Atthis,Aiden

immediatelysnorted.“Holysh*t,you’rereallysomethingPhilip.

Youevenhavefriendsnow?Why?Feellikeplayingherotoday?Sure,whydon’tyouhandlethis?”After

Aidenspoke,theolderfolksaroundstartedbombardinginsults.“Martha,whatdoesyourson-in-law

mean?Doeshewanttotakethelead?Helookssoshabby,whatcanhedo?Wouldn’tthisjustbean

embarrassment?”“ThisisMartha’sson-in-law,awretchedpieceoftrashwhomakesdeliveries.What

canhedo?Stopactingalmightyandtalkingbig!”“Youngstersnowadaysreallyliketodreamtoofar

withoutbeingrealistic.Perhapshe’sfeelingupsetcausehesawhowcapableAidenis.”Marthawas

immediatelyfuriouswhensheheardherfriend’smockingPhilip.Slap!Shethrewahardslapacross

Philip’sfaceandyelledangrily,

“Beatit!There’snothingforyoutodohere!Onemorewordfromyou,andI’llmakeWynniedivorce



you!”Philipfroze.Hecouldfeelhischeeksboil.

Hisgazeturnedcoldasafireburnedinhischest.However,hecouldnotshowhismother-in-lawany

temper.AftershewasdonescoldingPhilip,MarthatuggedonAiden’sarmapologeticallyandsmiledat

him.“Addy,don’tlistentoPhilip’snonsense.Whatdoesaslackingpieceoftrashlikehimknow?Westill

needyoutohelpuswiththis.”Thiswaslikeasoapoperaintheeyesofthecrowd.Theyonlyfoundit

moreamusingastheywatchedon.Thecrowd’sinsultsandmockerybecameharsheratthis,andthat

pleasedAidenevenmore.Hewasheretoshowoffhiscapabilitiesandconnectionstohisfuturemother

-in-lawtoday,sohowcouldheletPhiliptakethatgloryfromhim?Moreover,whatrightdidtrashlike

Philiphavetoputonanactinfrontofhim?Atthisthought,Aidenliftedhischinandstareddownat

Philipcondescendingly.“Didn’tyousayyoucansolvethis?Then,youdoit.Iwanttoseejustwhatyou,

PhilipClarke,candotosettlethisissuetoday.”Philipfrownedhard.Whenhenoticedhowhismother-in

-lawwasglaringathimlikeshewantedtoswallowhimalive,andthedarkexpressionsofalltheolder

folksaroundastheygrittedtheirteeth,Philipknewthatheshouldnotdoanything.“I’msorry,my

friendhassomethingup,sohecan’thelp.Whydon’tyoudoit,afterall.”Philipsighed.Aidenchuckled.

HegavePhilipaviciousshovethensaidcheekily,“Sinceyoudon’thaveanycapabilities,whydidyouput

onanactearlier?Enviousofme?”It’ssoobviousthatyou’rejealousofme.I,AidenGrant,amso

handsome,sorich.Whatrightsdoyou,Philip,havetoactinfrontofme?

However,Philipmerelysmiledandstoodquietlyinacorner.Whyshouldhewastetimetalkingtoa

narcissist?Atthis,thecrowdburstintolaughter.

“Therearesomanytypesofyoungsterstoday.Doesn’thefeelashamed?

He’sdressedsoshabbilyandeventalksnonsense.Nowthatit’sbackfired,he’sbehavinglikeacoward.”

“Don’tsaythat.He’sstillMartha’sson-in-law.Althoughhe’sapieceoftrash,atleasthehasgoodin-

laws.”AsPhiliplistenedtothesebaselessgossips,hefelthelpless.Hismother-in-lawwasevennow

cozyinguptoAiden,chatteringhappilywithhim,seeminglyclosertohimthanshewaswiththisson-in-

lawofhers.Philipwenttoa

corner,andwhennoonewaslooking,hecalledTheo.Atthesametime,withintheprivateroomofa

prestigioushotel,theinteriordesignwasluxuriousandthereweretall,beautifulstaffwaitinginside.

Theowasenjoyinghimself,havingadrinkwithamiddle-agedfatman.Tobemoreprecise,thatmiddle-

agedfatmanwastryingtoflatterTheo.Thelargemanwassmilingbrightlyashetookoutasilverbank

cardfromhisblackwalletand,togetherwithastackofcontracts,handeditrespectfullytoTheowho

wascurrentlysmokingacigar.Iftherewereanyoneelseintheroom,theywoulddefinitelyrecognize

thislargemiddle-agedman.ThepresidentofLucrativeFundsFinanceCompany,LamarCollins.“Brother

Theo,thisisthecompany’sbonusfromlastmonth.Therearesixmilliondollars,andherearethirteen

realestatecontracts,”saidLamar.Theonarrowedhiseyesandnodded,askinghismentoreceivethe

offeringswithoutrestraint.HethenpattedLamar’sshoulderwithasmileandsaid,“Mr.Collins,thiswill

bethelasttime.Don’tlookformeagainafterthis.Yourcompanyisdangerous,andI’vealreadycleaned

myhandsfromthisfield.Iwilladviseyoutoconvertyourbusinessaswell.Ifthingsgetserious,you

mightneedtogotoprison.”Lamaransweredwithasmile,“Don’tworry,BrotherTheo.



Thishadnothingtodowithyou.So,ifanythinghappens,Iwillbesolelyresponsible.Thisisjustmylittle

tokenofappreciation.Ifitweren’tforyousupportingmebackthen,Iwouldhavenevermadeittoday.”

Theonoddedandsaidnothingelse.

Chapter52

HeknewwhatLamar’scompanydid.Hehadtoldhimmultipletimes.

However,thisindustrywaslikeanendlesspit.Hewasjustgoingtofalldeeperanddeeper.DidTheonot

contactsomepeopletohelphimwiththeincidentafewdaysago?“Howshouldwetakecareofthe

clients?”Theoasked.Lamarchuckledcoldly.“It’sjustabunchofunculturedoldmenandwomen.Ifthey

don’twanttoinvest,dotheythinktheycanbringtheirmoneyintothecoffinwiththem?”Lamarsaid

afterseeingTheo’sfacefalling.“It’sfine,Theo.IknowwhatI’mdoing.Theyareallseniorswithno

backgrounds.”Whenhesaidthat,Theofeltmorerelieved.Whenthetwoofthemwereabouttodrink,

Theo’sphonerang.HelookedatthecallerID.

ItwasMr.Clarke!Inaninstant,TheopickeduphisphonerespectfullyandshushedLamar.Hesaid,“It’s

Mr.Clarke.”Lamar’seyesgaveanominousglintwhenheheardthat.TheohadtoldhimaboutMr.

Clarkebefore.Hewasanextraordinaryperson.Hewantedtocurryfavorwithhim.“Mr.

Clarke,isthereanythingyouwanttotellme?”Theoaskedrespectfullyandexcitedly.Ontheotherend

ofthephone,Philipsaidcalmly,“DoyouknowthepresidentofLucrativeFundsFinanceCompany?”

Clank.Theostartedfeelinguneasy.HepeeredatLamarwhowassittingnexttohimandnodded.

Hesaid,“Ido.Didheoffendyou?”Itwouldnotbesuchacoincidence,right?“No,”Philipreplied.Theo

letoutasighofrelief.However,whatPhilipsaidnextalmostinfuriatedTheo.“Hiscompanyscammeda

housefrommymother-in-law.Ifyouknowhim,askhimtoreturnthehouse.Oh,also,there’sagroupof

seniorsoutsidehiscompany.You’dbetteraskhimtotakecareofthataswell.”WhenPhilipwasdone

talking,Theostoodupabruptly.Henoddedhisheadquicklywhileresponding,“Alright,I’llgetintouch

withhimnow.”Hehungupthephone.Bam!LamarwasstillsmilingwhenTheokickedhimonhisbody.

Lamarfellfromthetabletothefloor.

Theoyelledathimangrily,“LamarCollins!Doyouknowwhatyou’vefckingdone?”Lamarclutchedhis

stomachandthrewupthealcoholheconsumedjustnow.Hesaidinnocently,“Theo,don’tscareme.I

didn’tdoanything.”Theoslappedhimandyelledangrily,“Didyouscamasenior’shouse?”Lamar

nodded.“Iscammedalotofhousesfromseniors.Theywereallpeoplewithnobackgrounds.Itshould

befine.”Lamarwastellingthetruth.Hewouldnotdaretoscampeoplewithbackgrounds.Ifnot,he

wouldbeaskingfordeath.“Bullsht!Doyouknowwhosehouseyouscammed?”

Theowasfurious.HescammedMr.Clarke’smother-in-lawofherhouse!

Didhewanttodie?“W-who?”Lamarwasstunned.ThiswasthefirsttimehesawTheosomad.“Mr.

Clarke’smother-in-law!”Theoroared.Boom!



Lamarfelltothegroundlifelessly.Hislegswereshakingashemuttered,

“Noway.Howisthatpossible?They’reallnobodies.Ichecked.”“Yeah,right.F*ckoffbacktoyouroffice.

Ifyoudon’ttakecareofthisproperly,youshouldjustkillyourself.”Theoroaredanddraggedthe

terrifiedLamaroutofthehotel.Theygotintothecaranddrovebacktothecompany.

Chapter53

Now,backtoPhilip.Afterhehungupthephone,hewentbacktowherehewas.Intheend,theseniors

aroundhimstartedtomumbleindisdain.Theymovedawayfromhimasifhewastheplague.“What’s

goingin?He’sanadultandhe’sstillembarrassinghimself.”“Marthaissounluckytohaveason-in-law

likehim.”“Ew,let’sgo.Ismelladisgustingfoxamongus.”

Philipbackedawaytoonesideafterlisteningtothecruelaccusationsandjeersfromeveryone.He

leanedagainstthewallandcrossedhisarmstowatchwhatwasgoingon.AidensawPhilip’sordealand

wasfeelingamazing.Heflippedhimoffwithglee.Undertheheatedgazeoftheseniors,hestraightened

hissuitandwalkedovertothemanagerandstaff.“Hello,Sir.CanIhelpyou?”Themanagerwasa

woman.Herfacewaspointyand

shehadatinywaist.Shewasthinbutstilllookedstunning.Shewaswearingablackbusinessattirewith

awhitepatternedshirtthatmadeherlookskilledandexperienced.“Areyouthemanagerhere?”Aiden

askedwithahandsomesmileonhisface.Helookedatthewomanandthoughtthatshelookedpretty.If

possible,hewantedtomakeherhissecretaryorpersonalassistant.“Yes,Sir.However,ourcompanyis

goingthroughsomechangesthesefewdays.So,ifit’saboutbusiness,I’mafraidyou’llhavetocome

backinafewdays.”JudyWalteransweredpolitely.Shenoticedthattheseniorswhowereblockingthe

doorhadaskedthishandsomemantohelpthem.Plus,fromwhatshecouldgather,hehadquitea

positioninsociety.

Hemightevenknowherboss.“Iknowwhatyourcompanydoes.It’snousetellingmethat.I’mgoingto

tellyoutoreturntheseniorstheirmoney.I’vealreadyaskedmyfathertocontactyourpresident.I

mighthaveananswerinawhile.”“Andmyhouse,”Marthastoodatonesideandsaidwhenshesawthe

opportunity.“Don’tworry,AuntyMartha.I’llhelpyouaskforitback.”Aidennoddedhisheadandsaid.

However,hissmirkbetrayedwhathewasreallythinking.Itfeltgoodtobeinthelimelight,indeed.Judy

smiledandapologized,“I’msorry,Sir.Thisisbusiness-related,soIhavenorighttomakeadecision.

Sinceyouknowourpresident,pleasewaitpatientlyorperhaps,youcanaskhimtodropby?”Itwasnot

strangethatJudywouldnotbelieveAiden.Returntheirmoney?Sorry,butitwasimpossibleunlessthe

presidentcamehereandreturnedthemoneyhimself.Aftershesaidthat,Aiden’sfacefell.Heglanced

atJudy’snametagcoldlyandsaid,“ManagerJudy,right?I’mAidenGrant.I’mtheCEOofStardream

Media.MyfatherisGordonGrant,andhe’sthechairmanofSplendorEducationGroup.Youshouldhave

heardofit,right?DoyouthinkI’mmakingthisup?”Whenhesaidthat,Aidencouldnothidethegleein

hiseyes.HisfatherwasthechairmanofSplendorEducationGroup.Theirassetwasworthmorethan

onebillion!TheyweretheleadingeducationgroupinRiverdale!Plus,theyhadcloseconnectionswith



theeducationbureau.ItcouldbesaidthatifyouwerelivinginRiverdaleandyouwereeducated,then

youwouldbe

connectedtoSplendor.ThereweremorethanteneducationinstitutionsunderSplendorincluding

schools.Splendorwaseverywherefromkindergartens,primaryschools,andevenuniversities.Thiswas

whyAidenwassuperiortomostpeople.Judyfrownedwhensheheardthat.Shesmiledlightlyandsaid,

“Mr.Grant,it’snotthatwe’renotreturningthemoney.It’sjustthatwehavetowaitforourpresident

tomakeastatement.Whydon’tyoucallhimandaskhim?”JudyknewshecouldnotoffendAiden,so

shecouldonlydeclinehimaspolitelyasshecould.“Alright,justyouwait.I’llcallhimnow.”Aidendid

notwanttocausetroubleforthiswomanaswell.

Heturnedaroundandcalledhisfatheraftertakingouthisphone.“Hey,Dad.

What’stheprogress?”“I’mverybusynow.Idon’thavetime.Don’tcallmeforminorthingslikethis.I

knowMr.CollinsfromLucrativeFundsFinanceCompany,butyou’rejustmakingassumptionsabouthim.

Aren’tyoucuttingoffhissourceofincome?”Ontheotherendofthephone,Gordonscoldedhimangrily.

“Comebackhererightthisinstant.Don’tgetyourselfinvolvedinthis.Doyouknowwho’ssupportingMr.

Collinsbehindhisback?”Aidenwasstunned.Hedidnotexpecthisfathertonothelphim.

Wasthislittlecompanydifficulttodealwith?“Who?Aretheybetterthanus?”Aidenasked.“Theo

Zander!”Gordonsaidfirmly.“That’senough.Getyour*ssbackhererightnow.Iwon’tbeabletohelp

youifyougetintotrouble.”Theo’snamewasenoughtogetGordon’sattention.Apersonwhowasborn

athugandendedupwithalegitimatebusinessshouldnotbeviewedlightly.Aidenwasshockedwhen

heheardTheo’sname.Hestartedtopanic.Hisfacefellanddarkened.Hehungupthecall,andthe

seniorssurroundedhimtoaskhimatonofquestions.“Howisit,Aiden?Isitsolved?Canwegetour

moneyback?CanIgetmyhousebacktoo?”Marthawasimpatienttoknowtheresult.“Hey,it’sAiden

Grantwe’retalkingabout.Ifhe’swillingtostandupforus,thenofcoursehe’llbeabletosolvethis!

Right,Mr.Grant?”someoneasked.“Yeah,Mr.Grantishandsomeandskilled.Plus,he’stheyoung

masterofSplendor.Thiskindofthingisapieceofcakeforhim.”Lookingattheferventgazesofthe

seniors,Aidenknew

hewasindeeptrouble.Hehadjustmadeahugepromisetothemanditwouldbeembarrassingifhe

saidhecouldnotsolveitnow.Plus,Marthawasinvolvedinthis.

Chapter54

Ifheembarrassedhimselfinfrontofhisfuturemother-in-lawrightnow,itwouldmeanthathewould

losehischancewithWynn.Whenhethoughtofthis,Aidenforcedoutasmileandsaidwithaquiverin

hisvoice,“Um,ladiesandgentlemen,it’sdone.Don’tworry.IcalledMr.Collinsandhe’llcomehereto

handlethisinabit,sodon’tworry.Youcangobackandwaitforfurthernews.”Wheneveryoneheard

that,theycheeredandclappedforAiden.“Mr.Grantissuchanextraordinaryman.Hemanagedto

solvetheproblemrightafterstandingupforus.Ifmydaughterwasnotmarried,I’lldefinitelyaskherto



marryMr.Grant.”“Yeah!Mr.Grantissuchanamazingyoungman.Youcan’tcomeacrossthiskindof

maneasilynow.Martha,you’vegotyourselfagem!”“Hehe,Iremembersomeonetalkingbigabout

howhecansolvethisjustnow.NowthatMr.Granthassolvedthis,where’sthatpersonwhowastalking

big?”“Don’ttalkaboutthattrashofaman

anymore.He’sjustplayingtothegallery.”ThecrowdcheeredforAidenandcriticizedPhilipwhowas

incompatiblewiththecrowd.Aidendidnotcareanymore.Hewasenjoyingthiskindoftreatment,

especiallywhenMarthawaslookingathimlikehewasablockofgold.“Aiden,don’tworry.

I’mgoingtoagreetothisthingbetweenyouandWynnnow.”MarthagrabbedAiden’shandandsmiled

brightly.WhenshelookedoveratPhilip,shestartedtofeelangryjustfromlookingatthatidiot.She

wantedsobadlyforherdaughtertodivorcePhilipandmarryAideninstead.Philipstoodinacornerand

watched,ruminatingaseveryonepraisedAiden.Heknewwhathadhappened,butthismanwasstill

actingsoshamelessly.Shouldheexposehim?Nevermind.Hismother-in-lawwoulddespisehimforthat.

Judystoodattheentranceoftheofficeandwatchedeverythinghappensuspiciously.DidAidenreally

callherboss?Whydidshenotreceiveanymessages?“Mr.Grant,areyousureMr.Collinswillbehere

later?”Judyasked.ThisquestionfeltlikeasplashofcoldwateroverAiden’shead.Hewokeup

immediatelyfromhisenjoyment.“Um,Mr.Collinswillbehereinabit.”Aidendecidedtojustdeceive

Judy.Whatelseshouldhedo?Hewasclearlylying.IfMr.Collinsdidnotcomehere,itwouldbeaslapin

hisface.

No,hehadtocallhisfatheragain.HehadtogetMr.Collinstoshowhisfacenomatterwhat.Ifitcame

downtoit,hewouldjustpayhimbackwithahouse.Atthismoment,aMercedes-Benzstoppedinthe

distance.Amanwithabeerbellywalkedoutfromthecarhurriedly.Healmostfellintheprocess.Itwas

Lamar!Atthismoment,hewaspanicking.HehadbeenbroughtoverbyTheo.Theodidnotgetoutof

thecar.HeonlysatinthecarandwatchedPhilipwhostoodoutfromthecrowd.Hehopedhecouldstill

makeit.“Look,it’sMr.Collins!Mr.Collinsishere!”someoneyelledoutinthecrowd.Everyonelooked

overatthesametimeandsawLamarrunningover.Inaninstant,everyoneimmediatelyfeltextremely

gratefultoAiden.

“Look,Mr.Grantisindeedamazing.Mr.Collinsisreallyhere!”“Wecandefinitelygetourmoneyback

now.Mr.Grant,thankyousomuch!”

“Martha,youhavetoholdontoAidenatallcosts.He’ssuchanamazing

candidateforyourson-in-law.Youcan’tpasshimup.”Marthawasextremelygrateful.Aflowerwas

bloominginherheartwhenshelistenedtotheflatteriesoftheothermiddle-agedwomen.However,

AidenwasnervousbecauseheknewhehadnotmanagedtocontactMr.Collins.Whywashehere?Was

itPhilip’sdoing?Aiden’sgazelandedonPhilipwhowaslookingbored.Hedeniedthatthought

immediately.Impossible!Hewasjustauselesspieceoftrash!Mr.Collinswasthepresidentofa

company.HowwouldPhilipknowhim?WheneveryonewasgatheringaroundLamar,hewipedthe

sweatoffhisforeheadwithahandkerchief.Then,heranovertoAidenandPhilip.



Chapter55

LamarranoverhurriedlytoseeMr.Clarke.However,theseniorsblockedhimandaskedallatonce.“Mr.

Collins,canwegettherebatefromthemoneyweinvestedtoday?”“Canyoureturnourmoney?Idon’t

wanttoinvestanymore.”“Ourhousestoo.Pleasegiveitbacktous.Wedon’twanttoputupcollateral

anymore.You’reascammer!”Inaninstant,emotionswereheightened.Theseniorswereallmaking

threatsatLamarwhilesurroundinghimliketheywerelayersandlayersofclothesonhisbody.

Lamarwaspanicking.Hewavedhishandsandclearedhisthroatbeforesaying,“Everybody,pleasecalm

down.I’mheretoreturnthemoneyandhousestoyouall.Pleasegoandregisteroverthere.I’llaskmy

stafftogothroughtheprocedurewithyouall.Pleasedon’tpanic,okay?Ihavetomeetsomeone

importantrightnow.”Afterhesaidthat,Lamarcalledoverhisstaffwhothenbroughttheseniorsaway.

Whentheseniorsheardthattheirmoneyandhouseswouldbereturned,theywereecstatic.Theywere

smilingwidelywhileraisingtheirthumbsatAiden.“Mr.Grant,it’sallthankstoyou.”“Mr.Grantissuch

anamazingman.I’msogratefultoyou.Youmusthaveabrightfutureaheadofyou.”Ofcourse,some

werealsofawningoverMartha.Theystoodaroundherandsaidflatteringly,“Martha,you’vefound

yourselfarichson-in-law.IknowAidenisnotanordinaryman.Youhave

tokeephimbyyourside.”“Yeah,Martha.Ifyourdaughterdoesn’twanttomarryhim,I’llmakemy

move.Coincidentally,myidiotdaughterhasnoboyfriendyet.”WhenMarthaheardthat,shepanicked.

Shesaid,“Don’teventhinkaboutit.He’smypotentialson-in-law,andonlymyWynnissuitablefor

him.”Whenshesaidthat,shelookedoveratAiden.Shefeltsuchcalmnessandjoywhenshelookedat

him.Itwasbecauseofhimthatshewasabletoshowoffinfrontofherfriendstoday.Ifitwasthatpiece

oftrashPhilip,shewoulddefinitelybehumiliated.Withthatinmind,MarthawalkedovertoAidenand

thankedhimprofusely.“Aiden,it’sallthankstoyoutoday.Ifnot,Iwouldn’thaveknownwhattodo.”

“AuntyMartha,you’reflatteringme.ThisiswhatIshoulddo,”Aidensaidcourteously.

Marthawassmilingsowidelythatshecouldnotclosehermouth.ShelookedatAidenintenselyand

askedsuddenly,“Aiden,areyoufreetonight?

Havedinneratmyplace.I’llaskWynntocomebackearliertoaccompanyyou.”TheonlythingMartha

wantedtodorightnowwastopairupAidenandWynn.Shecouldnotletthisamazingson-in-law

escape.WhataboutPhilip,though?MarthadidnotevencareaboutPhilipanymore.Hewasjusta

coward.Hecouldjustgoanddowhateverhewanted.Aidenwassmilingbrightlywhilehisheart

bloomed.HefiguredhismarriagewithWynnwasalreadyhalfwaydone.WhenPhilipsawthis,his

eyebrowsknittedtogethertightly.Hewasveryunhappy.Hismother-in-lawwasinsufferablysnobbish.

HewasstandingrightthereandshewastryingtotietheknotbetweenAidenandhiswife.Ifthiswas

tolerable,whatwasnot?Plus,didAidenreallysolvethismess?LamarmadehiswaytoAidenand



grabbedhishands.Hesaidwithagrinonhisface,“Mr.Clarke,nicetomeetyou.Look,I’vereturnedthe

housesandmoney.Areyousatisfiednow?”AidenwaschattingwithMarthawhenhewasinterrupted

byLamarallofasudden.Plus,itseemedlikehegotthewrongperson.“Mr.Clarke?MynameisAiden

Grant.”AidenfrownedandlookedatLamar.Atthesametime,hewascuriousandpeeredatPhilip.

Whatwasgoingon?Atthismoment,MarthalookedatPhilipinpuzzlement.Shesaidangrily,“Mr.

Collins,you’vegotthewrongperson.

ThisisAiden.AidenGrant.He’stheonewhocalledyou.Ifnot,wewouldn’thavebeenabletogetin

touchwithyouatall.”InMartha’seyes,LamarwasthepresidentofLucrativeFundsFinanceCompany.

Beforethis,shewouldhavewantedtowinfavorswithpeoplelikehim.However,itwasdifferentnow.

AidencouldgetMr.Collinstocomeoverwithjustaphonecallandhecouldmakehimreturnthemoney

andhouses.HewasevengreaterthanMr.Collins.Assuch,shestartedtolookdownonLamareven

more.LamarblinkedfuriouslywhilelookingatAidenandMarthawholookedannoyed.Hewascurious.

WasMr.ClarkenotMr.Clarke?Wasitjustanalias?No,thatcouldnotbe.Hewassureofit!Theohad

toldhimthatMr.Clarkelikedtokeepalowprofile.Plus,hewastheonlyrichandhandsomeyoungman

atthescene.Theotheryoungmantheredidnotlookaswell-off.Withsuchacomparison,Lamarwas

convincedthatAidenwasMr.Clarke.Itwasprobablyjustanaliasbecausehewantedtokeepalow

profile.

Chapter56

Whenhethoughtaboutthat,Lamarlaughedandsaid,“Oh,Mr.Grant.I’msorryIcalledyouthewrong

name.Pleaseforgiveme.”WhenAidenheard

that,hisnervousnessvanished.WhenLamarhadcalledhimMr.Clarkeearlier,hewasextremely

nervous.Heknewbetterthananyoneelsethathehadnotdoneanything.Didhisfatherdosomething?

Possibly.Afterall,hewashisfather.Therewasnoreasonforhimtonothelphim,right?WhenAiden

heardLamarsayingthathecalledthewrongname,heletoutasighofrelief.Hesmiledandsaid,“Mr.

Collins,you’resohilarious.Ithoughtthattrashovertherecalledyou.”Philipwasjuststandingthereon

onesideoftheroom.HefrownedwhenAidensuddenlymentionedhim.Ontheotherhand,Lamar

continuedtosayinaflatteringmanner,“Mr.Grant,youmustbejoking.HowwouldIknowapoorfella

likehim?”Themanbeforehim,ontheotherhand,wasaveryimportantperson.Hemustgetonhis

goodside.Hejustneededtoreturnthemoneyandhouses.Itwasnobigdeal.

AccordingtoTheo,Mr.Clarke,orMr.Grant,wassomeonewhocouldcontroltheworld.Ifhecouldget

hisrecognition,hewouldbeabletoprosper.“Mr.Collins,sinceyou’rehere,pleasetakecareofthis

mess.Idon’twanttoaddmorefueltothefire.Pleasedoyourbest.”Aidenputhishandbehindhisback

andliftedhischin.Helookedarrogantandobnoxious.

ItwasasifLamardidnotmattertohim.Afterall,SplendorEducationGrouphadassetsthatwereworth

onebillion!Plus,hisfatherknewsomanyleadersfromdifferentindustries.IfLamarcouldcomehereto

returnthemoney,itmeantthathisfatherhadgivenhimalotofpressure.Ofcourse,thesewereall



Aiden’simaginations.Hedidnotknowwhatwasreallygoingon.LamarreallythoughtAidenwasMr.

Clarke.Henoddedandbowedbeforesaying,“Ofcourse,ofcourse.You’reabsolutelyright,Mr.Grant.”

MarthaandagroupofseniorswereverysurprisedwhentheysawAidenlecturingLamarlikeateacher

lecturinghisstudent.Assuch,MarthawasmoredeterminedtopairupAidenandWynn.Theseniors

wereallpraisingAidenwhilesurroundinghim.Theyweretalkingabouthimamongeachother.“Aidenis

amazing.It’llbegreatifmyson’slikehim.”“Yeah,he’sthepresidentofanenterpriseatsuchayoung

age.He’salsotheyoungmasterofSplendorEducationgroup.Noonecancomparetohim.”“Look

attheotherguy.He’sjuststandingtherelikeafool.Hewasstilltalkingsoloudlyjustnow.How

embarrassing!”TheseniorsstartedcriticizingPhilipagainmid-conversation.Philipwashelplessaswell.

WasLamaranidiot?

Howcouldhegetthewrongperson?However,hecouldnotdoanything.

Shouldhegoupthereandtellhim?Itwouldbelikeaskingfordeath.Theseniorswoulddefinitelykill

him.Nevermind,then.AidensawPhilip’sbitterexpressionandstartedsneeringathiminhisheart.He

walkedtohimandpattedhisshoulder.Hecomfortedpretentiously,“Philip,don’tbesad.

Takeonestepatatime,andperhapsoneday,you’llbelikeme.Eventhoughitmightbeinyournextlife,

butatleastyouhaveagoalnow.”Afterhesaidthat,Aidencouldnothelpbutletoutahugelaugh.

Everyonestartedtolaughalongwithhim.Marthastartedlaughingaswell.HerhatredtowardPhilipwas

gettingmoreandmoreintense.ShehadnevertreatedPhiliplikehewasherson-in-law.Lamarwalked

overandinterruptedAiden.“Mr.Grant,um,doyouhavetime?Theoishereandwantstomeetyou.

Whydon’twetalkinthecar?”Aidenwasshocked.Therewaspuzzlementinhiseyes.Whothefckwas

Theo?WhatthehellwasgoingonwithLamar?“Idon’tcareifhe’sTheoorTeddy.Idon’tknowhim.Do

youthinkI’lljustmeetanyone?”Aidenwasannoyed.Whenhesaidthat,Lamarwasstunned.Hedidnot

knowTheo?Lamarstartedtofeelagitated.Then,herememberedwhathappenedearlierwhenhe

calledhimMr.Clarke.Didhereallygetthewrongperson?Atthesametime,Lamargotamessageonhis

phone.ItwasfromTheo.“LamarCollins!Yougotthewrongfckingperson!ThatoneisMr.

Clarke!”Boom!Allofasudden,Lamar’sheadstartedbuzzing.Hisbreathingbecamerapidandhispupils

constricted.‘Fck!‘Igotthewrongfckingperson!’LamargrabbedhisphoneandstaredatPhilipwhohad

aweirdexpressiononhisface.Sweatstartedpouringoutfromhisforehead.

WhileAidenwaspointingsarcasticallyandlaughingatPhilip,asoundwasheard.Smack!Lamarwas

furious.HeapproachedAidenwhowassmirkingevillyandslappedhimacrosstheface.Heyelled,“You

motherfcker!Whothefckareyou?”Atthatmoment,everyonewasshocked.

Chapter57

Whatwasgoingon?Whyweretheyfighting?Theseniorsweresoshockedthattheywerespeechless.

Aidenhimselfwasstunnedforaverylongtime.



Hedidnotknowwhatwasgoingon.“Fck!LamarCollins!Areyoufckinginsane?Whythefckareyou

hittingme?”Aidenwasfurious.Hisfacehadturnedred.Thiswassoembarrassing.Inthefirstsecond,

hehadbeentryingtoflatterhim.Now,Lamarwasslappinghimacrosstheface.WhenMarthasawthat

Aidenwasslapped,shewasenraged.SheranoverandpushedLamar.Sheyelled,“Areyouinsane?Why

didyouslapAiden?Ifyoudon’tgiveusanexplanationnow,we’llstandinfrontofyourofficeandcall

thecopsonyou!”Lamarwaslivid.HepushedawayMarthawhowasbeingrudeandunreasonable.Then,

heroared,“Fckoff!HowdarethisfckerpretendtobeMr.Clarke?Iwenteasyonhim!Ishouldskinhim

aliveandpluckoutallofhisnerves!”Whenhesaidthat,LamarglancedatPhilipwhowasstandingat

oneside.Then,heignoredtheseniorswhoweremakingaruckusandwalkedtoPhilip.Hesmiledwidely

andbowed.Heimmediatelyapologized.“I’msorry,Mr.Clarke.Iwasblind,soIgotthewrongperson.

Areyoualright?ShouldIpunishthatidiotforyou?”LamarwastalkingaboutAiden.Everyoneshutup

whentheysawthisscene.Mr.Clarke?Lamarwasinsane!Hewasapologizingtoacowardandcalling

himmister.Itwassuchaninsulttocallhimthat.Aidenwaslivid.Hefeltthathehadlostallrespect.He

yelled,“Collins,you’refckingoutofyourmind!WhatthefckdoyoumeanbyMr.Clarke?Hisnameis

PhilipClarkeandhe’sjustacowardlydeliveryguy!Doyouknowwhatyoujustdid?Doyouknowwhat

you’redoingrightnow?”Fck!Aidenwasvehement.Lamarwasahugeidiot.Hewasbeingsorespectful

toacoward.Lamarturnedhisfaceandpulledonthecollarofhissuit.Hesaidcoldly,“Idon’tneedyou

totellmewhattodo.You’reAiden,right?WhydidyoupretendtobeMr.

Clarke?”Pretend?Aidenwasconfused.HepointedatPhilipandscoffed.

“WhyshouldIpretendtobethatidiot?Can’tyouseethedifferencebetweenmeandhim?He’sjusta

pieceoftrash.Whyshouldhehavetherightstostandhere?”Afterhesaidthat…Lamarranovertohim

andpunchedhimintheface.Hisnosestartedbleedingprofusely.Afterthat,thecrowdwentcrazy.“Fck!

Collins,you’readeadman!Ifyoudon’tgivemeanexplanationrightnow,I’llmakeyoudisappearfrom

Riverdale!”Aidenyelledloudlyasheclutchedhisnose.Bloodwasseepingoutfromthespacebetween

hisfingers.MarthahandedAidensometissuestostopthebleeding.Herhearthurtfromseeingthat.At

thesametime,sheturnedtoLamarandshrieked,“Callthepolice!Callthepolicenow!Putthismanin

jail!”Lamarwasfurious.HeswunghishandandwasabouttoslapMarthaacrosstheface.Martha’s

eyeswentwide.Then,sheclosedhereyesfromfear.However…AhandgrabbedLamar’ssuddenly.A

voicesaid,“Mr.Collins,that’senough.She’smymother-in-law.”Whoelsecoulditbe?ItmustbePhilip.

Hecouldnotwatchthisanymore.Lamar’sheartfellashetrembledvigorously.Hisentirebodywent

cold.Fck!ShewasMr.Clark’smother-in-law!Noway.Whywashismother-in-lawsidingwithan

outsider?Beforehecouldthink,LamarbowedandapologizedtoPhilip.“I’msorry,Mr.

Clarke.I…Ihadnoidea.”Whenhesaidthat,Lamar’svoicechanged.Hesoundedterrified.Now,

everyoneunderstood.Mr.CollinswasscaredofPhilip.CoulditbethatPhilipwastheonewhohelped

them?EveryoneincludingMarthawaspuzzled.Shewasinastateofshockrightnow.Sincewhendid

hercowardlyson-in-lawbecomesotalented?PhiliponlyglancedatLamarcoldlybeforethelatter

apologizedtoMarthaimmediately.

“MadamYates,Iamsosorry.Iwastooimpulsivejustnow.Iwillreturnyourmoneyandhousefirst.I’ll

evengiveyouaninterestof300,000bucks!”



