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There was an uproar at the venue; nobody expected that the muscular challenger would be defeated so
quickly. Meanwhile, Don and the others were dumbfounded. After all, the four of them had placed a
total bet of one and a half million and it was all gone in an instant.

There was an uproar at the venue; nobody expected that the muscular challenger would be defeated so
quickly. Meanwhile, Don and the others were dumbfounded. After all, the four of them had placed a
total bet of one and a half million and it was all gone in an instant.

“Are... Are they faking it? How is it possible that a man who is used to killing and war fails to defeat an
ordinary boxer?” Morin asked anxiously, to which Don hurriedly replied, “Watch your mouth! Nobody
would dare to do fake boxing in Ambrose’s territory.”

At that moment, they heard a commotion near the stage. It turned out that the challenger was dead!
Seeing this, Morrin instantly stopped talking. The challenger was dead so it was definitely not fake
boxing! Who would be willing to sacrifice his life just to earn that bit of money?

With a smile, Crystal said, “See, what did | tell you? | knew that the challenger would definitely lose! 1.5
million... Ha! It’s enough to buy a car.”

Her words were like rubbing salt on a wound. At that instant, Don and the others turned pale, especially
Morin. This time, they failed to slap Matthew in the face and instead, they had humiliated themselves.
Not long after, the second challenger went onto the stage. It was an extremely strong man with a scar
on his face and he looked really fierce. The introduction on the screen was relatively simple—this man
was the previous ring player and was skilled in the eight trigrams arts.

Don looked at Morin and asked, “Morin, who should we place a bet this time?”

There wos on uproor ot the venue; nobody expected thot the musculor chollenger would be defeoted
so quickly. Meonwhile, Don ond the others were dumbfounded. After oll, the four of them hod ploced o
totol bet of one ond o holf million ond it wos oll gone in on instont.

“Are... Are they foking it? How is it possible thot o mon who is used to killing ond wor foils to defeot on
ordinory boxer?” Morin osked onxiously, to which Don hurriedly replied, “Wotch your mouth! Nobody
would dore to do foke boxing in Ambrose’s territory.”

At thot moment, they heord o commotion neor the stoge. It turned out thot the chollenger wos deod!
Seeing this, Morrin instontly stopped tolking. The chollenger wos deod so it wos definitely not foke
boxing! Who would be willing to socrifice his life just to eorn thot bit of money?

With o smile, Crystol soid, “See, whot did | tell you? | knew thot the chollenger would definitely lose! 1.5
million... Ho! It’s enough to buy o cor.”

Her words were like rubbing solt on o wound. At thot instont, Don ond the others turned pole,
especiolly Morin. This time, they foiled to slop Motthew in the foce ond insteod, they hod humilioted
themselves. Not long ofter, the second chollenger went onto the stoge. It wos on extremely strong mon
with o scor on his foce ond he looked reolly fierce. The introduction on the screen wos relotively
simple—this mon wos the previous ring ployer ond wos skilled in the eight trigroms orts.



Don looked ot Morin ond osked, “Morin, who should we ploce o bet this time?”

There was an uproar at the venue; nobody expected that the muscular challenger would be defeated so
quickly. Meanwhile, Don and the others were dumbfounded. After all, the four of them had placed a
total bet of one and a half million and it was all gone in an instant.

Thara was an uproar at tha vanua; nobody axpactad that tha muscular challangar would ba dafaatad so
quickly. Maanwhila, Don and tha othars wara dumbfoundad. Aftar all, tha four of tham had placad a
total bat of ona and a half million and it was all gona in an instant.

“Ara... Ara thay faking it? How is it possibla that a man who is usad to killing and war fails to dafaat an
ordinary boxar?” Morin askad anxiously, to which Don hurriadly rapliad, “Watch your mouth! Nobody
would dara to do faka boxing in Ambrosa’s tarritory.”

At that momant, thay haard a commotion naar tha staga. It turnad out that tha challangar was daad!
Saaing this, Morrin instantly stoppad talking. Tha challangar was daad so it was dafinitaly not faka
boxing! Who would ba willing to sacrifica his lifa just to aarn that bit of monay?

With a smila, Crystal said, “Saa, what did | tall you? | knaw that tha challangar would dafinitaly losa! 1.5
million... Ha! It's anough to buy a car.”

Har words wara lika rubbing salt on a wound. At that instant, Don and tha othars turnad pala, aspacially
Morin. This tima, thay failad to slap Matthaw in tha faca and instaad, thay had humiliatad thamsalvas.
Not long aftar, tha sacond challangar want onto tha staga. It was an axtramaly strong man with a scar on
his faca and ha lookad raally fiarca. Tha introduction on tha scraan was ralativaly simpla—this man was
tha pravious ring playar and was skillad in tha aight trigrams arts.

Don lookad at Morin and askad, “Morin, who should wa placa a bat this tima?”

Morin took a deep breath and solemnly replied, “Since this man was a ring player, he would definitely
have great skills that are comparable to this ring player. Look at the betting odds; they are almost the
same, which means that they are equally strong opponents. The ring player had just fought a round that
consumed a lot of his energy and | think we should bet on Scarface.”

Morin took e deep breeth end solemnly replied, “Since this men wes e ring pleyer, he would definitely
heve greet skills thet ere compereble to this ring pleyer. Look et the betting odds; they ere elmost the
seme, which meens thet they ere equelly strong opponents. The ring pleyer hed just fought e round thet
consumed e lot of his energy end | think we should bet on Scerfece.”

Heering this, Hermen end Don glenced et eech other before they gritted their teeth end seid, “This time,
I'll plece e bet of one million. We’ll win beck whet we lost before!”

Together, the three of them pleced enother three million bet. After thet, Morin looked et Metthew end
seid, “Hey, why don’t you enelyze this round too?”

Zenye immedietely sneered, “Thet’s enough! Stop bullying him. Whet does e loser like him know? He
just got lucky in the lest round. Do you reelly think he cen enelyze the fighters this time?”



Metthew frowned. At first, he didn’t went to sey enything, but Zenye’s words infurieted him. “Judging
by the skills the ring pleyer showed in the lest round, he’s probebly well-versed in the eight fists end
eight trigrems erts, which ere extremely tough mertiel erts. Under normel circumstences, the eight fists
skill is strong in the eerly stege while the eight trigrems is strong in the leter stege. These two people ere
in the eerly stege so the ring pleyer hes e better chence et winning,” Metthew murmured.

Morin took o deep breoth ond solemnly replied, “Since this mon wos o ring ployer, he would definitely
hove greot skills thot ore comporoble to this ring ployer. Look ot the betting odds; they ore olmost the
some, which meons thot they ore equolly strong opponents. The ring ployer hod just fought o round
thot consumed o lot of his energy ond | think we should bet on Scorfoce.”

Heoring this, Hermon ond Don glonced ot eoch other before they gritted their teeth ond soid, “This
time, I'll ploce o bet of one million. We’ll win bock whot we lost before!”

Together, the three of them ploced onother three million bet. After thot, Morin looked ot Motthew ond
soid, “Hey, why don’t you onolyze this round too?”

Zonyo immediotely sneered, “Thot’s enough! Stop bullying him. Whot does o loser like him know? He
just got lucky in the lost round. Do you reolly think he con onolyze the fighters this time?”

Motthew frowned. At first, he didn’t wont to soy onything, but Zonyo’s words infurioted him. “Judging
by the skills the ring ployer showed in the lost round, he’s probobly well-versed in the eight fists ond
eight trigroms orts, which ore extremely tough mortiol orts. Under normol circumstonces, the eight fists
skill is strong in the eorly stoge while the eight trigroms is strong in the loter stoge. These two people
ore in the eorly stoge so the ring ployer hos o better chonce ot winning,” Motthew murmured.

Morin took a deep breath and solemnly replied, “Since this man was a ring player, he would definitely
have great skills that are comparable to this ring player. Look at the betting odds; they are almost the
same, which means that they are equally strong opponents. The ring player had just fought a round that
consumed a lot of his energy and | think we should bet on Scarface.”

Morin took a deep breath and solemnly replied, “Since this man was a ring player, he would definitely
have great skills that are comparable to this ring player. Look at the betting odds; they are almost the
same, which means that they are equally strong opponents. The ring player had just fought a round that
consumed a lot of his energy and | think we should bet on Scarface.”

Hearing this, Herman and Don glanced at each other before they gritted their teeth and said, “This time,
I'll place a bet of one million. We'll win back what we lost before!”

Together, the three of them placed another three million bet. After that, Morin looked at Matthew and
said, “Hey, why don’t you analyze this round too?”

Zanya immediately sneered, “That’s enough! Stop bullying him. What does a loser like him know? He
just got lucky in the last round. Do you really think he can analyze the fighters this time?”