Marthawasangry,butwhensheheardtheword‘money’,shestartedbreathingheavilyasasmile

blossomedonherface.“Aw,whatareyoutalkingabout,Mr.Collins?Areyoureallygivingmean

interestof300,000

bucks?”Marthawasamoney-grubber.SheimmediatelyignoredAidenwhowasstandingbehindher

whensheheardLamartalkingaboutmoney.Plus,itwas300,000bucks.Lamarnoddedandsaid,“Of

course!Youinvestedsomuch.Ofcourse,you’llgetsomethinginreturn.”“Great!That’samazing!

CanIhaveitnow?”Marthawassohappythatevenhersmilewascrooked.

BeforeLamarcouldanswer,theseniorsstartedmakingnoisesagain.“Noway,Mr.Collins.Weinvested

too!Dowegetsomethinginreturnaswell?”

“Whyisshetheonlyonewho’llgetinterest?”“Iwasthefirsttoinvestinyourcompany.Shouldn’tyou

returnmymoneyfirst?”Everyonewascominginstrong.Lamarhadnochoicebuttoyell,“Whatareyou

doing?

MadamYatesisMr.Clarke’smother-in-law.I’mhappytoreturnhermoneyfirstandgivehersomething

inreturn.That’smybusiness.Justwaitatoneside!”Eventhoughthecrowdwasnotpleased,their

angerwasdiminishedslightly.Afterall,thepresidentwastheonewhodecidedifhewantedtoreturn

themoneyandhouseornot.Theydidnotdaretobesoaggressive.

However,theystartedtohatePhilipevenmore.Thiswasatraitsharedbyhumans.Iftheycouldnotget

something,theywouldhateandresent.

Chapter58

“What’sgoingon?Aiden’stheonewhosolvedthis,right?WhyisMr.

CollinshereforPhilip?”“Areyouonlyseeingitnow?WhoisPhilip?Isn’thejustapieceoftrash?”

“Marthaisunreliable.She’streatinguslikewe’refools!”Theseniorsgatheredtogetherandstarted

gossiping.Theirfaceswerefilledwithshockandenvy.Marthacouldseeitnow.Mr.Collinshadcome

hereforherson-in-law.ShepulledPhiliptoonesideandaskedinaflatteringway,“Philip,doyouknow

Mr.Collins?”Thiswasthefirsttime

Philipfeltthiskindnessfromher.Philipwantedtotellherthetruth,butafterpondering,hesaid,“Mom,

you’remistaken.HowwouldIknowamanlikeMr.Collins?Ijustcalledafriendofhisandcoincidentally,

he’sresponsibleforthis.Maybehe’stheoneexertingpressureonhim?”WhenMarthaheardthat,she

wasnotsuspicious.Shenoddedandsaiddisappointedly,“Iknewit.You’rejustacoward.Howwould

youknowpeoplelikeMr.Collins?”

Philipfrowned.Hismother-in-law’sattitudetowardhimchangedsoquickly.“Alright,leavetherestto

me.Don’ttalkanymore,”Marthasaidcoldly.ShewasworriedthatafoolishguylikePhilipwouldruin

thingsbyrunninghismouth.Plus,shestillwantedtoflexinfrontofherfriends.Whenshethought



aboutthis,Marthawalkedawaywithherheadheldhigh.ShepointedatLamarandscolded,“Mr.Collins,

Ithinkyouhavetogetintouchwithyourconscience.Youcan’tjustgivemesomething,youhavetogive

everyonesomethingtoo.”Actually,whenshesaidthat,shewasextremelynervous.Afterall,shedidnot

knowthelevelofPhilip’sfriend.ShedidnotknowhowmuchinfluenceandpowerPhilip’sfriendhad

overLamar.WhenshesawLamarfrowning,shefeltevenmorenervous.Shewasevenreadytochange

hermind.Ifitwasimpossible,thenheshouldjustreturnhers.

WhoknewLamarwouldsoonagreewithasmileonhisface.“MadamYates,you’reright.Ihavetotap

intomyconscience.We’lljustgoaccordingtoourinitialplan.Everyonewillgetreturns.Pleasego

registernowandI’llaskmystafftogetthemoneyfromthebanklater.”Cheerseruptedfromthecrowd

afterafewsecondsofsilence.“Thankyou,Mr.Collins!Thankyou,LucrativeFundsFinanceCompany!”

“Martha,you’resoamazing.Thisisallthankstoyouandyourson-in-law.”“Martha,areyouhiding

somethingfromus?Didn’tyousayPhilipisuseless?”Afterawhile,theentiregroupofseniorswas

sweet-talkingMartha.Shefeltlikeshewasabouttofloataway.WhentheyaskedaboutPhilip,Martha

liedwithnoshame.“Oh,it’snothing.Philipisstillokay.HeknowsMr.Collinsfromalongtimeago.”

Whenshesaidthat,everyonestartedflatteringhernon-stop.ThiswastheproudestMarthahadever

felt.Ontheotherside,Aidenwasignoredby

everyone.HeglaredatPhilipwithahorribleexpressiononhisface.Then,hesnuckawaysilently.That

wassoembarrassing!Philipbeathim!Heevenhadconnections!Whenhegotintothecar,hecalledhis

fatherfuriously.

“Dad,didyouhelpmeaskornot?”“Askwhat?Getyour*ssbackhererightnow!Stopgettingyourself

involvedinthis!ThepartywithCivilTradingGroupisinafewdays.Getbackhereandmake

preparations,”Gordonyelledangrilyontheothersideofthephone.Afterhehungupthephone,Aiden

punchedthesteeringwheelinanger.HeglaredatPhilipthroughthecarwindow.“PhilipClarke,I’ll

neverforgiveyou.”Whenitwasdone,MarthawarnedPhilipwhentheyweregoinghome.“Youhaveto

keepthissecretforme,okay?Ifnot,I’llaskWynntodivorceyou!Also,takemetoseeyourfriendnext

time.Ihavetothankhimpersonally.”Actually,Marthaalreadyhadaplan.Shewouldpreparemore

backupsasherson-in-law.ShewouldnotchangeheropinionaboutPhilipbecauseofwhathappened

today.

Trashwouldalwaysbetrash.Withnochoice,Philipagreed.Aftereveryoneleft,hegotintotheBenz

withLamar.Ashortwhilelater,thecarstoppedinfrontoftheentranceofGopherDeliveryServices.

TheoandLamardroveawayafterPhilipgotout.Whenhegottotheentrance,hesawAgnesplaying

withMila.Agneswasakindandattentivewoman.OnecouldtellthatshelikedMilaalot.Today,she

waswearingaredgirdleskirt.Herlongandcurlyhairthatwasrestingonherbackgaveherthecharmof

amaturewoman.“Mr.Clarke,you’rehere.”WhenAgnessawPhilip,shewalkedoverwithMila.Shehad

asmileonherface.“Daddy!”Milaopenedherarmsandaskedforhugshappily.Philiptookoverand

playedwithMilaforawhile.Then,heasked,“How’stheprogress?”“Imadeareservation.Wecango

getthebikesnow,”Agnessaidbeforeaskinghesitantly,“Mr.Clarke,areyousureyouwanttochangeall

ofthebikestoHarley-Davidsons?Theycosttensofmillions.”PhilipsmiledandplayedwithMila.Hesaid,



“Yes,changeallofthem.”Inablinkofaneye,AgnesdroveherVolkswagenCC

withPhiliptotheHarley-DavidsonshopinMapleRoad.PhilipwalkedintotheshopfirstwhileAgnes

wenttoparkthecar.Whenhegotin,hehearda

sweetvoice.“Hello,Sir.Areyouheretolookatbikes?Whichonedoyouhaveyoureyeson?Ican

introduceittoyou.ThisisthelatestHarleyCruiserFXDRTM114.Thepromotionpriceforitrightnowis

340,000bucks.”

“Alright,howmanydoyouhave?”Philipasked.“Howmany?”Thesalespersonwasstunned.Whatdid

hemeanbyhowmany?Whenhesawthepuzzlementonherface,heexplained,“It’slikethis.Ilike

Harleys.So,Iwanttobuy100formystaff.”HelikedHarleys,sohe’sbuying100Harleysforhisstaff.

Whatdidthatmean?Washeanouveauriche?

Chapter59

ThiswasthemostsavagestatementIsabelleFordhadeverheardaftersomanyyearsofsellingHarley-

Davidsons.Hejustcameupandaskedheriftheyhad100bikes.Isabellewasstunned.Afterawhile,she

saidbitterly,

“Sir,areyousureyouwant100?Andyouwant100ofthelatestmodels?”

Philipnoddedindifferently.“Right.Doyounothavethatmany?Ifnot,it’sfineaslongastheyare

Harleys.”Isabellewasstunnedonceagain.ItwasfineaslongastheywereHarleys?Justhowmuchdid

thismanlikeHarleys?

“Sir,weonlyhave32instock.Wejustdidthecountthismorning.Wedon’thave100,”Isabellesaid

sadly.Wasthismanreallyanouveauriche?WhenPhilipheardthat,heliftedhiseyebrowandlooked

around.“Only32?”

AccordingtoPhilip’scalculation,hewouldatleastneed100.Eventhoughtheyonlyhadmorethanten

employees,itwouldbefineifhehiredmore

people.ThiswasthefirsttimeIsabellemetaclientwhowantedtobuy100

Harleysinonego.ShecouldnothelpbutlookatPhilipupanddown.Whatifhewascrazy?Afterlooking

athim,herfacechanged.Thisguy’soutfitwasverynormal.Hewaswearingapairofjeansthatwere

alreadywhitefromfrequentwashingandawhitet-shirt.Hewasalsowearingapairofdirtysportshoes,

andhehadaroughstubbleonhisface.Apersonlikethiscouldafford100Harleys?Washejusthereto

bepretentious?Whenshethoughtaboutthis,Isabelle’sexpressionfell.AfterseeingPhilipdeepin

thought,itmadeherevenmoresurethatthisguywasheretocausetrouble.



“Sir,doyoustillwantthem?”Isabelleaskedwhilecontrollingheremotions.

Philipfrownedandshookhishead.Hesaid,“Youdon’thave100anyway.”

Hehe.Thistime,Isabellesmirkedcoldly.Hehadjustblownhiscover.‘100?

Ithinkyoucan’tevenaffordone.Whyareyoustillpretendingtoberich?’

“Areyousureyou’reheretobuymotorcycles?”Isabellesaidinadespicablewayasshecrossedher

arms.Injustasecond,shebecamearrogantandoverbearing.“Yeah,I’mheretobuymotorcycles.100.

Doyouhavethem?”

Philipfrowned.Thissalespersondidnothavetheenthusiasmshehadjustnow.“Enough!Howlongare

yougoingtopretend?100?Idon’tthinkyoucanevenaffordjustone!Can’tyouseewhereyouare

beforecomingheretoputupanact?”Isabellestartedshoutinginanger.‘Whothehellishe?

Howdarehecomeandcausetroubleintheearlymorning?Hemustbetiredoflife!’“Howdoyouknow

ifIcanaffordthemornot?Plus,Imadeareservation.”Philipwasunhappy.Whywasthissalesperson

lookingdownonhim?Plus,didsheswallowastickofdynamitethismorning?Orwasshesufferingfrom

anirregularperiod?“Hahaha,areyoukiddingme?You’resayingyoucanafford100?”Isabellelookedat

Philipfromheadtotoeandscoffed.“Sir,ifyouwanttobuyacarwithtwowheels,pleasegooutand

turnright.Yadeaisjustrightthere.Apoormanlikeyoushoulddriveamotorcyclelikethat.Plus,it’seco

-friendly.”“Isabelle,stopjoking.Apoormanlikehimwantstobuyamotorcycle?”Anothersalesperson

walkedoverandjeered.“Doyouseewhathe’swearing?Idon’tthinkhecanevenafford

aYadea.He’sjustheretotakepicturesandpostthemonhissocialmediatoshowoff.”Isabellechuckled

sarcasticallyandwarnedPhilip.“Getoutnow.Noteverypieceoftrashcancomeinhere.”Philipwas

agitated.Thesepeopleweretoosnobbish.Didtheynotknowthattherichlikedtokeeplowprofiles?

Didhereallylookthatpoor?Agnesraninfromthedooratthismoment.Sheasked,“Mr.Clarke,what’s

wrong?”PhilipshookhisheadandlookedattheHarleysintheshop.“Let’sgo.Theydon’twelcomeus

here.”

“Don’twelcomeus?”Agnesaskedsurprisingly.Lookingattheoverbearingsalesperson,Agnesknew

whatwasgoingon.“Hello,Imadeareservationtolookatthemotorcyclestoday.Pleasegetyour

managerforme,”Agnessaidunhappily.Shewastryingtocontrolheremotions.“Whatreservation?

Therearenoreservationstoday.Getoutnow.Thesetwoactorshaveevenstartedacting.Mr.Clarke?

Areyoutwoidiots?”Isabellescoldedlikeamadwoman.“You!”Agneswaslivid.Philipgrabbedherarm

andsaid,“It’sfine.We’llgonextdoor.”Agnesstompedherfeetinanger.Thetwoturnedaroundto

leavewhenIsabellesaidsarcastically,“Hehe,youhavenomoneyforHarleysyetyouwant100.”“Yeah,

themomenthecameintoourshop,Iknewhewasonlyheretolookatthemotorcycles.Nexttime,we

havetoputasignboardoutsideofourshopthatsays,‘Poorpeopleanddogsareforbiddentoenter’.”

Philipclenchedhisfistsandsuppressedhisanger.Hewalkedoutofthedoorandturnedleftintoashop

sellingBMWmotorcycles.



Whenheenteredtheshop,ayoungsalespersoncameover.“Sir,doyouwanttobuyamotorcycle?”

Philipsaidflatly,“Yes.I’mbuying100.”

“Alright,whichonedoyoulike?Icanletyouknowmoreaboutit,”thesalespersonsmiledandsaid.

EventhoughhedidnotthinkapersondressedlikePhilipwouldbeabletoaffordit,hestillhadto

introducethemotorcyclestohimasitwashisduty.However…Suddenly…Thesalespersonwasstunned.

Herepeatedwhilestammering,“100?”“Yes.100.

Doyouhavetheminstock?”Philipsmiledandsaid.Insane.Thatwasinsane.100BMVmotorcycles.“Sir,

pleasewait.I’llgogetmymanager.”

Chapter60

ThankGodthesalespersonwasquitesmart.Hecalledthemanagerimmediately.Themanagerwasa

maninhisforties.Hehadamannerthatwasoutoftheordinary.Hewassmilingandlookedamiable.He

reachedouthishandtoPhilip.“Hello,Sir.IamthemanagerofthisBMW

motorcyclespecialtyshop.MynameisJohnSmith.”Philipgrabbedhishand.“PhilipClarke.”Johnsmiled

andsaid,“Mr.Clarke,pleasecomewithme.”HeledPhilipandAgnestoatableandpersonallybrewed

twocupsoftea.Heputtheminfrontofbothofthem.“FreshlymadeTieguanyin.”Afterhesatdown,

Johnrubbedhishandstogether.“IheardfromJudethatyouneedreadystockcars?”Philipnoddedand

said,“Yes,Ineed100

motorcyclesformystaff.”Johnwastakenaback.“100?Readystock?”

Philiptookasipofhisteaandsaid,“Yeah,Ineed100.However,Idon’tthinkyouhavethatmany

here…”Johnwassmart,ifnot,hewouldnotbethemanager.Hegrittedhisteethandsaid,“Ifyouneed

them,Icangetyou100thisweek,Mr.Clarke.”Thiswasahugebusiness!Anastronomicalbusiness!He

didnotdaretodilly-dally.“Oneweek?”Philipwasdisappointed.“Yes,Icangetyou100inaweek,”John

saidandnoddedseriously.Alotofshopswouldnothavethisability,butJohnwasdifferent.

First,hewasthemanager.Second,thiswasatransactionthatinvolveduptotenmillion!Theother

shopswouldhavetocooperate.“No,Ineedthem

now.Ifyoucangetme100today,I’lltakethem.Aweekistooslow.Youshouldknowwe’readelivery

company.Wecan’twaitforevenonesecond.

Thecustomerswillcomplainifwe’reslow.”WhenPhilipsaidthat,Johnwasshocked.Today?Sofast?

Wait!Deliverycompany?F*ck!Deliverypeopleusuallyusedbattery-poweredbikes.Mr.Clarkewas

insane!HewasbuyingBMWmotorcyclesforhisstafftodeliverfood!Veryrich!Hewasanouveauriche

indeed!
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Chapter61

Agnes’expressionchanged.HowmuchmoneydidPhiliphave?“Howmanycanyougettoday?”“Um…I

havetotry.”Johntrembled.However,hewasfueledwithmotivationatthesametime.Ifhemanaged

togetthisbusiness,hewoulddefinitelybethebestsalesrepresentativethisyear!Tenminuteslater.

“Mr.Clarke,the100BMWmotorcyclesyou’reaskingforcomesuptoatotalof28,570,000bucks.”John

walkedoverwithhisbill.

Hehadalreadycontactedtheothershopsandgotthemtodeliverthebikestoday.Philiplookedatthe

timeandtookouthiscardforthesalesperson.

“Takemycard.”Georgehadgivenhimthiscardwhentheywereatthedessertshoplasttime.Hesaid

therewas100billioninside.Hecoulduseithoweverhewanted.Thiswasthefirstassetthefamilygave

Philip.Tobehonest,100billionbuckswasnothingtohim.Beforethis,hesawhisfamilyminingforgold

anddiamondsinAfricaandSouthAmerica.Johnwasstillinshock.Hegrabbedthecardwhilebeingina

daze.Heaskedsuddenly,

“Areyounotgoingtotakealoan?”Huh?Thistime,Philipwastheonewhowasshocked.“Takealoan?

WhyshouldI?Ihavethemoney,”Philipsaid.

Nouveauriche!Thiswasatrulyrichman!Hewasbuying100BMW

motorcyclesjustlikethis.AfterJohnswipedthecardandPhilipsignedthecontract,theformerfinally

camebacktohissenses.Thismanreallyboughtthem!‘Fckme!Hereallyboughtthem!It’satransaction

of30millionbucks!‘Ohmy.Thatmanissowillingtopartwithhismoney.Heinstantlybought100!‘Are

theyhiring?Iwanttoworkforhim.’Undereveryone’senviousgazes,Philiptookoverabunchofkeys

fromJohnandwalkedoutthedoorwithAgnes.Abunchofcarkeys!However,thatwasnotall.He

wouldcomebacklatertogettherestofthem.Behindthem,thesalespeoplestoodinonerowand

yelledinunison,“CongratulationsMr.Clarkeforyour100newBMWmotorcycles.”Theywereyelling

veryloudly.ThestaffintheHarley-Davidsonspecialtyshopwereamusedbywhattheyheard,sothey

ranouttoseewhatwasgoingon.Isabellewasoneofthem.“Fckme!

BMWsold100bikes?That’sa30milliontransaction!”“Who’sthatrichperson?Letmesee.”“Over

there!He’scoming.”ThestafffromHarley-Davidsonstoodattheirshopandwatchedthepeoplewho

werewalkingoutfromtheBMWmotorcyclespecialtyshopnextdoor.

Chapter62

Thegroupofpeoplewassqueezingtheirheadstoseewhatwasgoingon.

Theywantedsobadlytoseewhothatnouveaurichewas.100BMW



motorcycles!Thatmanywouldcost20to30millionbucks!“He’shere!”

someonefromthecrowdyelled.Everyone’seyesweregluedtothepeoplewhowerewalkingoutofthe

BMWshop.Theleaderwasamiddle-agedman.Theyknewhim.HewasManagerSmith,themanagerof

theBMW

motorcyclespecialtyshop.Hewaswalkingwithayoungman.Hewascourteousandpolitetohim.He

keptonnoddingandbowing.HeonlystoppeduntilheescortedthemanintoaBMWX8thatwas

alreadypreparedprior.Thiswasthelevelofserviceforahugeclient.Theywouldgetacartodrivethem

around.ThepeopleintheHarley-Davidsonshopdidnotevengettoseethefaceofthenouveauriche

beforehegotintothecarandleft.

Thereweretoomanypeoplethere,sotheycouldnottakeacloserlook.“Ican’tseehim.Whoisthat?

He’ssorich.Whydidn’thebuythebikesfromus?”someonegrumbled.Indeed,100BMWmotorcycles

wouldeasilycostafewmillion.Hewasbasicallygivingawaymoney.“Iremembernow.Isittheonewho

wechasedoutjustnow?Didn’thewanttobuy100Harleys?”

someonesaidloudly.Inaninstant,everyonefellsilent.Isabelle’sfacefell.

Sheonlycamebacktohersenseswhenthecardroveaway.Sheyelled,

“Howisthatpossible?Howwouldthatpersonbeabletoafford100BMW

motorcycles?Stopguessing.Ifhecouldbuy100bikes,I,IsabelleFord,willkowtowandapologizeto

him!”Isabellewasgoingallthewaywiththatstatement.Shehadnochoice.Shedidnotwantto

embarrassherself.Plus,thatpoormanwhowantedtobuy100Harleysjustnowwouldnotbeableto

affordthose.Noway!“Yeah,IsupportIsabelle.Youguyswerenotaroundwhenithappened.His

clothingwassoshabby-looking.Ifhereallyhadthemoneytobuy100BMWs,whydidn’thebuyfrom

us?”ThesalespersonstoodnexttoIsabelleandsupportedher.However,theyforgotthattheywerethe

oneswhokickedhimout.Everyonestartedlaughingandmakingsarcasticremarks.Afterthecrowd

dispersed,theywentbacktodotheirownthings.However,Isabellefelthorrible.Afterall,itwas100

BMWs.Theirneighbormustbehangingupabannertocelebraterightnow.

No,shehadtogoandaskaboutthis.AnouveaurichelikethismightcometobuyaHarleyoneday

whenhewashappy.Withthatthought,IsabellewenttotheBMWmotorbikespecialtyshop.Ofcourse,

shewouldnotgoin.Shewouldjustwaitattheentrance.Sheknewthebuyerwouldcomebacktoget

hisbikes.Afterall,BMWwouldnotdeliver100bikeshereinstantly.Shewasstandingattheonlyroad

thatledtotheshop.Shewoulddefinitelybeabletospotthatnouveaurichefromhere.Sheonlyhad

onechance.Shehadtograspittightly.Atthismoment,asweetvoicecamefrombehindher.“Belle,

whatareyoudoing?”Isabelleturnedaroundandsawhercousin,Ruby.Shewaswithherfriendswhen

theywalkedover,thesmelloftheirperfumeslingeringintheair.Herfriendsweredressedvery

provocativelyandstylishly.Nineoutoftenmenwouldturnaroundtolookatthemwhentheywalked

past.Plus,herfriendswerenottoobad.Theyhadnicebodiesandwerenotstingyinshowingtheworld

whattheirmothersgavethem.“MissIsabelle.”Theothergirlsgreeted.Theyallkneweachother.“It’s



fine.I’mjustwaitingforsomeone,”Isabellesmiledandsaid.

“Whyareyousofreetoday?”RubygrabbedIsabelle’sarmscoquettishly

andsaid,“Mybirthdayisinafewdays.Icameheretoinviteyoutoameal.”

Isabellerolledhereyesatherandsaid,“Sure,I’llgo.”“Youhavetobringsomerichmenover.My

friendsareintheir‘windowperiod’.They’redesperate,”Rubysaidgleefully.Then,thegangchatted

withIsabelleforalongwhile.

Chapter63

Rubywasimpatient.Sheaskedwhilelookingaround,“Belle,whoareyouwaitingfor?”“Anouveauriche.

Doyouseethatbanner?Hebought100

BMWbikesfor30million.”WhenIsabellesaidthis,shecouldnothelpbutfeelenvious.Whycouldshe

notmeetsomeonerichlikethat?“What?100?

30million?”Ruby’seyeswerewidefromshock.Hermouthwaswideopentoo.Onecouldfittwoeggs

intohermouth.“Isabelle,isthattrue?”“Wow.

Whatarichman.Whydidn’tIcomehereearlier?”“Noway.I’mwaitingforhimheretoo.Maybehe’ll

takeafancytome?”Thefewgirlsstartedchattering.Atthesametime,theydidnotforgettotakeout

theirmakeupbagstotouchuptheirfaces.Theywereactingliketheyweregoingonablinddate.The

onlydownsidetothiswasthatthewindwasstrong,sotherewasalotofdustparticlesintheair.

However,theydidnotcare.Therewasanouveaurichewhocouldbuy100BMWbikeswith30million

bucks.Aslongastheycouldgettheirhandsonhim,theywouldnotmindeatingdustouthere.Isabelle

shookherheadhelplesslywhenshesawtheirexcitedfaces.Wasshenotjustlikethem?Itwouldbe

enoughforhertomeetsucharichpersoninherlifeevenifitwasjustonetime.Rubykeptlooking

around.Shewantedtobargeintotheshopandaskabouttheman’sbackground.Ifpossible,shedidnot

minddumpingthatcoward,Howard,aside.“Belle,whydidn’thebuywithyouguysifhe’ssorich?

Doesn’tyourshopspecializeinsellingbikeslikethese?”Rubyaskedweakly.Isabelleshookherheadand

smiledbitterly.“IfIknew,Iwouldn’tbewaitinghere.”

Then,shethoughtofsomething.Shescoffedbeforesaying,“Right,letmetellyouguyssomething

hilarious.”Whentheyheardthattherewasgossip,

thegirlsliftedtheirearsandlistenedcarefully.Theywerelikebabybirdswhowerewaitingfortheir

mothertofeedthem.Theyaskedimpatiently,

“What’ssofunny?Lookatyoulaughingaway.”“Yeah,tellus,Isabelle.”

Isabellehadsuccessfullyelicitedthegirls’curiosity.“Youhavenoidea.

Thismorning,amancametoourshoptobuybikesaswell.Hesaidhewanted100Harleys!Iwas



shocked,soIthoughttomyself,‘Arewehavingahugeclienttoday?’However,wedon’thave100bikes.

Weonlyhave32.

So,Itoldhimthathonestly,andguesswhathesaid?”“Whathappenednext?

Tellus!”Thegirls’eyeswerewidefromanxiousness.“Isaidweonlyhave32.Thatmanlooked

disappointedandsaid,‘Just32?’Withthattone,Iknewheneverwantedtobuythem.Ifyouwerereally

rich,you’djustsayit’sfineifwedon’thave100.However,didyouknowthatmanwaswearingapairof

white-washedjeansandhadstubblesalloverhisface?Iwasfurious.Hewasclearlynotrightinthehead

andwastryingtocausetroubleinourshop,soIkickedhimout.”WhenIsabellesaidthat,shestill

lookedmad.“Noway.Apersonlikethatstillexists?”“Igotit.Thatpersonmusthaveseenthatsomeone

bought100BMWbikes,sohepurposelywenttoyourshoptopretendtobuytoo.Howcheap!”“Wow,

howembarrassing.Thatmanisthescumofsociety.”“IfIwerehim,Iwouldnotwanttoliveanymore.”

“Nevermind.He’sjustcrazy.Let’snottalkaboutthis.”Isabellesmiled.“Right,Ruby,wherearewegoing

foryourbirthday?”“DunhuangRestaurant,”

Rubysmiledandanswered.Thegirlsstartedchattingagainwhilewaiting.

Everyonehadtheirownplansintheirhearts.Isabelledidnotwanttochatanymore,soshekeptlooking

inthedirectionofthejunction.Herheartwasonthatmanwhoboughtthe100BMWbikes.Humans

wereselfish.Shehopedthatthenouveaurichewouldtakeaninterestinher.Ifthatwerethecase,she

wouldnothavetoworryaboutherlivelihoodanymore.“Right,Belle,what’sthenameofthatcrazyguy

whowantedtobuy100Harleys?Iwanttoknowaguylikehim.He’ssothick-skinned.”Rubyjokedand

lookedatthejunction.“Youhavenoidea.Howard’sfriend,Philip,borrowedmoneyfromhimnotlong

agoandIscoldedhim.Thatmanisthe

sameastheguyyousawtoday.They’realltrash.”WhenshethoughtaboutPhilip,Rubyfeltanger

bubblinginherheart.ShehadtoaskHowardtostopcontactingthisfriendofhis.“Nevermind.Those

peoplearejustidiots.Whydoyouwanttoknowhim?”Isabellelaughedandscolded.Beforethis,she

heardRubycomplainingaboutPhilipbeingscum.Hekeptborrowingmoneyfromeveryone.Sheheard

hewasdependingonhiswifeandhadasickdaughter.Shewonderedhowapersonlikethatcouldbear

toliveon.

Whentheywerewaitingforthatperson,twofiguresappearedonthejunction.Isabelle’seyeswidened

asacoldsmileappearedonherlips.Shesaid,“Girls,doyourememberthatcrazyguyImentionedjust

now?There,that’shim.”

Chapter64

ThegirlslookedovertowhereIsabellewaslookingatandsawashabby-lookingmanwithaplasticbag.

Hewaswalkingtowardthem.AfterRubysawhisface,shewastakenaback.“Philip,whatareyoudoing

here?”Hewaseverywhere.Whatwashedoinghere,though?Philipwassurprised.Hedidnotexpectto

runintoabtchlikeRubyhere.Whenhethoughtaboutwhathadhappenedatthehotel,Philipfelt



horrible.Howshouldhedescribethis?Howardwashisfriend,andhedidnotknowhowtotellHoward

aboutthis.Hecouldonlyfindasuitableopportunity.“Philip?”Isabelleshrieked.Acoldsmileappeared

onherlips,andherfacewasfilledwithsarcasm.“Sohe’sthatPhilipyouweretalkingabout.They’rethe

samekindofpeopleindeed.They’rethesameperson!”“Whatdoyoumean?”Rubywasconfused.“He’s

thecrazyguyItoldyoujustnow.Thatpoorguywhowenttoourshoptobuy100Harleys!”Isabelle

mocked.Herfacewasfilledwithdisdainandmockery.“Dang!Sohe’sthatidiot!”“Ididn’texpecttosee

someonelikethis.Seeingforoneselfisbetterthanhearingfrommanyothers!”“Helookssoshabby.

Lookathim.He’sevenholdingaplasticbag.Isheagarbagecollector?”Inaflash,thewomenstartedto

ridiculeandjeerathimwithmalice.Eachandeveryoneofthemwasarrogantandobnoxious.They

werelikerichladieswhojustsawascrapcollector.Theywerefeelingextremelypleasedwith

themselves.RubydidnotexpectthemaninIsabelle’sstorytobePhilip.Hereyeswerefilledwithdetest

asshesaid,“Howunexpected,Philip.You’reinthisstatenow.Howembarrassing.”“What’swrongwith

me?”Philipfrowned,agitationevidentonhisface.“Oh,you’restillpretending.Howshameless.My

cousintolduseverything.Therearenotalotofpeoplelikeyounow.”Rubyliftedhereyebrowand

crossedherarms.Shegaveoffanobnoxiousvibe.“Whoareyou?Whatareyoutalkingabout?”Agnes

hadbeenstandingbehindPhiliptheentiretime.Whenshesawthatthewomenwerebeingrudeto

Philip,shewentupandquestionedthem.“Agnes,let’sgo.”Philipfelthelpless.Heshookhisheadand

didnotwanttopayattentiontothem.Heturnedaroundtoleave.“Pah!”Rubyspat.ShelookedatPhilip

indisdain.Atthismoment,afamiliarvoicesounded.“Hey,isn’tthatthedeliveryuncle?Whata

coincidence!”Thatvoicesoundedlikenailsonachalkboard.Philipturnedaroundandsawthree

youngsterswalkingovertohimarrogantly.Lynnwasthereaswell.Shewasfollowingbehindthetwo

men.Philipknewthosemen.TheywereKyleandJacobfromtheaccidentthatnight.“Fckme!

Uncle,areyouheretobuyabike?Butyou’resopoor.Canyouevenaffordit?”KyleapproachedPhilip

andpattedhisshoulderbeforesayingsarcastically.“My,my,Uncle.YouranawaylasttimeandI’ve

beenlookingforyouthisentiretime.Ididn’texpecttorunintoyouhere.Youwon’tbeabletorun

now.”ItlookedlikeJacobwastryingtoblockPhilipfromwalkingaway.Thismanwaspoor.Hemanaged

toescapelasttime,sotheyhadtogetsomemoneyfromhimthistime.Coincidentally,Harley-Davidson

justlaunchedtheirnewmodelandtheywereshortoncash.

However,Philipdidnotpayattentiontothem.Theywerejustsnottykids.

HecoldlylookedatLynnbehindthemandnoticedthatshedidnotdaretolookathim.Shemustbe

feelingremorseful.“Lynn,don’tyouhaveanythingtosaytome?”Philipaskedcoldly.Lynncrossedher

armsanddidnotlookathim.Shesaid,“I…WhatdoIhavetosay?It’snotentirelymy

fault.Yourdaughterwastheonewhoranallovertheplace.Canyoublamemeforthat?Plus,wefound

her,sowhatelsedoyouwant?”Lynncomplained,herfacecold.ShewasnothappyaboutPhilip’s

attitudetowardher.Howdareaspinelesscowardquestionher?Damnit!“Hey,whatareyoutalking

about?Areyoutryingtocausetrouble?DoyoubelievethatI’llslapyou?DoyoubelievethatI’llfckyou

up?”WhenJacobsawthatLynnwasfeelingwronged,hewasinfuriated.Hence,hepushedPhilip.Lynn’s

brother-in-law?Sorry,tohim,hewasjustapieceoftrashwhowaslivingoffawoman.Coincidentally,

Isabelle,Ruby,andtheotherwomenwerewatchingwhatwasgoingon.Theyscoffedandsaid,“Look,



he’sjustauselessbumyethe’stalkingbigaboutbuying100Harleys.I’veneverseenanyonelikehim.”

WhenKyleandhisgangheardthat,theystartedguffawingafterbeingstunned.“Whatthehell?100

Harleys?”KylelaughedandpointedatPhilipsarcastically.Hewasimpressedbyhowheblewhisown

horn.Isabellesmiledcoldlyandsaid,“Yeah,hecametoourshopthismorningandsaidhewantedto

buy100Harleys.Ikickedhimoutintheend.”Inthenextsecond,thecrowdstartedhowling.Lynncould

notholdinherlaughteraswell.Sheliftedhereyebrowandsaidindisdain,“Trashwillalwaysbetrash.I

don’tknowwhymycousinhasn’tdivorcedyouyet.”Then…Philipopenedhismouthcalmly,“WhosaidI

can’taffordthem?I’vealreadyboughtthem…”“Hahaha!I’mgoingtodiefromlaughter.”Isabelle

interruptedPhilipandwassmirkingcoldly.“Areyousayingyou’retheonewhobought100BMWbikes?

Whydon’tyoutakeapissandlookatyourreflection?Howdareyoublowyourownhornhere?”When

Kyleheardthat,hesaid,“BMWsold100bikes?”Atthatmoment,Isabelletoldeveryoneaboutthe

mysteriousnouveaurichewhobought100BMWbikes.Aftershesaidthat,everyonewasenvious.They

hadtoknowwhothisnouveaurichewas.Kylesmirkedindisdainandsaid,“Uncle,you’resoshameless.

Ifyou’retheonewhobought100BMWbikes,I,KyleLyon,willchangemylastnametoyours!”“Me

too!”Jacobaddedwhilechuckling.Intheireyes,Philipwasjustajoke.Thisman’slifewastoo

lamentable.Hewaslivinghislifethroughimaginations.However,thingswerenotastheyexpected.

Philiplookedatthecrowdcoldlyandsaid,“You’reKyleLyonandyou’reJacobWells?”Chapter65“Why

areyoucallingus,Dad?”Kylepuffeduphischest.Helookedextremelyobnoxious.“I’msorry,Idon’t

havesuchunfilialsonslikeyoutwo,”Philipsaidcalmly.Inaninstant,KyleandJacobwerestunned.Was

thisguysickofliving?Suddenly!PhilipopenedtheplasticbaghewasholdingandabunchofBMWbike

keyswasdisplayedinfrontofeveryone.Theywerestunned.Everyonewasinshock.Isabelle,Ruby,and

therestofthegroupwerewide-eyedastheirjawsdroppedtotheground.Theywerespeechless.They

wereshockedtothecore!TheentirebagofkeyswiththeBMWlogoswassodazzling.Didhereallybuy

100BMWbikes?Whatthefckdidthismean?Whydidhehavethekeys?However.Inthenextsecond,

RubywalkedoverandsnatchedawayPhilip’sbag.Shesmashedittothegroundandslappedhimacross

theface.Shepointedathisnoseandyelled,

“Haveyounotembarrassedyourselfenough?You’rejustdeliveringthekeysandyou’refeelingproudof

yourself.Whogaveyouthecouragetopretendtobethatnouveauriche?Howdisgusting!”Inthenext

second,everyonehadasuddenrealization.Theyallstartedhumiliatinghim.“Damn.

Ithoughtheboughtthem.He’sjustdeliveringthekeys.Youreallycanseeallkindsofweirdthingsifyou

livelongenough.”“Howembarrassing.Wasitworthittoputonanact?See,you’rebeingslappednow.”

“Lynn,yourbrother-in-lawisreallysomethingelse.”Lynnwasfeelinghelpless.Shefeltashamed.She

scoldedwhilestompingherfeet,“He’snotmybrother-in-law!He’sjustanidiot!”Philip’sfacewasred.

Hedidnotseethatslapcoming.Also,hewastheonewhoboughtthebikes.Thekeyswereallhere.

Theydidnotbelievehim.Atthatmoment,hefeltangerrisinginhischest.

Hiseyeswentcoldandhesaidinalowvoice,“RubyFord,you’reaskingfordeath.”“Hehe,sowhat?You

can’tacceptthis?IevenresentthatIdirtiedmyhandbyslappingapersonlikeyou.”Rubylookedathim

withherchin.



Shelookedveryarrogant.Everyonewaswatchingasthedramaunfolded.

Theywerefeelingpleased.Smack!Agneshadbeenwatchingwhatwasgoingon.Shecouldnottakeit

anymore.ShewalkedoverandslappedRubyacrosstheface.Shesaidcoldly,“Youpresumptuous

woman!Howdareyouslaphim?”Ruby’sfaceturnedtooneside,andsheclutchedherface.Shestared

atAgneswithwideeyesandshrieked,“Howdareyouslapme?Girls,gether!Throwheronthestreet

naked!”Chaos!Itwasutterchaos!

Suddenly!Amiddle-agedmanranoverfromtheBMWmotorcyclespecialtyshop.Heyelledloudly,

“Stopit!Whatareyoudoing?”Johnhadjustcomebackfromdeliveringthebikeswhenhesawwhat

washappening.

Hiseyesalmostfelloutofhisskull.Thatwasthenouveaurichewhobought30millionworthofbikes!If

hewasbeingattackedinfrontofhisshop,histransactionwouldbevoided!Smack!Johnranoverwhile

drenchedwithsweat.Hedidnotevenaskwhatwasgoingon.HejustslappedRubyafewtimesacross

thefacewhenhegotthere.“Youmadwoman!HowdareyoubesorudetoMr.Clarke?You’rereally

lookingfordeath!”Johnwaslikeaneruptingvolcano.Hisentirebodywasburning.Hewasbeyond

furious!

Chapter66

“Stopfckingstandingthere!Getthosemadwomen!”Johnwasvehement.Heroaredatthesalespeople

attheentrancewhowaslookingatthem.Afterthat,hewalkedoverandgrabbedRuby’sarm.Then,he

didabodyslam.Yes!Abodyslam!Bam!Afterascream,Rubywasthrowntotheground.Herfacewas

facingdownward,completelycoveredindirt.Themostimportantthingwasthattherewasapuddleon

theground.Ruby’sfacewasbeingpressedintothepuddle.Itwassuchatragicsight.Thesalespeople

sawthattheirmanagergoinginsane,sotheyrushedoutandpressedeveryoneincludingIsabelletothe

groundwithoutsayinganything.Theyneededtouseviolencetodealwiththesebtches.Inaninstant,

thescenewasinchaos.Thosewomenwhoweredressedglamorouslywereallhavingintimatecontact

withtheground.Theirbodieswerecoveredwithdirt.Theydidnotlookliketheflirtatiouswomenthey

werebefore.Lynnandthegangwantedtorun,butunfortunately,theywerebeingpressedonthe

groundas

well.KyleandJacobwantedtofightback,butaftertheywerepunchedafewtimes,theybecamemore

obedient.Lynn’ssituationwasslightlybetter.

Shehadsquatteddownimmediately,sonothinghappenedtoher.“F*ck!

You’reallinsane!Howdareyoutouchme!I’llkillallofyou!IknowTiger!

Letgoofme!”RubywasbeingpressedonthegroundbyJohn.Herfacewascoveredwithdirtywater.

Shewasspittingoutdirtandwaterfromhermouth.Sheletoutaloudshriek.Shewassupposedtobea

goddesswhoradiatedgraceandcharm.Now,however,shewasbeingbeatenandpressedonthe



ground.Nomanwouldbeabletostandthissight.“Letmego,youdisgustingpigs!”“Howdareyou

touchme?I’llaskTigerandhisgangtodestroyyourshop!”“Ruby,gogetmorepeople!”Thegirlsdid

notcareabouttheirimagesanymore.Theywereallstrugglingontheground.“Thisiswhatyougetfor

beingrudetoMr.Clarke.”JohnyelledandletgoofRuby.Then,hesmiledcharminglyandnoddedto

Philiprespectfully,“Mr.

Clarke,you’reback.Everything’sready.”Afterhesaidthat,Johnwavedhishandandseventoeighttall

femalesalespeoplewalkedover.Theyweresmilingflirtatiouslywhilewalkingoverwithtop-gradeboxes

stampedwithBMWlogos.Then,theyopenedtheboxes.Therewere10BMWkeysmeticulouslyplaced

ineachbox.Theylookeddazzlingunderthesun.“Mr.

Clarke,theremaining60keysareallhere.Doyouneedmetotakeyoutoseethebikes?”Johnwas

smilingrespectfully.Hisfacewasblossominglikeaflower.Isabelle,Ruby,andtherestofthegangwere

stunnedbywhattheywereseeing.Aftertheygotupfromtheground,theydidnotevencaretotidy

themselvesup.Whentheywereabouttostartfighting,theysawthesightbeforethem.Theywere

stunned.Sixtop-gradeboxes.Insidetheboxes,therewere60keysfortheBMWbikes.Plus,thesewere

allforPhilip!Impossible!Rubywasthefirstonetorejectthis.Sherushedoverandshrieked,“You’re

wrong!Youmustbe!Howcanheaffordthese?Heevenwantedtoborrowmoneyfrommyboyfriend.

He’sjustapennilessfool!”Rubylosthermind.Shestartedtomakeanunreasonablesceneandwas

beingdeliberatelyprovocative.Shepushedthosefemalesalespeople

andpushedoneoftheboxestotheground.Thekeysscatteredalloverthefloor.Herfacewascovered

indirtandwater.Shewaslikeamonkeythathadlostitsmind.ShepointedatPhilipmaliciouslyand

yelled,“Impossible!

You’renottheonewhoboughtthese.Noway!Youmusthavefooledthem.

Itmustbe!Say,whodothosekeysbelongto?Tellme!”Rubycouldnotstandthis.Isabellewasalsoso

shockedthatshewasspeechless.However,whatshesawwasreal.Hewastheonewhoboughtthem!

Suddenly,therewasaloudcry.Isabellebrokedownandstartedwailing.Shehadkickedanouveauriche

outherself.Hewantedtobuy100Harleys!Shehadsinned!

Whywasshesostupid?Whydidshelookdownonhim?Thatwasa30

milliontransaction.Hercommissionwouldhavegoneuptoamillionbucks!

“Yeah,it’sdefinitelynothim!Youmusthavemadeamistake!”Isabellefellapart.Shecouldnotbelieve

this.ShegrabbedJohnandshriekedwhilesobbing.Smack!Johnwasannoyed.Hewavedhishandand

slappedIsabelleandRuby.Thosetwomadwomen’sbrainsstartedbuzzingaftergettingslapped.Then,

hepointedatIsabelle’snoseandscoldedangrily,

“Isabelle,stopactingcrazyinfrontofme.RememberhowyouhoppedtoHarley-Davidson?Youshould

knowthatbetterthananyone.I’mbeingkindfornotsettlingscoreswithyou.However,Ihavetothank

youtoday.You’retheonewhogaveussuchabigclient.”Whenhesaidthat,Johnlookedpleased.On

theotherhand,Isabellewasshakingherheadwhilehavinganemotionalbreakdown.Shescreamed,



“Noway!Howdoeshehavesomuchmoneyforbikes?”Chapter67

Sherefusedtobelievethis.Rubydidnotbelievethis.KyleandJacobdidnotbelievethiseither.Lynn

alsodidnotbelievethis.Sheknewwhatkindofpersonherbrother-in-lawwas.Hewasjustaspineless

cowardwholivedoffofawoman.Heevenborrowedmoneyfromeveryonetocurehisdaughter.How

wouldamanlikehimhave30milliontobuy100BMW

bikes?Wheredidhegetthemoney?However,atthismoment,Philipput

hishandbehindhisbackandsaidindifferently,“IneversaidIhadnomoney.You’retheonewhoputa

labelonme.SowhatifIhavenomoney?

SowhatifIdo?Everyoneonlyhasonelifeandthisisthefirsttimeeveryonebecamehuman.There’sno

reasonformetosubmittoeveryoneelsebecauseIhavenomoneynorpower.Also,there’snoreason

tobullysomeonebecauseone’srichorpowerful.Ididn’taskyoutobekind,Ijustwantedtotellyou

someprinciples.”Philip’svoicewasresonating.Nowthateveryone’seyeswereonhim,hiswordswere

amplifiedevenmore.Philiplookedateveryoneandsaidwithacoldsmile,“I,PhilipClarke,hasalotof

money.Ifyou’renotconvinced,thenyoushouldjuststayonthefloor.Ifyou’renothappywithme,I

haveallthemoneyintheworldtomakeyoukneelonthefloorandlickmyfeet.”Hesoundedso

domineering.Hehadsoundedsorighteousinhisspeechearlier,butinthenextmoment,hebecame

overbearing.Everyonewasshocked.EspeciallyIsabelleandhergang.TheywerelookingatPhilipwith

complicatedeyes.Philipwasenjoyingtheirgazesonhim.Theylookedliketheywereinfearandyet,

theywereunconvincedatthesametime.Atthatmoment,ahordeofBMWbikessoundedloudlyfrom

thejunction.Theridersstoppedandparkedthebikes.

Then,theytookofftheirhelmetsandgotdown.Theywerelinedupinneatrows.Theonesintheshop

werealsobeingdrivenout.Theyallstoppedattheplazawiththeenginesrumbling.100!Therewere

100bikes!Itwassuchasight.Everyonetookinadeepbreath.Severalpassersbystoppedandtook

picturesofthis.PhilipsaidtoJohn,“DrovethemtoArcdeTriumphHotel.

We’llbehavingdinnertheretonight.”Afterthat,Johnnoddedandtookouthiswalkie-talkie.He

announcedtothedriversthatwerecalledinfromalloverthecity.“Hurry,ArcdeTriumphHotel,now!”

Vroom!The100BMW

bikesdrovedownthestreetwiththeirenginesrumblingloudly.Isabelleandthegangsatontheground

lifelesslyliketheirspineshadbeentakenoutafterPhilipleft.Theystartedwailingloudlywithoutcaring

abouttheirimages.Rubybitherredlipsfiercely.Bloodstartedseepingoutfromthewound.Shelooked

atIsabellewithredeyes.“Belle,doyoubelievethathe’s

thatnouveauriche?”Isabellesaidwhilesmilingbitterly,“WhatelsecanIbelievein?They’vealready

driventhebikesaway.”Sheknewshewasindeeptrouble.Shehadkickedoutsuchabigclient.A

dischargeletterwoulddefinitelybewaitingforher.Atthismoment,Johnwalkedover.Hepattedthe

dustonhissuitinapleasedmannerandtoweredoverthewanandsallow-lookingIsabelle.“Thankyou.”

ThatonestatementbrokeIsabelle’slastdefense.However,Rubystillrefusedtobelievethis.Shegotup



andgrabbedJohn.Sheasked,“Iwanttoknowwhyheboughtsomanybikes.”

JohnthoughtRubywasgoodlooking,butshewastoosnobbish.Hesaidcoldly,“Mr.Clarkehasa

deliverycompany.He’schangingbikesforhisstaff.Mr.Clarkeissogenerous.Fromnowon,allofthe

deliveryguysinRiverdalewillberidingtheBMWbikesfromourshop.Howfckingflashy.”Afterhesaid

that,Johnguffawedandleft.Rubywasstunnedforawhile.Then,shestompedherfeetandscreeched,

“Fck!PhilipClarke!“Heliedtoallofus!Hedidnotbuythebikes!Hiscompanyisjustchangingtheir

bikes!He’spretendingtobethebosstoflexonus!”Rubywasscreamingandshriekingtoreleaseher

anger.ShedidnotbelievethatPhiliphadtenmillionbucks.ShefiguredthatPhilip’sbosswantedto

changethebikesinhiscompanyandhewasjusthereonbehalfofhisboss.Herfriendstartedgathering

around.Theywereallindisbelief.Aftertheyunderstoodwhatwasgoingon,itwasliketheywerebeing

injectedwithchickenblood.

Theypointedandhurledabusesatthefigurethatwaslonggone.Lynnandtheguyswerestillthere.

Whentheyheardthat,theyletoutsighsofrelief.

“F*ckme.Lynn,yourbrother-in-lawreallyissomethingelse.He’sawholenewlevelof

pretentiousness.”Kulenoddedandsmirkedcoldly.“He’sjustagood-for-nothing!”Lynnhurledsome

abusesathimresentfullybeforeleavingwithKyleandJacob.Herbrother-in-lawwassodevious!Onthis

side,Rubytookoutherphoneandmadeacall.Then,shestartedsobbingandsayingcoquettishly,“Tiger,

whereareyou?Youhavetohelpme.Sob,sob,sob…”

Chapter68

Ontheotherendofthephone,aboorishmalevoiceroared,“Whichfckerdaredtooffendyou?Dothey

wanttodie?”“Tiger,youhavetostandupforme.Sob…”Rubylookedsopitifulwhenshecried.“Okay,

stopcrying.TellmewhothatisandI’llfckhimupforyou!”Ontheotherendofthephone,aheavily

builtmanandafewofhismenwereeatingatJadePavilion.ItwasnoneotherthanTiger.Atthat

moment,hewasshirtless.Tigerwasahot-temperedperson,sohewasextremelyirritable.Rubywashis

lover.AnyonewhocrossedRubywouldbeslappingTigeracrosstheface.Hehadtofindthatperson!He

hadtomakethatpersonknowthatnoonecouldtouchhiswoman.Hedidnotcarewhothatwas!Half

anhourlater,RubyandthegirlscametoJadePavilion.Rubystilllookedwretchedatthatmoment.

Althoughsheredidhermakeup,shealsoaddedsomefakebruisesonthecornerofhereyesandlips.

Whentheysaweachother,shewaslikeastickycarp.SheslidcoquettishlyintoTiger’sarms.Shecried,

“Tiger,look!HehitmeuntilIbecamelikethis.Youhavetostandupforme!”Tigersawthebruiseson

Ruby’sfaceandflewintoablindrage.Heslammedhishanddownonthetable,makingallthewine

glassesjump.Thewineglassesthenfelloffthetable.Heyelled,“Fck!Whothefckissounbridled?Did

younottellhimthatyou’remywoman?”Tigerwaslivid.Whoeveritwas,theyruinedsuchabeautiful

face.Howcouldhenotbemad?Thiswasnotabouttheslapping,butitwasabouthonor.Rubysobbed

andsaid,“Itoldhim,buthes-said…”

Rubypretendedtostammerfromfear.Tigerfrownedandroared,“Whatdid



hesay?Tellme!”“Hesaid,‘Tigerwho?He’sjustapapertiger.Ifhehastheguts,tellhimtocomefind

meandI’llremovehisteeth,’”Rubysaid.

Shehadpreparedthescriptwhileshewasonherwayhere.Shewasmakingthisallup.Herfriendsall

noddedandchimedin.“Yeah,Tiger.Thatguywaslookingdownonyou.”“Youhavetogethim!His

nameisPhilipClarke.”“Iknowwheretheyare.TheywenttoArcdeTriumphHotel.”Thewomenwere

chatteringnon-stop.Tiger’schestwasfilledwithrageandhehadnowheretoreleaseit.Hegotupand

kickedthechairhewassittingon.

Then,heroared,“F*ck!I,TigerZander,havebeenwithTheoforseventoeightyearsandthisisthefirst

timeI’vecomeacrosssomeonewholooksdownonme!ArcdeTriumphHotel,right?Youlot,getthe

boys.We’regoingtoriot!Getthatblindfoolbackherefordaddy!”Ofcourse,Tigerdidnotknowwho

Philipwas.Mr.Clarke?TigeronlyknewMr.ClarkeasMr.

Clarkeandnotbyhisfullname.Plus,evenifheknewthatMr.ClarkewasPhilip,thereweresomany

PhilipClarkesintheworld.Aroarbrokeoutintheprivateroom.Seventoeightmenintheprivateroom

gotupandbargedoutangrily.Tigerwouldnotgotherepersonally.Hewouldjustmakeafooloutof

himselfifhedid.Ofcourse,hewouldaskhismentotakecareofsomethingasminorasthis.Rubycould

nothidethecoldsmirkonherfacewhenshesawTigerbeingsofurious.Shemumbledinherheart,

‘PhilipClarke,you’redeadmeat!’‘Howdareyoucrossme.I’llpulloutyournervesandskinyoualive!’

BacktoWynn.Whenshegottotheofficeinthemorning,shefeltthatsomethingwasoff.Itwasasif

everyonewaslookingatherandmumblingsoftlyabouther.WhenchairmanDerrickcalledfora

meeting,Wynnknewforsurethatsomethingbigwashappening.“Didyouhearaboutthat?Marketing

department’smanager,GavinZach,hasbeenfired!”“What?Mr.Zachwasfired?Noway!Hehasbeen

workinghereforsomanyyears.Whywashefired?”“Youhavenoidea,right?Iheardheoffended

someoneimportantinCelestialClubandwasbeatenhalf-deadonthespot.He’sstillinthehospital.Plus,

thatpersonstatedthatifanyonedarestohireGavin,therewillbeonlyoneresult—theyshouldjust

waitfor

theircompanytogobankrupt.”“Dang!Who’sthat?Whyaretheysoostentatious?Tellus!”Everyonein

theofficewasgossipingnon-stop.

Wynnheardmostofitandwassuspicious.Atthesametime,shebelievedthattheonlyreasonPhilip

couldsaveherwasbecauseofthatimportantperson.Shewasevenmoredeterminedtoknowabout

thatperson.However,itwasunfortunatethatnooneknewaboutthatmysteriousperson.Despitethat,

themoremysteriousthatpersonwas,themoreWynnwantedtoknow.

Whocouldthatbe?Wynnwasinheroffice.However,herheadwassomewhereelsetheentireday.

Afterponderingforalongwhile,shedecidedtocallandaskPhilip.“Hello,honey.What’swrong?”A

familiarvoicesoundedontheothersideofthephone.Wynnwashesitant.Shebitherlipandasked,

“Philip,IwanttoaskyouabouthowyousavedmefromCelestialClub.”Itwasdifficultforhertoput

thatintowords.Afterall,shewasalmostrapedbyRandTurnerbecauseshewantedtotakeonhis

business.Wynnwasstillslightlytraumatizedfromthat.PhilipandAgneshadarrivedatArcdeTriumph

Hotel.HefeltthatsomethingwasamisswhenWynnaskedhimthat.Hedecidedtolie.“Thebossofthe



clubhadsomemisunderstandingwithsomeonethatday.So,Irushedinandsavedyouwithouteven

thinking.”“That’sall?”Wynnaskedcuriously.Itwasobviousthatshedidnotbuyit.“What’swrong?Do

younotbelieveme?”Philiplaughedandasked.Wynnfrownedandsaidafterponderingforamoment,

“Alright,Igotit.”Aftershesaidthat,shehungupthephone.Shestartedatherdocumentsandstarted

tospaceout.Eventhoughthatpersonhadnotcometosaveher,itwasallthankstohimthatshewas

saved.Whowasthatmysteriousperson?

Chapter69

Derrickwassittinginthemiddleofthemeetingroom.Helookedathisstaffandcoughed.Then,hesaid,

“I’msureyou’veallheardofMr.Zach’sdismissal.Don’tmakerandomguesses.Thereasonhecan’tstay

asthegeneralmanagerofthemarketingdepartmentisbecauseofhishealth.So,

I’vedecidedthatWynnshouldbethegeneralmanagerofthemarketingdepartmentofourcompany.”

Afterhesaidthat,applausesoundedinthemeetingroom.Wynnwasstillspacingout.Shewasthinking

aboutthatmysteriousman.Sheonlycamebacktohersenseswhenthepersonnexttoherpokedher.

Shestooduphurriedlyandsaidgratefully,“Thankyoufortrustingme,Mr.Hall.I’lldomybest.”Mr.Hall

hadalreadytoldheraboutthepromotionearlieron.Wynnhadalreadymentallypreparedherself.After

themeetingwasdismissed,Wynnwentbacktoheroffice.Afterawhile,Rosewalkedinangrilyand

shriekedunreasonably,“WynnJohnston!Why?

Youvixen!Youmusthavesleptwithhim!Ifnot,howdidyoubecomethegeneralmanager?That’smy

position,youbtch!”Rosewasangry.Allhertimeandefforttoflatterherwaytothetophadbeenfor

nothing.Plus,sheevenlostherjobnow.Humanresourcestoldherthatshewasfired.Thefirstthingshe

didwastobargeintoWynn’sofficetocreatearuckus.Wynnlookedatherindifferentlyandsaidcoldly,

“Rose,don’tyouknowwhatyoudid?YouhavenorighttotellmewhetherIdeservethispositionornot.

Getoutnow!”Wynnwasextremelyfrustrated.“Oh?Yourtailisstartingtoshowafteryougotpromoted

togeneralmanager,huh?Youbtch!You’reahomewrecker!”Rosedidnotcareanymore.Shestarted

yellingandshriekingtomaketroublefornoreason.Whenshewaspulledoutfromtheoffice,shewas

stilltryingtocreatearuckusintheofficethatwasonlyafewhundredsquarefeet.“Letmetellyouall,

WynnJohnstonisabtch!Shesleepswiththeclientswhenevershegoesouttotalkbusiness.She’sa

giganticwhre!“Ah!Letgoofme!Letgo!”“Wynn!Justyouwait!I’llneverforgiveyou!”Wynngrabbed

herbagandtookabustoCelestialClubafterRosewasdraggedout.Shewantedtoknowwhothat

mysteriouspersonwas.However,whenshegottoCelestialClub,shefoundthatithadbeendemolished.

Therewereafewbulldozersatthescene.Someworkersweregoingonabouttheirjobs.“Hello,canI

helpyou?”Wynnturnedaroundandsawatallandsexywomanstruttingovertoher.Shewasperfect.

Shehadtheperfectbodyandherskinwasflawless.Fromhersmile,onecouldtell

thatshewasakind,respectful,andstylishwoman.ItwasAnna.“MissJohnston,whyareyouhere?”

WhenAnnasawWynn’sface,sheaskedcuriously.Wynnwasshocked.Thatwomanknewher.“Doyou

knowme?”



Wynnasked.“Ofcourse,MissJohnston.Mybosstoldusspecificallytotakegoodcareofyou.”Anna

smiled,hereyesturningintolittlecrescents.Shelookedlikeshehadbeenkissedbythespringbreeze.

Wynn’shearttrembledwhensheasked,“Isitthebosswhosavedmethatnight?”Annasmiledand

nodded.“MissJohnston,you’rehilarious.Doyounotknowourboss?”

Annawascurious.WeresheandMr.Clarkenotmarriedtoeachother?

Wynnsmiled.Howwouldsheknowthatperson?Sheneverevensawwhattheylookedlike.“Um,can

yougivemeyourboss’number?Iwanttothankhiminperson,”Wynnstammered.Annapressedher

lipstogether.Shewaspuzzled.However,shestillagreed.“Ofcourse.”Aftershesaidthat,shetookout

herphoneandfoundMr.Clarke’snumber.Wynnlookedoverandsawthatitwasanunknownnumber.

However,thelastfourdigitsofthenumbermadehereyesbrighten.0513!Itwasherbirthday!Wasita

coincidence?

Afterhesitating,Wynncalledthenumber.Shewasextremelynervous.“Iwalkedpastyourworldand

I’velivedthroughitwhenitwasinfullbloom.

Pleasegoforwardanddon’tturnback.I’llbetheonewaitingforyouattheend.”Theringtone!Itwas

herfavoritesong.Plus,itwasthesongPhilipsangtoherwhenheproposedtoher.Wasitanother

coincidence?Wynnstartedtofeelnervousallofasudden.ShekeptseeingPhilip’sfaceinherbrain.

Wasithim?Atthesametime,PhilipwasstandingattheentranceofArcdeTriumphHotel.Suddenly,

hisphonerang.Hetouchedhispocketandtookoutaphone.No,itwasnotthisone.Itwastheother

one.HetookitoutagainandlookedatthecallerID.‘Honey.’Suddenly,Philipwasstunned.Hiseyes

grewbig.Howwasthispossible?Shehadnevercalledthisnumberbefore!Heonlysavedhernumberin

hiscontactlist.HenevermentionedthisnumbertoWynnbefore.Plus,heonlytoldthisnumberto

threepeople—George,Theo,andAnna.Thepeoplewhoknewthisnumber

weretheoneswhoknewabouthisidentity!HowdidWynnfindoutaboutthisnumber?Washisidentity

exposed?
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Chapter70

Shouldhepickupthecall?Philipwasconfused.HecalledAgnesandtoldherwhatwasgoingon.Hesaid,

“Muddlethroughthis.”Agnesnoddedandmotionedwithherhandstosignify‘okay’.Sheansweredthe

callgracefully,

“Hello,who’sthis?”Ontheothersideofthephone,Wynnwasclearlyshocked.Shedidnotexpectthe

otherpartytobeawoman.Plus,hervoicesoundednice.However,atthesametime,sheletoutasigh

ofrelief.Itwasnothim.Hadshebeenoverthinking?Hehe,right.Wouldshenotknowwhatkindof

personPhilipwas?Shepatheticallycameupwiththatillusiondespitethat.“Hello,Mrs.Clarke.Iam

WynnJohnston.Maybeyoudon’tknowme,butIwassavedinCelestialClubthatdaythankstoyou.”



Wynnhadpreparedaspeechonhowtothankher.“Oh,it’sfine.I’mjusthappytohelp.We’reall

women,andIhateitwhenmenforcewomentododirtythings,”Agnessaid.Shewasskilledinmaking

conversation.Asshesaidthat,sheglancedatPhilipwhowasgivingherathumbsup.Whywashehiding

thisfromhiswife?“Um,Mrs.Clarke,doyouhavetime?Iwanttotreatyoutoameal.”Wynnasked

probingly.Then,sheexplainedhurriedly,

“Don’tworry.Ijustwanttothankyou.”Agnesdidnotreplyimmediately.

ShelookedatPhilipandmovedherlipsslightly.Shewhispered,“Shesaidshewantstotreatyoutoa

meal.Yesorno?”Philipshookhishead.Agnessmiledandreplied,“Alright,I’malittlebusyrecently.I’ll

getintouchwithyouwhenIhavetime.”Actually,Agnesdidnotevenoverthinkit.ShethoughtPhilip

hadfoughtwithWynnandtheywerehavingacoldwarbetweenthemselves.Shewantedtohelpthem

makeamends.“Really?

That’sgreat.”Wynnsoundedhappy.“Yeah,IhavesomethingIneedtotakecareof.I’mgoingtohang

upnow.”Agneshungupthephoneaftershesaidthat.ShesmiledatPhilipandtiltedherhead.“How

didIdo?”Philip’sfacefell.Agneswastakingthingsintoherownhands.However,hecouldnot

sayanythingaboutthat.Hecouldonlyshakehisheadandsighhelplessly.

“Nevermind.Let’sjustleaveitthisway.Butpleasedon’tmakedecisionsformeinthefuture,okay?I

can’ttellanyoneaboutmyidentityyet,includingWynn.”Agneswasshocked.Shelosthertrainof

thoughtinstantly.Shebowedandapologized.“Mr.Clarke,I…IthoughtyouhadafightwithMiss

Johnstonandthat’swhy…”Agnes’eyeswerewatery.Shelookedlikeshewasextremelyaggrieved.

Philipdidnotwanttoscoldheranyway,sohesmiledandsaid,“It’sfine.Justdon’tdothisagain.”Then,

theyturnedaroundandwalkedintoArcdeTriumphHotel.Tonight,Philipdecidedtotreatthestaffof

hiscompanytoamealasareward.Wheneveryonegothere,Philipdownedhisdrink.Everyonewas

curiousabouthowPhilipgotsorichallofasudden.“Don’tlookatmelikethat.I’mjustanormalperson.

Asforthemoney,theywereleftformebymyfather.I’mstilltheoldPhilipeventhoughI’mrich.We’re

stillfriends.”Philipsmiled.

“Philip,whatareyoutalkingabout?Youbecamerichandyouboughtourcompanyfortenmillionbucks.

I’veneverseenyouspendmoneylikethis.”

“Right,buttobehonest,youdidsuchagoodjobofhidingit,Philip.Areyouthosesecretlyrichmenwho

onlyappearinnovels?”Hisoldcolleagueslaughedandsaid.Theywerehidingagreatdealofflatteryin

theirsentences.

Theyhadnochoice.Whenonebecameadragon,millionswouldwanttopaytheirrespects.Ifevena

guylikePhilipcouldbecomerich,whycouldtheynot?However,thiswasreality.Asidefromflattery,

theycouldnotdoanythingelse.Beforethis,Philiphadbeenpoor,sotheycouldtalkfreely.Itwas

differentnow.Theyaddedmorerespectandflatteryintheirwords.

Philipunderstoodthatandaddressedthisissue.“Alrightguys,stopflatteringme.Don’tyouguysknow

whatkindofpersonIam?AsidefromWilsonwhoalwaystargetedme,everyoneelsetreatedmequite



well.Irememberallofthose.Ithasnothingtodowithbeingrichornot.It’sjustaword.Iwon’tforget

aboutyouguysbecauseIhavewhatIhaverightnow.

Also,Iwon’ttreatyouguysunfairly.“So,today,asidefromthismeal,Ialsohavesomelittlepresentsfor

youguys.”

Chapter71

Philipsnappedhisfingers.Afterthat,tentallwaitresseswithslittedcheongsamswalkedintotheprivate

roominasinglefile.TheywereallholdingdelicateBMWboxesintheirhands.Whentheboxeswere

opened,theBMWkeysweredisplayedforeveryonetosee.Atthismoment,everyonewasstunned.

“F*ckme!Whatisthis?BMW…keys?There’sabout100ofthose.Philip,whatareyoudoing?Areyou

changingyourcareertobeakeymaker?”AccordingtotheirknowledgeofPhilip,hewouldneverbuy

100BMWsjustbecausehewasanouveauriche.However,hedidspendtenmilliontobuythecompany

andbecomethenewboss.TheBMWkeys,though…Thiscouldnotbe…Suddenly,someonefromthe

crowdsuckedinadeepbreathandyelled,“Gosh!DidyouguysforgetabouttheBMWbikesatthe

parkinglot?”Atthismoment,everyonesuckedinadeepbreath.Right!Therewere100BMWbikesin

theparkinglot.Theywerestilldiscussingheatedly.Theywerewonderingwhichnouveaurichewas

hostingabikerparty.WasPhiliptheonewhoboughtallofthebikes?

T-thiswasunbelievable!“You’reright.Iboughtall100ofthebikes,”Philipnoddedandsaid

nonchalantly.Bzz!Everyonewasstunned.“Philip,areyouforreal?”Alotofthemwerehorrified.

“What’swrong?Ijustboughtpresentsforyouguys.Plus,we’redeliveryguys.Wehavetobefast,right?

Thesebabieswilldefinitelybeasfastaslightning!”Philipsaid.Afewofthemhadtheireyeswide.They

werestaringateachotherindisbelief.

“Philip,areyousayingthatfromnowon,we’llbedeliveringtheorderswiththeseBMWbikes?”

someoneaskedwithhisvoicetrembling.“Ofcourse,”

Philipsaid.“Fromnowon,we’regoingtobethemostostentatiousoneinourindustry.Wehaveto

increaseourproductivity.IhavehugegoalsandIwanttobethenumberonedeliverycompanyin

Riverdale.Then,I’mgoingtoexpandthebusinessalloverthecountry.Agnes,areyouconfident?”

Agneswasshocked.Shegotupandnoddedbeforesayingsolemnly,“Don’tworry,Mr.Clarke.I’lldomy

best.”Everyoneraisedtheirglassesandpromisedtoworkhardandstriveforthebetter.“Sir,your

dishes…”Thewaitresswalkedintotheprivateroom.ShewantedtoaskPhilipaboutthedishes,buther

eyeslandedonthekeysonthetable.Shewassoshockedthatshedidnotknowhowtospeakanymore.

“Youcanbringtheminnow.

Right,IsaidIwantedLafitefrom1982,right?Givemetwoboxesofthem.

Also,givemethebestMaotaiyouhave.Givethreeofthemtoeachtable.”



“Alright,Sir.”Whenshelefttheroom,thewaitress’seyeswerestillonthetable.Shecouldnothelpit.