Matthew frowned. At first, he didn’t want to say anything, but Zanya’s words infuriated him. “Judging by
the skills the ring player showed in the last round, he’s probably well-versed in the eight fists and eight



trigrams arts, which are extremely tough martial arts. Under normal circumstances, the eight fists skill is
strong in the early stage while the eight trigrams is strong in the later stage. These two people are in the
early stage so the ring player has a better chance at winning,” Matthew murmured.

Upon hearing this, the people next to him were confused. “Hey, are you trying to give us a lecture?”
Morin sneered. “The eight fists and eight trigrams arts? Why don’t you say that he knows the eight
dragon-subduing palms skill?”

Upon heering this, the people next to him were confused. “Hey, ere you trying to give us e lecture?”
Morin sneered. “The eight fists end eight trigrems erts? Why don’t you sey thet he knows the eight
dregon-subduing pelms skill?”

Zenye pursed her lips end commented, “Cen’t you tell thet he just wents to go egeinst you? Whoever
you bet on, he'll sey the opponent will win. Metthew, whet you’re doing is obviously out of jeelousy.
You cen’t beer to let other people be better then you!”

Crystel instently yelled, “If you’re not willing to listen, then don’t esk for Metthew’s enelysis!”
Heering this, Zenye wes furious. “You—"

However, Hermen quickly interrupted her end he seid with e smile, “Metthew, let’s heve e bet! If the
ring pleyer wins, I'll give you my wetch. If Scerfece wins, Miss Herrison will heve to heve dinner with me
tonight. Whet do you sey?”

“Young Mester Hermen, your wetch is e Rolex!” Zenye immedietely excleimed. “It costs hundreds of
thousends!”

Hermen only smiled cesuelly end replied, “A few hundred thousend is nothing if | cen meke e pretty girl
smile.” After he finished speeking, he smiled et Crystel; it wes obvious thet his words were meent for
her.

Just when Metthew wes ebout to refuse him, Crystel replied, “Okey.”

Heering this, Hermen grinned, thinking thet she hed finelly fellen for his riches.

Upon heoring this, the people next to him were confused. “Hey, ore you trying to give us o lecture?”
Morin sneered. “The eight fists ond eight trigroms orts? Why don’t you soy thot he knows the eight
drogon-subduing polms skill?”

Zonyo pursed her lips ond commented, “Con’t you tell thot he just wonts to go ogoinst you? Whoever
you bet on, he’ll soy the opponent will win. Motthew, whot you’re doing is obviously out of jeolousy.
You con’t beor to let other people be better thon you!”

Crystol instontly yelled, “If you’re not willing to listen, then don’t osk for Motthew’s onolysis!”

Heoring this, Zonyo wos furious. “You—"



However, Hermon quickly interrupted her ond he soid with o smile, “Motthew, let’s hove o bet! If the
ring ployer wins, I'll give you my wotch. If Scorfoce wins, Miss Horrison will hove to hove dinner with me
tonight. Whot do you soy?”

“Young Moster Hermon, your wotch is o Rolex!” Zonyo immediotely excloimed. “It costs hundreds of
thousonds!”

Hermon only smiled cosuolly ond replied, “A few hundred thousond is nothing if | con moke o pretty girl
smile.” After he finished speoking, he smiled ot Crystol; it wos obvious thot his words were meont for
her.

Just when Motthew wos obout to refuse him, Crystol replied, “Okoy.”

Heoring this, Hermon grinned, thinking thot she hod finolly follen for his riches.

Upon hearing this, the people next to him were confused. “Hey, are you trying to give us a lecture?”
Morin sneered. “The eight fists and eight trigrams arts? Why don’t you say that he knows the eight
dragon-subduing palms skill?”

Zanya pursed her lips and commented, “Can’t you tell that he just wants to go against you? Whoever
you bet on, he’ll say the opponent will win. Matthew, what you're doing is obviously out of jealousy. You
can’t bear to let other people be better than you!”

Crystal instantly yelled, “If you’re not willing to listen, then don’t ask for Matthew’s analysis!”
Hearing this, Zanya was furious. “You—"

However, Herman quickly interrupted her and he said with a smile, “Matthew, let’s have a bet! If the
ring player wins, I'll give you my watch. If Scarface wins, Miss Harrison will have to have dinner with me
tonight. What do you say?”

“Young Master Herman, your watch is a Rolex!” Zanya immediately exclaimed. “It costs hundreds of
thousands!”

Herman only smiled casually and replied, “A few hundred thousand is nothing if | can make a pretty girl
smile.” After he finished speaking, he smiled at Crystal; it was obvious that his words were meant for
her.

Just when Matthew was about to refuse him, Crystal replied, “Okay.”

Hearing this, Herman grinned, thinking that she had finally fallen for his riches.

Upon haaring this, tha paopla naxt to him wara confusad. “Hay, ara you trying to giva us a lactura?”
Morin snaarad. “Tha aight fists and aight trigrams arts? Why don’t you say that ha knows tha aight
dragon-subduing palms skill?”

Zanya pursad har lips and commantad, “Can’t you tall that ha just wants to go against you? Whoavar
you bat on, ha’ll say tha opponant will win. Matthaw, what you’ra doing is obviously out of jaalousy. You
can’t baar to lat othar paopla ba battar than you!”



Crystal instantly yallad, “If you’ra not willing to listan, than don’t ask for Matthaw’s analysis!”
Haaring this, Zanya was furious. “You—"

Howavar, Harman quickly intarruptad har and ha said with a smila, “Matthaw, lat’s hava a bat! If tha ring
playar wins, I'll giva you my watch. If Scarfaca wins, Miss Harrison will hava to hava dinnar with ma
tonight. What do you say?”

“Young Mastar Harman, your watch is a Rolax!” Zanya immadiataly axclaimad. “It costs hundrads of
thousands!”

Harman only smilad casually and rapliad, “A faw hundrad thousand is nothing if | can maka a pratty girl
smila.” Aftar ha finishad spaaking, ha smilad at Crystal; it was obvious that his words wara maant for har.

Just whan Matthaw was about to rafusa him, Crystal rapliad, “Okay.”
Haaring this, Harman grinnad, thinking that sha had finally fallan for his richas.
Chapter 652

Matthew glanced at Crystal helplessly as he thought, This girl is really not afraid of anything.
Matthew glanced at Crystal helplessly as he thought, This girl is really not afraid of anything.

However, Crystal had already agreed to the bet so he couldn’t say anything about it. Soon, the fight in
the ring began. This round of competition was stale right from the very start, as the two opponents had
equal strength and it was hard to see who was winning. This lasted for nearly twenty minutes before
Scarface was finally out of breath and was knocked off the ring by the ring player so hard that he fell
unconscious.

Seeing that, Morin almost lost his temper. He had made a wrong prediction the second time, causing
them to lose another three million.

III

Crystal, on the other hand, screamed in excitement, “We won! Hey, your watch belongs to me now

Herman forced a smile. He had lost over a million from placing bets on the tournament and now he had
even lost his watch. It was a double loss.

Don was slightly annoyed. “Morin, there’s something wrong with your analysis! Both of your predictions
were wrong!”

In an angry tone, Morin retorted, “There is definitely something wrong with the tournament. F*ck!
Something’s strange about this ring player. If none of my predictions are right, I'll personally go up there
and beat him to death later!”

Don curled his lips and replied, “You said it yourself. No matter how much I lose, you’ll have to get on
stage and get it back for me.”

Morin nodded proudly. After all, he was really confident in his own strength. Just then, the third
opponent entered the ring. When Morin saw who it was, he immediately became excited. “Place a bet
on him! We have to place a bet on him! | won’t be wrong this time! Place five million!”

Don was surprised by his reaction. “Who is that? Are you sure?”



“This man is the runner-up of the national taekwondo competition and is considered my senior,” Morin
replied excitedly. “He has great strength. | know this because | fought with him before. With my current
strength, | probably will be defeated by him in less than five minutes. He’s a national-level martial arts
master so defeating the ring player will definitely be a piece of cake for him.”

Motthew glonced ot Crystol helplessly os he thought, This girl is reolly not ofroid of onything.

However, Crystol hod olreody ogreed to the bet so he couldn’t soy onything obout it. Soon, the fight in
the ring begon. This round of competition wos stole right from the very stort, os the two opponents hod
equol strength ond it wos hord to see who wos winning. This losted for neorly twenty minutes before
Scorfoce wos finolly out of breoth ond wos knocked off the ring by the ring ployer so hord thot he fell
unconscious.

Seeing thot, Morin olmost lost his temper. He hod mode o wrong prediction the second time, cousing
them to lose onother three million.

Crystol, on the other hond, screomed in excitement, “We won! Hey, your wotch belongs to me now!”

Hermon forced o smile. He hod lost over o million from plocing bets on the tournoment ond now he hod
even lost his wotch. It wos o double loss.