Shewassoshockedbywhatshesaw.Allofthedisheswerehere.Therewassharkfin’ssoup,bird’snest,

foiegras,Périgordblacktruffle,shirakofromablowfish,andsoon.Thecolleaguesfromthecompany

wereonceagainshocked.Thiswastooextravagant.EvenAgneshadnoteatenamealasextravagantas

thisbefore.“We’lldrinktoourhearts’

contenttonight.Thefirstglassistofate.It’sonlybecauseoffatethateveryonecangatherhere

tonight.”Ashesaidthat,Philipliftedhisglassanddownedthecontents.Philip’salcoholtolerancewas

notthatgood,butitwasnotbadeither.Itwasjustso-so.Themainpointwasthathisidentityrightnow

wastoorespectable.Everyonehadtolookuptohim.However,despitethis,Philipwasnotsnobbishnor

arrogant.Everyoneliftedtheirglassestodrinkwithhim.Whenhesawthis,Philipknewhecouldnot

escape.Hetooktwotinysips.Whenitwastimetopay,thewaitresswalkedoverwithamillion-dollar

bill.Philipdidnotevenlookatit.Heswipedhiscarddirectly.

Afterdinner,PhilipletAgnesmakesomearrangementsandaskedthesubstitutedriverstodrivethe

carsbacktotheoffice.Thedriverseachgot200bucksastips.Ashegotup,Philipsaidwithasmileon

hisface,“Let’shaveanafter-party!Let’scontinuethisatSmith’sBar!”“Philip,you’reso

generous!”“Mr.Clarkeissohonorable!”“I’vebeenwantingtogotoSmith’sBarforalongtime,butI

neverhadthemoney.Iheardthechicksthereareamazing.”Whenthewaitressesheardthat,theyall

lookedenvious.

‘WherecanIfindbosseslikehim?Givemeadozenofthem!’“Mr.Clarke,doyouwanttogobackto

takealookatMila?”AgnessaidinaworriedvoicewhenshesawPhilipshakingashegotup.“I’mfine.

I’mgoingtoletyouguystakeatwo-dayleaveafterthis.Paidleaves.”Philipwavedhishand.Whatan

affluentnouveauriche!Paidleaves!Didthewindbringhimhismoney?Afterthebattleendedhere,

Philipandthegangwenttoanotherlocation.However,whenhejustgotoutofthedoor,hehearda

curiousandmockingvoicecallinghisname.“Philip?”

Chapter72

PhilipClarkeliftedhisgazeandwasmetwithafamiliarface.Thatpersonwaswearinganexpressionof

mockingsarcasm.“WeslieWarren?”Philipfrowned.Theyhadbeenclassmatesduringtheiruniversity

days.Infact,theybothfellforWynnJohnston,makingthemmoreofrivalstobeexact.

However,WynnhadchosentobewiththetalentedPhilipClarkeintheend.

Inregardstothat,Wesleystillheldgrudges.HewasnotanylessofamanthanPhilipwasasfarashe

wasconcerned.Yet,whydidWynnchoosePhilipoverhim?Nottomention,Philipdidnothavemuch

goingforhimfromwhatWesleyhadheard.Philip’splantostarthisownbusinessfailedandhenow

resortedtoearninghiskeepthroughdeliveringfood.HisdaughterwasdiagnosedwithCongenitalHeart

Defect,andhismarriagewithWynnwasnolongerthewayitusedtobe.TheworsetheturnPhilip

Clarke’slifehadtaken,themorehatredWesleyfeltinhisheart.Itwasonlynormalformentohold



grudgeswhentheloveoftheiruniversitylifewastakenaway.‘Absolutepieceoftrash!Howdarehe

makethewomanIlovesuffer!’“Holysht!Itfckingisyou,myoldclassmate!”Wesleylaughedheartilyas

hewalkedover.PattingPhilipontheshoulder,hesaid,“Ithasbeenfouryearssincewelastmet!Ihear

you’vechangedjobsandstarted

deliveringfoodnow?So,howmuchdoyouearnamonth?Nottoobadasalary,Ipresume.”Wesley’s

toneoozedwitharrogantmocking.Philipfurrowedhiseyebrowsandsmiled.“It’snottoobad.”Wesley

chuckled.

KnowingthatPhilipwastryinghisbestnottolookweak,hefetchedoutashinygoldencardandgaveit

toPhilipasonewouldgivebeggarschange.

Proudly,heproclaimed,“Ifyoueverwanttocomeandeat,simplycallmynumber.I’llgiveyoua

discount,seeinghowwe’reoldclassmatesandall.”

Philipglancedcalmlyatthenameonthegoldenbusinesscardbeforehim.

WesleyWarren,ManagerofArcdeTriumph.Indeed,onewouldfindithardtocomparetoWesley’s

familybackground.Ithadonlybeenthreeorfouryearssincegraduation,andhehadalreadyfound

himselfinthepositionofArcdeTriumph’smanager.ArcdeTriumphHotelwasoneofRiverdale’s

famoushotels.Withchainsalloverthecountry,ArcdeTriumphwasafive-starhotel!Beingitsmanager

evidentlyimpliedWesley’sabilityinthewayhedidthings.ThecornerofPhilip’slipstwitchedintoa

slightsmile.

“Thanks.”PrideswarmedWesley’seyesashesmiled.“What’stheretothankmefor?It’snotlikeyou’ll

comehereallthetime.I’dsayonceayearatmost,no?We’reoldclassmates,it’sonlyrightifIgetyoua

discount.Nottomention,Ihardlybelieveyou’llbeabletoaffordthefoodhereanywaywithyourwage

asadeliveryboy.I’veheardthatyouneedmoneyforyourdaughter’ssickness,andbyaidingyou,I’d

liketothinkI’malsohelpingWynn.”Wesleymadesuretoputextraemphasisonhisdaughter’ssickness

andWynnJohnstonwhenhespoke.Suddenly,athoughtcametoWesley.

“Hey,Iheardpeoplesayyou’regettingadivorcewithWynn?Isittrue?

Everyoneenviedyourrelationshipbackthen.Ithasonlybeenthreeyearsthough,whythedivorce?“Oh,

right!Itwasashotgunwedding,wasn’tit?

Goodjob,man.Yougotonthetrainbeforeyouevenpaidfortheticket.”

Wesleysaidwithasmile,hiswordsdrippingwithathickcoatofsarcasm.

Philiprepliedcalmly,“Idon’tthinkthere’smuchofmydivorcewithWynnthat’sofyourconcern.”

Wesleydidnottakethehint,sighing.“Philip,Idon’twanttosaythis,mydude.Butwhatgoodisthere

fromdelivering

food?Youwereouridolbackinuniversitywithyourhighspiritsandall.Iadmiredyouthen,butwhat

happenedtoyou?Howdidyougetlikethis?”



Philipsquinted.Wesleywasacheapman.Sure,itmightseemthattheywerereminiscingaboutthepast,

yeteverywordhespokewasoneofcriticismandmockingjabs.Coupledwithhisarrogantand

provocativeexpression,heheldnotevenanounceofrespectforPhilip.“Butthat’salright.Ibelievein

you.Eventhoughyou’remerelydeliveringfoodrightnow,hardworkishardwork,right?I’msureyou’ll

gettodeliverparcelssoon.BythetimeyourdivorcewithWynngoesthrough,I’lldefinitelychaseher

again.Istillmissherevenafteralltheseyears.”Wesleyshrugged.“Ohyeah.There’sareunionparty

nextmonth.You’vegottocome,dude,andremembertobringWynntoosinceyouhaven’tjoinedthe

lasttwoyears.Unlessyou’reafraidthattherestofusoldclassmateswillmakefunofyou?”Philip

smiled.

“Whatareyoutryingtosay?”“Nothingmuch.It’sjustthatyouknowhowhumansare.Whenwesee

somethingpitiful,wecan’thelpbutsympathize.

Seeingyourfailure,I’vefoundmyselfmoreatpeace.”Wesleyroaredinlaughter.Whatelsecouldhebe

saying?HewaslaughingatPhilip!Everydepressingandresignedthoughtinhisminddisappeared

instantly.LookingatPhilip’scurrentstatemadeWesley’sheartfillwithglee.HestaredatPhilip,trying

tofindevenashredofembarrassmentorshameinhisexpression.However,allthatmethimwas

Philip’ssameexpressionofcalm.

Fine,keeppretending!Philipshrugged.“Doyouthinkyou’ref*ckingcool,WesleyWarren?Theroadof

lifeisalongone.WhatmakesyouthinkIwon’tendupatahigherspotthanyouinthefuture?”With

that,PhilipslidthegoldcardbackintothepocketofWesley’sblazerandturnedtoleave.

Wesleydidnotlikethat.Despitehowbadaturnhislifehadtaken,Philipwasstillbeingarrogant.Back

theninuniversity,hewasindeednomatchforPhilipClarke.AslongasPhilipwaspresent,Wesleyeasily

becamethesidecharacter.NowwithPhilip’slifetakingaturnfortheworsecoupledwiththelargegap

betweenboththeirstatuses,Wesleyfeltanunparalleled

senseofcalm.HewantedtomockPhilipwithallhehad.Hewantedtotakebackeverythinghelostback

then.IncludingWynnJohnston.

Chapter73

“Wait,Philip,holdon.Whytherush?It’snotalwaysthatwegettomeetoldclassmates.Let’stalkfora

littlelonger.”Wesleyranafterhim.Philip’seyebrowsfurrowedfurther,hisexpressiondarkening.There

waslittleheandWesleyWarrenhadincommon.Philipwouldverymuchrathernotdealwithold

classmateslikehimanymore.Theyhadchanged—changedintopeopleofgreaterstatuses.Philipshook

hisheadandsaidcoldly,“Backthen,youwerebutapieceoftrashtome,WesleyWarren.ThoughIdid

notexpectthatyou’dstillbeapieceoftrashnow.”Wesleyfroze.“Whatdidyousay?”

Hedidnotexpectasentencelikethattocomeoutfromthemouthofagood-for-nothinglikePhilip

Clarke.Hecalledhimapieceoftrash?Whowastherealpieceoftrashhere?“Youthinkthatnowyou’re

themanagerofArcdeTriumph,you’reatthetopoftheworld?Socoolnow,areyou?Soyou’reshowing



itofftorubitinmyface?What’swrongwithusdeliveryboys?

Youthinkyou’refckingbetterthanus?”Philipsnorted.Hehadkeptitinforlongenough.Notwantingto

addfueltotheflames,hedidnotexpecthistolerationtoresultintheother’saggravation.“Haha!Philip

Clarkeyoudumbfcker,areyoukiddingme?”Wesleylaughed,hisexpressionpotentwithmeansto

mock.“I,themanagerofArcdeTriumph,earnamonthlysalaryof40thousand!You’rejustadelivery

boy.Evenafterworkingyour

ssoff,Idoubtifyoucanevenearnsixthousand.Perhapsyouonlyearnslightlymorethanfivethousand

amonth.Whatdoyouhavethat’sbetterthanmeintermsoffamilialbackground,status,andcontacts?

HowamInotbetterthanyou,PhilipClarke?Yeah,I’mfckingbetterthanyou,Philip!

Whatareyougonnadoaboutit,huh?”Wesleycouldnottoleratehowtheotherwasstillpretendingto

beallhighandmighty.“Youwerefckinggreatduringuniversity.Youevenhadyourselfabunchof

juniorsfallingatyourfeet.Why’reyoudeliveringfoodnow?I’lltellyouwhy.‘Causeyousuck!Youareall

piecesoftrashinmyeyes!SowhatifIthinkI’mbetterthanyouall?”Wesleyseemedproudofhimself.

NotonlyhadWesleyoffendedPhilipwithwhathesaid,buthealsooffendedallofPhilip’scolleagues

whowerepresentatthescene.Nowover60peoplewereangryatWesley!Stompingovertohim,they

surroundedWesleywithamenacinglookontheirfaces.“Sure,allofusdeliverfood.Sowhatifyou’rea

manager?You’reworkingforotherpeopletoo!”“What’sthisnow?Iheardsomeonecallingusdelivery

boyspiecesoftrash.Whatareyou,somekindofgod?Thinkyou’reonthetopoftheworld?”“Fckthis!I

hatepeoplelikeyou,I’mgonnafckyouup!Absolutelydisgusting!”Instantly,thelobbybegantoriot.

Manyhadresortedtoviolence.Theywerelettingtheirfistsdothetalking.Rightthen,tensof

bodyguardsrushedtothescene.WithWesleyprotectedbehindthem,thebodyguardsstoodoffagainst

Philip’smobofpeople.“Fck!Theyhavethefckinggallstohitme!Whatareyoudoing?Getthisgroupof

busybodiesout!”Wesleyroaredashestraightenedhissuitandtouchedthespotonhisfacewherehe

hadbeenpunched.ThegroupofbodyguardshadPhilip’smobofpeoplesurroundedinaninstant.

Merelysurroundedandnothingmore.Thereweretoomanypeople,afterall.Over60ofthem.Allof

themstoodonPhilip’ssideastheyglaredatWesley.“Verywell,PhilipClarke.Can’tgetyoutoleaveon

yourown,huh?Fine.Ifyoudon’twanttoleaveonyourown,thendon’tblamemefornotbeingpolite!”

WesleyglaredominouslyatPhilip.Withthat,Wesleypulledouthiscellandcalledsecurity.“I’vegot

workforyou.Gethere!”Elatedwasanunderstatementtohowhefeltatthemomentforhecould

prettymuchalreadyseethesceneofPhilipClarkebeingshamefullythrownoutofthehotel.Tryingto

lookcoolinfrontofmewithagangofdeliveryboys?Fckyou!Atthesametime,theheadofsecurity

arrivedonlytoseethesceneofchaosbeforehim.

Shocked,hequicklyranover.“ManagerWarren.Whathappened?”“You’rejustintime.Throwthisgang

off*cking*ssholesout!”“Ican’tdothatManagerWarren.Theseareourhotel’sVIPclients!”Thehead

ofsecuritywasstunned.Althoughhehadnoideawhatwasgoingon,itwasevidentto

himthatWesleywaspickingonPhilip’sgroupofpeople.“Whatdoyoumeanyoucan’t?They’remerely

abunchofdeliveryboys,howcantheybeourhotel’sVIPclients?”Wesleysneered,amocking

expressionpaintinghisface.Hethenslappedtheheadofsecurity,pointedhisfingerathim,andbegan



toreprimand.“Who’sthemanagerhere?IfItellyoutothrowthemout,youthrowthemout!”‘Whata

wasteofspace.Talkingbacktoasuperiortoo!’“ManagerWarren,they’rereallyourhotel’sVIPclients.

There’reatleast100BMWmotorcyclesoutside,allparkedunderthisclient’sname.Ican’tbe

responsiblefortheconsequencesifIweretothrowthemout.”Theheadofsecuritydidnotlikeitone

bit,buthekeptitin.Wesleywasalwaysarrogantanddomineering,sothestaffwouldusuallyjustturna

blindeye.

Yetnowhewantedtothrowthesepeople,whowereevidentlyVIPs,out?

Hewouldsurelybefirediftheirbossgotwindofthis.Wesleyburstintolaughterafterhearingwhatthe

headofsecuritysaid.“Whatkindofjokeisthis?100BMWmotorcycles?Whothefckareyoukidding?”

Wesleylaughedharder.He,too,hadseenthe100BMWmotorcyclesparkedoutsideandwasenvious.

AfterrealizingthatsuchanouveauricheVIPclienthadcometothehotel,Wesleyinitiallyplannedto

makeconnections.WhenhesawPhilipClarkeinstead,hedecidedtomockhimalittle.Now,someone

wastellinghimthatthe100BMWbikesoutsidewerebeingusedforfooddeliveriesandthatthey

belongedtoPhilip.Thismustbeafckingjoke!

Yet,rightatthatmoment…PhiliptookhisphonefromhispocketanddialedforGeorgeThomas.“Hey,

OldManGeorge.HowmuchtobuyArcdeTriumph?”

Chapter74

“YoungMaster,it’llcostyou18billiontobuyArcdeTriumphasthereare50branchesthroughoutthe

entirecountry.”OntheothersideofthelinestoodGeorgebeforethefloor-to-ceilingwindow.Hewas

readingoffthedatareportinhishand.HissecretaryhadgottenhimafulllistofArcdeTriumph’sassets

andfinancialstatementsprettymuchthemomentPhilip

asked.“Idon’tcarehowmanybillionsitcosts,Iwantitbought.”PhilipClarkesoundedevidently

annoyed.“Verywell,YoungMaster,”Georgerepliedandmadeanothercall.Instantly,numerousdirect

callsweremadefromRiverdaletoArcdeTriumph’sheadquartersinCapitalCity.Thatnight,a

mysteriousforcebegantooperatesecretlyinRiverdaleandCapitalCity.Bytheside,Wesleystared

coldlyatPhilipandmocked.“Oh?Ithasbeensolongsincewemet.Iseeyourabilitytoliethroughyour

teethhasgottenbetter.PurchasingArcdeTriumph?Whataboldstatementtomake.”

‘Whodoeshethinkheis,buyingArcdeTriumphlikeit’snobigdeal!‘IsheevenawareofArcde

Triumph’smarketprice?‘20billion!‘Puttingupacoolfrontnow,areyou?Hah.Asifyou’retheonlyone

whoknowshow.

‘Still,ifyou’regonnalie,atleastmakeitfckingplausible.‘Whatdoyoutakeusfor?Idiots?Justbuying

offtheentireArcDeTriumphlikethat.’Nottoolonglater,anothercallfromGeorgearrived.“All

preparationshavebeenmade,YoungMaster.YouarenowthelegalownerofArcdeTriumph.After

spendingatotalof20billion,allthreemainshareholdershavesoldtheirshares.Younowhave100

percentofalltheshares,andthereforeabsoluteauthority.”“Verywell.Goodjob,”PhilipClarkereplied



calmly.Ifanything,GeorgeThomaswasanefficientman.“Oh,andhavetheirheadcomeherenow,”

PhilipClarkesaid.WatchingPhilipconversewithsomeonecrypticallyoverthephone,Wesleysneered.

“Oh?Quitetheshowyou’veputonhere.Sowhodidyoucall?YouwanttobuyArcdeTriumph,don’t

you?Goon,doitinfrontofmerightnow.ThemomentyoupurchaseArcdeTriumph,I’llbowand

prostratetoyou,PhilipClarke.”‘JustthisArcdeTriumphbranchinRiverdaleitselfcostsaround200

million.‘Letalonetheheadquartersofthegroupitselfcosting20billion!‘Andnowyou’repurchasing

theentiretyofArcdeTriumph?’Atthesametime,Georgehadmadeadirectphonecallwiththehead

ofRiverdale’sbranch.“Hey,Mr.Thomas!Thisisthefirsttimeyou’vecalledme.HowcanIhelpyou?”

Fromtheotherendofthelinesoundedapoliteandmellowtoneofamiddle-agedman.“Mr.Yeager,

ouryoungmasteriscurrentlyatyourhotel.Hehasrequestedyourpresenceandhopestoseeyouin

fiveminutes.”Hearinghim,ZaynYeagerjoltedawake.Mr.Thomas’youngmaster.Thatwasamanof

greatfckingstatus.“Ofcourse,Mr.Thomas.I’llbethereshortly.”

Promisingso,ZaynYeagerhungupandmadeadashforArcdeTriumph.

BacktoWesleywhowasstillstaringcondescendinglyatPhilipClarke.

“You’restillkeepingupthatfacade,Philip?Fine!I’llplayyourlittlegame.

Let’sseehowfckingcoolyouactuallyare!”Bothhishandswereinhispantpocketswhilehisexpression

wasoneofjeeringsarcasm.Philipdidnotseemimpatient.Whilecalmlysittingonaseatbytheside,he

pulledouthisphonetovideocallMila.Shewascurrentlybeingtakencareofbythecompany’s

babysitter.Hewouldpickheruplaterthatday.DuetoPhilip’sworkingconditionsandthefactthathis

parents-in-lawhadneverbotheredtotakecareofher,Milaspentmostofhertimeawayinanursery.

Aroundfiveminuteslater,ZaynYeager,theheadoftheArcdeTriumphRiverdalebranch,appearedat

thelobby’sentrance.Settinghiseyesonthesceneinthelobbybeforehim,hefeltaslightunease.He

arrivedquicklybeforeWesleyandasked,“ManagerWesley,whatseemstobethematter?”Wesleywas

stunned.HedidnotexpecttheheadofthebranchtoarriveasperPhilip’srequest.AsZaynwasthe

personinchargeofthegroup’sRiverdalebranch,Wesleyhadnochoicebuttobehumbleandsmile.

“It’snothingIcan’thandle,Mr.Yeager.”ZaynYeagerfrownedinstantly.“Nothingyoucan’thandle?The

securityteamishereandyetyoucallthisnothing?Forgetit,I’lldealwiththismyself.”ShouldMr.

Thomas’youngmasterbeoffended,itwouldbetheendofhis,ZaynYeager’s,careerinRiverdale.

Followingthattrainofthought,thehaironthebackofhisneckstoodinfear.AsforMr.Thomas’young

master…Well,whatbetterpersontosuckupto?Quicklytakingastepforwardtoscreenthegroupof

peoplebeforehim,heaskedcourteously,“Excuseme,whichoneofyouisMasterClarke?Mr.Philip

Clarke?”Everyonewasstunned.Collectively,allgazesfellonPhilip.Chapter75‘MasterClarke?’Wesley

wasstunned.Whatajoke!‘MasterClarke?Thisfckingasshole?’Then,Philipstoodforward.“Thatwould

beme.I’mPhilipClarke.”Withthat,hepointedafingeratWesleyanddemanded,

“Fromtodayonwards,thismanistoberemovedfromArcdeTriumph.Idon’twanttoseehiminany

branchatall.Canthatbedone?”ZaynYeagertensed.GlancingatWesleyfromthecornerofhiseyes,he

said,“I’mafraidnot,MasterClarke.”HeknewWesleymusthavehadaconflictwithPhilipClarke.Yetto

fireWesleywithjustaword,thatwassomethingZaynYeagercouldnotdo.Evenafterdisregardingthe



factthatdoingsowasagainsttherulesofthehotel,WesleyWarren’sfatherwasoneofthehotel’s

shareholders.Thatwasapersonworthafewhundredmillion!Thatitselfwasenoughreasontostop

himfromfiringWesley.However,Philip’snextsentenceshookeveryonetotheirbones.“Youmightnot

know,butI’vealreadypurchasedtheentiretyofArcdeTriumph.Iamnowthebiggestshareholderof

ArcdeTriumph,holding100percentofallthestocks.”

Hearinghim,Wesleydoubledoverinlaughter.“YouboughttheentireArcdeTriumph?Andyouhold

100percentofthestocks?Please,whoareyoukidding?Idon’tthinkyouknow,butmyfatherisoneof

ArcdeTriumph’sshareholders,okay!”ZaynYeagerfrownedaswell.“MasterClarke,whileIamawareof

yourrelationshipwithMr.Thomas,Iwouldnotadvisethatyoumakesuchjokesinthefuture.AsfarasI

amconcerned,therehasyettobeanychangesinArcdeTriumph’sshareholders.”Hisexpression

darkened.

HaditnotbeenonbehalfofthefactthatthiswasMr.Thomas’MasterClarke,hewouldhavethrown

thisarrogantlittleshtoutalready.However,theexpressionPhilipworewastoogenuineandcalm.Itdid

notseemlikehewasjoking.ThatwassomethingZaynYeagercouldnotseemtounderstand.Therewas

noMr.ClarkeamongthelistofArcdeTriumph’sshareholders.“Oh,yeah.Ijustboughtit,soIsuppose

thesharetransferformwillarriveinabit.”PhilipClarkeclarifiedcalmly.“Holyfck,Philip

Clarke!Ifyou’regoingtolie,atleastmakeitreasonable!MydadownstwopercentofArcdeTriumph’s

stocks.Itmaynotseemmuch,butthat’sstill300to400million!Doyougetitnow,youpoorfck!”

Wesleysneered.Dingdong!Rightatthatmoment,Philip’scellphonepingedtosignifythearrivalofmail.

Clickingonthenotification,heshowedZaynYeagerthemail.Zaynwasdazedwhenhereadthecontents

ofthemail.RightbeforehimwasArcdeTriumphGroup’sdocumentofproofforthehighestauthority

shareholder.Writtenonthedocumentwasthenameofthenewlyappointedlargestshareholder.With

onlyonenamepresent,PhilipClarkeowned100%ofallArcdeTriumphGroup’sshares.Moreover,the

documentwasstampedwithArcdeTriumphGroup’sseal!Therewasnomistakingitslegitimacy.After

all,forgeryoflegaldocumentswasafelonyandarisknotworthtakingforthesakeofplay-pretend.

“Forgiveme,MasterClarke.ButIstillhavetoclarify.”Zaynwasashrewdman.Takingouthisphone,he

walkedofftotheside.Itwassimple.Allhehadtodowasasktheshareholdersofthecompany,and

Wesley’sfatherwasthemostconvenientoptionofall.Afterall,Wesley’sfatherownedtwopercentof

theshares.Ifthetransferofshareswastrue,MasterClarkewouldthenbetheonemanhecouldnever

offend.Infact,hewouldhavetotreathimlikeonewouldaBuddha!“Mr.Warren,somethinghas

occurredoverherethatIwouldliketoverifywithyouifthat’sokay?Well,uh,wehaveaMr.Clarkehere

whoclaimsthathehaspurchasedallofArcdeTriumph’sshares.Andtheremighthavebeensomesort

ofconflictbetweenhimandyourson…”Fromtheotherendofthelinedriftedinapantingbaritone

accompaniedbythesoftcriesofacharminglady.“Whatthehell?WhatMr.Clarke?Bullsht!

TheentiretyofArcdeTriumphamountsupto20billion.Whointheworldhasthemoneytobuyitallin

onego?!Throwthefckeroutandleavemealone!”Slam!Thecallended.Zayn’sexpressionshiftedat

theunexpectedturnofevents.BackwhereWesleystood,hecontinuedtoglareatPhilip.Withafrosty

gaze,hescoffed.“Hah.I’vegottogiveittoyouthough,youjusthadtolieandbecooldidn’tyou?Don’t

youknowmyfather’salsoArcdeTriumph’sshareholder?”Philipshookhisheadandsimplyclaimed,



“Nope.ThoughIsupposeasasmallshareholder,thetransferofsharesshouldn’thavemuchtodowith

himeither.”“Haha,bullsht!Myfather’ssharesinArcdeTriumpharewortharound300to400million!

300to400

million!Doyouhaveanyideahowmuchthatis?!Youmightnotevenearnthatmuchyourentirelife.

Perhapsthefarthestyou’llgoisbylyinglikethis.

Sosad.”Wesleyshookhishead,hisexpressionthatofmockingpity.

Brushingoffthecomment,PhilipClarkestated,“That’sfine.Bothyouandyourfatherwillbethrownout

ofArcdeTriumphinamomentanyway.Soifanything,youshouldfeelsadforyourself.”

Chapter76

WesleyWarrenflushedadeepred!Hehadbeenhumiliated!‘Howdarethispieceoftrashsaysuch

things?‘HowdarehethreatentothrowmeanddadoutofArcdeTriumph?!‘Wheredidthisidiotget

hisbraveryfrom?‘FishLeong?‘Thiswaspreposterous!’“SoPhilipClarke,doesthismeanthataslongas

I’mnotthrownoutofArcdeTriumphbytheendoftoday,I’llheara‘MasterWesley’fromyourmouth

asyoukneelbeforeme?”Wesleywaspissed.Thecornersofhislipsliftedintoasneerashespoke.

Perhaps,allthatPhiliphadleftwashisabilitytobluff.“Slimchance.Hardlyprobable.”

PhilipdidnotwanttoentertainWesleyeither,consideringhisgoalherewastohavedinner.Henever

plannedtostirtrouble,buttheotherhaddonenothingbuthumiliatehimtheentiretime.Toturna

blindeyewouldbeadisgracetohisidentityastheheirtohisfamily’sfortune!‘SoWesleyWarrenwants

tobearrogant?‘Sohethinksheholdsthehigherground?

‘Verywell.ThenIshalltakeawayyourstatusandeverythingyouown!’

Rightthen,Zaynreturnedafterthecallwithasourexpression.“MasterClarke,I’mafraidthattherehas

yettobeanyconfirmingrepliesonmybehalf.So…”Theimplicationswereclear—‘Ihaveyettoreceive

anynews,soIamunabletoaffirmyourdocumentforthetransferofshares.’Wesleyburstintolaughter,

hisexpressionsarcasticandunkind.“Youhearthat?Still

fckingposingareyou?Youhavemyrespect.WhyWynnwouldchooseagood-for-nothinglikeyouisout

ofmycomprehensiveabilities!”‘Hilarious,fckinghilarious!‘Hisliehasbeenseenthrough,andhereheis

stillcalmandunnerved.’Philipdidnotsaymuch.Hemerelyoptedtoreplynonchalantly,“Giveita

moment.Ibelievethemanyoucalledishisdad,SamuelWarren?Idosupposehewouldn’thavemuch

ofasayattheshareholdermeetingwithhistwopercentstocks.Soitmakessensethathisfather

doesn’tknowofityet.Itshouldbeanymomentnow,though.”Philipwasright.Thistransferofshares

wasanunanimousagreementmadebyallmajorshareholders.Minorshareholdershadnosayatall.As

aresult,SamuelWarrenhadyettoreceiveanotice.Thoughitwouldnotbetoolongbeforehewould.

Withthatsaid,therewasnothingmorePhilipcoulddo,andsohebegantochatwithhiscolleagues.

“Quitetheposeryouare,PhilipClarke.Mydadhasnoright,yousay?You’rehilarious.Whodoyouthink



youare?TheamazingJackMa?Ordoyouthinkyou’reWarrenBuffett?

You’renothingbutdogsht!PurchasingArcdeTriumph?Doyouevenhave20billion?Fckingidiot!”

WesleychuckledcoldlyatPhilip.Philipmerelyshruggedinresponse.“Whatdifferenceareyoutothatof

afrogatthebottomofthewell?Thereismoretotheworldthaneitherofusknow,andIwouldgreatly

appreciateitifyouwouldbesokindtostopjudgingmewiththelimitedknowledgeyouhave.You

cannotpossiblyhaveanideaabouthowmuchmoneyIhave,fornotevenImyselfknowtheexact

amount.However,itislikelythatthepeopleyou’vementioned,JackMaandWarrenBuffet,donothave

asmuchasIdo.”Fck!Everywordthatcameoutfromhismouthwaspurebullsht!Didhethinkhewas

TakumiFujiwarafromInitialD?Whatostentatiousbullsht!Though,PhilipClarkewasnotwrong.Even

withthetotalnetworthofallthenouveauricheonForbes,itmightstillnotamounttohalfthemoney

hisfamilyhad.Over70%oftheworld’srichesbelongedtohisfamily.Whocouldpossiblybericherthan

him?ItwasjustthatPhilippersonallydidnotwishtotakeoverhisfamilybusiness.“Fine,fine.I’lljust

watchhowthefckyouplantolieyour

wayoutofthis!”Wesleywasinfuriated.‘Howdareyou,PhilipClarke.‘Ascompetitorsbackinuniversity,

Ilost.WynnJohnstonmarriedyou.‘NowthatI’mthemanagerofArcdeTriumph,there’snowayIcan’t

toweroveryouwithmystatusandsocialstanding!‘You’renottheonlyonewhoknowshowtolook

pretentious!’Wesleywasenragedatthatmoment,theragingfireinhisheartburningmercilessly.Alas,

heknewnothingofPhilip’spast,norofthepowerheheld.Atthesametime,inoneofRiverdale’sfive-

starhotels.SamuelWarrenlaidcomfortablyonthegoose-featherbed.Heldlovinglyinhisarmswashis

newestfemalesecretary.Samuel’sphonerang.

ThecallerIDshowedthatitwasfromArcdeTriumph’sgeneralfinancemanager!Nolongerpayingthe

womaninhisarmsanyattention,Samuelpickedupthecall.“Hello,Mr.Zach?Hassomethingoccurred?

Anissuesomajorthatyou’recallingsolateatnight?”“Mr.Warren.I’mherewithanotice.Arcde

Triumphhaschangeditsmajorshareholder.AllshareshavebeentransferredtoaMr.Clark,Mr.Philip

Clarke.We’vecashedyourpercentageintoyourbankaccounts,amountingto300million.Wewishfor

yourkindunderstanding.”

Chapter77

Hearingthat,Samuelfrozeinshock!‘TherehasbeenatransferofArcdeTriumph’sshares!‘Amounting

to20billion!‘SoZaynYeagerwasspeaking

thetruthwhenhecalledjustnow?‘All100percentoftheshares?‘Noway!

‘We’retalkingaboutawhole20billion!‘WhothefckswallowedtheentireArcdeTriumphinonegulp?

‘NoteventhoseontheOrienta’slistofmillionairescanbuyitallinonenight!’FearcreptuponSamuel.

HeimmediatelyrecalledhowZaynmentionedsomethingalongthelinesofWesleyhavingaconflictwith

Mr.Clarke!‘Crap!Ishouldcallandask.’Shortly,ZaynreceivedacallfromSamuel.“Mr.Warren?Is

somethingofthematter?”“PassthephonetoMr.Clarke.”Samuelwasrestless.Despitenot



understandingtheother’sintentions,ZaynpassedthephonetoPhilipanyway.“MasterClarke,Mr.

Warrenwishestospeaktoyou.”Philiptookthephoneandfromtheotherendcamethebaritonevoice

ofamiddle-agedman.“Mr.Clarke?ThisisSamuelWarren.”“Oh?Hello,Mr.Warren.”“Mr.Clarke,I

apologizeifmysonhasoffendedyouinanyway.Hewasinthewrong,andifyousorequire,Ishall

apologizetoyoupersonally.”AnxietybrewedwithinSamuel,stemmedfromthefearthathissonmight

haveunknowinglyoffendedthisnewandonlymajorshareholderofArcdeTriumphthathadappeared

outoftheblue!‘Foramanofthiscaliber,onecanonlyimaginethetrickshehasuphissleevesandthe

assetsandmoneyhepossesses!‘He’sdefinitelynotonetobemessedwith!’“Mr.Warren,totellyou

thetruth,Iwouldn’tconsidermyselfamanwholikesholdinggrudges.Howaboutwedoitthisway,

then?Yousellmeeverycompanyyouhaveunderyourname,andwecalliteven?”“Huh?”Samuelwas

shocked.Hecouldnotunderstandathingofwhattheotherpersonwastryingtosay.Sure,therewerea

fewcompaniesheowned,butevenallofthemtogetherwereworth100millionorsoonly.Moreover,

thosecompanieswereflourishingrightnow.HavingreceivedaSeriesAangelroundof20million,they

wereplanningtoinvestintheUSmarketandreceiveaSeriesBinvestmentof100million!Asmuchas

thesewereopportunitiestoSamuelWarren,theyhadalsobecomehislifeforce.Afterall,these

companiescouldbehispathtotheForbeslist!Therewasnowayhewouldsellthem.“That’safunny

joke,Mr.Clarke.Thosecompaniesofminearemerelylittleassets.I’msurethey’retooinsignificantfor

youtoconsider.”Samuelchuckleddryly.“Verywell,then.ThoughfromwhatIremember,those

companiesofyoursareclosetodeclaringbankruptcy,aren’tthey?Ifmymemoryservesmeright,

you’vejustreceivedaSeriesAangelroundright?Andnowyou’replanningforaSeriesBworth100

million?Whatashameitwouldbeshouldtheyendupbankrupt.”Philipsaidcalmlywithasmile.Inhis

otherhandwashisownphonedetailedwitheverythingGeorgehadsentoverconcerningSamuel

Warren.Fromthemomenthewasborntohisworkexperiencestothecompaniesunderhisnameand

howtheywerefending,everythingwasthere,writtenclearlyinblackandwhite.Samuelshiveredand

hiseyebrowtwitched.“Mr.Clarke,theysayyouneverknowsomeone‘tillyou’vefoughtthem,butI

don’tthinkthere’saneedforthatnowisthere?You’reatArcdeTriumph,aren’tyou?I’llbethere

shortly.”‘Endupbankrupt?‘WhataboldclaimthisMr.Clarkehasmade.‘Toknowofmyangelround

andtheinvestmentinmarketsoverseas?‘Andyet…’Philiphuffedabreathoflaughter.“Idon’thaveall

thetimeintheworld,Mr.Warren.Howaboutwedoitthisway?Youhavehalfanhourtoconsidermy

proposal.Ifyou’vethoughtitthroughwell,thenyou’llsellmeyourcompany.Ifnot,thenIsupposeyou

canjustwaittodeclarebankruptcy.”Philipwasnothingifnotcalm.ThatonlyleadtoSamuelbecoming

moreagitatedandrestless.“Isthissomesortofbadjoke,Mr.Clarke?”Samuelchuckledsuddenly.He

refusedtobelievethatonemanwouldhavethepowertoinfluencehisangelroundinvestmentand

financingcorporationsoverseas.“I’veneverbeenonetotelljokes.Youhavehalfanhourtothinkabout

whetheryou’llsellorifyou’lldeclarebankruptcy.Yourchoice.”Philipsaidinasteadytoneandhungup

thephone.Hewasnotinterestedinunnecessarychit-chattingwithSamuelWarren.Hischoiceshad

beenpresentedbeforehim.Philip’sonlygoalwassimple.AllhewantedwasforWesleytounderstand

thatnoteveryonewasforhimtoplaywithforhisentertainment!Philipwasawarethathemighthave

takenitalittletoofartoday.Withthatbeingsaid,hewasfinewithit.Afterall,itwasnotapleasant

feelingtobeconstantlypickedandlookeddownon.Afterbeinghangedupon,Samuellaidinhishotel

suitewithanxietytuggingathisheart.‘Willwegobankrupt?‘Whoexactlyisthisyoungmanwhohas

justboughttheentiretyofArcdeTriumph’sstocks?‘Idon’tgetit.’However,Samuelhadbeenworking



inthemarketforsolong.Hewouldliketobelievehehadatleastlearnedsomethingfromhisyearsof

experience.‘Tryingtoforcemeintosellingmycompany?Youwish!‘I’dliketoknowjustwhothefckyou

thinkyouare!’Nolongerinthemoodforanything,Samuelkickedtheladyatophimaway.Takinghis

phoneagain,hedialedaninfrequentlycontactednumberasacourteoussmiledawnedonhisfeatures.

“How’reyoudoing,ChiefSullivan?WebothknowIwouldn’tcometoyouifIdidn’thaveanythingtoask,

soI’llgetstraighttothepoint.Something’soccurredandIrequireyourhelp,ChiefSullivan.”

Chapter78

“SamuelWarren!Don’tjustcallmewhenyoufeellikeitandmakemecleanupafteryou!Thisisa

difficulttimerightnow.Youcouldputmeindangerforthis!”Fromtheotherendofthelinewasthe

voiceofapissedandirkedman.Samuelwasfarfromangryandrepliedinaflatteringtone,“Johann,my

brother!Somethingcameup,yousee.Icanonlyturntoyou,Brother.”

JohannSullivanwasSamuel’ssourceofpowerinRiverdale.ItwasthankstoJohannthathewaswhere

hewastoday.Asaresult,hehadpaidaconsiderableamountofrespectinreturn.Itwasjustthat

Johannhadspecifiednottocontacthimunlesssomethinggreatoccurred.Johannbegrudginglylefthis

bedandworehispresbyopicglasses.“What

happened?”Samuelwasnotahorribleperson.Heknewtherules,sosomethingbigmusthave

happenedforhimtocallhimthislateatnight.

“Something’shappenedtothecompany,Johann.There’sayoungmanbythenameofPhilipClarkewho

wantstobuyourcompany.Hesayshe’llmakeusgobankruptifwerefusetosell,”Samuelsaid

worriedly.“SamuelWarren!Isthiswhatyou’recallingmesolatefor?Whatthefck?Didyoudrink

yourselfintooblivionorareyousleepingwithtoomanywomen?It’ssuchasmallissueandyoufindthe

needtoreportittome?Dealwithityourself!”Johannwasenraged.‘WhatthehellisupwithSamuel?

‘Ishegrowingoldorishejustgrowingstupid?‘WhatPhilipClarke?‘Bankruptcy?‘Whatajoke!’Samuel

wasquicktoreply,“No,no,wait.Johann,mybrother,Ireallydon’tthinkIcandealwithitmyself.”

JohannfrownedasheheardSamuelmutteroverthephone.Pullingonhisjacket,hewalkedtothestudy

andasked,“Whoisthisman?Afiguresopowerfulthatyoucan’tdealwithyourself?”“YouknowofArc

deTriumphright,Johann?”Samuelasked.“Thehotelgroupyouinvestedin?Theoneworth20billionin

themarket,right?Whataboutit?”“ThatMr.Clarke,heboughtallitsshares.All20billionofit!”‘He

boughtit?‘20billion!’Johann’sfrowndeepenedasheunderstoodthegravityofthematter.“Whydoes

hewanttobuyyourcompany,then?Didyouoffendhim?”Johannhadanimmediateidea.‘Theother

partywantstobuySamuel’scompanies,threateningbankruptcytooifheisn’twillingtosell.Theymust

haveenmitybetweenthem.’Samuelmuttered,“Idon’tknowyet.ButIthinkWesleymighthavehada

conflictwithhim.”“Thenwhythefckhaven’tyougoneovertotakealook?Apologizeifit’srequired,

compensateifyoumust.Doessomeoneofhiscaliberlooklikewhateitherofuscantake?Idiot!”

Hangingup,hestoodbeforehiswindowashesmoked,unabletocalmhisheart.

Then,hedialedhissecretary.“CheckforamanbythenameofPhilipClarkeinRiverdale.Ineedthe



informationassoonaspossible.”Samueldidnothavetimetodallyeither.Pullingonatop,hequickly

leftforArcdeTriumphHotel.Atthesametime,WesleystoodbeforePhilipandhisgroupwitha

facefullofmockery.“AslongasyouprostratebeforemeandIheara

‘MasterWesley’comingfromyourmouth,I’llletyougo.Butifyouwishtocontinueyourstubbornness,

thenI’msorry,Idon’thavethetimetowasteonyou!”Wesleywasirkedforhestillhadtomeetthe

secretmillionairebehindthe100BMWmotorcyclesparkedoutside.‘Whohasthetimetowasteonthis

fckingidiot?’YetPhilipwatchedhimwithanexpressionofserenity.“What’stherush?Yourdadshould

beonhiswayover.”“Mydad?Whatkindoffckingjokeisthis?Whywouldmydadcomehereforyou?

What,areyougonnatellmenextthatmydad’sheretoapologizetoyou?”

Wesleysnorted.“Youcan’tpossiblythinkthatthisissomedumbfckingnovelplotwheremyfather

comesandbegsyouforforgiveness,canyou?Wakeup,PhilipClarke.Stopplayingaround.”Philipdid

notanswer.Instead,heoptedtowatchindifferently.Rightthen,thedoorstothehotelopened.Outside,

aMercedes-Benzwasparking.Outthecarslowlyjoggedamiddle-agedman.Cladinablackshirtand

whiteslacks,themanworegold-rimmedglassesandclutchedabriefcasenexttohismuffintopbody.

Coldsweatwasperspiringalloverhisforehead.“Dad!Why’reyouhere?”Wesleypaledatthearrivalof

theolderman,hisheartskippingabeatoutoffear.Afterenteringthemaindoors,Samuelglaredat

Wesley.Irregardingeverythingelse,hereachedbeforePhilipandspokewithaslouchandanapologetic

smile,“Myapologiesforthetardiness,Mr.Clarke.”Wesley,Zayn,andeveryoneelsewereshockedat

thescenebeforethem.ThiswasSamuelWarren,thechairmanofArcdeTriumph’sRiverdalebranch!To

thinkhewouldbendhisbackforayoungmanwiththeexpressiontoflatter?Thiswasshockingnews!

Wesleywasespeciallyshocked.Hewasdazed.Howcouldthisbe?Philipnoddedinreturn.Checkingthe

time,hesaid,“You’renottardy.Youstillhave20minutes.Iwonderwhatyou,Mr.Warren,have

decidedtodointheend?”SamuelWarrenwouldnaturallydeclinetheoffer.Withasmile,hereplied,

“It’snotnicetojokeaboutthingslikethis,Mr.Clarke.Thosecompaniesofminearemeresmall

corporations.Theyhavenofuture.They’vebeenrakinguplossesafterlossesthesefewyears.Tosell

themtoyouwouldbetakingadvantageofyou.”Wesleyranuprightashisdadfinishedtalking.Ina

frustratedtone,heyelled,“Whatthehell,Dad?Whyareyoubeingsopolitetothisdumbfcker?What

Mr.

Clarke?He’sjustadeliveryboy!Aren’tyoumixinghimupwithsomeoneelse?!”

Chapter79

Slap!Aloudsmackrangthroughtheair.Atthisinstant,Samuel’seyeswerewideopenashisfaceflared

redwithanger.HepointedafingeratWesleyandshoutedfuriously,“Shutup!You’reinnopositionto

speakhere.

Scram!”Heblamedhimselfforthis.Hehadspoiledhissontoomuchandthatwaswhatcultivatedthis

arrogantanddefiantattitudeofhis.“Dad,areyoucrazy!Whydidyouhitme?”Wesleyfeltextremely



wrongedasheturnedandglaredatPhilipresentfullybeforegrumbling,“Whatthefckdidyoudo?Why

ismydadspeakingtoyoulikethis!”Philipsaidnothing.Samuel,ontheotherhand,movedfirst.His

handwentforWesley’scheekoncemoreasheyelled,“WesleyWarren,shutyourdmnmouth!Howcan

youspeaktoMr.Clarkewiththattone?Doyouknowthatthegroundyou’restandingonnowbelongs

toMr.Clarke?TheArcdeTriumphGroupisnowunderMr.Clarke.NowhurryupandapologizetoMr.

Clarke!”Wesleywascompletelystunned.TheArcdeTriumphGroupwasnowPhilip’s?What…

Whatwasgoingon?“I’msosorry,Mr.Clarke.Ididn’tteachmysonhowtobehavehimself.Pleasetell

mewhattodoandwecansettlethishoweveryouwant.”Samuelknewthathismovenowwould

determinehislifefromtodayonward.PhilipstaredintoWesley’semptyeyesandreplied,“It’sfine,your

sonandIareoldclassmates.”Oldclassmates?Takenaback,Samuelquicklyrecoveredwithasmileand

said,“Oh,that’sgood.Wesleyshouldthankhisluckystarsforbeingabletohaveaclassmatelikeyou,

Mr.

Clarke.”TheflatterywasmakingPhilipextremelyuncomfortable.Noway!

Impossible!HowdidPhilipgetthemoneytopurchasetheArchdeTriumphGroup?Hedidnotbelieve

this!HehadalreadyexperiencedlivingunderPhilip’sshadowduringtheircollegedays.WasPhilipgoing

tocrushhimonceagain?Hewouldnotacceptthis!“WesleyWarren,doyourememberwhatIsaidjust

now?Lifeisalongjourney.Youneverknowwho’sgoingtostrikegold,doyou?”Philipsaidwithasmall

smile.Flustered,Wesleystumbledbackandfelltotheground.WithafingerpointedatPhilip’sface,he

yelled,“That’simpossible!I’mWesleyWarren!You’llneverbeabletobeatme!”Philipcouldnotbe

botheredtoentertainhimanylonger.HeknewhowunstableWesleywasatthemoment.Wesleyhad

thoughthewashighaboveeveryoneelsewhenallofasudden,everythingheoncehadturnedinto

nothing.Itwasundeniablyahugeblowtohisego.PhilipturnedaroundandlookedatSamuel.“Mr.

Warren,youstillhaveeightmoreminutes.Haveyoumadeupyourmind?”TheedgeofSamuel’smouth

twitchedashesqueezedoutastiffsmile.Hewasscaredtoevenwipeawaythenervousbeadsofsweat

onhisforehead.“Mr.Clarke,thisisn’trightatall.Whydon’tIgetWesleytoapologizetoyou?”“Hurry

upandapologizetoMr.Clarkenow!”SamuelyelledatWesleywhosemindseemedtohavedriftedaway.

Theconfusedandabsent-mindedWesleywasforcedbySamueltoapologizetoPhilip.However,Philip

quicklyspokeup,“Mr.Warren,sorrytointerruptbutyoursonsaidearlierthatifIcanbuyArcde

Triumph,hewouldkneelandkowtowtome.”Samuel’smouthtwitchedonceagainashiseyeswent

cold.Still,thesmileremainedplasteredonhisfaceasheresponded,“Mr.Clarke,it’snotnecessaryto

besoharsh,right?NomatterwhatmistakesWesleyhasmade,there’snoneedtohumiliatehimin

public.”“That’snotright,there’snosuchthing.IfIdidn’thavethemoneyandpowerthatIhavetoday,I

knowforsurethatWesleywouldbepressingmyheadtothegroundandforcingmetokowtowtohim

atthisverymoment.“Dothepoordeservetobebullied?“Dotherichhavetherighttosimplyhumiliate

andinsultothers?“Whogaveyouguysthisright?Theotherrichpeople?“Alright,then.Today,I,Philip

Clarke,amalotricherthanyou,soyoumustkneeldownandapologizetomerightnow!”Everyword

thatPhilipsaidinthisone,longbreathhiteveryonestraightintheheart.Manyofthepeoplepresent

rightthenwerejustaverageJoes.Theyhadencounteredunfortunatesituationswheretheywere

bulliedbytherichatleastonceintheirlife.Theyneverdaredtofightbackwhentheygottrampledand



humiliatedbytherich.Rightnow,however,Philipwasspeakingupforthem.Naturally,theywerehappy.

“That’sright!BrotherPhil,you’reright!Comeon,kneeldownandapologizenow!”“Dmn!I’venever

likedthisidiot,Wesley.He’salwaysbullyingussecurityguardsallday.Doeshethinkthatwe’rehisdogs

thathecanjustbossaround?Fckhim,hedeservestohaveatasteofhisownmedicine!”“Kneeldown!

Hurryupandkneeldown!”Allofasudden,thecrowdwasoutraged.EveryonewaspointingatWesley,

whichonlymadehimevenmoreterrified.“Dad,helpme!Idon’twanttokneeldown!”Wesleygrabbed

hisfather’sarmandhidbehindhim.Samuel’sexpressiondarkenedashesaidtoPhilip,“Mr.

Clarke,doyoureallywanttopushthistotheextreme?IsuggestyouthinkthisthroughbecauseI’mnot

someonetobepushedaround.Mindyou,Istillhavepeoplebehindmeonmyside.I’mnotsomeone

youwanttoprovoke!”

Clearly,Samuelspoiledhissonverymuch.Hewouldneverlethissonkneelbeforesomanypeopleto

kowtowandapologizetosomeoneelse.Philiplaughedgently.“Well,Ican’twaittofindoutwhoare

thesepeopleyouspeakaboutthatIcan’tprovoke.”

Chapter80

Samuel’sexpressiondarkenedevenmoreafterseeinghowoverbearingtheotherpartywas.Hegritted

histeethandsaidangrily,“Mr.Clarke,pleaseforgivewhereyoumay.There’snoneedtobeso

extreme.”Philipstared

backquietly.Samuelcouldnotholdhimselfbackanymoreandlashedoutinrage.“PhilipClarke,don’t

youdarepushyourluck!IhavebeendealinginRiverdaleformanyyearsnow.Mynetworthisbeyond

hundredsofmillions!ThepeopleIknowarethoseyouabsolutelycan’taffordtoprovoke!Ifyouknow

what’sbestforyou,leavethisasitis,otherwise,I’llbefightingyoutotheveryend!”Hewastruly

enraged.Hehadneversufferedsuchaninjusticeinhislifebefore.Evenaftertakingastepback,the

otherpartystillrefusedtoyieldastep.However,Philipremainedsilent.

“Alright,justwaitandsee!”Withthat,SamueldugouthisphoneanddialedJohann’snumber.“Brother

Johann,youmusthelpmeout!There’sakidwho’sdeterminedtomesswithme!”Ontheotherendof

thephone,Johannwasinhisstudy.Withasullenface,hereplied,“Handhimthephone.I’lltalktohim.”

Samuel’seyesflashedandhequicklypassedthephonetoPhilip.“Hewantstospeaktoyou.”Hesnorted.

SamuelknewthathewouldbefineaslongasBrotherJohannsteppedout.Hebelievedthatnobody

couldbeatBrotherJohann!Hence,hequicklyadded.“Mr.Clarke,Ihopethatyou’llmakeawisedecision

afteransweringthiscall.”PhilipcastSamuelanonchalantglancebeforeacceptingthephoneandheldit

byhisear.Laughtersoundedfromtheotherendofthephone.“Mr.Clarke,whatkindoftroubleareyou

tryingtostiruponthisnight?IfSamuelandhissonhavedonesomethingthathasoffendedyou,letme

apologizenowontheirbehalf.Howaboutthat?”Philiprepliedcalmly,“Mr.Sullivan,whatdoyouthink

willhappenifevidenceofyourbribesandfraudulentbendingoflawsareexposed?”Itcameattheleast

expectedtime.Philip’swordspoundedonJohann’schestlikeaheavyhammer!Johannimmediately

panicked.Heknew!Thismanknewwhathehaddone!Bang!Johannstoodupfromhisseatabruptlyas



hisvoicedeepened.Hiseyeswentdarkandcoldinaninstant.“Mr.Clarke,ifyoudon’thaveproofof

whatyou’resaying,thisisslander.”“03762,”Philipspatouteachdigitslowlyashelookedattheother

phoneinhishand.Johann,ontheotherhand,immediatelyfellintohisseatashislegsgaveway.His

eyeswerefilledwithfearandpanicwhilecold

sweatformedacrosshisforehead.Howwasthispossible?ThiswashisSwissbankaccount!Onlyhe

knewabouttheexistenceofthisaccount,notevenhiswifeknewaboutit!Thoughsomehow,thisman

foundoutaboutit!

Whatkindofpowerdidthismanhaveandwheredidhecomefrom?Seeinghisstraightforwardmanner,

itwasobviousthatthismanalreadyknewabouthissecretdealwithSamuel.“Mr.Clarke,Ithinkthere’s

stillroomforustodiscuss,”Johannpleadedanxiouslyashislegsbegantotrembleviolently.

“Mr.Clarke,Iwon’tmeddleinyourbusinesswithSamuelanymore,butwhydon’twemeeteachother

andhaveatalk?”Itwastimetogiveuparookandsavetheking!“Goodnight,”Philiprepliedcoldly

beforepassingthephonebacktoSamuel.Samuelhadasmirkonhisface.Althoughhewasunsurewhat

hadhappenedoverthephonecall,hispastexperiencestoldhimthataslongashehadJohanntoback

himup,nothingwasimpossible.Whenhetookthephonebackinhishands,hequicklysaid,“Brother

Johann,youalwayshaveaway…”However,aloudbangthatsoundedlikeadoorbeingburstopencame

fromthephone.“JohannSullivan,youareasuspectofbriberyandembezzlement.Youareofficially

arrested.Pleasecooperatewithusinourinvestigation!”Thud!Thephonefelltothefloor.Analarming

thoughtimmediatelyweigheduponSamuel’smind.WasJohanncaught?

Howdidthishappensoquickly!Johannwashisbackbone,theonealwaysbackinghimup!Samuelfelta

stingingpinchtohisspine.Allofasudden,hefelltothefloor.HestaredupatPhilipwithpanicinhis

eyesashestuttered,“You…Didyoudothis?”Philipdidnotrespond.Hemerelylookedatthetimeand

sentatexttoGeorge.‘It’stime.’Seeingtheshort,simpletext,Georgequicklydialedanumberhehad

preparedearlier.Allittookwasthreeminutes.Samuelbeganreceivingmultiplephonecallsforhelp.

“Mr.Warren,somethingbadhashappened!Ourangelinvestorswithdrewtheirinvestment.Welost20

million!”“Mr.Warren,I’mcallingfromNewYork.OurSeriesBfundingfellthrough!”“Mr.Warren,

somethingterriblehappened!TheBureauofIndustryandCommerceandtheCommercialCrime

InvestigationDepartmentareheretoinvestigateus.

Whatshouldwedo?”Onephonecallafteranother,eachofthembearingbadnews!Samuelremained

slumpedontheground,hisfaceaspaleasawhitesheet.Hewasfinished.Everythingwasovernow!

“Dad,what’sgoingon?Dad,comeon,saysomething!”Seeingthestatehisfatherwasin,Wesleywas

shakingwithfright.SamuelsuddenlyjumpedupandbegangivingWesleybashesandkicks.Heyelled,

“Youwillbethedeathofme,youunfilialson!I’llmakesurethatIbeatyoutodeath!”Thescenewas

totalchaos.Samuelbeganbeatinghissonuntilthepolicearrived.Theywerebothtakenintothepolice

car.Asthepolicecarleftthescene,everyoneturnedtoPhilipwithalookofadmirationintheireyes.

Thismanwasamazing!Agneswastense.ShehadnotexpectedPhiliptohavesuchcourageandpower!

Shewasbythesidelinesthewholetime,soshefullywitnessedeverythingPhiliphaddone.Thisman

wastrulymysterious!



Chapter81

Thecrowddispersedandleftthehotel.Philipfoundacornertosmokeacigarettesothathecould

relievethepressureinhischest.However,atthatmoment,afamiliarvoicesoundednotfarbehindhim.

“Philip,whatareyoudoinghere?”PhilipturnedaroundandsawapuzzledWynnwalkingtowardhim

withherbagslungoverhershoulder.Thelookonherfaceshowedthatshewasdispleased.Smoking

again!Philipquicklystubbedoutthecigarettebuttandgreetedherwithaslysmile.“Oh,I’mherefora

companydinner.”

PhilipwasanxiousandworriedashethoughtbacktowhenWynncontactedhisotherphonebefore.He

wasworriedthathistrueidentityhadbeenrevealed.Wynnwalkedclosertohimandrolledhereyesas

sheasked,

“Where’sMila?”“Someonefrommycompanyisbringingher.I’mmeetingherinabit,”Philipreplied

withachuckle.Suddenly,anotherfamiliarfigureappearedbeforehim.“Philip,Ididn’texpecttoseeyou

here.”Juanhadjustparkedhiscarattheparkinglot.Thetensionintheairinstantlythickenedastheir

gazesmet.Itwasawkwardyethostile.Knowingthatthetwoofthemwereoneachother’sbadside

becauseofher,Wynnquicklyturnedto

Philipandsaidcoldly,“GogetMila,then.”Withthat,sheturnedaroundtoleave.Philip’sexpression

darkenedasherespondedinanequallyicytone,

“Whataboutyou,then?”Wynnpausedbeforeturningaround.“Istillhavesomethingtodiscusswith

Juan,soI’llprobablybelatetonight.TakecareofMila,willyou?”Shewascomingbacklatetonight?

Howlatewasshetalkingabout?Hewasherhusband.WhatdidshemeanbybringingJuantoArcde

Triumphfordinnerrightinfrontofhisface?DidshenotknowabouttheconflictbetweenhimandJuan?

Philipwasslightlymad,sohisexpressionstiffenedinaflash.Asifonpurpose,JuanpattedPhilipgently

onhisshoulder.“Youshouldhurryupandgofirst,Philip.IstillhavesomethingstodiscusswithWynn.

Don’tworry,I’lltakegoodcareofherandmakesureshegetshomesafely.”Smack!Philipswiftly

shruggedoffJuan’shandandgrabbedhimbythearm.HestaredintoJuan’seyescoldlyandsaid,“Juan,

I’mwarningyou,don’tyoudaretrytomakeanyfoolishmoves!

IcanassureyouthatI’llmakeyouregretit!”“Philip,whatthehellareyoudoing?!”Wynnquicklypulled

Philipaway.Withasternglare,sheordered,

“Thisisnoneofyourbusiness.Youshouldgonow.”Philipwasstunned.

HedidnotexpectWynntohelpJuan.Hisheartachedatthisknowledge.

Still,hecouldnotbringhimselftohateWynn.Therefore,hedirectedhisfuryatJuan.“Parker,ifyou

haveanythingtosay,sayittomenow!Don’tthinkthatIdon’tknowwhatyou’rethinkingabout!Mind

you,I’mWynn’shusband.Don’tyoudaretryanythingstupidonher!”Slap!Wynnwassofuriousthat

sheslappedPhilip.“Areyoucrazy?!DoyouevenknowwhatJuanandIaregoingtodiscuss?Canyou



notbesosuspiciousallthetime?

Quitmakingstoriesupinyourhead!”shescreamed.Tearsbrimmedtheedgeofhereyesassheforced

herselftoholdbackheremotions.ShewasmeetingJuantodaytoborrowmoney!MoneyforMila’s

medication.

However,Philipdidnoteventrytounderstandthesituationatall.Rightthen,Juansneeredinan

indifferenttone.“Philip,Ithoughttoohighlyofyouinthepast.Ididn’texpectyoutobesuchagood-for

-nothingscumbag!WhatatruemanyouareformakingWynncry!Ireallydon’tunderstandhow

someonelikeyouisworthyofbeingWynn’shusbandandMila’sfatherwhenyouhaveneithermoney

norstatus!”Inthepast,JuanandPhilipwerebestfriendswhotalkedabouteverything.Theywere

brotherswithabondasstrongassteel.However,everythinghadchangedinthesepastthreetofour

years.Thesetwowhowereoncebrotherswerenowenemies.“Alright,stopit!”Wynnshouted.Then,

sheturnedtoPhilipwithacoldlookinhereyes.“Philip,I’mverydisappointedinyou!”Philipgaveawry,

bitterlaugh.

HeknewhisplaceinWynn’sheart.Hewasjustapieceoftrash.Washereally,though?‘WynnJohnston,

doyouhaveanyideathatyourhusbandisthewealthiestmaninthisworld!’Hisfamilyowned70%of

thepropertyinthisworld!Thenation’seconomywouldstumbleifheevenjuststompedhisfeet.“Wynn,

IknowthatyouthinkI’mapieceoftrash.Alltheseyears,InevergaveyouandMilaagoodlife,andI

knowit’sallmyfault,”Philipsaidcoldly,“ButI’mtellingyoutodaythatI’mnotauselesspieceoftrash.

I’llproveittoyourighthere,rightnow!Money?Powerandstatus?Ihaveeverything!”Withthat,Philip

startedwalkingtowardtheparkinglot.Therewerealmost100ofBMWmotorcyclesparkedinthelot

alongwith100

motorcyclists!Wynn’sheartstoppedforasecondwhenshesawthescenebeforeher.Whatwashe

doing?Shecouldnotpossiblybeheldaccountableforitifsomethingweretohappen.Wynnquicklyran

upasshescreamed,

“PhilipClarke,areyououtofyourmind!”

Chapter82

Crazy!Philipmusthavegonemad!Washeallowedtoenterthatplace?Didhenotseetheparkinglot

filledwithBMWmotorcycles?Whatwasheplanningtodo?WynnquicklyhurriedbehindPhilip,worried

thathewoulddosomethingstupid.Philip,ontheotherhand,wasfilledwithannoyance.

Hestrodetowardtheparkinglotandpushedawayoneofthemotorcyclistsstandingbesidehisbike.

Then,hesnatchedthehelmetawayfromhishands.

Everyonenaturallyturnedtheirgazestowardhim.Withahelmetinonehand,Philipstretchedoutboth

armsasaconceitedsneerspreadacrosshis



face.HegesturedtotheparkinglotfullofBMWmotorcyclesandroaredatWynnwhowasrunning

towardhimandJuanwhowasstandinginthecorner,“Wynn,letmetellyouthis.AlltheBMW

motorcyclesinthisveryparkinglotbelongtome,PhilipClarke!Iboughtthemall!”Hisvoicewasasloud

asrollingthunderasitechoedintheparkinglot.“Andthis,theArcdeTriumphHotel,ismine!Ijust

spent20billiontobuyit!“Haven’tyoualwaysthoughtofmeasagood-for-nothingpieceoftrash?One

whoonlyknowshowtodeliverfood?Letmetellyouthis,then.Ispent10milliontobuyoverGopher

DeliveryServicesjusthalfamonthago!GopherDeliveryServicesbelongstome,PhilipClarke!”Clearly

aggravated,Philipbellowed.Juanfrownedasalookflashedinhiseyes.Wynn,however,wasutterly

stunned.Amomentlater,sherecoveredandrushedtowardPhilip,givinghimaloud,stingingslaponhis

face.“PhilipClarke,areyoufinished!

Whatthehelldoyouwant?Areyouhappynowthatyouhaveembarrassedyourselfinfrontofsomany

people!”Wynnwasreallyfurious!Howcouldthishappen?HowdidPhilipturnoutthisway?“Stop

foolingaroundandgobacknow!Goaway!”WynnhadburstintotearsassheshovedPhilipawaywith

allhermight.Rightthismoment,Philiplookedlikeaclownindespair.

HewatchedasWynnbrokedownbeforehim,punchingandshovinghimfiercelywhilecursingathim.

Philip’sbreathingbecameharderandharder.

Hewasunsureofwhattodo.Severalpeoplehadgatheredaroundtowatchthemasiftheywere

watchingashow.TheywereallpointingandtalkingaboutPhilip.“Look,thatman’scrazy.Hemustbe

hallucinating!”“Ihaveneverseenanythinglikethis.Doeshehaveanyshameatall?”“IfIwasinhis

shoes,Iwouldcertainlydigmyselfaholeandhidethereforever.”ThecrowdstaredatPhilipandWynn

withanodd,complexlook.Rightatthatmoment,afewhooligansranoutfromtheotherendofthe

parkinglot.

Leadingthepackwasafierce-lookingmanwithtattoosalloverhisbody.

HepointedatPhilipandyelled,“AreyouPhilipClarke?”Startled,PhilipquicklypulledWynnbehindhim

ashefrowned.“Whoareyou?”Hedidnotknowthesepeople,buthecouldtellthattheywereuptono

good.“You

don’thavetoknowwhothef*ckIambutTigergaveoutorderstodaytoteachyouagoodlesson!Come

on,beathimup!”Thetattooedmanwavedhishandatthegroupofburlymenbehindhim.Severalmen

immediatelydashedforwardandgrabbedPhilip.AlthoughPhilipresistedtheattack,hewasquickly

pressedtothegroundbytheopponentashewasconcernedaboutWynn.Philipburiedhisheadinhis

handsandarchedhisbackinvoluntarily,allowinghimselftobehitbythepunchesandkicksthrownhis

way.Wynnhadbeenpushedoutofthechaos,butafterseeingPhilipgettingbeatenup,sherushed

forwardasshecriedout,“Stopit!Pleasestopit!”Itwastotalchaos.Amongthegangofhooligans,there

wasoneparticularpersonwhosemouthstuckout.Hehadachinlikeanape’s.Acoldlookflashedinthe

cornerofhiseyes.Swish!Hepulledoutaswitch-bladeknifefromhispocketanddashedtowardPhilip,

aimingtheknifeathim!

However…Hemissed!Well,notexactly…Therewastoomuchgoingon!



Stab!Theswitch-bladeknifepenetratedWynn’sabdomen!Brightredbloodflowedfromthestab

woundandWynn’swhiteblouseturnedredwithinseconds.Thump!Wynnbroughtherhandtoher

abdomenasshefelltothegroundwithtearsinhereyes.Philipwasdumbfounded.Hedroppedtothe

groundbesideherashestaredblanklywhileWynnlaidinapoolofblood.

Atthatmoment,heforgothowtobreatheandhisheartstoppedbeating.

Chapter83

“Wynn!Honey!”PhilipsnarledlikeamaniacashepouncedforwardtoholdWynn,pressinghishands

hardonherabdomen.“Don’tbeafraid,it’llbealright!You’llbealright!”Wynn’slipshadturnedwhite

aslayersofcoldsweatbeadedherforehead.Ithurt!Thehooligansinstantlypanickedaswellandfled

thescenewithouthesitation.Itwasamess.Peopleweretakingpicturesandvideostopostonthe

internetbutnobodymadeanycalls.Juanchasedbehindthemenbutsoonreturnedwithhisphone.

“Hello,I’mcallingfromArcdeTriumphHotel.Someonehasbeeninjuredhere,pleasesendhelpright

now!Hurryupplease!”Withoutthinkingthrough,Philipcarried

Wynninhisarmsandrushedoutoftheparkinglotlikeamadman.Hestoppedataxiandyelledinthe

driver’sface,“Tothehospital!Quick,tothehospital!”Thedriverremainedcalmandcollectedashe

spedtowardthehospital.However,itwastheeveningrushhour,sotrafficwasextremelycongested!

Timewasrunningout!WithWynnstillinhisarms,Philipjumpedoutofthecarandbeganrunning.The

stabwoundonWynn’sabdomencontinuedbleeding,turningPhilip’ssweat-stainedshirtashadeof

bloodyred.“Doctor!Ineedadoctorhere!Ineedhelp!”ThesecondPhiliprushedintoRiverdalePublic

Hospital,hedroppedtohiskneesonthegroundandstartedyelling.Severalmedicalstaffatthe

emergencyroomcametohelpwithagurneyandquicklypushedWynnintotheemergencyroom.…

Tenminuteslater.Philipsatinthecorridoroutsidetheemergencyroomfeelingparalyzed.Hekept

pullinghishairfranticallyashemutteredunderhisbreath,“It’llbefine,nothingwillhappentoher.”At

thatmoment,hismotherandfather-in-law,MarthaandCharles,arrivedatthehospitalafterhearing

thenews.“Whathappened?Whatarethedoctorsdoingnow?”

MarthawasasanxiousasantsonahotpanasshehurriedpastPhilip,stickingherselftotheemergency

roomdoorinanattempttoseewhatwasgoingon.“Philip,whathappened?Canyousaysomething?”