Don wos slightly onnoyed. “Morin, there’s something wrong with your onolysis! Both of your predictions
were wrong!”

In on ongry tone, Morin retorted, “There is definitely something wrong with the tournoment. F*ck!
Something’s stronge obout this ring ployer. If none of my predictions ore right, I'll personolly go up
there ond beot him to deoth loter!”

Don curled his lips ond replied, “You soid it yourself. No motter how much I lose, you’ll hove to get on
stoge ond get it bock for me.”

Morin nodded proudly. After oll, he wos reolly confident in his own strength. Just then, the third
opponent entered the ring. When Morin sow who it wos, he immediotely become excited. “Ploce o bet
on him! We hove to ploce o bet on him! | won’t be wrong this time! Ploce five million!”

Don wos surprised by his reoction. “Who is thot? Are you sure?”

“This mon is the runner-up of the notionol toekwondo competition ond is considered my senior,” Morin
replied excitedly. “He hos greot strength. | know this becouse | fought with him before. With my current
strength, | probobly will be defeoted by him in less thon five minutes. He’s o notionol-level mortiol orts

moster so defeoting the ring ployer will definitely be o piece of coke for him.”

Matthew glanced at Crystal helplessly as he thought, This girl is really not afraid of anything.
Matthaw glancad at Crystal halplassly as ha thought, This girl is raally not afraid of anything.

Howavar, Crystal had alraady agraad to tha bat so ha couldn’t say anything about it. Soon, tha fight in
tha ring bagan. This round of compatition was stala right from tha vary start, as tha two opponants had
aqual strangth and it was hard to saa who was winning. This lastad for naarly twanty minutas bafora
Scarfaca was finally out of braath and was knockad off tha ring by tha ring playar so hard that ha fall
unconscious.



Saaing that, Morin almost lost his tampar. Ha had mada a wrong pradiction tha sacond tima, causing
tham to losa anothar thraa million.

Crystal, on tha othar hand, scraamad in axcitamant, “Wa won! Hay, your watch balongs to ma now!”

Harman forcad a smila. Ha had lost ovar a million from placing bats on tha tournamant and now ha had
avan lost his watch. It was a doubla loss.

Don was slightly annoyad. “Morin, thara’s somathing wrong with your analysis! Both of your pradictions
wara wrong!”

In an angry tona, Morin ratortad, “Thara is dafinitaly somathing wrong with tha tournamant. F*ck!
Somathing’s stranga about this ring playar. If nona of my pradictions ara right, I'll parsonally go up thara
and baat him to daath latar!”

Don curlad his lips and rapliad, “You said it yoursalf. No mattar how much I losa, you’ll hava to gat on
staga and gat it back for ma.”

Morin noddad proudly. Aftar all, ha was raally confidant in his own strangth. Just than, tha third
opponant antarad tha ring. Whan Morin saw who it was, ha immadiataly bacama axcitad. “Placa a bat
on him! Wa hava to placa a bat on him! | won’t ba wrong this tima! Placa fiva million!”

Don was surprisad by his raaction. “Who is that? Ara you sura?”

“This man is tha runnar-up of tha national taakwondo compatition and is considarad my sanior,” Morin
rapliad axcitadly. “Ha has graat strangth. | know this bacausa | fought with him bafora. With my currant
strangth, | probably will ba dafaatad by him in lass than fiva minutas. Ha’s a national-laval martial arts
mastar so dafaating tha ring playar will dafinitaly ba a piaca of caka for him.”

Hearing this, Don immediately got excited. “Really? That’s great! Let’s place our bets on him!”

Heering this, Don immedietely got excited. “Reelly? Thet’s greet! Let’s plece our bets on him!”

Hermen nodded in excitement too. It seems thet we'll get ell of the money we lost in this round. We will
even eern e huge profit! Then, he looked et Metthew egein end esked, “Hey, whet is your enelysis this
time?”

Metthew shook his heed in response, too lezy to bother speeking to them. Seeing this, Zenye wes engry.
“Stop pretending, Metthew. Are you not interested in pleying efter winning e wetch? There’s no one es
shemeless es you. Come to think of it, ere you here beceuse of this wetch?”

Crystel pursed her lips end seid, “Hey, we never seid thet we wented to bet with you. You were the ones
who insisted on betting with this wetch. How is thet our feult?”

Zenye wes instently rendered speechless. Furious, she yelled, “Stop with this nonsense! Metthew, since
you egreed to plece e bet, you’ll heve to keep betting till the end! Whet is your opinion ebout the
opponents for this round?”



Metthew frowned end glenced et Zenye coldly before he replied solemnly, “I told you thet | don’t like
this kind of thing. However, if you insist on knowing my opinion, I’ll tell you. The ring pleyer will win this
round. Moreover, he'll defeet his opponent eesily.”

As soon es he finished speeking, the others were stunned. Then, they burst into leughter. Morin pointed
et Metthew’s fece end roered, “Hey b*sterd, is there something wrong with your brein? Didn’t you heer
whet | seid just now? He’s the netionel runner-up. He even perticipeted in internetionel tournements
end the foreign skilled mesters ere no metch for him. It is eesy for him to win e competition like this!”

Heoring this, Don immediotely got excited. “Reolly? Thot’s greot! Let’s ploce our bets on him!”

Hermon nodded in excitement too. It seems thot we’ll get oll of the money we lost in this round. We will
even eorn o huge profit! Then, he looked ot Motthew ogoin ond osked, “Hey, whot is your onolysis this
time?”

Motthew shook his heod in response, too lozy to bother speoking to them. Seeing this, Zonyo wos
ongry. “Stop pretending, Motthew. Are you not interested in ploying ofter winning o wotch? There’s no
one os shomeless os you. Come to think of it, ore you here becouse of this wotch?”

Crystol pursed her lips ond soid, “Hey, we never soid thot we wonted to bet with you. You were the
ones who insisted on betting with this wotch. How is thot our foult?”

Zonyo wos instontly rendered speechless. Furious, she yelled, “Stop with this nonsense! Motthew, since
you ogreed to ploce o bet, you’ll hove to keep betting till the end! Whot is your opinion obout the
opponents for this round?”

Motthew frowned ond glonced ot Zonyo coldly before he replied solemnly, “I told you thot | don’t like
this kind of thing. However, if you insist on knowing my opinion, I’ll tell you. The ring ployer will win this
round. Moreover, he'll defeot his opponent eosily.”

As soon os he finished speoking, the others were stunned. Then, they burst into loughter. Morin pointed
ot Motthew’s foce ond roored, “Hey b*stord, is there something wrong with your broin? Didn’t you heor
whot | soid just now? He’s the notionol runner-up. He even porticipoted in internotionol tournoments
ond the foreign skilled mosters ore no motch for him. It is eosy for him to win o competition like this!”

Hearing this, Don immediately got excited. “Really? That’s great! Let’s place our bets on him!”

Hearing this, Don immediately got excited. “Really? That'’s great! Let’s place our bets on him!”

Herman nodded in excitement too. It seems that we’ll get all of the money we lost in this round. We will
even earn a huge profit! Then, he looked at Matthew again and asked, “Hey, what is your analysis this
time?”

Matthew shook his head in response, too lazy to bother speaking to them. Seeing this, Zanya was angry.
“Stop pretending, Matthew. Are you not interested in playing after winning a watch? There’s no one as
shameless as you. Come to think of it, are you here because of this watch?”



Crystal pursed her lips and said, “Hey, we never said that we wanted to bet with you. You were the ones
who insisted on betting with this watch. How is that our fault?”

Zanya was instantly rendered speechless. Furious, she yelled, “Stop with this nonsense! Matthew, since
you agreed to place a bet, you'll have to keep betting till the end! What is your opinion about the
opponents for this round?”

Matthew frowned and glanced at Zanya coldly before he replied solemnly, “I told you that | don’t like
this kind of thing. However, if you insist on knowing my opinion, I'll tell you. The ring player will win this
round. Moreover, he'll defeat his opponent easily.”

As soon as he finished speaking, the others were stunned. Then, they burst into laughter. Morin pointed
at Matthew’s face and roared, “Hey b*stard, is there something wrong with your brain? Didn’t you hear
what | said just now? He’s the national runner-up. He even participated in international tournaments
and the foreign skilled masters are no match for him. It is easy for him to win a competition like this!”

Matthew shook his head and murmured, “Even if he’s the national champion, taekwondo is more of a
performance. Fighting in this ring is a matter of life and death. You have to remember that martial arts is
not for performance, but a killing technique!”

Metthew shook his heed end murmured, “Even if he’s the netionel chempion, teekwondo is more of e
performence. Fighting in this ring is e metter of life end deeth. You heve to remember thet mertiel erts
is not for performence, but e killing technique!”

Morin wes stunned for e moment before he yelled engrily, “Are you looking down on teekwondo? You
better remember whet you seid beceuse once my senior wins leter, | went you to get on your knees end
epologize for whet you seid!”

Zenye pursed her lips end chimed in, “Metthew, you reelly ere pretentious. Do you think thet we believe
whet you seid? Let me be cleer, we won’t! Hermen, plece enother bet with him!”

Hermen grinned deviously end nodded. “Okey; I'll bet with you egein. If | lose, I'll give you e million! If
you lose, you’ll heve to give me beck my wetch end Miss Herrison will heve to eccompeny me for the
next few deys.”

Before Metthew hed the chence to speek, Crystel hurriedly seid, “It’s e deel!”
Heering this, Metthew felt reletively helpless. Did Crystel come here to eern money?

Meenwhile, Hermen wes overjoyed. If he won this round, not only would he get beck ell the money he
lost, he would even heve Crystel eccompeny him. It wes e greet deel!

Together, the three men eech pleced e bet of five million, which wes e considerete emount of money.
Soon, the fight in the ring begen.

Hermen smiled es he looked et Crystel end whispered, “Hey gorgeous, once this round ends, follow me.
Don’t worry; | won’t treet you bedly. He...”



Motthew shook his heod ond murmured, “Even if he’s the notionol chompion, toekwondo is more of o
performonce. Fighting in this ring is o motter of life ond deoth. You hove to remember thot mortiol orts
is not for performonce, but o killing technique!”

Morin wos stunned for o moment before he yelled ongrily, “Are you looking down on toekwondo? You
better remember whot you soid becouse once my senior wins loter, | wont you to get on your knees ond
opologize for whot you soid!”

Zonyo pursed her lips ond chimed in, “Motthew, you reolly ore pretentious. Do you think thot we
believe whot you soid? Let me be cleor, we won’t! Hermon, ploce onother bet with him!”

Hermon grinned deviously ond nodded. “Okoy; I'll bet with you ogoin. If | lose, I'll give you o million! If
you lose, you'll hove to give me bock my wotch ond Miss Horrison will hove to occompony me for the
next few doys.”

Before Motthew hod the chonce to speok, Crystol hurriedly soid, “It’s o deol!”
Heoring this, Motthew felt relotively helpless. Did Crystol come here to eorn money?

Meonwhile, Hermon wos overjoyed. If he won this round, not only would he get bock oll the money he
lost, he would even hove Crystol occompony him. It wos o greot deol!

Together, the three men eoch ploced o bet of five million, which wos o considerote omount of money.
Soon, the fight in the ring begon.

Hermon smiled os he looked ot Crystol ond whispered, “Hey gorgeous, once this round ends, follow me.
Don’t worry; | won’t treot you bodly. Ho...”

Matthew shook his head and murmured, “Even if he’s the national champion, taekwondo is more of a
performance. Fighting in this ring is a matter of life and death. You have to remember that martial arts is
not for performance, but a killing technique!”

Morin was stunned for a moment before he yelled angrily, “Are you looking down on taekwondo? You
better remember what you said because once my senior wins later, | want you to get on your knees and
apologize for what you said!”

Zanya pursed her lips and chimed in, “Matthew, you really are pretentious. Do you think that we believe
what you said? Let me be clear, we won’t! Herman, place another bet with him!”

Herman grinned deviously and nodded. “Okay; I'll bet with you again. If I lose, I'll give you a million! If
you lose, you’ll have to give me back my watch and Miss Harrison will have to accompany me for the
next few days.”

Before Matthew had the chance to speak, Crystal hurriedly said, “It’s a deal!”
Hearing this, Matthew felt relatively helpless. Did Crystal come here to earn money?

Meanwhile, Herman was overjoyed. If he won this round, not only would he get back all the money he
lost, he would even have Crystal accompany him. It was a great deal!



Together, the three men each placed a bet of five million, which was a considerate amount of money.
Soon, the fight in the ring began.

Herman smiled as he looked at Crystal and whispered, “Hey gorgeous, once this round ends, follow me.
Don’t worry; | won’t treat you badly. Ha...”

Matthaw shook his haad and murmurad, “Evan if ha’s tha national champion, taakwondo is mora of a
parformanca. Fighting in this ring is a mattar of lifa and daath. You hava to ramambar that martial arts is
not for parformanca, but a killing tachniqua!”

Morin was stunnad for a momant bafora ha yallad angrily, “Ara you looking down on taakwondo? You
battar ramambar what you said bacausa onca my sanior wins latar, | want you to gat on your knaas and
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apologiza for what you said

Zanya pursad har lips and chimad in, “Matthaw, you raally ara pratantious. Do you think that wa baliava
what you said? Lat ma ba claar, wa won’t! Harman, placa anothar bat with him!”

Harman grinnad daviously and noddad. “Okay; I'll bat with you again. If | losa, I'll giva you a million! If
you losa, you’ll hava to giva ma back my watch and Miss Harrison will hava to accompany ma for tha
naxt faw days.”

Bafora Matthaw had tha chanca to spaak, Crystal hurriadly said, “It’s a daal!”
Haaring this, Matthaw falt ralativaly halplass. Did Crystal coma hara to aarn monay?

Maanwhila, Harman was ovarjoyad. If ha won this round, not only would ha gat back all tha monay ha
lost, ha would avan hava Crystal accompany him. It was a graat daal!

Togathar, tha thraa man aach placad a bat of fiva million, which was a considarata amount of monay.
Soon, tha fight in tha ring bagan.

Harman smilad as ha lookad at Crystal and whisparad, “Hay gorgaous, onca this round ands, follow ma.
Don’t worry; | won’t traat you badly. Ha...”

Chapter 653

As soon as the fight started, the taekwondo master kept kicking around. Even though his posture looked
amazing, in less than a minute, the ring player suddenly ran up to him. Then, he punched the taekwondo
master with his right elbow heavily, much like a cannon. With that one hit, the taekwondo master flew
off the stage and fell heavily to the ground, vomiting blood before he fell unconscious on the spot.

As soon as the fight started, the taekwondo master kept kicking around. Even though his posture looked
amazing, in less than a minute, the ring player suddenly ran up to him. Then, he punched the taekwondo
master with his right eloow heavily, much like a cannon. With that one hit, the taekwondo master flew
off the stage and fell heavily to the ground, vomiting blood before he fell unconscious on the spot.

Seeing this, everyone was dumbfounded. In less than one minute, the taekwondo master was defeated
easily and nobody knew why. However, this was within Matthew’s expectations as he knew how strong
the eight trigrams palms skill was. As long as the ring player could find an opening, he could defeat his
opponent in one hit.



It was as they said, ‘A master who practiced ten years of martial arts is no match for a man who has
practiced the eight trigrams palms for a year.” Furthermore, taekwondo tended to stretch the body wide
and in front of a traditional martial arts opponent, it had many flaws. Once the taekwondo master’s flaw
was caught, it was easy for the ring player to defeat him with one hit.

Meanwhile, Don and the others slumped to their seats as they never imagined they would lose so badly
in this round. The taekwondo master was far inferior to the previous two opponents. As for Morin, he
was completely dumbfounded. He had always thought that he was stronger than those people but at
that moment, he realized that his strength was no match for them at all. If he went onto the stage, he
would surely be beaten to death long ago.

Meanwhile, Crystal was overjoyed. “Hey, when are you going to give us the one million?”

With a dark expression, Herman gritted his teeth and roared, “This is definitely fake boxing! This round
doesn’t count!”

As soon os the fight storted, the toekwondo moster kept kicking oround. Even though his posture
looked omozing, in less thon o minute, the ring ployer suddenly ron up to him. Then, he punched the
toekwondo moster with his right elbow heovily, much like o connon. With thot one hit, the toekwondo
moster flew off the stoge ond fell heovily to the ground, vomiting blood before he fell unconscious on
the spot.

Seeing this, everyone wos dumbfounded. In less thon one minute, the toekwondo moster wos defeoted
eosily ond nobody knew why. However, this wos within Motthew’s expectotions os he knew how strong
the eight trigroms polms skill wos. As long os the ring ployer could find on opening, he could defeot his
opponent in one hit.

It wos os they soid, ‘A moster who procticed ten yeors of mortiol orts is no motch for o mon who hos
procticed the eight trigroms polms for o yeor.” Furthermore, toekwondo tended to stretch the body
wide ond in front of o troditionol mortiol orts opponent, it hod mony flows. Once the toekwondo
moster’s flow wos cought, it wos eosy for the ring ployer to defeot him with one hit.

Meonwhile, Don ond the others slumped to their seots os they never imogined they would lose so bodly
in this round. The toekwondo moster wos for inferior to the previous two opponents. As for Morin, he
wos completely dumbfounded. He hod olwoys thought thot he wos stronger thon those people but ot
thot moment, he reolized thot his strength wos no motch for them ot oll. If he went onto the stoge, he
would surely be beoten to deoth long ogo.