CharlesshoutedangrilyatPhilipwhowasslumpedontheground.Rightthen,Marthacamearoundand

rushedover.ShepulledPhilipupandscreamedathim,“Philip,what’sgoingon?WhyisWynnieinthe

emergencyroom?

Talktome!Saysomething!”Philipwastooshakentospeak.Atthatmoment,Juanarrivedaswell.When

hecameover,heflunghisarmatPhilipandpunchedPhilipintheface.Then,heswiftlygrabbedPhilip

bythecollarandyelledtohisface,“PhilipClarke,it’sallyourfault!Whydidyoutellallthoselies?Why!

Whoarethosepeople?Whatkindofpeoplehaveyouoffendedoutside?IswearI’mnotgoingtoforgive

youifsomethinghappenstoWynn!”WhenMarthaheardthatPhilipwastheonewhocausedthis



incident,sheimmediatelysteppedforwardandslappedPhilipmultipletimes.“PhilipClarke,I’llmake

sureyoupaywithyourlifeifIlosemy

daughter!”Martha’sbloodpressureinstantlyrosealongwithherrage.Sheclutchedherchestasshe

staggeredbackward.“Aunty,areyoualright?”

JuanreactedswiftlyandrushedforwardtohelpMarthasitdown.AsMarthaslowlysatdown,she

continuedscoldingPhilip,“You…Goaway!IwantyouandWynntogetadivorce!I’llhaveherdivorce

you!”Charles,whowasstandingbytheside,wasextremelyworriedabouthisdaughter’sconditionand

atthesametimeincrediblydisgustedbyPhilip’spresence.

Fuming,heglaredatthesilentPhilipwhohadhisheaddowntheentiretime.

Heyelled,“Imusthavebeenblindtohaveallowedmydaughtertomarryapieceoftrashlikeyou!

Scram!Getawayfrommysightthisinstant!”Philiplookedupathisfuriousin-lawsandapologized.“I’m

sorry,it’smyfault.

I’llbearalltheconsequencesmyselfifsomethingweretohappentoWynn.”

Martha’sheartachedwhensheheardhiswords.ShepointedherfingeratPhilip’snoseandcontinued

screaming,“Yougood-for-nothingpieceoftrash!Youwasteyourtimeidlingaroundalldaylong.Not

onlyareyouincapableofdoinganything,youjusthadtostiruptroubleoutside!Howdidmydaughter

endupwithsomeoneasuselessasyou?God,whyareyoutorturingme?WhatevilhaveIdonetothe

pointthatyou’repunishingmydaughterwithanunluckyscumbaglikehim?”“Youandthatbastardof

yoursshouldleaveourJohnstonfamilyimmediately.Wedon’thaveasonin-lawwithyou,nordowe

havethatgranddaughter!”Marthafelltothebenchonceagain,herarmclutchingherchestasshe

pantedheavily.Herwordswereruthlessandharsh.Still,Philipendureditall.Hewastheonewho

startedallofthis.Juansaweverythingthathappenedfromthesideandsneeredcoldly.Realizingthat

hehadtheupperhandnow,hequicklysteppedforwardandshovedPhilipaway.“Canyouscramnow?

Ordoyouwantthetwoelderstodiefromrage?”Philipknewthatifhestayedhereanylonger,he

wouldonlyaggravatethetwoelders.However,hecouldnotstopworryingaboutWynn.After

approximatelyhalfanhour,theemergencyroom’sdoorswereflungopenasthedoctorswalkedout.

WithJuan’shelp,Marthahobbledforward.Tearsfilledhereyesassheasked

anxiously,“Doctor,ismydaughteralright?”Thedoctornoddedinresponse.

“She’sfinenow.Ifthewoundhadbeenaninchdeeper,itwouldhavebeenalotmorecomplicated.

Fortunately,shewassenthereintime,sowewereabletosaveher.Youshouldgohandlethe

formalitiesnow.”Marthagaspedinhorrorwhensheheardthedoctor’swords.Shegraspedthedoctor’s

handstightlyandsaidgratefully,“Thankyou,doctor.Thankyousomuch!”

Philip’sfacepaledevenmorewhenhesawWynnbeingpushedoutoftheemergencyroom.Hewanted

tomoveforwardandcheckonher,buthewasimmediatelystoppedbyMarthaasshesentanotherslap

tohisface.“Whyareyoustillstandinghere?Wedon’twanttoseeyouanymore,youjinx!”



Philiphadnochoicebuttowatchfromafar.AftermakingsurethatWynnlookedfine,heapologizeda

couplemoretimesbeforeturningtoleave.

Whenhewalkedoutofthehospital,afewblackS-classMercedes-Benzswerelineduprightoutsidethe

hospitalentrance.Theshinycarsglimmeredinthedark,lookingextremelydazzling.Standingbythe

doorofoneofthecarswasGeorge,deckedinanall-blacksuit.Hehadhisgolden-blackcaneinhandas

hewaitedpatientlyandrespectfullyinadeepbow.TheinstantPhilipleftthehospitaldoors,thedespair

withinhimimmediatelydissipatedintotheairandwasreplacedwithasenseofnever-before-seen

fierceness.

Thissenseoffiercenesshadnotonceappearedinthepastsevenyears.

Georgebowedevenlower.HeknewthattheyoungmasteroftheClarkefamilyhadreturnedatthis

moment.Philipgotintothecarwithasteelyexpressiononhisfacethatshowednosignofanyemotions.

“Wherearethey?”GeorgesatdownbesidePhilip,hisgraveexpressionmatchingPhilip’sashereplied,

“Theyhavealreadybeencaught.They’reintheyardnow.”Chapter84

Philip’seyeswereice-cold,hisdemeanordaunting.Georgedarednotspeakatallashekeptquiet.This

demeanorofhisthathaddisappearedforsevenwholeyearswasfinallyrevealedonceagainatthisvery

moment.Tonight,

thegangofhooliganswasabouttofacethewrathofadragonthathadjustawakenedfromtheabyss.

“Drive,”Georgeordered.TheS-classsedansslowlydroveawayfromthehospitalgrounds,stilllinedup

together.

Meanwhile,Lynnandherparentswhowerewalkingbrisklytowardthehospitalentrancecoincidentally

passedbyPhilip’scar.Beingthemoney-obsessedwomanshewas,Lynncouldnothelpbuteyethefive

tosixluxurysedansastheydrovepasther.Thecarswereespeciallyimpossibletomissatnighttime.

Whowasthisrichman?Lynn’sheartimmediatelyjumpedwhenshesawthecaroccupant’sface.The

personsittinginthecarthatjustdrovepastherwasnootherthanhergood-for-nothingbrother-in-law,

PhilipClarke.Lynnwasstunnedinplaceasherbrowsfurrowed.Sheturnedbacktotheconvoyof

sedansthatweredrivingoutofthehospital’sgateasshewonderedtoherself.“Isitreallyhim?”How

wasthatpossiblethough?Shehadtobeoverthinking.Lynnwasclearwhatkindofpersonherbrother-in

-lawwas.Howcouldhebesittinginaluxurysedanbeingthepieceoftrashthathewas?Lynnchuckled

toherselfandshruggedthethoughtawaybeforerunningintothehospital.Ontheotherend,the

convoyofsedanssoonarrivedatanestatethathadbeenpersonallyboughtbyGeorge.Tobeexact,

Philipwastheonewhopaidforit.TheestatewaslocatedinthemostexpensiveregioninRiverdale.

Onlyatotalof30piecesoflandweredevelopedwiththecheapestonepricedat30million!Theland

whichGeorgehadpurchasedwasthemostexpensiveone.Itwasbasedinthecentralregionwith

uniquefeatures.Hehadspentawhoppingtotalof100

milliononthispieceofland!Ofcourse,theonlyrealestatedevelopmentcompanycapableofexploiting

thispieceoflandwasthebestlocalenterpriseinRiverdale—LongfordGroup.Beingalocalenterprise

thathadstoodfirmlyfor40years,LongfordGroupalwayshadspeakingrightsandcertaininfluencein



Riverdale.Nobodycouldpossiblyimaginethecapitalandpowerthatexistedbehindthescenes.Itwas

notabouttheamountofmoneyinvolvedbuttheintricatechainofrelationships.Intermsofmoney,

GeorgewastherichestmaninRiverdale.However,intermsofpower,

LongfordGroupwasundeniablythelocaltyrant.EvenTheoZanderhadtodependontheirfavorwhen

handlingaffairs.TheconvoyofcarssoonarrivedatLongfordPark.Therewerethreegatesaltogether,

eachofwhichwasbeingguardedbyspeciallytrainedsecurityguardsfromLongfordGroup.Safetywas

certainlynotanissue.Eventually,thecarscametoastopinthecentralregionoftheestate.Theyhad

arrivedatFirstPalace.Thenamewasindeeddomineering.Philipgotoutofthecarandwasgreetedby

hissecurityguards,allofwhomweredressedinablacksuitandblackshades.

Theystoodtenmetersapartfromeachotheroneithersideofthethousand-acrepieceofland.Kneeling

inthecenterofthegroundsintheheadlightswerethefiveyounghooligansfrombeforewhowerenow

shiveringinfright.TherewasnochangeinPhilip’sindifferentexpressionashesteppednearertoward

them.Hegrabbedabaseballbatfromthehandsofoneofthesecurityguardsandswungitdown

fiercelyonthemen!Thiswentonforthenextfiveminutes.Screamsandhowlsbrokethroughtheair

oneafteranother.Clang!ThebaseballbatwasthrowntothegroundasPhiliptookaseatonthejade

whitemarblebench.Withhislegswideapart,hebenthisupperbodyforwardasbothhisarmshung

loosely.“Whichoneofyouwastheonewiththeknife?”heaskedinanice-coldtoneasheglaredatthe

fivemensprawledacrosstheground.“Itwasn’tme!Itwasn’tme!”“Itwasn’tmeeither!Brother,please

forgiveus!”“Wewon’tdaretodothisanymore!

Weknowourfaultsnow,pleaseforgiveus!”Philip’sexpressionremaineddarkandsternasthemen

beggedandpleaded.Hesnappedhisfingersattheguardsandafewofthemsteppedforward,eachone

ofthemcarryingasilverboxintheirhands.Theyproceededtoliftthelidsup,revealingstacksofred

banknotesinside.“Ihavefivemillionhere.Whoeverspeaksupfirstwillhaveallofit.”Althoughhisvoice

wassoft,theeffectwasastounding.

Theyounghooligansexchangedglancesaseachoneofthemconspiredtheirownthoughts.“I’lltalk!”

“No,letmetalk!”“Itwashim!Woodydidit!”

Withinseconds,fourofthemwerepointingtheirfingersatthesameperson.

Themanwhowassingledoutwasterrifiedandtremblingallover.He

continuedshoutingthatitwasnothim,andhetriedtogetupfromthefloortorunaway.Thump!Akick

senthimflyingtotheair,makinghimdroptothegroundonceagain.Heclutchedhisabdomenascold

sweatformedonhisforehead.Philipsneeredasheremainedseatedonthejadewhitemarblebench.“I

don’twanttoseehisfaceeveragaininRiverdale.”Assoonasthewordscameoutfromhismouth,two

oftheblack-suitedsecurityguardsmovedforwardanddraggedaterrifiedandtremblingWoodyaway.

Woodydesperatelybeggedformercy,“Brother,pleaseforgiveme!BigBoss,IknowthatI’vedone

wrong.I’msorry!”Rumble!Amuffledclapofthunderechoedintheair,maskingallthesurrounding

sounds.SomewhereinacornerofRiverdale,ablackvanwasspeedingundertheheavyrainwhenone

ofthecardoorsopenedasabodycoveredwithbloodwasthrownoutfromthevehicle.Bothhislegs



werebrokenaftergettingthrownintopuddlesofmud.Hewashowlinginagony.Fromthatmomenton,

Riverdalewashometoanothercrippledbeggar.

Chapter85

BackatFirstPalace.Philipstoodfirmlyunderthepouringrainwithtwoofhisbodyguardsbyhisside

holdingumbrellasoverhim,hisdemeanorsternandthreatening.Meanwhile,fourmenwereleftonthe

grass.Oneortwowereontheirkneeswhiletherestwerecrumpledontheground.Theyhadnoclue

thatthepersontheyweresupposedtobeatupwassomeonewhowasnottobeprovoked.Theywere

beyondterrified.“Who’sTiger?”Philipfinallyasked.Histonewasascoldasthedevil’s,andonecould

nothelpbutcowerattheharshnessinhistone.“Tiger,TigerZanderofLordNorthStreet,”oneofthem

spatoutashecontinuedshakingwithfear.AcoldlookflashedinPhilip’seyes.Ontheotherhand,

GeorgewhowasstandingbehindPhilipundertheumbrellaletoutadeepsighashepulledouthis

phonetocallTheo.Inthemeantime.AtTheo’smanor.Itwasthemiddleofthenightwhenhereceived

acallfromananxiousTigersayingthatsomethingbadhadhappened.Whenheopenedthedoor,he

wasgreetedbyTigerkneeling

outsidethedoorundertheheavyrain.“Tiger,whatareyoudoinghere?”

Theoquicklyrushedouttohelphimup.However,Tigerremainedonhiskneesundertherain,showing

nosignsofmoving.Hisheadwasbowedlow,andhewasdrenchedfromheadtotoe.“Theo,I’msorry.I

screwedup,”

Tigeryelledashetightenedhisfists.Afterhishenchmenwerecaught,hebeganaskingarounduntilhe

receivedterriblenews.ThetargethehadaskedhishenchmentogoafterwasMr.Clarke!Atthatinstant,

Tigerfeltasifhehadfallenintoabottomlesspit.Whatfrightenedhimevenmorewasthatoneofhis

henchmenhadactedrashlyandstabbedthewomanwhowassupposedlyMr.Clarke’swife.Hewasas

goodasdeadnow!TigerwellunderstoodhowbadlyTheofearedMr.Clarketoo.Althoughhewas

unsureofMr.Clarke’struebackground,theonethinghewascertainofwasthathewasadeadman.

Theopanickedandquicklyasked,“Whatthehellhappened?Comeinandwe’lltalkaboutit.”Theohad

neverfeltthisperturbed.Hisinstinctsweretellinghimthatsomethingterriblybadmusthavehappened.

Otherwise,knowingTiger’stemperament,therewasnowayhewouldbekneelinginfrontofhisdoorin

themiddleofthenightpleadingguilty.Tigerstayedstillundertherainstormashecamecleanabout

everythingfromthebeginningtotheend.Kick!Splash!Seethingwithrage,TheokickedTigerinthe

chestandsenthimfallingintothepuddlesofwater.

“Youidiot!Whythefckwouldyoudosuchathing?!Why!Doyouhaveafckingdeathwish!Youidiot!!!”

TheoshriekedatTigerundertherain,hischestfilledwithindescribableanger.Hecouldnotbelieve

whathehadjustheard.TigerhadaskedhishenchmentoteachMr.Clarkealessonandaccidentally

stabbedMr.Clarke’swomanwhileatit…Damnit!Hehadliterallydughimselfagrave!“Theo!I’msorry,

I’llbearalltheconsequencesmyself!Pleasesparemyfamily!Theo,pleasetellMr.Clarketosparemy

family!”Tigerstayedonhiskneesundertherainasheslammedhisheadharshlyontheground,each



kowtowasharpblowonTheo’schest.

Rumble!Rumble!Withthethunderstormragingon,perhapsGodwasfuriousaswell.Theowasjust

abouttopickuphisphonewhenitstarted

ringing.ThecallerIDshowedthatitwasMr.Thomascalling.Theo’sheartjoltedashequicklyaccepted

thecall.“Mr.Thomas,isthereanythingyouneed?”Histonewasrespectfulwithahintoffear.“IsTiger

withyounow?”

Itwasasimpleyesornoquestion,yetTheohesitatedforalongmomentbeforereplying,“Yes.”“Bring

himtoFirstPalaceinLongfordParkimmediately.Mr.Clarkewouldliketoseehim.”Click.Thecallended.

Theowasstunnedforaverylongtimebeforehefinallyrecovered.“Let’sgo,wehavetoseeMr.Clarke

now,”TheosaidcoldlyashestartedthecarandspedtowardLongfordPark.Abouttenminuteslater,

TheoarrivedatFirstPalacealongwithTigerwhowassoakingwet.Therainhadgottensmallerbythen.

ThesecondTigersawMr.Clarkewhowasseatedonthejadewhitemarblebench,heimmediatelyfell

onhiskneesandkowtowed.“Mr.Clarke,pleasesparemyfamily.I’llbearalltheconsequences!”Philip

staredblanklyatTigerwhowaskneelingonthegroundbeforehim.Hehadseensomethingsimilarnot

longago.Thepersonbeforehimwasjustaman.Amanwasboundtomakemistakesattimes.Philip

turnedsidewaystolookatTheowhostoodbesideTigerandaskedcoldly,“Theo,whatwouldyoudo?”

Theobowedcourteouslyandloweredhishead.“Weshalldealwiththisonyourterms,Mr.Clarke.”

Philipsaidnothingashegotup.HesteppedinfrontofTigerandlookeddownathimgrimly.“Tiger,why

didyousendyourhenchmentoteachmealesson?”Tigerdarednothideanythingandrevealed

everythingaboutRuby.WhenPhilipfinishedlisteningtohisstory,heclenchedhisfiststightlyasacold

gleamflashedinhiseyes.RubyFord!

Thiswomancertainlydidnotknowwhentogiveup!Philipstoodquietly,seeminglydeepinthoughtas

thesilencepressedoneveryone’schestlikeaheavystone.Afteralongwhile,hefinallyspoke,“Youcan

go,butdon’tyoudarerepeatthesamemistake.”Tigerwasutterlystunnedforamoment.

Hecouldnotbelievewhathejustheard.Heswiftlyrecoveredfromtheshockandkowtowed.“Thank

you,Mr.Clarke!Thankyousomuch!”Theoheavedadeepbreathofrelief.Theloadthathadbeen

bearingonhismindwasfinallylifted.Hebowedaswellandsaid,“Mr.Clarke…”Beforehe

couldfinishhissentence,GeorgesenthimasternglareandTheoquicklypulledTigeraway.Whenthey

weregone,Georgeasked,“YoungMaster,whydidyoudecidetospareTiger?”Philipreplied,“I’mnota

personwhoenjoysthecrueltyoffightingandkilling.Tigerdidn’tdoitonpurpose,sohedoesn’tdeserve

todie.NowthatWynnisshortofabodyguard,Tigercantakeoverandtakethisasanopportunityto

redeemhimself.”Georgenoddedhisheadslowly.Afteralongpause,hespokeagainwhilehishands

trembledslightly,“YoungMaster,you’reback.”PhilipcasthimasideglancewhenheheardGeorge’s

words.Anindescribablelookofdisbeliefflashedinhiseyesashisbrowsfurrowed.“Idon’treallylikethe

meyou’retalkingabout.”

Atthismoment,hisphonerang.Assoonasthecallwasconnected,theangryvoiceofhismother-in-law,



Martha,boomedthroughtheotherend.

“Philip,wherethehelldidyougo?Wynniewantstoseeyou,sogetbacktothehospitalrightnow!”

Click!Withthat,sheendedthecall.Hiscoldandchillydemeanorinstantlyvanishedintothinair.Allofa

sudden,Philipreturnedtothemanwhohadbeenconstantlyhumiliatedandinsultedforthepasttwoto

threeyears.Hewasjustanaverageman.“Getmetothehospital,”Philipsaidurgently.Georgecould

nothelpbutshakehisheadhelplessly.Theyoungmasterherecognizedsecondsagohaddisappeared

onceagain.AftersendingPhiliptothehospital,Georgefeltanoverwhelmingsenseofhelplessnessashe

watchedhisanxiousyoungmasterscrambledownthecar.Hepulledouthisphoneanddialedanumber.

“OldMaster,Ithinkit’stimetotellYoungMastereverything.”

Chapter86

Philipranstraightintothehospital.HisfaceinstantlypaledwhenhesawWynnlyinginthehospitalbed.

Therewereafewotherpeoplegatheredintheroom.Hismotherandfather-in-law,MarthaandCharles,

staredatPhilipunpleasantly.Theydesperatelywishedforthisgood-for-nothingtodisappearfromtheir

lifeforever.Lynnandherparentswerepresentintheroomaswell,eachofthemgivingPhilipanodd

lookasifhehadcommitted

ahugemistakewhiletheymutteredtoeachotherundertheirbreaths.

“How’sWynn?”Philipaskedashejoggedtowardthehospitalbed.

However…Slap!Acrispsmackrangthroughtheair.MarthahadslappedPhilipacrossthefaceangrily.

Herfaceturnedredwithangerasshesetherfrostygazeonhim.“Howdareyoushowyourfacehere

again?LookwhatyoudidtoWynnie!Iwillneverforgiveyouifanythinghappenstomydaughter!”

MarthashriekedasshebeganthrowingpunchesatPhilip,ventingallherangerandgrievancesonhim.

Philipmerelyenduredit.Hedidnotfightback,nordidhemoveatall.CharlescastPhilipanindifferent

lookashegentlypulledMarthaaway.HeturnedtoPhilipandsaidinareprimandingtone,“Philip,we

Johnstonscan’ttolerateyouanylonger.Ithinkyouandmydaughtershouldgetadivorce.Youcango

anywhereyouwantanddowhateveryoulike,wewon’tcareanymore.YoushouldbringMilawithyou

too.Thetwoofyoufatheranddaughtershouldstopholdingmydaughterback.Iaskedyouheretotell

youthisandnothingelse.Aslongasyounodyourheadthisinstant,I’llgiveyou500,000forMila’s

medicalbills.Afterall,she’sstillpartiallythefleshandbloodoftheJohnstonfamily.”Theroomfellsilent

andthetensionintheairthickenedrightafterCharlesfinishedtalking.EveryonewaswaitingforPhilip’s

decision.

However,Philipdidnotsayaword.HewouldneverdivorceWynn.Atthismoment,Lynnaddedwitha

sarcasticsneer.“Brother-in-law,Ithinkyoushouldtaketheoffer.Youhaveputmycousinthroughso

muchtroubleinthepastthreeyears,Ithinkit’stimeforyoutoletgo.Mycousinhasalotofpursuers,

soifyouloveher,youshouldgiveherabetterfuture.Someonelikeyoucannevergivemycousina

goodlife.”‘Worthlesswretch!‘Howdareyoustillhavetheaudacitytostandtherequietlylikeablockof



wood!

‘Amanlikeyoushouldbeembarrassed!‘ShelookeddownonPhilipevenmorewhensheremembered

whathadhappenedearliertodayattheBMW

store.Lynn’sfatherchimedinaswell,“Philip,Idon’twanttosaytoomuchbutyoucan’tgoonlikethis.

You’lljustdragWynndownwithyou.Whydon’tyougetadivorcewithWynnandI’llgiveyou100,000

bucks?Just

thinkofitassomemoneyforMila’smedicalbills.Whatdoyouthink?”

Lynn’smotherimmediatelycastherhusbandasternglarewhensheheardhiswords.Shetuggedhimby

hiselbowasherexpressiondarkened.“Whatareyoutalkingabout?Howarewesupposedtodigout

100,000bucks?Canyouthinkofyourselfbeforeyoumakeanysillydecisions!”shemutteredunderher

breath.Then,sheraisedhervoiceslightlyasshecontinued,

“Philip,wedon’thavethatmuchmoney,sodon’teventhinkaboutit.Yourunclehashadtoomuchto

drink.”Obviously,Philipwouldnotthinktoomuchaboutit.Heknewhowdisgustingthesepeoplecould

be.Hestillrememberedhowthiswomantreatedhimwhenhewenttohertoborrowmoneybackwhen

Milahadjustgottensick.Everyoneintheroomtookturnsaddingtheirpersonalinput,clearlyignoring

Philip.Eachofthemaddedawordtohishumiliation.Hewasthemosthatefulpersoninthisfamilyand

everyonethoughthedeservedtobepunished.Philipstoodtheresilentlyasheenduredtheharshwords.

HisfistsweretightlyclenchedwhilehewatchedWynnwhowaslyingonthehospitalbed.Philiptooka

deepbreathbeforefinallyraisinghishead.“Father,Mother,Iwon’tdivorceWynn.Iwon’tagreewith

thisandI’msureWynnwon’teither.”“Youdon’tagree?”Martha’sresponsecameoutasahigh-pitched

screechasshepointedatPhilipbeforecursingathim,“Whatrightdoyouhavetosaysuchthingstomy

face?YouandWynnaregettingdivorced,andthat’stheendofthediscussion!I’mtakinghertotheCivil

AffairsBureauthesecondshewakesup!There’snoyouandmehere.It’sjustthatsimple!”Therewas

nohintofwarmthinMartha’seyes,justpurerage.ShehadtoleratedPhilipforthreewholeyears.She

hadheldontohopeforthreelongyears.Yet,hewasstillthegood-for-nothingpieceoftrashthathewas.

Hewouldneverbegoodenough.Ifthiswenton,Wynnwouldgodowntogetherwiththispairoffather

anddaughter.Thatwouldnotdo!Forthesakeofherdaughter’shappiness,Marthamustsettlethis

tonightonceandforallsothatshecouldgrowoldrestassured.MarthalikedAidenverymuch.Afterall,

hewasagoodguy.Though,Wynndidnotsharethesamefeelings.EvenifWynn

turnedAidendown,therewasstillJuan.Hisfamilywasinthejadebusinessline,sonotonlywashe

extremelywealthy,hewasoneoftheprominentfiguresinRiverdaletoo.Onlyamanasoutstandingwas

worthyenoughtobeMartha’sson-in-law,andonlywouldamanthisexcellentbecapableofproviding

herdaughteragoodlife.Philipwasutterlyspeechless.HehadnotexpectedMarthatobeso

unreasonableandlashoutlikethat.“Mother,I…”

Philipstuttered.Slap!Marthaflungherhandforwarduntilitcameincontactwithhischeekand

screamedloudly,“Don’tyoudarecallmeMother!Idon’thaveason-in-lawlikeyou!”Howdarehehave

theaudacitytocallherthat!Marthawassoangrythatherbloodboiledwithrage.



Chapter87

ListeningtoPhilip’sscreamfeltaspainfulashavingthornsalloveryourbody.WhenPhilipstopped

talking,theatmosphereinthewardbecameheavy.Justthen,Juan,whohadgoneout,returned.Hesaw

thateveryonewaspresent,includingPhilip.“Howdareyoucomehere?”JuangrabbedPhilipangrilyby

hiscollar.“Haven’tyoudoneenoughtoWynn?Whyareyouevenhere?”Juandidnotwanttosee

someoneasuselessasPhiliphere.

Ifitwerenotforhimwantingtoshowoff,wouldWynnbeinthestateshewasinnow?Philipshookfree

ofJuan’sgraspandglaredathim,hiseyesdarkashespoke,“Juan,whatbusinessdoyouhavehere?

Wynnismywife,yougetoutofhere!”Wheninfrontofhisin-laws,Philiphadnochoice.

However,infrontofJuan,hecouldneverbevulnerable.“Shutup!”Charlesspokeupatthispoint.He

pointedtowardthedoorashebellowedatPhilip,

“You’retheonewhoneedstogetout!”Lynnwatchedinsilenceasshetappedonherphone,reporting

whatwashappeningtoherfriendsinthegroupchat.Thecornersofherlipswerecurledupina

sarcasticsmile.Shealsotookafewphotossneakilyandsentthemtothegroup.Thechatbecamefilled

withsarcasticremarksforashortwhile.Beingwithsuchwimpswassuffocating.Juantuggedonthe

collarofhissuit,hisfacefullofridiculeandsmugnessashesaid,“PhilipClarke,Idespiseyou.Ifyou’re

stillaman,it’s

timetoendthistoday.AslongasyoudivorceWynn,I’lltakecareoftheexpensesrequiredforMila’s

treatment,includingthecostneededforsubsequenttreatments.”Juanwasarrogantanddefiant.

StandinginfrontofPhilip,hehadtheconfidencetobearrogant.Philip’seyebrowslockedtogether

tightlyashisheartwentcold.JuanParkerhadreallygonetoofar!

ItwasthenthatWynn,whohadbeenunconsciousonthehospitalbed,regainedconsciousness.

Everyonecrowdedaroundherconcernedly.

However,Philipwasexcludedfromthecrowd.Everytimehetriedtogetcloser,Marthawouldglareat

himangrily.“Wynn,howareyoufeeling?

Tellmeifthere’sanywhereelseyoufeeluncomfortable,I’llcallforthedoctor.”Marthaheldon

worriedlytoWynn’shand,herconcernevidentonherface.“Wynn,areyoualright?Tellmeifyouneed

anything,I’llgobuyitforyou.”Juanseemedtobeexceptionallyconcerned.Standingattheside,Lynn

fakedalookofconcernonherface.“Cousin,areyouokay?”Wynngotupslowlyandleanedagainstthe

bed,lookingdispiritedandveryweak.

Thepainthattorethroughherabdomenmadeitdifficultforhertospeak.

“Where’sPhilip?”ThatwasthefirstquestionthatleftWynn’smouth.“Whyareyoustilltalkingabout

thatloser?”Marthasulkedasshecursed.Shecouldnotbelievehowfoolishherdaughterwas,askingfor



Philipthemomentshewokeup.Itwassoinfuriating!Wynn’scheeksthrobbedwithpain,andherface

becameverypaleasshespoke,“Whereishe?”Atthispoint,Marthacouldnotsayanythingelse.Philip

cameforwardandstoodbythehospitalbedunderMartha’sscrutinizinggaze.“Mom,youguysheadout

first.IhavesomethingIwanttotellPhilip,”Wynnsaidweakly.Marthadidnotwanttoagree,but

lookingattheexpressiononWynn’sface,shehadnochoiceandcouldonlyrelent.Beforeleaving,she

gavePhilipafiercestarewhilesayinginawarningtone,“You’dbettermentionittoWynnyourself.

Otherwise,don’tblameme,yourmother-in-law,fornotkeepingthingscivilwithyou.”Withthat,the

groupleft.OnlyPhilipandWynnwereleftintheward.Philipsatnervouslyattheedgeofthebed.He

hesitated,notknowinghowtobegin.Wynnglancedoutthewindowintothenight.Itwas

awhilebeforeshespokeweakly,“Philip,I’msorry.Youknowhowmyparents’tempersare.Ihopeyou

won’tblamethem.”Philipnoddedhisheadandchuckledbeforehesaid,“Wynn,don’tsaythat.They’re

myparentsaswell.Ofcourse,Iwon’tblamethem.”GlisteningtearsfellfromthecornersofWynn’s

eyes.Shesniffledandwipedhertearssilently,lookingasifshehadmadeabigdecision.Everythingthat

happenedtonightwasunforgettableforWynn.Philiphadchanged.Hebecamesomeoneshecouldnot

seethrough.Sheturnedherhead,hereyesredasshelookedatthebewilderedPhilip.Shesaid,“Philip,

let’sgetadivorce.”

Chapter88

Adivorce?ThewayWynnutteredthosewords…Sheseemedsocalm.

Philip’sheartthudded.Silently,herestedhishandsonhisknees.Hecouldnotstopthemfromshaking

slightly.Atthatmoment,hecouldonlyfeelabuzzinginhisbrain.Theword‘divorce’wouldnotstop

repeatinginhisears.Heforgottobreathe,andheforgottorespond.Wynnwastoodisappointedinhim.

“Philip,Ireallycan’tholdonanylonger.Idon’twanttogoonlikethis.Idon’twanttoliveinconstant

fear,worryingaboutthenextdayeverysingleday,worryingaboutMila’sconditioneveryday.Igave

youayear,andyousaidyouwouldgivemeananswer.Yet,youhaveletmedownsomuchnow.”Wynn

criedouthelplessly,tearsdrippingfromhereyes.ThePhilipsheonceloveddeeplyhadbecome

deplorableanddispirited.Hehadbecomerepulsive,disgusting,anddespicabletoher.

Philipraisedhisgaze,hiseyesredasheasked,“Wynn,canyouforgivemethistime?I’llchange,I’lltry

mybest.”PhilipdidnotwanttoloseWynn.

HewouldalwaysplaceWynnandMilafirstinhisheart.“Trustme,Iwilldefinitelygiveyouafuture,a

futurethateveryonewillbejealousof.”

Philip’stonewassincere.However,Wynnlaughedassheturnedherfacetohim.Shelookedlikea

weepingbeautyassheasked,“Afuture?Philip,don’tyouthinkyou’vesaidthismanytimesalready?But

whereisthefuture?

You’realwayslyingtoyourself,alwaysunwillingtogetoffyourhighhorse.



HowmanytimeshaveIbeggedyou?Itoldyoutoapologizetomyparents,butwhatdidyoudo?Forthe

sakeofyourpatheticpride,you’veneverlistenedtome.Nowyou’retalkingaboutafuturetome?

What’sthat?The100BMWmotorcycles?OrtheArcdeTriumphHotel?Wynnhadalwayssavedherlast

ounceofpatienceforPhilip.However,whatPhilipdidtonightcausedhertoloseherpatience.Itwas

justtooridiculous!EvenifPhilipwasinwretchedpovertyanddeliveredfoodforaliving,Wynndidnot

thinkitwasabigdeal.However,tonight,tosatisfyhisurgeforperformanceandhisweakego,Philip

actuallydidsomethinglikethat.Embarrassing!Itwastooembarrassing.Howelsewouldhelieto

himself?Naturally,WynnnolongerbelievedwhatPhiliphadtoldheratArcdeTriumphHotel.Philip

hastilydefendedhimself.“Wynn,believeme!Whenthetimecomes,youwillunderstand.”“Philip,

that’senough!”Wynnshouted.Shebecameoverwhelmedwithheremotionsandpulledonthewound

onherabdomen.

Coldsweatpooledonherforeheadfromthepain.“Getoutofhere,Idon’twanttoseeyourightnow!”

Shepointedangrilytothewarddoor,determinationflashingthroughhereyes.Philiphadnochoice.He

wasworriedthatWynn’semotionswouldaffectherbody.Givingup,hestoodupandsaid,“Alright,I’ll

getoutfirst,butIdon’tagreetothedivorce.”Withthat,Philipgotupandwalkedoutoftheward

unhesitatingly.Assoonashelefttheward,hesawhismother-in-lawandseveralotherssittingoutside

thedoor.Seeinghim,Marthasteppedforwardandaskedcoldly,“Whatdidyousaytomydaughter?Did

youmentionthedivorce?I’mtellingyou,theJohnstonfamilydoesnotwantMilaaswell.Youtakethat

red-headedstepchildwithyou.”Marthawasfurious.ShewouldlikenothingmorethanforPhilipto

divorceherdaughterimmediatelyandgetoutoftheJohnstonfamily.Shehadevenfundedthemfor

theirbridalsuite.Iftherewasnootherchoice,shewoulddriveawayPhilipandthatembarrassing

scoundreltogether!SeeinghowPhilipdidnotsayanything,Marthathenguessedwhatwasgoingon.