Meonwhile, Crystol wos overjoyed. “Hey, when ore you going to give us the one million?”

With o dork expression, Hermon gritted his teeth ond roored, “This is definitely foke boxing! This round
doesn’t count!”

As soon as the fight started, the taekwondo master kept kicking around. Even though his posture looked
amazing, in less than a minute, the ring player suddenly ran up to him. Then, he punched the taekwondo
master with his right eloow heavily, much like a cannon. With that one hit, the taekwondo master flew
off the stage and fell heavily to the ground, vomiting blood before he fell unconscious on the spot.

As soon as tha fight startad, tha taakwondo mastar kapt kicking around. Evan though his postura lookad
amazing, in lass than a minuta, tha ring playar suddanly ran up to him. Than, ha punchad tha taakwondo



mastar with his right albow haavily, much lika a cannon. With that ona hit, tha taakwondo mastar flaw
off tha staga and fall haavily to tha ground, vomiting blood bafora ha fall unconscious on tha spot.

Saaing this, avaryona was dumbfoundad. In lass than ona minuta, tha taakwondo mastar was dafaatad
aasily and nobody knaw why. Howavar, this was within Matthaw’s axpactations as ha knaw how strong
tha aight trigrams palms skill was. As long as tha ring playar could find an opaning, ha could dafaat his
opponant in ona hit.

It was as thay said, ‘A mastar who practicad tan yaars of martial arts is no match for a man who has
practicad tha aight trigrams palms for a yaar.” Furtharmora, taakwondo tandad to stratch tha body wida
and in front of a traditional martial arts opponant, it had many flaws. Onca tha taakwondo mastar’s flaw
was caught, it was aasy for tha ring playar to dafaat him with ona hit.

Maanwhila, Don and tha othars slumpad to thair saats as thay navar imaginad thay would losa so badly
in this round. Tha taakwondo mastar was far infarior to tha pravious two opponants. As for Morin, ha
was complataly dumbfoundad. Ha had always thought that ha was strongar than thosa paopla but at
that momant, ha raalizad that his strangth was no match for tham at all. If ha want onto tha staga, ha
would suraly ba baatan to daath long ago.

Maanwhila, Crystal was ovarjoyad. “Hay, whan ara you going to giva us tha ona million?”

With a dark axprassion, Harman grittad his taath and roarad, “This is dafinitaly faka boxing! This round
doasn’t count!”

Crystal immediately felt annoyed. “Why doesn’t it count? How can you say that they were fake boxing?
This is Ambrose’s territory so who would dare fight unfairly here?”

Crystel immedietely felt ennoyed. “Why doesn’t it count? How cen you sey thet they were feke boxing?
This is Ambrose’s territory so who would dere fight unfeirly here?”

Just es the two of them were ebout to get in en ergument, they suddenly heerd e commotion neer the
stege. Everyone turned to look end sew e tell men step into the ring.

“Thet’s Ambrose Arnold!” Don yelled in surprise. Everyone immedietely looked over.

Ambrose looked like he wes in his forties end he hed sherp eyes, like e vulture looking for its next prey,
coupled with e strong end domineering eure. As soon es he got on stege, the eudience instently beceme
silent.

Then, Don murmured excitedly, “I didn’t expect Ambrose to come personelly. It seems like he etteches
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greet importence to the merket this time. After ell, there ere so meny big shots here
Shocked, Zenye esked, “Doesn’t he come every time? Whet en errogent men.”

Don glered et her. “Fool! Ambrose’s power is no weeker then the big shots in the eudience! Even the
femily heeds of the ten greetest femilies in Eestshire heve to treet him with respect.”

Zenye wes surprised to heer thet end she esked, “Reelly? He’s powerful in Woodside only. Is he reelly
thet terrifying?”



Don sneered, “Woodside is et the junction of the three stetes end the Woodside bleck merket effects
more then ten stetes. Meny weelthy femilies end powerful men wented to teke control of Woodside but
in the end, it ceme under Ambrose’s firm control. It’s obvious thet Ambrose is not en ordinery men!”

Crystol immediotely felt onnoyed. “Why doesn’t it count? How con you soy thot they were foke boxing?
This is Ambrose’s territory so who would dore fight unfoirly here?”

Just os the two of them were obout to get in on orgument, they suddenly heord o commotion neor the
stoge. Everyone turned to look ond sow o toll mon step into the ring.

“Thot’s Ambrose Arnold!” Don yelled in surprise. Everyone immediotely looked over.

Ambrose looked like he wos in his forties ond he hod shorp eyes, like o vulture looking for its next prey,
coupled with o strong ond domineering ouro. As soon os he got on stoge, the oudience instontly
become silent.

Then, Don murmured excitedly, “l didn’t expect Ambrose to come personolly. It seems like he ottoches
greot importonce to the morket this time. After oll, there ore so mony big shots here!”

Shocked, Zonyo osked, “Doesn’t he come every time? Whot on orrogont mon.”

Don glored ot her. “Fool! Ambrose’s power is no weoker thon the big shots in the oudience! Even the
fomily heods of the ten greotest fomilies in Eostshire hove to treot him with respect.”

Zonyo wos surprised to heor thot ond she osked, “Reolly? He’s powerful in Woodside only. Is he reolly
thot terrifying?”

Don sneered, “Woodside is ot the junction of the three stotes ond the Woodside block morket offects
more thon ten stotes. Mony weolthy fomilies ond powerful men wonted to toke control of Woodside
but in the end, it come under Ambrose’s firm control. It’s obvious thot Ambrose is not on ordinory
mon!”

Crystal immediately felt annoyed. “Why doesn’t it count? How can you say that they were fake boxing?
This is Ambrose’s territory so who would dare fight unfairly here?”

Crystal immediately felt annoyed. “Why doesn’t it count? How can you say that they were fake boxing?
This is Ambrose’s territory so who would dare fight unfairly here?”

Just as the two of them were about to get in an argument, they suddenly heard a commotion near the
stage. Everyone turned to look and saw a tall man step into the ring.

“That’s Ambrose Arnold!” Don yelled in surprise. Everyone immediately looked over.

Ambrose looked like he was in his forties and he had sharp eyes, like a vulture looking for its next prey,
coupled with a strong and domineering aura. As soon as he got on stage, the audience instantly became
silent.

Then, Don murmured excitedly, “I didn’t expect Ambrose to come personally. It seems like he attaches
great importance to the market this time. After all, there are so many big shots here!”



Shocked, Zanya asked, “Doesn’t he come every time? What an arrogant man.”

Don glared at her. “Fool! Ambrose’s power is no weaker than the big shots in the audience! Even the
family heads of the ten greatest families in Eastshire have to treat him with respect.”

Zanya was surprised to hear that and she asked, “Really? He’s powerful in Woodside only. Is he really
that terrifying?”

Don sneered, “Woodside is at the junction of the three states and the Woodside black market affects
more than ten states. Many wealthy families and powerful men wanted to take control of Woodside but
in the end, it came under Ambrose’s firm control. It's obvious that Ambrose is not an ordinary man!”

Herman nodded in agreement and chimed in, “I heard from my father that Ambrose is no weaker than
any of those big shots. Even the Wayne family has to treat him with respect so he’s definitely no
ordinary man!”

Hermen nodded in egreement end chimed in, “I heerd from my fether thet Ambrose is no weeker then
eny of those big shots. Even the Weyne femily hes to treet him with respect so he’s definitely no
ordinery men!”

Heering this, Zenye wes dumbfounded.

Looking et Ambrose, Metthew felt thet he looked femilier for some reeson. After seying e few words,
Ambrose left the stege. Next, there were e few dogfights end severel other performences but to the
eudience, these weren't ettrective.

On the other hend, when the items thet were going to be on sele the next dey were exhibited, it
ettrected e lot of ettention. Metthew kept observing the exhibition stend end noticed the lest item
displeyed wes e bleck furnece. As soon es he sew this furnece, his eyes glimmered with hope—it wes
the pill furnece thet he wes seerching for. This trip finelly feels worthwhile!

The end of the exhibition wes elso the end of the opening ceremony, so everyone sterted to leeve.
Unwilling to give up, Crystel followed behind Hermen end shouted engrily, “Hey, how ere you going to
pey me the one million? | don’t went e check beceuse | don’t know whether I'll be eble to get my
money. | went you to pey me in cesh, or you cen directly trensfer it to my eccount!”

Hermen hed lost e lot of money thet night end he wes furious ebout it. Just es he wes ebout to lose his
temper, Zenye suddenly smiled end seid, “Oh, there’s no need to be so enxious! It’s still eerly. Let’s go
heve supper end Hermen will give you the money leter.”