Shepointedoutwithdissatisfaction,“Youdidn’taskforadivorce,didyou?PhilipClarke,letmetellyou,

inthishousehold,itisI,

MarthaYates,whomakesthedecisions.YouandWynnmustgetadivorce!

Idon’tcareifyoudon’tagree.I’lltakeyoutotheCivilAffairsBureauinafewdaystogothroughthe

formalities!”FacedwithMartha’sunreasonableorders,Philipcouldnolongercontainhisemotions.

Withachillingexpressiononhisface,heshouted,“Enough!Letmetellyou,IwillnotdivorceWynn!”

Withthat,heleftwithafoulexpressiononhisface.Marthawasfurious!Thatloseractuallyyelledather

justnow!Suchdisrespectfulbehaviortowardhismother-in-law.

Chapter89

Well,you’reatoughguynow,huh?Youevendaretoyellatmenow?PhilipClarke,don’tyoueventhink

aboutenteringmyhouseeveragain!Therewillbenodooropenforyou!”Marthahadherhandonher

waistassheshouted,pointingatPhilip’sdepartingfigure.“Whatareyoudoing?Thisisahospital,

shoutingisnotallowed!”Anursewalkedoverwithacoldexpressiononherfaceandreprimandedthem.

Startledandangry,MarthatuggedunreasonablyontoCharlesasshesobbed,“Charlie,yousawwhat

happened.Philipissounreasonablenow.Heevendarestoshoutatmenow.



Fromnowon,inthisfamily,heandIwillnotcoexist.”Marthawassimplyfurious.Sincewhendidaloser

darecomeuptoherandtalktoherinthatmanner?“Alright,alright.Whydon’tyoustopsayingso

muchaswell.Dowehavetoaddtothisproblem?”Charlessaidhelplessly.Afterdecades,itwasnatural

thatheunderstoodMartha’stemperament.Philipwaswaytoorude!Nomatterthecircumstances,she

wasstillhismother-in-law.Howcouldheyellatherdirectlyinherface?However,Charlesalsofelt

slightlysurprised.Itseemedthathisson-in-lawhadbecomeslightlydifferent.

“Don’tyouthinkthatCharlesisalittledifferenttoday?”Charlesasked.

“What’sthedifference,he’sstillaloser!”Martharepliedindignantly.Lynnandherparentswatchedin

onthefunwithasneerontheirfaces.TheiropiniontowardPhilip,theirniece’shusband,wasthathe

wasjustajoke.Itwasprettyfuntocurseabouthimonceinawhile.Lynnfeltveryhappy

today.Seeingherwimpycousin-in-lawgetallsortsofrecriminationsmadeherfeelrelaxed.Shedidnot

stoplive-streamingaboutPhilipinthegroupchat.Theentirematterwasabigdealnow.Therewere

evenafewpeoplewhocompiledthevideosofPhilipgettingscoldedintoamashupandpostedthem

ontotheInternet.ThatmadePhilipviral.Assuch,Philipgotthetitleofbeingtheworstson-in-lawin

Riverdale.Juanwalkedoverafterhepaidforthehospitalbills.Hehadbeenwatchingfromthecorner

withapitifulgaze.HefeltagreatdealofpleasurewatchingPhilipgetscolded.Thatloserwouldnever

getanyrespectfromthetwoelders.“Uncle,Aunty,I’vealreadypaidthefees.I’lltakecareofWynn

thesefewdays.It’salreadyverylate,whydon’tyougohomefirst?I’llbeheretotakecareofthings.”

Juanbehavedgraciouslywithasmileonhisface.Itmadepeoplefeelclosertohim.Marthahurriedly

tookJuan’shandinhers.Smilingfromeartoear,shesaid,“Juan,howcouldwetroubleyoulikethis?

Howmuchwasit?I’llbringyouthemoneytomorrow.”Thechildwasthoughtful,andhewaseasyonthe

eyesaswell.Herdaughterwasstillprettyattractive,seeinghowshemanagedtoattractsomanyboys

tocircleher.Shehonestlyhadnoideawhyherdaughterinsistedongettingmarriedtothatlittlebrat

Philip.Toaddon,theyevengotpregnantbeforegettingmarried,disgracingtheJohnstonfamilyand

causinghertolookbadinhermaidenhome.Itcouldnotbehelped.Martha’smaidenfamilywasalarge

familywithstrongtraditionalvalues.Whenherdaughtergotpregnantoutofwedlock,shewasmetwith

allkindsofspiteandscornfromherfamilymembersbackhome.ThiscausedMarthatofeelso

embarrassedthatshecouldnotevenraiseherheadinfrontofherfamilymembers.Forthepastfew

years,Marthahadnotdaredtoreturntohermaidenfamilyhome,mainlybecauseshewasafraidof

beingshamed.Notthistime,however.Shehadtogobacktocelebrateherfather’s70thbirthday.Itwas

becauseofthisthatMarthahadbeenverygrumpyrecently.SeeingPhilip’sdispiritedfacejustmade

mattersworse.Juanwavedhishandhurriedlyashesaidpolitely,“Aunty,pleaseletmedosomething

forWynn.”Marthadidnotcontinueinsisting.HoldingJuan’s

handinhers,shefoundherselflikinghimmoreandmore.Forthenexttwoorthreedays,Juanwould

cometovisitWynneveryday.Naturally,Philipwouldcomeaswell.However,whenJuancame,he

wouldbegreetedwarmlybyMartha.WhenPhilipcame,Marthawouldhaveafoulexpressiononher

face.Shelookedasifshehadadeepresentmenttowardhim.Besides,Marthawouldalwaysfindan

opportunitytosaysomethingnastyaboutPhilip.Thethingsshesaidwerealwayshorrible.Shewould

criticizehimfromheadtotoe.Yet,Philipneversaidanything.ItwasbecauseheknewthatMarthawas



angrywithhim.Assuch,helethervent.Onthatsameday,Philiphadjustarrivedatthehospitalwitha

lunchboxinhandwhenhereceivedacallfromHenryTurner.“Hello,Mr.Clarke.We’vestudiedMila’s

conditionandhavecomeupwithasurgicalplan.ShallIcomeovertodiscussitwithyou?”Henry

soundedveryrespectfuloverthephone.IfoutsidersknewthatProfessorHenryTurner,themedical

titanofChina’scardiologydepartment,actuallytreatedamanlikehimwithsuchrespect,ahugeuproar

woulddefinitelybecaused.“Alright,I’matRiverdalePublicHospital,”Philipreplied.Afterhangingup

thephone,PhilipwalkedintoWynn’swardwiththelunchbox.Intheward,JuanwassittingbyWynn’s

bedside,talkingtoher.“Wynn,there’sprogresswithMila’scondition.Igotmydadtocontactthebest

doctorinChina,ProfessorHenryTurner.HesaidhehappenstobeinRiverdalethesefewdaysand

shouldbefreetostopbytoday.”Juanwasveryexcited.Thiswassomethingthathehadaskedforfrom

hisfatherforalongtime.

Chapter90

Philipwalkedinandplacedthelunchboxonthetable.Then,hepickedupanappleandbeganpeelingit

whilelisteningtoJuanandWynn’sconversationinsilence.JuanandWynnpretendedthattheydidnot

seePhilip,treatinghimlikehewasthinair.“Areyousure,BrotherJuan?It’sProfessor…ProfessorHenry

Turner?”Wynnappearedtobeunusuallyexcited,hereyessparklinglikestarsandhergazeburning.She

knewabout

HenryTurner.Hewasregardedasthetopcardiologistinternationallywiththetitleofbeingamedical

titan.BackwhenMilafirstgotdiagnosed,Wynnhadlookedupallrelevantinformation.Itcouldbesaid

thatProfessorHenryTurnerwasthesageofthemedicalprofession.Iftheyreallycouldgethimtotreat

Mila,thenherillnesswouldbe100%curable.However,thecatchwasthattheywouldhavetomanage

tohirehim.Notanyonecouldmeetwithamedicaltitan.Wynnknewprofoundlyhowmuchenergyand

howmanyconnectionsmusthavebeenusedtogetProfessorHenryTurnertotakealookatMila’s

condition.Wynnwouldnotbeabletoreturnthisfavor.

ThecornersofJuan’slipscurledintoasmileashesaidgenerously,“Don’tworryWynn,I’vealways

thoughtofMilaasmydaughter.Herbusinessismybusiness.ItjustsohappensthatProfessorHenryis

inRiverdaleforaninspection.Youshouldknowsomethingaboutit,it’sattheRiverdalebranchof

Turnerhospital.Yourcompanyshouldhavebeenincontactwiththembefore.“Besides,myfatherhasa

personalrelationshipwithProfessorTurner.Sodon’tworry,I’llhelpyoumakesurethateverything

aboutMila’ssurgeryisseento.”Juan’sfacewasfullofsmiles,hisexpressionsincere.InfrontofWynn,

aslongasitwassomethingsheliked,Juanwoulddohisbesttogetitdone.However,hehadonlyone

goal,whichwastogetWynnforhimself.Philip,whowaswitnessingtheentirething,feltveryunhappy.

WhatdidhemeanbythinkingofMilaashisdaughter?Whatrightdidhehavetosaythat?Naturally,

Wynnwasslightlyembarrassed,butherfeelingsofgratitudeoverpoweredherfeelingsof

embarrassmentasshesaidthankfully,“BrotherJuan,thankyousomuch.”Whilesayingthat,sheshifted

hergazeslightlysidewaystolookatPhilipwhowaspeelingapplesattheside.Shefeltsomewhat

helplessanddisappointed.Shecouldnotbelievethathe,afather,waspayinglessattentiontohis



daughter’sconditionthananoutsider.Justatthatmoment.Philip’sphonerang.Aftertakingaglanceat

thecallerID,heturnedtowalkoutoftheroom.“Mr.Clarke,I’llbereachingthehospitalshortly.Where

areyou?”ThesoundofHenryTurner’srespectfultonecamethroughthephone.Hesounded

exceptionally

excited.Philipknittedhisbrowstogetherashesaid,“I’matward1302,butdon’tcomehere.Waitfor

meattherestarea.”Forthesakeofpreventingunnecessarytrouble,Philipdecidedtomeethimin

private.“Okay,okay.I’llbethereinfiveminutes,”HenrysaidashewaitedforPhiliptohangupthe

phonefirst.Whenhereturnedtotheward,Juanaskedsnarkily,“Philip,whowereyoutalkingto?If

you’retoobusy,youcangobackfirst.Afterall,punctualityisveryimportantwhendeliveringfood.I’ll

takecareofWynnhere.”Juanwasnottreatinghimselfasanoutsideratall.Ontheotherhand,Philip

hadnostandingatallinfrontofJuan.Watchingthesceneunfold,Wynn’slipsflutteredasshewantedto

openhermouth,butsheheldback.

Whatusewasthereinspeakingupforhim?Hewasstillthesameperson.

However,somethingsurprisinghappened.Philipsmiledashesaid,“IgotadoctorforMila,soIwas

askinghimsomequestionsearlier.He’llbecomingovershortlytotakealook.”Assoonasthiswassaid,

Wynn’sheart,whichhadbeenunflusteredallthiswhile,suddenlybeganfluttering.Sheraisedher

eyebrowsashersparklingeyesstaredatPhilip.However…JuaninstantlysneeredashesaidtoPhilip,

“You,gettingadoctorforMila?Whatkindofdoctorcanyouget?DoyouknowwhatMila’sconditionis?

Isitsomethingthatanydoctorcantreat?”TheglimmerinWynn’seyesfadedafterhearingJuan’ssharp

reply.Thatwastrue.WhatkindofdoctorcouldPhilipgettotreatMila’sillness?Couldtheybeany

betterthanProfessorHenryTurner?Still,itwasnotabadthingthathewasconcernedaboutMila’s

condition.Attheveryleast,therewasstillasoftspotforPhilipinWynn’sheart.Philippursedhislipsas

hesaidindifferently,“Whycan’tI?

Milaismydaughter.Isthereanythingwrongwithmegettingheradoctor?”

HewasveryupsetwithJuan’sattitude.ThemanwasactingasifMilawashisblooddaughter.“Alright,

I’dliketoseehowawesomethedoctoryoufoundis.”JuansteppedforwardandpattedPhiliponthe

shoulder.Therewasaprovocativelookinhiseyes.“ItjustsohappensthatIhaveanappointmentwith

ProfessorTurneraswell.Whydon’twemeethimtogether?Getthedoctorthatyoufoundtojoinusas

well,andwe’llgetthembothtocomeupwithatreatmentplan.We’llchoosethebestplantomove

forwardwith.”AllthistalkaboutchoosingthebestwasjustanotherreasonforJuantohumiliatePhilip.

Inhisknowledge,ProfessorHenryTurner,whomhisfatherhadcontactedthroughhisconnections,was

amedicaltitan.

Wasthereanyoneelseintheworldmorepowerfulthanhim?

Chapter91

ThepheasantdoctorthatPhiliphiredwouldprobablybegintremblingfromshockafterseeingHenry



Turner.Therefore,itwasobviousthatJuansaidthisjusttoseePhilipmakeafoolofhimself.Itwas

simplyoutofhisleaguetofightwithJuan.Philip’sbrowsknittedtogether.Hehadonlysaidwhathesaid

becausehedidnotwanttobeunderestimatedbyJuanandmisunderstoodbyWynn.However,Juan’s

aggressivenessmadePhilipfeelveryuncomfortable.Shouldhetellthem?Philipdidnotwanttoburst

theirbubble.Sighing,hesaid,“Forgetit,aslongasyou’rehappy.”Philipdidnot

wanttoupsetanyone.Afterall,hismother-in-lawhadbeenveryconcernedaboutJuanlately.Ifhe

provokedMartha,therewouldnotbeanythinggoodinstoreforhim.Besides,hehadgonetothe

doctorforhisdaughter.Forthatmatter,PhilipdidnotfeeltheneedtohumiliateJuan.However,this

wastheonlyexception.“Haha,Philip,you’reafunnyone,”Juansaidashelaughedsarcastically.The

morehelookedatPhilip,themorehefeltthathewasaloser.“Tobehonest,I’mreallycurioustoseeif

thedoctoryou’vefoundiscompetent.Afterall,thisisabigdeal.IfsomequacktreatsMilaand

somethinggoeswrongintheprocess,willyoubeabletotakeresponsibilityifsomethinggoeswrong?”

Philipwantedtokillhim!Juan’swordsweresocruelthatevenWynn’sheartthumpedwhenhesaid

them.“Philip,thankyouforgettingMilaadoctor.However,Ifeelthatsheneedsamorespecialized

doctorforhertreatment.Let’sleavethismatterinthehandsofBrotherJuan,”Wynnsaidcoldly.Shedid

notwantherdaughtertodieontheoperatingtable.InPhilip’sears,herwordssoundedlikegreat

distrusttowardhim.Philipfeltthatitdidnotmatter.Itwasjustthathewouldlosehisdignityalittle.As

longasitwasHenryTurnerwhotreatedMila,whydiditmatterwhofoundhim?“Well,saythankyouto

BrotherJuan.Whatareyouwaitingfor?”Wynn’sdelicateeyebrowsfurrowedindissatisfactiontoward

Philip’sbehavior.Juanhadhelpedthemsomuch,yethewasstillrootedtothespotlikealog.“Thank

you,”Philipsaid.AslongasitwasarequestfromWynn,Philipwouldoblige.Athankyouwouldnot

deducthisstature.Juanraisedhischinproudlyashedustedoffhissuit.“You’rewelcome.”Afterstaying

forawhile,Philipmadeanexcusetofindhiswaytothehospital’swaitingarea.HenryTurnercouldbe

seeninhisgraysuit,waitingpatientlyalongwithhistwoapprentices.ThemomenthesawPhilip,Henry

walkedoverrespectfullyandbowedashesaidsmilingly,“Mr.

Clarke.”Histwoapprentices,whowerestandingbehindhim,wereshocked.

Theirteacherwasaninternationallyrenownedmedicalprofessorwithagreatnumberofdisciples.He

hadsavedatleastseveralhundred,ifnotseveralthousand,lives.Itwassurprisingthatateacherso

highlyrespected

byeveryoneandamedicaltitandecoratedwithhonorswouldbehavesorespectfullytowardayoung

manwhowasdressedordinarily.Whowashe?

Whatrightdidhehave?Philipinclinedhisheadslightlyashesaidcalmly,

“Timeisshort.Whydon’twegetrightintoit.”Henryimmediatelyhadoneofhisapprenticeshandover

theproposalashepersonallyexplainedittoPhilip.Finally,Philipnoddedhisheadinapprovalashe

asked,“Whenwillthesurgerybedone?”“Inaweek,”Henrysaid.“Inthemeantime,wewillconducta

thoroughexaminationofMissClarkeandnurseherhealth.Philiphummedinresponseashesaid,

“Thankyouforyourtrouble,ProfessorTurner.”Henrypanickedashesaidhurriedly,“Mr.Clarke,don’t

youworry.



Thisoperationwilldefinitelybesuccessful.”Astheconversationcametoanend,Philipreadiedhimself

toleave.Hehadaplan.Coincidentally,justashehadgottenreadytoleave,someoneshoutedexcitedly

behindhim.

“ProfessorTurner!Ididn’texpecttoseeyouhere.It’ssogoodtoseeyou.”

JuanwasjustgoingtocontacthisfatherandhavehimgiveProfessorTurneracalltoinquirewhenhe

wouldbefreesothathecouldpayhimavisitinperson.Whowouldhavethoughtthathewouldrun

intoProfessorTurneratthehospital!JuanwasveryexcitedashewentforthandshookProfessor

Turner’shand.Hegotstraighttothepointasheintroducedhimself,“Howdoyoudo,ProfessorTurner?

IamJuanParker,thesonofRobertParker.”

Ashespoke,Juan’seyesdriftedtotheside.WhenhesawPhilip,whowasstandingnotfarawayfrom

Henry’sside,hisexpressionchangedintooneofdistaste.Hesaidinsurprise,“Whatareyoudoing

here?”

Chapter92

WhatwasPhilipdoinghere?Notonlythat,hewasstandingbesideProfessorHenryTurner.Whatwas

goingon?Juanwasconfused.WasitpossiblethatPhilipandJuankneweachother?Thatwasimpossible!

HowwouldareputablemedicalgurulikeProfessorTurnerknowawimplikePhilip?

ProfessorHenryTurnerwasstartled.HedidnotknowJuanParker,buthedidknowhisfather.Tobe

honest,theydidnotevenreallyknoweachother.

Theysimplyhadafewconnectionsincommon.Itwasbecausehelikedjadeandhadboughtquiteafew

jadepiecestodisplayinhishouse.Once,whenhewasatGoldenCity,Henryreceivedabeautifulpiece

ofjadefromRobert.

Itwasanextremelyrarepiecemadefromgreendragonjade,thusHenryrememberedthisfavor.Justa

fewdaysago,Roberthadcontactedhimpersonally.Hesaidsomethingabouthisson’sfriend’sdaughter

sufferingfromcongenitalheartdiseaseandbeggedhimtotakealookathercondition.

DidtheythinkthatanypersoncouldjustpersuadeHenryTurnertodosomething?Onlyafternumerous

pleasandtakingintoconsiderationthatbeautifulpieceofjadedidHenryagreetostopbyandtakea

look.“Doyouknoweachother?”HenryaskedashestaredatJuan.Thatwasbecausehecouldtellthat

Juan’sattitudetowardMr.Clarkewasnotthegreatest.Coulditbethattheyhaveagrudgebetween

themselves?Asaresult,Henry’sexpressiononhisfacegraduallygrewcoolerashisbrowsknitted

together.

Ifthatwasthecase,thenhewouldnothelpJuaninwhathehadaskedfor.

Juansnortedinresponseashesneered.“Ofcourseweknoweachother,ProfessorTurner.Tobehonest,

it’sinsultingforyoutostandnexttosomeonelikethat.Whydon’twegoovertheretotalk?I’llhosta



banquetinhonorofyouatArcdeTriumphtonight.”JuanknewinhisheartthatsomeonelikePhilip

wouldnotknowProfessorTurner.Atmost,hewasjustpassingby.Wasitpossiblethatthedoctorhe

foundwasHenryTurner?Didhehavethatmuchhonorforthat?However,Henry’sexpression

immediatelysouredashescoffedinwardly.Insulting?Itwashisgoodfortunetobeabletostandnextto

Mr.Clarke!JuanParkerwassuchanarrow-mindedperson!“No,thankyou!Idon’tthinkMr.Parkeris

qualifiedtodinewithmeyet.”HenryhadachillyexpressiononhisfaceashegazedsharplyatJuan.It

wasjustasimpleexpression,yetitscaredJuantothecore.‘Youarenotqualified’,thesefourwords

soundedespeciallyharshtoJuan’sears.However,hedidnotdaretoshowhisresentment.Instead,he

askedinapanic,“ProfessorTurner,didIdosomethingwrong?Pleasetellme,IpromiseI’llchange!”

Juanwaspanicking.IfhehadoffendedProfessorTurnerduetoasmallmistakeonhispart,notonly

wouldWynn’sdaughternotbeabletoreceivetreatment,buthisfamily’sbusinesswouldmoreorless

beaffectedaswell.Hereallycouldnotunderstand.ItwasonlyhisfirsttimemeetingProfessorTurner.

Theyhadnotexchangedmorethanfivesentences.Howdidhegetintothismedicalguru’sbadbooks?

Inashortwhile,Juan’sforeheadwascoatedwithcoldsweat.“Becauseyoudon’tknowhowtorespect

people!”Henryreprimanded.AsheturnedhisheadtorevealPhilip’sidentity,hesawthelattershake

hishead.Henrywasstartledbutunderstoodimmediately.HeturnedbacktoJuanandsaid,“Evenif

this…gentlemanisordinary,youshouldn’tinsulthiminthatmanner.

Peopleshouldknowhowtorespecteachother.”Histonewasnotloud,butitwasfirm.Juan’sentire

bodyshudderedashelistened.TherewassomethingjustsocompellingaboutHenry’saura!Thiswas

thekindofpersonwhooftendealtwiththehigher-ups.Youcouldnotoffendthemeasily.“Yes,yes,

ProfessorTurner.Youareright,”Juansaidashenoddedhisheadhurriedly.Atthesametime,heeyed

Philipthroughthecornerofhiseyes.Hesimplyhatedhimrightnow!Thatloserwastoblame.Hewas

standinginthewayofeverything!Ifitwerenotforhim,wouldhebereprimandedbyProfessorTurner?

Hemustfindachancetohumiliatehim.

“Whyareyoustillstandingthere?Aren’tyougoingtoapologizetothisgentleman?”Henrysaidcooly.

Apologize?JuanlookedatPhilip,ahintofgloomappearinginthecornerofhiseyes.Juanwasvery

reluctantto

apologizetothisloser.However,hehadnochoice.IfheoffendedHenry,therewouldnotbeanything

goodinstoreforhim.Afterthinkingitthrough,Juanopenedhismouthtosaycooly,“I’msorry,Philip.I

hopeyoudon’ttaketoheartwhatIjustsaid.”Philipdidnotwanttopickafight.Henoddedhisheadas

heturnedandpreparedtoleave.However,somethingunexpectedhappened!Marthacameover

hurriedly.“Juan,whydidyoucallmetocomeoversoearlyinthemorning?”WhenMarthalookedat

Juan,shewasfullofsmiles.Hereyeswerefilledwithfondnessasifshewaslookingatherson-in-law.

However,whenhergazefellonPhilip,shelookedasifshehadbeenprickedalloverherbody.Shecried

outindisgust,“Whyareyouhere?Didn’tItellyounottocomeanymore?Go,getoutofthisplace!”

MarthagotangrywhenevershesawPhilip.Thisloserwassoannoyingnomatterwherehestood.



Chapter93

Philipdidnotsayanything.Instead,helaughedinresignationasheturnedaroundtoleave.Marthawas

stillmutteringtoherself.“Whatasightforsoreeyes.”Henry’sbrowsfurrowed.WasthisMr.Clarke’s

mother-in-law?Shewassospiritedandrude.Mr.Clarkewasreallyunluckytohavesuchamother-in-

law.“Wait!”HenrycalledouttoPhilipandstoodinfrontofhim.

Hewasnothappywiththewaythismother-in-lawwasacting.Thus,hewantedtodosomethingforMr.

Clarke.“Whoisthis?”Henry’stonewascoldashespoketoJuan.Juanimmediatelyrespondedina

complimentarymanner,“ProfessorTurner,thisis…”Beforetheintroductionscouldbefinished,Martha

beganscoldingunreasonably,“Whoareyou,youoldgrouch!What,doyouwanttospeakupforthat

wimp?”Oldgrouch?

Everyonepresentwasdumbfounded!ThiswasthefirsttimethatHenryhadbeenscoldedinsucha

mannerinhismanyyearsofpracticingmedicine.Atthatmoment,hewassoangrythatallhisblood

rushedtowardhishead.Hisapprentices,whowerestandingbesidehim,feltthesameway.Theystared

coldly,itchingtoripoffthewoman’smouth.Juanwasevenmoreshocked.

HetuggedviciouslyonMartha’sarm.“AuntyMartha,don’tberude.Heis…”“Idon’tcare!Thosewho

canspeakupforthatuselessfoolPhilipcan’tbeanybetteroff!Lookatyou,you’realreadysooldyet

stilldressedsoflamboyantly!What,areyoutryingtolurelittlegirls?Youhavenorespectforyourold

age!”Marthawasthekindwhowouldnotholdbackwhenscoldingsomeone.Herwordswereso

poisonous.“Saysomething,youoldman!Whyaren’tyouspeakinganymore?Youwereprettyfiercejust

now.

Whydon’tyoudaretosayanythingnow?DidIblowyourcover?Shamelessoldthing!Bah!”Martha

tuckedherarmsintoherchestarrogantlyassheraisedhereyebrows.Herchoiceofwordswasas

poisonousasafishwifeshoutingabuseinthestreet,cursingHenrytotheverycore.Inhereyes,there

wasnothingtofear.Theentiregroupwasstunned.Juanwassofrightenedthathehadbegunshaking.

OnonesidewasWynn’smother,andontheotherhand,wasamedicaltitan.“AuntyMartha!Doyou

knowwhothatis?”Juanhadbecomeanxious.HepulledMarthatothesideashe

explained.“That’sHenryTurner!”“Henrywho?Idon’tcarewhoheis.Idon’tknowhim.”Marthawaved

herhand,actinglikeanignorantvillagewoman.“AuntyMartha!You’reindeeptroublenow.Professor

HenryTurnerisaninternationallyrecognizeddoctorandalegendwithinthecountry’smedical

community!He’sthehonoraryguestofHankMoseby,JaceWade,andHectorLee!Eventhehigher-ups

inthecountyarehispatients!”Juanwasfrantic.Shehadpracticallydugherowngrave!Iftheyoffended

thisperson,theywouldhavetobeheadthemselvestentimesbeforetheycouldbeexcused!“Huh?”

WhenMarthaheardwhatJuansaid,shewassofrightenedthatshenearlylostherfooting!“This…This…

Thisoldmanissopowerful?”MarthathrewafrightenedgazeatHenrywhowasstandingnearbywitha

stonygazeonhisface.Ashereyescameintocontactwithhisicystare,sheshuddered.“Heknowsall

thetycoonsinOrienta,andthehigher-upsinthecountyarehispatients.”Marthanearlyfaintedfrom

shock.



Shewasusedtobeingarrogantanddomineering.Now,inthepresenceofsomeonesopowerful,

Marthadidnotevendaretobreatheloudly.Shewassoanxious.AfterhehadspokentoMartha,Juan

hurriedlymadehiswaybacktoProfessorHenry.Hebowedasheapologizedprofusely.“Professor

Turner,I’msorry.AuntyMarthahasn’theardofyouandoffendedyou.Iapologizeonherbehalf.”

Hmmph!HenryTurnerwasnotaneasypersontotalkto.Hehuffedcoldly,hisgazechilly.Atthispoint,

Martharealizedthatsheshouldsaysomething.Shehurriedlymadeherwayover.Walkingforthwithan

apologeticsmileonherface,shemadeherapologies,“Well,ProfessorTurner,I’msosorry.Ididn’t

knowwhoyouwere.I’llmakemyapologieshere,I’msorry.”Marthawastrembling.Althoughshewas

usuallyanarrogantanddomineeringperson,shewouldonlyactthatwayinfrontofPhilp.Whenshe

metbigshotslikeHenry,shewouldalsoactmeekly.“Isanapologyenough?Didn’tyousayI’manold

foolandhavenorespectformyage?!”Henry’sgazewascoldandpiercing.Justasimplegazecouldgive

onetheurgetokneel.“IfIdon’tteachyoualessontoday,I,HenryTurner,willnolongerbeadoctor!”

Thegrouppresentwasafraidtoeven

breathe!IfHenryweretobecomeinfuriated,theentireRiverdalewouldbeshocked!Marthafelt

nothingbutdesperationatthatmoment.Withapaleface,sheverynearlygotonherknees!Therewas

coldsweatalloverJuan’shead.Hewasalreadythinkingofwaystosolvethismisunderstanding.“Mr.

Turner,formysake,pleaseletthismattergo.”Justatthatmoment,avoicethatsoundedsoplainyet

seemedsooutofplacerangout.

Chapter94

Asimplesentence,yetMartha’sandJuan’sheartsthuddedatthesoundofit!Whatdidhemeanby‘for

hissake’?Howcouldthatuselessbumsaysomethinglikethatatatimelikethis!Washishonorthat

precious?Marthawastremblingwithanger.Philipwasabigtalkerandknewjustwhentopickhis

moment.WashedeliberatelytryingtoembarrasshimselfandoffendHenry?Wasitrevenge?“Philip,

shutup!Whodoyouthinkyouare?

Doyouthinkyouhaveasayinthismatter?”Marthaadmonishedwithtrepidation.Shewasreally

worriedthatPhilip,thatpieceoftrash,wouldaccidentallyoffendsomeoneasimportantasHenry

Turner.Heevenaskedhimtoletthemattergoforhissake.Didhenotknowhowmuchmorenoblethis

manwaswhencomparedtohim?Philip’sbrowsknittedtogether.HehadnotthoughtthatMartha

wouldbethefirsttoreprimandhim.Hewastryingtogetheroutoftroublethroughhiskindintentions,

butinstead,sheretaliated.“Whyareyoustillstandingthere?Aren’tyougoingtoapologizetoProfessor

Turner?”Marthahadfinallyfoundherchance.ShedidnotwasteanyenergyincriticizingPhilip,hoping

thatProfessorTurnerwould

notpayattentiontoher.ThesamethinghappenedwithJuan.Hisgazegrewchillyasthecornersofhis

lipstwitchedslightly.Hefeltverydispleased.HecouldnotbelievePhilip.Howcouldhespeakso

sarcasticallyatthistime!



IftheyoffendedProfessorTurner,theywouldallbeindeeptrouble.Thus,heimmediatelystepped

forwardandchastised,“Philip,apologizeimmediatelytoProfessorTurner.Whatdoyoumeanforyour

sake?Isyourhonorthatprecious?Howdareyousaysuchthings!”“That’sright,evenifyouwanttodie,

don’tdragusalongwithyou,”Marthaimmediatelychimedin,ab*tchysmileappearingonherface.

“ProfessorTurner,asyoucansee,itwasPhilipwhodisrespectedyou.Ifyouwanttrouble,goafterhim,

notme.I’vealreadyapologizedtoyou.Surelyyouwon’tholdagrudgeagainstawomanlikeme.”

Marthawasflauntinghervulnerabilityasawoman.Thetwoechoedoffeachotherastheyspoke.Inno

time,MarthaandJuanhadcriticizedeverypartofPhilip.“ProfessorTurner,Philipisjustaclueless

person.Pleasedon’tstoopdowntohislevel,”Juansaidwithacomplimentarysmileonhisfacebefore

heturnedtosnapatPhilip.“Whatareyouwaitingfor?Aren’tyougoingtoapologizetoProfessorTurner?

Doyouknowwhathe’sherefor?”HewasthebestcardiologistinthecountrythatJuanhadhiredata

greatexpense!Amedicaltitan!HewashereforPhilip’sdaughter!Howdareheshowsuchdisrespect!

HewouldhavetomakesurehetoldWynnaboutthis.Shewoulddefinitelyhaveabiggerproblemwith

Philipafterthis.Thinkingofthis,Juansnickeredtohimself.

However…Ascenethatamazedthemoccurred!Henry’seyesgrewwideasheglaredatJuan.Hespoke

coolly,“Mr.Parker,haveyouforgottenwhatIjusttoldyou?Youshouldnotjudgeapersonlightly,let

aloneinsultthem!

Thewayyouspeakmakesmethinkthatthereissomethinggreatlywrongwithyourcharacter!”Henry

finallyunderstood.Thisstrangemother-in-lawandJuanParkerclearlydespisedMr.Clarke.Theymust

beblind!IfMr.

Clarke’strueidentitywasmadeknowntothem,theywouldprobablybeontheirkneesbeggingfor

mercy.Panicked,Juanhurriedlybowedinagreement.“ProfessorTurner,you’reright.I’mwronghere.

However,

Philipwasdisrespectfultowardyou.Icouldnotstandbyanddonothing,that’swhyIcriticizedhim.”

However…Surprisingly…HenryaddressedMarthainfrontofeveryonepresent.“Today,forthesakeof

this…Mr.

Clarke,Iwon’tholdagrudgeagainstyou,youcountrybumpkin.However,don’tbetoococky.IfIfind

outthatyou’restillgivingMr.Clarkeahardtime,I’llmakeyouregretit!”Marthadidnotdaretosay

anything.Withafacefullofsmiles,shenoddedherheadrepeatedlyinagreement.Theyremainedthis

wayforashortwhile.Suddenly,Henrysnapped.“Well,whatareyouwaitingfor?Aren’tyougoingto

apologizetoMr.Clarke?”

ApologizetoPhilip?!Juandidnotdaretoutteraword!Marthawasdumbfounded!Her,themother-in-

law,wasbeingaskedtoapologizetohergood-for-nothingson-in-law?Blasphemy!Marthanearlywent

ballistic!Shewasfullofrage!Shewassonarrow-minded,sohowcouldsheapologizetothisuseless

bum?Besides,hewasherson-in-law!Afterstammeringforagoodwhile,MarthagavePhilipadeadly

stare.Shewishedshecouldmakeavoodoodollofhimthatshecouldpoketodeath!Philipwasstartled

aswell.HehadnotthoughtthatHenrywouldusehispowerthisway.Thus,heimmediatelyshookhis

headandwavedhishands.“No,no,no,Mr.Turner.



I’mreallyfine.”However,Henryrefusedtobackdown.Withhisexpressionstillchilly,hestaredat

Marthaashesaidthreateningly,“Youcanchoosenottoapologize.However,Iwouldliketotellyouthat

eventhereputablepeopleinRiverdalewilladdressmerespectfullyasProfessorTurner.”Slap!