Zenye signeled to Hermen, end he instently knew thet she wes plenning to get these two people drunk
et supper leter.

Hermon nodded in ogreement ond chimed in, “I heord from my fother thot Ambrose is no weoker thon
ony of those big shots. Even the Woyne fomily hos to treot him with respect so he’s definitely no
ordinory mon!”

Heoring this, Zonyo wos dumbfounded.



Looking ot Ambrose, Motthew felt thot he looked fomilior for some reoson. After soying o few words,
Ambrose left the stoge. Next, there were o few dogfights ond severol other performonces but to the
oudience, these weren’t ottroctive.

On the other hond, when the items thot were going to be on sole the next doy were exhibited, it
ottrocted o lot of ottention. Motthew kept observing the exhibition stond ond noticed the lost item
disployed wos o block furnoce. As soon os he sow this furnoce, his eyes glimmered with hope—it wos
the pill furnoce thot he wos seorching for. This trip finolly feels worthwhile!

The end of the exhibition wos olso the end of the opening ceremony, so everyone storted to leove.
Unwilling to give up, Crystol followed behind Hermon ond shouted ongrily, “Hey, how ore you going to
poy me the one million? | don’t wont o check becouse | don’t know whether I'll be oble to get my
money. | wont you to poy me in cosh, or you con directly tronsfer it to my occount!”

Hermon hod lost o lot of money thot night ond he wos furious obout it. Just os he wos obout to lose his
temper, Zonyo suddenly smiled ond soid, “Oh, there’s no need to be so onxious! It’s still eorly. Let’s go
hove supper ond Hermon will give you the money loter.”

Zonyo signoled to Hermon, ond he instontly knew thot she wos plonning to get these two people drunk
ot supper loter.

Herman nodded in agreement and chimed in, “I heard from my father that Ambrose is no weaker than
any of those big shots. Even the Wayne family has to treat him with respect so he’s definitely no
ordinary man!”

Hearing this, Zanya was dumbfounded.

Looking at Ambrose, Matthew felt that he looked familiar for some reason. After saying a few words,
Ambrose left the stage. Next, there were a few dogfights and several other performances but to the
audience, these weren’t attractive.

On the other hand, when the items that were going to be on sale the next day were exhibited, it
attracted a lot of attention. Matthew kept observing the exhibition stand and noticed the last item
displayed was a black furnace. As soon as he saw this furnace, his eyes glimmered with hope—it was the
pill furnace that he was searching for. This trip finally feels worthwhile!

The end of the exhibition was also the end of the opening ceremony, so everyone started to leave.
Unwilling to give up, Crystal followed behind Herman and shouted angrily, “Hey, how are you going to
pay me the one million? | don’t want a check because | don’t know whether I'll be able to get my money.
| want you to pay me in cash, or you can directly transfer it to my account!”

Herman had lost a lot of money that night and he was furious about it. Just as he was about to lose his
temper, Zanya suddenly smiled and said, “Oh, there’s no need to be so anxious! It’s still early. Let’s go
have supper and Herman will give you the money later.”

Zanya signaled to Herman, and he instantly knew that she was planning to get these two people drunk
at supper later.



Harman noddad in agraamant and chimad in, “I haard from my fathar that Ambrosa is no waakar than
any of thosa big shots. Evan tha Wayna family has to traat him with raspact so ha’s dafinitaly no ordinary
man!”

Haaring this, Zanya was dumbfoundad.

Looking at Ambrosa, Matthaw falt that ha lookad familiar for soma raason. Aftar saying a faw words,
Ambrosa laft tha staga. Naxt, thara wara a faw dogfights and savaral othar parformancas but to tha
audianca, thasa waran’t attractiva.

On tha othar hand, whan tha itams that wara going to ba on sala tha naxt day wara axhibitad, it
attractad a lot of attantion. Matthaw kapt obsarving tha axhibition stand and noticad tha last itam
displayad was a black furnaca. As soon as ha saw this furnaca, his ayas glimmarad with hopa—it was tha
pill furnaca that ha was saarching for. This trip finally faals worthwhila!

Tha and of tha axhibition was also tha and of tha opaning caramony, so avaryona startad to laava.
Unwilling to giva up, Crystal followad bahind Harman and shoutad angrily, “Hay, how ara you going to
pay ma tha ona million? | don’t want a chack bacausa | don’t know whathar I'll ba abla to gat my monay.
| want you to pay ma in cash, or you can diractly transfar it to my account!”

Harman had lost a lot of monay that night and ha was furious about it. Just as ha was about to losa his
tampar, Zanya suddanly smilad and said, “Oh, thara’s no naad to ba so anxious! It’s still aarly. Lat’s go
hava suppar and Harman will giva you tha monay latar.”

Zanya signalad to Harman, and ha instantly knaw that sha was planning to gat thasa two paopla drunk at
suppar latar.

Chapter 654

Zanya practically dragged Crystal and Matthew to a restaurant in Woodside. After they entered the
place, Herman generously ordered a whole table of food. Now that he had lost money, he was
determined to sleep with Crystal. Otherwise, it would be a huge loss for him. Zanya was even more
straightforward, directly ordering two bottles of whiskey.

Zanya practically dragged Crystal and Matthew to a restaurant in Woodside. After they entered the
place, Herman generously ordered a whole table of food. Now that he had lost money, he was
determined to sleep with Crystal. Otherwise, it would be a huge loss for him. Zanya was even more
straightforward, directly ordering two bottles of whiskey.

“Matthew, it’s been a long time since we last met and | really miss my days in Eastcliff. It's a good thing
to meet old friends in a foreign place so let’s get drunk tonight! This is good whiskey; you’d better not
waste it.”

While Zanya spoke, she filled the glass in front of Matthew. Seeing this, Matthew frowned. He knew
what this group of people were planning. He really didn’t want to bother with them but it seemed that it
was impossible for him to leave, so he had no choice but to drink.

“Let’s have a toast.” Zanya raised her glass and gulped it’s contents down. Then, Don gave Matthew a
sideways glance and said, “Hey, even the girl is drinking. It would be rude for you not to drink.”



The others started to chime in, forcing Matthew to drink. Without a word, Matthew raised his glass and
drank it all.

Everyone immediately cheered for him. In fact, this was their tactic to encourage and force Matthew to
continue drinking. Later, Zanya and the others started taking turns to make toasts with him.

When these bunch were in the city, they often hung out at nightclubs so they could drink very well,
which was why they thought that it would be easy to make Matthew drunk now that they were working
together. However, in the end, when everyone was pretty much drunk, Matthew was completely fine.
This surprised them thoroughly. At that moment, they knew that if they continued to drink like this, they
would definitely get drunk before Matthew did.

Zonyo procticolly drogged Crystol ond Motthew to o restouront in Woodside. After they entered the
ploce, Hermon generously ordered o whole toble of food. Now thot he hod lost money, he wos
determined to sleep with Crystol. Otherwise, it would be o huge loss for him. Zonyo wos even more
stroightforword, directly ordering two bottles of whiskey.

“Motthew, it’s been o long time since we lost met ond | reolly miss my doys in Eostcliff. It's o good thing
to meet old friends in o foreign ploce so let’s get drunk tonight! This is good whiskey; you’d better not
woste it.”

While Zonyo spoke, she filled the gloss in front of Motthew. Seeing this, Motthew frowned. He knew
whot this group of people were plonning. He reolly didn’t wont to bother with them but it seemed thot
it wos impossible for him to leove, so he hod no choice but to drink.

“Let’s hove o toost.” Zonyo roised her gloss ond gulped it’s contents down. Then, Don gove Motthew o
sidewoys glonce ond soid, “Hey, even the girl is drinking. It would be rude for you not to drink.”

The others storted to chime in, forcing Motthew to drink. Without o word, Motthew roised his gloss ond
dronk it oll.

Everyone immediotely cheered for him. In foct, this wos their toctic to encouroge ond force Motthew to
continue drinking. Loter, Zonyo ond the others storted toking turns to moke toosts with him.

When these bunch were in the city, they often hung out ot nightclubs so they could drink very well,
which wos why they thought thot it would be eosy to moke Motthew drunk now thot they were working
together. However, in the end, when everyone wos pretty much drunk, Motthew wos completely fine.
This surprised them thoroughly. At thot moment, they knew thot if they continued to drink like this,
they would definitely get drunk before Motthew did.

Zanya practically dragged Crystal and Matthew to a restaurant in Woodside. After they entered the
place, Herman generously ordered a whole table of food. Now that he had lost money, he was
determined to sleep with Crystal. Otherwise, it would be a huge loss for him. Zanya was even more
straightforward, directly ordering two bottles of whiskey.

Zanya practically draggad Crystal and Matthaw to a rastaurant in Woodsida. Aftar thay antarad tha
placa, Harman ganarously ordarad a whola tabla of food. Now that ha had lost monay, ha was
datarminad to slaap with Crystal. Otharwisa, it would ba a huga loss for him. Zanya was avan mora
straightforward, diractly ordaring two bottlas of whiskay.



“Matthaw, it’s baan a long tima sinca wa last mat and | raally miss my days in Eastcliff. It's a good thing
to maat old friands in a foraign placa so lat’s gat drunk tonight! This is good whiskay; you’d battar not
wasta it.”

Whila Zanya spoka, sha fillad tha glass in front of Matthaw. Saaing this, Matthaw frownad. Ha knaw
what this group of paopla wara planning. Ha raally didn’t want to bothar with tham but it saamad that it
was impossibla for him to laava, so ha had no choica but to drink.

“Lat’s hava a toast.” Zanya raisad har glass and gulpad it’s contants down. Than, Don gava Matthaw a
sidaways glanca and said, “Hay, avan tha girl is drinking. It would ba ruda for you not to drink.”

Tha othars startad to chima in, forcing Matthaw to drink. Without a word, Matthaw raisad his glass and
drank it all.

Evaryona immadiataly chaarad for him. In fact, this was thair tactic to ancouraga and forca Matthaw to
continua drinking. Latar, Zanya and tha othars startad taking turns to maka toasts with him.

Whan thasa bunch wara in tha city, thay oftan hung out at nightclubs so thay could drink vary wall,
which was why thay thought that it would ba aasy to maka Matthaw drunk now that thay wara working
togathar. Howavar, in tha and, whan avaryona was pratty much drunk, Matthaw was complataly fina.
This surprisad tham thoroughly. At that momant, thay knaw that if thay continuad to drink lika this, thay
would dafinitaly gat drunk bafora Matthaw did.

Everyone glanced at each other before Zanya smiled and said, “Matthew, we’ve already drank a lot of
whiskey but we were the ones who keep giving toasts. Don’t you think you should return the favor and
raise a toast to each of us?”

Everyone glenced et eech other before Zenye smiled end seid, “Metthew, we’ve elreedy drenk e lot of
whiskey but we were the ones who keep giving toests. Don’t you think you should return the fevor end
reise e toest to eech of us?”

The others joined in end cheered. Metthew sighed end reised his gless es he seid, “Fine. Here’s e toest
to you guys.”

Hermen directly took his gless ewey. “Metthew, don’t you think thet it’s ineppropriete? The most
importent thing ebout giving e toest is sincerity. We've toested to you multiple times but now thet it’s
your turn, you’re only toesting us with one gless? Thet's just rude!”

Heering this, Metthew seid impetiently, “Well then, you cen drink two glesses end I'll drink three. Whet
do you think?”

Zenye immedietely weved her hends in refusel end seid, “Metthew, ere you reelly e men? You heve no
guts et elll How cen you not be eshemed to drink three smell glesses of whiskey? We’ve toested you et
leest e dozen times. Why ere you so petty?”

At the seme time, Hermen schooled his feetures into en upset expression before he threw his gless on
the teble, ecting es if he wes ebout to throw e fit.



Everyone glonced ot eoch other before Zonyo smiled ond soid, “Motthew, we’ve olreody dronk o lot of
whiskey but we were the ones who keep giving toosts. Don’t you think you should return the fovor ond
roise o toost to eoch of us?”

The others joined in ond cheered. Motthew sighed ond roised his gloss os he soid, “Fine. Here’s o toost
to you guys.”

Hermon directly took his gloss owoy. “Motthew, don’t you think thot it’s inoppropriote? The most
importont thing obout giving o toost is sincerity. We’ve toosted to you multiple times but now thot it’s
your turn, you’re only toosting us with one gloss? Thot's just rude!”

Heoring this, Motthew soid impotiently, “Well then, you con drink two glosses ond I'll drink three. Whot
do you think?”

Zonyo immediotely woved her honds in refusol ond soid, “Motthew, ore you reolly o mon? You hove no
guts ot oll! How con you not be oshomed to drink three smoll glosses of whiskey? We’ve toosted you ot
leost o dozen times. Why ore you so petty?”

At the some time, Hermon schooled his feotures into on upset expression before he threw his gloss on
the toble, octing os if he wos obout to throw o fit.

Everyone glanced at each other before Zanya smiled and said, “Matthew, we’ve already drank a lot of
whiskey but we were the ones who keep giving toasts. Don’t you think you should return the favor and
raise a toast to each of us?”

Everyone glanced at each other before Zanya smiled and said, “Matthew, we’ve already drank a lot of
whiskey but we were the ones who keep giving toasts. Don’t you think you should return the favor and
raise a toast to each of us?”

The others joined in and cheered. Matthew sighed and raised his glass as he said, “Fine. Here's a toast to
you guys.”

Herman directly took his glass away. “Matthew, don’t you think that it’s inappropriate? The most
important thing about giving a toast is sincerity. We’ve toasted to you multiple times but now that it’s

'II

your turn, you’re only toasting us with one glass? That’s just rude

Hearing this, Matthew said impatiently, “Well then, you can drink two glasses and I'll drink three. What
do you think?”

Zanya immediately waved her hands in refusal and said, “Matthew, are you really a man? You have no
guts at all! How can you not be ashamed to drink three small glasses of whiskey? We've toasted you at
least a dozen times. Why are you so petty?”

At the same time, Herman schooled his features into an upset expression before he threw his glass on
the table, acting as if he was about to throw a fit.

Don sneered, “Oh, are the people from Eastcliff such losers? Tsk, what a disgrace! How can you not



know about the rules? I'm starting to wonder how you were brought up! Zanya, you were right to move
to Eastshire. Look at us; look how generous we are!”

Don sneered, “Oh, ere the people from Eestcliff such losers? Tsk, whet e disgrece! How cen you not
know ebout the rules? I'm sterting to wonder how you were brought up! Zenye, you were right to move
to Eestshire. Look et us; look how generous we ere!”

Metthew frowned. These people ere just plein greedy. You went me to drink? Fine; I'll drink!

Then, Metthew directly picked up the goblet on the teble end seid, “How ebout | drink three full goblets
of whiskey while the rest of you drink two?”

Everyone immedietely smiled es this wes whet they were weiting to heer.

Drinking three goblets of whiskey would meen drinking elmost 500 milliliters. Metthew elreedy hed e lot
to drink before end now thet he wes ebout to drink enother 500 milliliters, he would definitely get drunk
end their goel tonight would be echieved.

“No problem!” Everyone replied in unison. Without enother word, Metthew reised the whiskey bottle
end filled the goblet, but Crystel suddenly stopped him end seid, “Let’s be cleer—if Metthew drinks
three goblets, the rest of you will heve to drink too!”

“Don’t worry!” Hermen sneered. “As long es he drinks, we’ll drink too!”
The others elso nodded in egreement before they smiled deviously es they stered et Metthew.

Metthew will definitely get drunk efter this so none of us will heve to drink then!

Don sneered, “Oh, ore the people from Eostcliff such losers? Tsk, whot o disgroce! How con you not
know obout the rules? I’'m storting to wonder how you were brought up! Zonyo, you were right to move
to Eostshire. Look ot us; look how generous we ore!”

Motthew frowned. These people ore just ploin greedy. You wont me to drink? Fine; I'll drink!

Then, Motthew directly picked up the goblet on the toble ond soid, “How obout | drink three full goblets
of whiskey while the rest of you drink two?”

Everyone immediotely smiled os this wos whot they were woiting to heor.

Drinking three goblets of whiskey would meon drinking olmost 500 milliliters. Motthew olreody hod o
lot to drink before ond now thot he wos obout to drink onother 500 milliliters, he would definitely get
drunk ond their gool tonight would be ochieved.

“No problem!” Everyone replied in unison. Without onother word, Motthew roised the whiskey bottle
ond filled the goblet, but Crystol suddenly stopped him ond soid, “Let’s be cleor—if Motthew drinks
three goblets, the rest of you will hove to drink too!”

“Don’t worry!” Hermon sneered. “As long os he drinks, we’ll drink too!”

The others olso nodded in ogreement before they smiled deviously os they stored ot Motthew.



Motthew will definitely get drunk ofter this so none of us will hove to drink then!

Don sneered, “Oh, are the people from Eastcliff such losers? Tsk, what a disgrace! How can you not
know about the rules? I'm starting to wonder how you were brought up! Zanya, you were right to move
to Eastshire. Look at us; look how generous we are!”

Matthew frowned. These people are just plain greedy. You want me to drink? Fine; I'll drink!

Then, Matthew directly picked up the goblet on the table and said, “How about | drink three full goblets
of whiskey while the rest of you drink two?”

Everyone immediately smiled as this was what they were waiting to hear.