ThiswasavirtualslapaimedtowardMartha.Shewasjustacivilianwoman,sohowwouldshedareto

goagainstsomeoneaspowerfulasHenry?Thus,althoughshewasreluctanttodoso,shehadnochoice

buttosaybegrudginglytoPhilip,“Sorry.”Herattitudewasnotgreat,butatleastshesaidit.
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Rightatthemomentshesaidit,MarthaalreadyhadahundredplanstoseekrevengeonPhilip.

However,justasJuanwasabouttoaskaboutthematter

ofvisitingadoctor,Henryleft.Juanimmediatelypanickedandrushedtocatchup.Therewasonly

MarthaandPhilipleftintherestarea.TheformerwasstaringatPhilipfiercely,hereyesfilledwitha

flameofanger.“Mom,youdidn’t…”Slap!BeforePhilipcouldfinishspeaking,Marthahadslappedhim

acrossthecheekandcursed,“Howaboutit?Doesitfeelgoodtohavemeapologizetoyou?”‘Iwould

notbeaYatesifIdidn’tbeatyouup!’Philipwasspeechless.Hischeekwasachingwithburningpain,

andhisfistswerepinchedtightlyinhistrousers.“Oh,areyouunhappyaboutit?Comehitthisoldladyif

youcan.Comeon,hitme.”MarthaimmediatelypushedPhilipwithachallenginglook.Morepeoplehad

cometolook.Then,Marthagaveup.Beforesheleft,sheglaredatPhilipfiercely.Shescolded,“Useless!

Dieearlyandquicklyreincarnate!Bringyourbastardchildalongandgotogether!”Bastardchild?She

calledMilaabastardchild!Milawasthefleshandbloodofherowndaughter.Milawasher

granddaughter!WhenMarthahadcursedhiminthepast,Philipwouldjustendureit.Today,itwas

obviousthatMarthacrossedtheline!“MarthaYates!I’mwarningyou,youcancurseme,butdonot

curseMila!Sheisyourgranddaughter!”PhilipglaredatMarthawithhiseyesredashescolded.Hewas

furiousanddidnotholdhimselfback.Atthatmoment,Martha’sfirstreactionwasfear.Shedidnot

expectPhilip,whohadalwaysbeenwimpy,toactuallythrowatantrumather!Washethinkingofgoing

againstthesky?!Howdareheyellather!

Thelasttimeaswell.“PhilipClarke,whatdidyoujustcallme?Verywell,youdaretocallmebymyfull

namenow.Yousurearebravenow,evengettingangrywithyourownmother-in-law!Well,well,well…

Inthisfamily,therecanonlybeeithermeoryou!Takeyourbastardchildwithyoutomorrowandmove

outofthehouseIboughtforallofyou!”Marthawasextremelymad,andsheimmediatelycursedlikea

shrew.However,Philipsaid,“Mom,thathousewasnotboughtbyyoualone.Youhavenorighttodrive

usaway.Also,ifyoureallydrivemeout,youmightregretitverymuch.”“Tsk!”Marthasmirked

contemptuouslyandsaid,“WhywouldIregretthrowingapieceoftrashlikeyouout?ThethingIregret

mostnowis

lettingWynniemarryyou!”InthemiddleofMartha’scontinuousscoldings,Philiphadturnedandleft.

“Wheredoyouthinkyou’regoing?Wehaven’tmadeclearthematterjustnow…”Philipwentbackto

thewardandtookouttheporridgehemade.HewantedtofeedittoWynnatfirst,butshedeclined



immediatelyandproceededtosiptheporridgefromabowlherself.Notlonglater,Juancameinand

said,“Wynn,I’mreallysorry.SomethingwentwrongonProfessorTurner’sside,soIamheadingover

now.Don’tworry,IwilldefinitelyhandleMila’smattersproperly.”Afterward,Juanleftthescene

hurriedly.AlthoughWynndidnotknowwhathadhappened,sheknewthatitwasdefinitelysomething

urgent.ShesaidafewwordslikeaskingJuantonotpushhimselftoomuch.Philiphadnotspokensince

thestart.Hetidiedupthedishesandbroughtthemouttowash.AsWynnwasleaningonthehospital

bed,shelookedoutofthewindowandthoughtofapersoninhermind—someonewhowaspossibly

abletohelpher.ItwasMrs.Clarke.Asshewasthinkingaboutit,Wynntookouthermobilephoneand

foundMrs.Clarke’scontactnumber.Afteralonghesitation,shepreparedheremotionsanddialedthe

number.Cometothinkofit,asawoman,Mrs.Clarkewouldprobablyhelpherout.“Passingbyyour

entireworld,Ihavelivedthefullestformyself.Pleasegoforwardanddon’tlookback.Iwillbetheone

waitingforyouattheend.”Itwasafamiliarringtone.

However,atthesamemomentwhentheringtoneranginthereceiver,theringingofanotherphone

alsosoundedfromtheward.“Daddy,daddy,wherearewegoing,ThereisnoneedtofearaslongasI

amhere,Baby,baby,Iamyourbigtree,Iwillwatchthesunrisewithyoufortherestofmylife…”

Toofamiliar!ItwasbecausethesongwassungbyPhilip,Wynn,andMila.

Itwasrecordedasaringtoneforincomingcalls.Wynnwassurprised.Sheslowlymovedthephoneaway

fromherearwhilelookingfortheringingphoneintheward.Intheend,hergazewasfixedonPhilip’s

jacketwhichhehadtakenoffwhenheenteredthewardjustnow.Wynnglancedatthenumbershe

dialedinherhand.ShehadindeedcalledMrs.Clarke,notPhilip.Wasthisjustacoincidence?
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WynnsteppeddownfromthebedandwalkedtowardPhilip’sblackjacket.

Theringingcontinuedtosoundintheward.JustasWynnpickedupthejacketandwasabouttotake

thephoneout,Philipsuddenlywalkedinandsnatchedthejacketfromherhand.Then,hesmiledcalmly.

“I’mgoingouttoanswerthecall.”Aftersayingthis,Philipturnedawayandwalkedoutoftheward.He

tookoutthephoneandhadalookatit.ItwasWynn’snumber!

Hecouldonlyhangup.Thatwastoodangerous!Atthatmomentjustnow,Philipfeltlikehehadgoneto

anotherworld.Hisforeheadwascoveredwithcoldsweat.ItwasstillnotagoodtimetotellWynnabout

hisidentity.Itwasnotthathedeliberatelywantedtoconcealit,butifWynncametoknowaboutit,she,

Mila,andeventheentireJohnstonfamilywouldbeindanger.

OnlyPhiliphimselfwasawareofthisdanger.Philiphadseenthatwoman’stactics.Duringthetime

whenhelefthisfamily,thatwomanhadmoreorlessbeenpushingthingsaroundbehindthescene.In

theward,Wynnfoldedherarmswhilelisteningtothetonefromthephone.Herbrowsfurrowed.

‘Coulditbethatshehassomethingtodo?’Shemadeanothercallbutwasinformedoncemorethatthe

receiver’slinewasbusy.Feelinghelpless,Wynncouldonlygiveupwithasighofrelief.Afterall,itwas

stillslightlydifficultforhertobegothers.Atthismoment,Philipwalkedinandsaid,



“Thereissomethingurgentatthecompany.Theyneedmetogoback.”

Wynndidnotmindasshewasfeelingirritatedandjustnoddedafewtimesinresponse.Mila’ssurgery

couldnotbedelayedanylonger.HopecouldnotbeplacedononlyJuan.Ifworsecametoworst,Wynn

couldonlyrelyonhim.However,beforePhiliplefttheward,hesaidlightly,“Wynnie,don’tworry.Iwill

arrangeMila’ssurgery.Ihavecontactedawell-knowndoctorinthecountryandtheyhavealsogivena

treatmentplan.Inthesenextfewdays,it’ll…”“Okay,Igotit.”WynnimmediatelyinterruptedPhilipwith

acoldface.ItwasnotthatshedidnotbelievePhilip,shejustwonderedifthedoctorhefoundwas

usefulornot.Philipwasstunned,evenlookingalittle

uneasy.Wynnseemedtohavebecomeawareoftheissuewithherattitudeandexplainedinaslightly

irritatedtone,“Philip,don’tgetmewrong.ThankyouforyourconcernaboutMila.I’mjust…I’mjusta

littlefrustrated.”

PhilipnaturallyunderstoodWynn’scurrentfeelings.“Iunderstand,Milaisalsomydaughter.Ifyouhave

anyideas,youcandiscussthemwithme.”

Philipsmiled.Wynnsmiledbackathimtoo.Shenoddedandsaid,“Alright,isn’ttheresomethingthat

yourcompanyneedsyouwith?Youshouldgoandsettleit.”Philipnodded.Assoonasheturnedto

leave,Martharushedinangrily.Withoutsayinganythingelse,shecameup,pointedatPhilip’snose,and

cursed,“PhilipClarke,howdidyoutalktomejustnow?Haveyourwingsalreadyhardened?Isthatwhy

youdidnotevenputme,yourmother-in-law,inyoureyes?”Hewasreallygoingagainstthesky!This

pieceoftrashson-in-lawalsodaredtoyellathernow.Asamother-in-lawherself,hadshenotbecome

soundignified?Hemustbepunished!PhilipalsoknewthathewouldnotgetgoodthingsfromMarthaif

heoffendedher,sohecouldonlybowhisheadandadmithismistake.“Mom,I’msorry.Ishouldn’thave

treatedyoulike…”“What’stheuseofsayingsorrynow?”Marthawasuncompromisingandunforgiving.

Herfacewasfullofsarcasmandanger.

“Bothofyoushouldtalknowaboutwhenyou’llbegettingyourdivorce.”

Divorce.Again,divorce.Philipwasreallyannoyed.Hisexpressionhadchangedslightly.Wynn,whowas

attheside,walkedoveraswellandgaveahelplesssigh.Sheasked,“Mom,what’swrongwithyouagain?

Causingtroublehereearlyinthemorning…Can’tyoujustletmehaveaquiettime?”

Wynnknewhermother’stemperquitewell.Causingtroubleunreasonablyaswellasthrowingtantrums

childishlywereherultimateskills.ShehadnevertrulytreatedPhilipasherson-in-law.Everythingwas

becauseWynnhadapremaritalpregnancywithPhilip,causinghertobeshamedbyherfamily.Itwas

becauseofthisthatWynnandPhilipmovedoutandboughtasmallapartmentforthemselvestostay.

Onusualdays,everyonejustcompliedwithMartha.Evenifshewasbeingunreasonable,everyone

wouldjustendureit.“WhatdoyoumeanIammakingtrouble?Don’tyouknow?

Thistrashdaredtoscoldmeoutsidejustnow!”MarthastretchedoutherhandandpointedatPhilip’s

nose.“Idon’tcarewhatbothofyouthink.Inthisfamily,heandIcan’tcoexist.”Wynnfelthelpless.She

gavePhilipalookandpretendedtoscoldhim,“Philip,howdidyouspeaktomymotherjustnow?What



areyouwaitingfor?Quicklyapologize!”Philipdidnotknowwhattodo,sohebentdownand

apologized,“Mom,I’msorry.”Atthistime,Marthawaslikeabig,victoriousroosterwithherchinheld

high.

Shecontinuedtoscoldafewmorecursesathim.Philipalsocontinuedtoapologizeafewmoretimes.

Onlythenwasheabletoleave.

Chapter97

SeeingPhilipwalkaway,sheturnedherhead,tookWynn’shand,andearnestlysaid,“OhWynnie,

haven’tItoldyou?Whydoyoustillwanttobewiththattrash?Aretherenogoodmeninthisworld?I

thinkAidenisn’tbad.He’shandsomeandhasagoodfamilybackground.Whatcountsisthathetreats

yourfatherandmewell.”Wynnfeltveryhelpless.Sheknewhermotherwasuptonothinggoodwhen

shecameover.“Mom,pleasestoptalking.Idon’tfeellikethinkingaboutthisnow.”Wynnhelplessly

said.Shewentuptoherbedandlieddownsideways.Martha,however,continuedtalking.“Ifyoudon’t

likeAiden,Juanisokaytoo.Iseethathe’sbusythese

days.Thistypeofguyisextremelyrarenow.”WhenWynndidnotreplytoher,Marthagotsomadthat

shegroaned.“Thisgirl!Howareyousostubborn?What’sgoodaboutPhilipClarke?Hecan’tearn

moneyandhasnosocialconnections.Hisfriendsarepoorerthantheothers.Thistypeofmanisascum

ofsociety.“Idon’tcareifyouagreeornot,you’remydaughter.Icalltheshotsforyou.Youmust

divorcePhilip!”Marthahadsecretlymadeuphermindthatforherdaughter’smarriageandalsoforher

futurehappiness,shemusttakemattersintoherownhands.Wynnwastiredoflistening.Sheignored

hermotherandcoveredherselfwiththeblanket.

Marthawhisperedafewwords,carriedherbaginaswiftmanner,andleftthehospital.Philipwasready

toreturntothecompanyafterleavingthehospital.Milawasstillatthecompanybeingtakencareof.

Thingshadbeenreallybusythesedaysandhecouldnottakecareofher.Whileridingtheelectric

scooter,Philip’sphonerang.ItturnedoutthatLynnwastheonecalling.Whywasshecallinghim?The

callconnectedandLynn’scoldshoutcamefromtheotherside,“Philip,cometoStarlightBar!Hurryover

intenminutes!Ifyoudaretobelate,I’lltellonyouinfrontofWynn!”Snap!Thecallendedaftershe

finishedspeaking.Philiphadnotfiguredoutwhatwashappening.Hecouldonlysighhelplesslyandride

hisscootertoStarlightBarinarush.Onlywhenhearriveddidhefindoutthatthereweresevenoreight

youngpeoplesurroundingLynnandherfourfriendsinthebarlobby.

Thereweretwomenandthreewomen.Philipwasveryfamiliarwiththetwomen—KyleLyonandJacob

Wells.KyleandJacobbothhadinjuriesontheirfaces.Theircheekswereredandswollen,andtheyhad

bruisesatthecorneroftheireyes.AssoonasPhiliparrived,Lynngotupandscoldedarrogantly,“Half

anhourhaspassed!Didn’tIsaytoarriveintenminutes?!”

“Sorry,traffic.”Philipsmiled.“Trafficwiththatbrokenscooter?Youdiditonpurpose,didn’tyou?I’llgo

backandtellmycousinthatyoufrequentbrothels!”Lynnsaidmercilessly.KyleandJacobalsosneered.



“Lynn,whydidyoucallthisgood-for-nothing?Whatcanhedo?”“That’sright,whatcanthisidiotdo?”

Philipfrownedslightly,turnedaround,andwalkedaway

withoutsayingaword.Hedidnotcomeheretobebullied!Atthismoment,Lynngotanxiousand

shoutedloudly,“Philip,ifyoudareleave,Idefinitelywon’tletyougo!AslongasIsayafewwordsto

UncleandAunt,canyoustillhaveagoodlifewiththeJohnstons?”Sureenough,oncethesewordswere

spoken,Philipstopped.HeturnedaroundandstareddarklyatLynn.

“Whatdoyouwant?Idon’thavethetimetoaccompanyyoukidsdoingmischief,”Philipsaidcoolly.At

thismoment,allsevenoreightpeopletheresneered.Oneofthemhadredhairandaslantedfringe.

Theywerewearingafloralshirtwithanopennecklinethatrevealedatattoo.Theyweresmokingand

lookingatPhilipwithsquintedeyes.“Thisunclehasabigmouth.IheardLynnsaythatyou’reher

cousin’shusband.Soshe’syoursister-in-law?”Philipfrowned.Thispersonwasrakish.Heguessedthat

Lynnandtheothersmusthaveprovokedthem.Atmost,itwasaboutmoney.

“What’sthematter?Justletthemgo.Ihaveotherthingstodo,”saidPhilip.

“Fck!WatchhowyoutalktoourDickJayson!”“Youkidsarecrazy!Youwannaplay?!”“Fckyourmom!

ApologizetoDickJayson!”Allofasudden,thefewyoungpeoplebehindDickangrilypointedatPhilip

andsworefiercely.Lynnwasalsoscaredtodeath,soshestoodup,pointedatPhilip,andshouted,

“PhilipClarke,you’recrazy!Why’reyoutalkingtoDickJayson?Quicklyapologizetohim!”ThisPhilip

Clarkewasusuallyacoward.Whywashesounyieldingnow?IfDickwasoffended,theycouldnotleave

thisplace!However,DicksmiledandallowedhissubordinatestopressLynnbackashesaidtoPhilip,

“100,000bucks!Yoursister-in-lawowesus100,000bucks.Aslongasyoubringoutthemoney,youcan

takethemaway.”100,000bucks?Instantly,PhiliplookedatLynninsurprise.

Thelatterturnedherheadindifferentlyandwithnotanounceofshame,shesaid,“Whyareyoustill

standingthere?Hurryupandwithdrawthemoney.

Istillhaveclassintheafternoon.”
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Philip’sfacedarkened.Hedidnotunderstand.HowcouldLynn,auniversitystudent,owesomeone

100,000bucks?!“Whathappened?”Philipaskedsoftly.Lynnfeltveryuncomfortablewhenshesawthe

wayPhiliplookedather.Herwholebodyfeltprickly.Itwasjustlikebeingscrutinizedbyaroadside

beggar.“Hurryupandwithdrawthemoney.Doyoustillwanttoseemebeingheldcaptivebythem?”

LynnstaredatPhilip.Hewasstillstandingtheredumblylikeablockhead.AlthoughKyleandJacobwere

scaredofDickJayson,theywerenotscaredofPhilip.SincePhilipwashere,itmustmeanthatthis

uselessbumwasafraidofLynn.Itwasonlynaturaltomakehimwithdrawthemoneytosavethem.“Fck!

Whatareyoulookingat!Quicklywithdrawthemoney!”Kyleimmediatelyslammedthetableandstood

upshouting.Inhiseyes,Philipwasanidiot.However,inthenextsecond,PhiliplookedatDickJayson

coldlyandsaid,“Idon’thavemoney,butImusttakeherwithme.Asfortheothertwopeople,Idon’t



knowthem.”Everyonewasdumbfounded!NooneexpectedPhiliptoactuallysaysuchthingsinfrontof

DickJayson!LongbeforePhilipcame,severalpeoplegottoknowhimthroughLynn.PhilipClarke,this

person,wasauselessman.Thatwaswhattheyknewhimas.ThereasonwhyLynncalledPhilipwasthat

shecouldholdhimdowneasily.Hewasaneasytargetwhowouldwithdrawthemoneyandsaveher.

However,thingsweredifferentnow.Philipgaveoffanassertivefeeling!WhilefacingDickJaysonof

StarlightBar,therewasnofearinhisexpressionatall.Atthismoment,Lynnwasscaredandveryangry.

Shegotupandwalkedover.Sheslappedhimandscolded,“Philip,that’senough!Isthathowyoutalkto

DickJayson?Ifyoudon’thavemoney,thengetoutimmediately.Don’tembarrassmehere!”However,

Lynn’sslapdidnotland.HerfairwristwassqueezedbyPhilipmid-air.“LynnJohnston,ifyoustillwantto

getout,justsitthereobediently!”Philip’sfacewasdark,hiseyesfullofcoldness.Lynnwasso

frightenedbyhimthatherwholebodyshivered.ShehadneverfeltthiskindofvigorfromPhilipClarke

before.Toocold!Howscary!ItwasscarierthanwhensheconfrontedDickJaysonjustnow.Withapuff,

Lynnwassofrightenedthatherlegswereweak.SheimmediatelysatdownandstaredatPhilipwitha

flusteredlook.Wasthisreallythebrother-in-lawthatletothersvilifyhim?KyleandJacobalsodied

downatthismoment.Theycouldonlysitinthecornerwiththeirheadsdownpitifullyastheywhispered

afewwords.Afterall,whetherornottheycouldnotgetoutdependedonthisgood-for-nothing.Atthis

moment,Dicksneeredandsaid,“Bro,ifyouhavenomoney,justgetout.Don’tgetintheway,

understand?”Dickwasverydissatisfied.However,DickJaysonwasnotsomeonewhoactedviolentlyat

everydisagreement.Otherwise,hewouldnotbeguardingStarlightBar.“Sheismysister-in-law.Ialso

don’twannacausetrouble.I’lltakeherawayandpretendthisneverhappened.I’llthinkofwaystopay

backthemoneysheowesyou,”Philipsaidcalmly.100,000dollarswasreallynothingtohim,buthehad

totakeLynnawaynow.Truthbetold,hecouldhavenotcaredaboutLynn’slifeordeath.However,she

wasWynn’scousinafterall.Hewouldhelpifhecould.Seeingthattheotherpartywassilent,Philip

glancedatLynnandsaid,“Let’sgo.”Lynnhesitatedforamoment.Whenshewasabouttogetup,Dick’s

thugswhowerebesideherheldontohershoulders.Dickturnedhishead,lookedatPhilipcoldly,and

said,“Bro,don’tgolookingfortrouble.Sinceyouhavenomoneyandcapabilities,letyourwifeorher

familymembersbringthemoney.”Withthat,Dicksnappedhisfingersandhissubordinatehandedover

anIOU.“ThisisthemoneyLynnJohnstonborrowedfrommethreemonthsagothatamountsto60,000

dollars.Includinginterest,thetotalis103,000dollars.It’snotlikeIwantthistobeamatteroflifeand

death.Aslongasyoubringmethe100,000,youcantakethemaway.”Afterspeaking,Dickleanedon

thesofaandsmokedacigaretteindifferently.“Idon’thaveanymoneywithme,butIcanwithdrawitfor

youlater,”saidPhilip.Dicklosthispatience.Hekickedthecoffeetableviolentlyandsaidangrily,“What

thefckareyoudoingherewithoutmoney?Toplay?!Quicklyletthispieceoftrashgo!”Assoonashe

finishedspeaking,twopeoplesaidtoPhilip,“BrotherDickislettingyougo.Can’tyouhear?!”Philip

pointedatLynnbrieflyand

slowlysaid,“Shehastocomewithme.”“Quicklygo!”Thesetwopeoplewerealreadystartingtolose

theirpatience.Thisidiotwasreallyf*ckingstubborn.DidhenotunderstandwhatBrotherDicksaid?Did

heneedtogethisheadsmashedtoknowwherehewasstanding?However…Philipverycalmlylooked

atDickandsaid,“I’llpaybackthemoneysheowes,butyouhavetolethergo.”“Metoo,metoo.”“Us

too,Uncle.”Lynn’sfriends,asthoughtheyhadseenhopeatthismoment,busilyinterrupted.Dickraised

hiseyebrows,hisexpressionunhappyashelookedatPhilip.Washelookingtodie?



Chapter99

“Bro,youaresofckingamusing.Noonehaseverdaredtotalktomelikethis.Youarethefirstone.”

Dicklitanothercigarette.Takinginadeepbreath,hesaidslowly.Ashewassayingthis,twoofhismen

closedthedoorofthebar.Asitwasdaytime,thebarwasclosed.Philipraisedhisbrows.Heglancedat

thesurroundingpeople.Theywereallgearedupandreadytofight.Allofthemhadacoldsmileontheir

faces.Lynnwasalsoveryanxious.ShedidnotexpectthatitwouldbeamistaketolookforPhilipfor

help.ThisidiotdaredtotalktoDicklikethat.‘Getlostifyouhavenomoney.Whyevenstayhere

pretendingtobecool?’“Philip,ifyoudon’thaveanymoney,justleave.Idon’tneedyoutogetinthe

way,”Lynnsaidcoldly.Kyle,Jacob,andtheothersalsofollowedsuit.“Damn,aftersuchalongtime,this

idiotdoesn’tevenhaveapennyandhe’sstilltryingtobecoolinfrontofDick.”“Dick,Idon’tknowthis

guy.Hehasnothingtodowithus.”“Yeah,Dick.Everyinjusticehasitsperpetratorandeverydebthasits

debtor.Himoffendingyoureallyhasnothingtodowithus.”Thesetwoboysandtwogirlsweretryingto

cuttieswithPhilipallatonceatthismoment.Dickchuckledscornfullyafewtimes.Hegotupand

walkedtoPhilip.Pattinghimontheshoulder,hesneered.“Look,whoeventreatsyouasaperson

here?”Shatter!Thewinebottlebroke!Philiphadpickedupthewinebottledirectlyfromthetable.

Afterhesmashedit,hepointeditatDick’sthroat.Hespokesternly,“Releaseher,Iwillpaythemoney!

Ifyoudon’tbelieveme,Icanstay!”Dicksurrenderedwithbothhands.Withhischinheldhigh,his

throatrolled.Coldsweatdrippedfromhisforehead.Hejokedmockingly,“Brother,becareful.Youcan’t

solvetheproblembydoingthis.”“Fckyou!LetgoofDick!”“You’refckinglookingforadeathwish!”

Dick’smensuddenlywentberserk.PointingatPhilipfuriously,theyshouted.Thereweretwopeople

whowereimmediatelypreparedtoactagainstPhilip.“Scram!Let’sseewhowoulddarestartafight

today!”Philiproared.ThemouthofthebrokenwinebottleinhishandpiercedthroughDick’sneck.

Aftercuttingalayerofskin,freshbloodtrickleddown.Dickpanickedaswell.StaringatPhilip,he

balefullysaid,“Doyouknowwhoseplacethisis?Ifyoudaretotouchme,believeitornot,noonewill

beabletogetoutofhere!”LookingatDickcalmly,Philipsaid,“Idon’tcarewhoseplacethisis.Inshort,

ifyoudon’treleaseher,Ipromisethatyouwillgooutlyingdown!”DickstaredatPhilipforalongtime.

Then,hesuddenlygrinnedandsaid,“Okay,Iwillreleaseher,butyouhavetostay.”Lynnstoodup

hurriedly.ShetookafewglancesatPhilipinapanic.Shethenranoutwithafewfriends.Theydidnot

careaboutPhilip’ssafetyatall.SeeingthatLynnandtheothershadrunout,Dicksmiledviciously.“Look,

thisisyoursister-in-law.Sheranaway.Shedoesn’tcareaboutyourlifeanddeath.Isitworthit?

“Besides,Iheardthemsaythatyou’reagood-for-nothing?ButIdon’tthinkyoulooklikeitatall.You

arequitecourageous.”Philipdidnotwanttotalknonsensewiththematall.Hetookouthiscellphone

andcalledGeorge.“StarlightBar.Send100,000dollarsover.”HedidnotbringthecardGeorgehad

givenwhenhewentouttoday.“OkayYoungMaster,I’llsendittoyourightaway,”Georgeresponded.

Lynnandtheothershadnotrunfar.Kyleyelled,“Lynn,yourcousin-in-lawisfckingtryingtoactcool,

huh?”“That’sDickJayson.Heactuallydaredtoputhishandsonhimjustnow.Ithinkheisfinished.

Evenifhedoesn’tendupdead,he’llatleastbedisabled!”Kaialsoagreed.“That’sright,agood-for-

nothinglikehimstilldarestoactcool.Hereallyalmostkilledus.”SeveralofLynn’sbestfriends

rolledtheireyesandcursedwithdisgust.Lynnwashavingmixedfeelings.



AlthoughshelookeddownonPhilipandthoughtthathewasuseless,Philiphadstillstayedtherealone

forherandherfriends.“Enough,youguys.Stopspeaking!”Lynnwasverydissatisfiedwithherfriends.

Crossingherarmsinfrontofherchest,sheimpatientlysaid,“Ihavetogobackandhavealook.You

guyscangofirst.”Afterthat,Lynnturnedaround.Shereturnedtothedoorofthebar,standingthere

hesitantlyforalongtime.Kyleandtheothersthoughtaboutitforalongtime.Theyalsoturnedback.

Theywerewaitingsneakily.Atthistime,afewblackMaybachssuddenlystoppedattheentranceofthe

bar!Thesightwasveryluxurious.Fromthelooksofit,theremustbeabigshotinsidethecar!Thedoor

opened.Thepersonwalkingdownthecarwasamiddle-agedmaninablacksuit.Hehadachiseledface

andamustache.Therewasaseriousexpressiononhisface.Thereweretwoburlybodyguardsfollowing

behindhim.“Holycrap,it’sover!It’sMasterNino!Nowyourcousin-in-lawisreallydonefor!”Kyle

recognizedthemiddle-agedmanimmediately.ThatmanwasNinoGil,Riverdale’sthird-largest

undergroundforce!HewasthebossbehindElNinos!Sevenyearsago,heledElNinosonarampagein

Riverdaleandcarvedhisownworld.

Beforethat,hewasjustanordinarytiler.Then,hegatheredgangsterstohelpdevelopersdealwiththe

demolitionproblemwithviolence.Hehadunshakablesupportbackinghim.Duetohiscruelandviolent

methods,hehadwonmanyofthedeveloper’scontractsfordemolitionprojects.Sevenyearsago,Nino

GilbegantocontractalargenumberofdemolitionprojectsinRiverdale.Herecruitedagroupof

miscellaneousstaffspecificallyforremovingthe‘holdouts’ofthedemolitionproject.Relyingonillegal

means,RiverdaleHartfordConstructionandArchitectureCompanywasestablishednotlongafter.He

wasalsopromotedtothechairmanofthecompany.Abigbosslikehimwasdefinitelynottobemessed

with!ThisStarlightBarwasNinoGil’splace!Philipwasdeadmeat!

Chapter100

LynnandtheotherswatchedNinoleadhispeopleintothebar.Thiswasoneoftheundergroundbosses

ofRiverdale!ThepowerandcapitalbehindNinowereevenmorepowerfulandterrifying!Kylewasso

terrifiedthathehadgoosebumpsalloverhisskin.Hismouthwastremblingashesaid,“Wehaveto

leavequickly.IfMasterNinocatchesus,wewilldefinitelybedead!”

Kylewasscaredoutofhiswits.HewasonlyfortunatetohaveseenMasterNinoshowoffhispower

before!Harry,whooncecausedadisturbanceinRiverdale,hadkneltandspokeinfrontofMasterNino.

Afterwitnessingthisscene,Kyletoldhimselfinhisheartthatifheweretoprovokesomeone,itbetter

notbeMasterNino.Hewastoostrong!Moreover,hismethodswereextremelyvicious!Harry,whohad

beenpreviouslyundefeatedinthehundredroundsofundergroundblackboxing,didnotlistento

MasterNino’swordsandrefusedtofightwithfakepunches.Intheend,hehadhishandsandfeet

brokenbeforegettingthrownontothestreet.Jacobalsoturnedbluewithfrightandstammeredtothe

twosisters,“Lynn,let’sgo.Thereisnothingnicetoseehere.Yourcousin-in-lawhimselfiscourting

deathbyhavingprovokedDickJayson.NowthatMasterNinoishere,he’sdonefor!”

“Yeah,Lynn.Let’squicklygoorelseyouwillbeinvitingtroubleonyourself.Doyoureallywanttogo

back?IfDickJaysongetscaught,wewillallhavetoworkinservicetopaybackthemoney.”“Lynn,ifyou



stillwon’tleave,wewill!”Lynnwasalsoataloss.CouldshereallyleavePhiliplikethis?Nomatterhow

oneputit,itwasstillherwhohadcalledPhiliphere.Ifsomethingreallyhappened,howwouldshe

explainittohercousin?“No,ifsomethinghappenstoPhilip,wewon’tbeabletoescapethe

responsibility.

Ifyouareafraid,thengofirst.Ihavetostay,”Lynnsaidsolemnly.Didthislittlelassreallycarethatmuch

aboutPhilip?No!ShewasjustworriedthatifsomethinghappenedtoPhilip,shewouldbeimplicated.

Shewantedtostayforconfirmation.Ifthingsreallywentbad,shewouldjustcallthepolice.Backatthe

bar.Philipstoodinthemiddleofeveryone’sglaringgazes.Withacalmexpression,hesaid,“DickJayson,

right?Themoneywillbesentrightaway.”Dickdrewatissue,wipedthebloodfromhisneck,and

snorted.“F*ck!Youarethefirsttodothistome.”Afterthat,thetwomenrusheddirectlytowardPhilip

andpressedhimontothesofa.“Tellme,howdoyouplantosolvethis?”Dicksmiledcoldly.“An

additional100,000

bucksformedicalexpenses,”Philipsaidcalmly.Dicksmiledandlookedaround.“Brothers,didyouhear

that?Hesaidthathe’swillingtogiveus200,000bucks.”Afterlaughing,hestaredatPhilipcoldlyand

said,“Lynntoldusthatyouareapieceoftrashwholivesoffwomen.I’mcuriouswhereyourconfidence

comesfrom.Andwheredoyouplanongettingthat200,000bucks?”Dickwasnotafoolishperson.

SincePhilip’sauraandwordsdidnotmeetthestandardofthatawimp,hemusthavehisown

confidence.Besides,hereallymindedtheconversationPhiliphadjustnowoverthephone.Heopened

hismouthtoimmediatelyasktheotherpartytosend100,000bucksover.Hewasdefinitelynotan

ordinaryperson.Washepretendingtobeapigandeatatigerinstead?Dickreallywantedtoseeifa

wimpcouldbringhim200,000dollars.“Youjustwantmoney.Asformybusiness,Iadviseyoutoask

less,”saidPhilipcalmly.Dickshookhisheadandverynaturally,leanedonthesofa.Hesnappedhis

fingersandsaidtohisopponent,“Tenminutes.Ifnoonesendsthemoneybythen,cripplehisarmsand

throwhimout.”“Okay,Dick,”onepersonrespondedwithagrin.

However…Philipwaslaughingdisapprovingly.Itwasalsoatthistimethatthedoorofthebaropened

andagroupofpeoplewalkedin.TheywereledbyMasterNino.Hewalkedinwithasmileandsaid,

“Dick,whyisthedoorclosedinbroaddaylight?”Dickwasstillsittingonthesofa.WhenhesawMaster

Nino,hestooduplikeafrightenedrabbit.Hebentoverandsmiled,

“MasterNino,you’rehere.Ifyouhadtoldmeaboutyourarrivalinadvance,Iwouldhavegoneoutto

greetyouinperson.”MasterNinosmiled,tookoffhisjacket,satonthesofa,andsaid,“Therearesome

distinguishedguestscomingtohavefuntonight.Youhavetomakepreparationsquickly.Itmustbe

ceremoniousandgrand.Youunderstand?”“Understood,MasterNino.

Don’tworry,foryou,Iwilldefinitelymakethisplacebeautiful.”ItwasalsoatthistimethatNino

discoveredthestrangeratthebar.HepointedatPhilip,

frowned,andaskedcoldly,“Whoisthiskid?Ishenewhere?”Itwastoounruly.Hehadalreadycomein,

butthismanwasstillsitting.Washenotgivinghimface?Dickimmediatelymadeeyesandmotionedto

someofhissubordinates.Hesmilinglysaid,“MasterNino,you’vemisunderstood.Thiskidisheretopay



backthemoneyforhissister-in-law.”Sayingthat,heturnedhisheadandshoutedathissubordinates,

“Whyareyoustillblankingandnottakinghimdown?”Philipdidnotwanttonitpickmatters.Whenhe

gotup,hewaspreparedtoleavewiththeothers.However,heheardDickandNinodiscussingaperson.