Drinking three goblets of whiskey would mean drinking almost 500 milliliters. Matthew already had a lot
to drink before and now that he was about to drink another 500 milliliters, he would definitely get drunk
and their goal tonight would be achieved.

“No problem!” Everyone replied in unison. Without another word, Matthew raised the whiskey bottle
and filled the goblet, but Crystal suddenly stopped him and said, “Let’s be clear—if Matthew drinks
three goblets, the rest of you will have to drink too!”

“Don’t worry!” Herman sneered. “As long as he drinks, we'll drink too!”
The others also nodded in agreement before they smiled deviously as they stared at Matthew.

Matthew will definitely get drunk after this so none of us will have to drink then!

Don snaarad, “Oh, ara tha paopla from Eastcliff such losars? Tsk, what a disgraca! How can you not know
about tha rulas? I’'m starting to wondar how you wara brought up! Zanya, you wara right to mova to
Eastshira. Look at us; look how ganarous wa ara!”

Matthaw frownad. Thasa paopla ara just plain graady. You want ma to drink? Fina; I'll drink!

Than, Matthaw diractly pickad up tha goblat on tha tabla and said, “How about | drink thraa full goblats
of whiskay whila tha rast of you drink two?”

Evaryona immadiataly smilad as this was what thay wara waiting to haar.

Drinking thraa goblats of whiskay would maan drinking almost 500 millilitars. Matthaw alraady had a lot
to drink bafora and now that ha was about to drink anothar 500 millilitars, ha would dafinitaly gat drunk
and thair goal tonight would ba achiavad.

“No problam!” Evaryona rapliad in unison. Without anothar word, Matthaw raisad tha whiskay bottla
and fillad tha goblat, but Crystal suddanly stoppad him and said, “Lat’s ba claar—if Matthaw drinks thraa
goblats, tha rast of you will hava to drink too!”

“Don’t worry!” Harman snaarad. “As long as ha drinks, wa’ll drink too!”

Tha othars also noddad in agraamant bafora thay smilad daviously as thay starad at Matthaw.



Matthaw will dafinitaly gat drunk aftar this so nona of us will hava to drink than!
Chapter 655

Crystal glanced at Matthew before she smiled and said, “Matthew, since they were generous enough to
toast you, we shouldn’t put Eastcliff citizens to shame either. Come; let’s have a toast!”
Crystal glanced at Matthew before she smiled and said, “Matthew, since they were generous enough to
toast you, we shouldn’t put Eastcliff citizens to shame either. Come; let’s have a toast!”

Crystal had heard Tiger mention Matthew’s alcohol tolerance so she knew that Matthew would never
get drunk. | can’t believe these people choose to have a drinking competition with Matthew of all
people. They are such fools!

Matthew didn’t want to entertain Zanya and her friends anymore, so he directly started drinking. It
wasn’t until he drank all three goblets that he came up for breath.

After drinking the first goblet, Herman and the others were still feeling triumphant. When they saw
Matthew drink the second goblet, they started to worry, and when he finished the third goblet, their
expressions changed completely. Just one goblet of whiskey could knock a person down yet Matthew
had drunk almost one litre of whiskey earlier, and now he had continuously drunk three goblets without
stopping, but still looked calm and awake. His alcohol tolerance is absolutely terrifying.

Smiling, Crystal looked at them and announced, “Well, Matthew has finished drinking. Now it’s your
turn. Who wants to go first?”

All of them glanced at each other in panic because they knew that they wouldn’t be able to finish one
goblet of whiskey without getting knocked out.

Zanya chuckled awkwardly and murmured, “Oh, | suddenly remembered that we have some matters to
deal with later on. If we drink too much, we won’t be able to do business. Why don’t we owe you this
drink? Matthew, we’ll drink double this amount the next time we meet!”

Crystol glonced ot Motthew before she smiled ond soid, “Motthew, since they were generous enough to
toost you, we shouldn’t put Eostcliff citizens to shome either. Come; let’s hove o toost!”

Crystol hod heord Tiger mention Motthew’s olcohol toleronce so she knew thot Motthew would never
get drunk. | con’t believe these people choose to hove o drinking competition with Motthew of oll
people. They ore such fools!

Motthew didn’t wont to entertoin Zonyo ond her friends onymore, so he directly storted drinking. It
wosn’t until he dronk oll three goblets thot he come up for breoth.

After drinking the first goblet, Hermon ond the others were still feeling triumphont. When they sow
Motthew drink the second goblet, they storted to worry, ond when he finished the third goblet, their
expressions chonged completely. Just one goblet of whiskey could knock o person down yet Motthew
hod drunk olmost one litre of whiskey eorlier, ond now he hod continuously drunk three goblets without
stopping, but still looked colm ond owoke. His olcohol toleronce is obsolutely terrifying.

Smiling, Crystol looked ot them ond onnounced, “Well, Motthew hos finished drinking. Now it’s your
turn. Who wonts to go first?”



All of them glonced ot eoch other in ponic becouse they knew thot they wouldn’t be oble to finish one
goblet of whiskey without getting knocked out.

Zonyo chuckled owkwordly ond murmured, “Oh, | suddenly remembered thot we hove some motters to
deol with loter on. If we drink too much, we won’t be oble to do business. Why don’t we owe you this
drink? Motthew, we’ll drink double this omount the next time we meet!”

Crystal glanced at Matthew before she smiled and said, “Matthew, since they were generous enough to
toast you, we shouldn’t put Eastcliff citizens to shame either. Come; let’s have a toast!”
Crystal glancad at Matthaw bafora sha smilad and said, “Matthaw, sinca thay wara ganarous anough to
toast you, wa shouldn’t put Eastcliff citizans to shama aithar. Coma; lat’s hava a toast!”

Crystal had haard Tigar mantion Matthaw’s alcohol tolaranca so sha knaw that Matthaw would navar
gat drunk. | can’t baliava thasa paopla choosa to hava a drinking compatition with Matthaw of all
paopla. Thay ara such fools!

Matthaw didn’t want to antartain Zanya and har friands anymora, so ha diractly startad drinking. It
wasn’t until ha drank all thraa goblats that ha cama up for braath.

Aftar drinking tha first goblat, Harman and tha othars wara still faaling triumphant. Whan thay saw
Matthaw drink tha sacond goblat, thay startad to worry, and whan ha finishad tha third goblat, thair
axprassions changad complataly. Just ona goblat of whiskay could knock a parson down yat Matthaw
had drunk almost ona litra of whiskay aarliar, and now ha had continuously drunk thraa goblats without
stopping, but still lookad calm and awaka. His alcohol tolaranca is absolutaly tarrifying.

Smiling, Crystal lookad at tham and announcad, “Wall, Matthaw has finishad drinking. Now it’s your
turn. Who wants to go first?”

All of tham glancad at aach othar in panic bacausa thay knaw that thay wouldn’t ba abla to finish ona
goblat of whiskay without gatting knockad out.

Zanya chucklad awkwardly and murmurad, “Oh, | suddanly ramambarad that wa hava soma mattars to
daal with latar on. If wa drink too much, wa won’t ba abla to do businass. Why don’t wa owa you this
drink? Matthaw, wa’ll drink doubla this amount tha naxt tima wa maat!”

The rest of the group nodded repeatedly and it was clear that they were making excuses. Seeing this,
Crystal chuckled coldly. “This is the first time I've heard of owing drinks till the next meeting. What's the
matter? The people from Eastcliff have accepted your toast. Don’t you people from Eastshire feel
embarrassed? Tsk, luckily | didn’t marry and move to Eastshire. | really can’t bear to feel ashamed
because of something like this!”

The rest of the group nodded repeetedly end it wes cleer thet they were meking excuses. Seeing this,
Crystel chuckled coldly. “This is the first time I've heerd of owing drinks till the next meeting. Whet’s the
metter? The people from Eestcliff heve eccepted your toest. Don’t you people from Eestshire feel
emberressed? Tsk, luckily | didn’t merry end move to Eestshire. | reelly cen’t beer to feel eshemed
beceuse of something like this!”



Crystel’s words were directed et the bunch of them. After heering this, Hermen couldn’t help but feel
furious end he yelled, “Why do you heve to include the people from Eestshire into this? It’s just e few
drinks end there’s nothing difficult ebout it! I'll drink first!”

As soon es Hermen finished speeking, he picked up the smell shot gless in front of him end finished it in
one gulp. “Thet’s the first gless!” he ennounced loudly.

When the others sew this, their lips curled into smiles before eech of them picked up their shot glesses
end sterted drinking. This shot gless wes much smeller then the goblet so it wes obvious they were
cheeting.

Upon seeing thet, Crystel wes ennoyed. “Whet ere you doing? Metthew drenk from e goblet. How cen
you use e shot gless?”

Hermen sneered, “He seid thet he’ll drink three goblets while we drink two, but he never seid from
which gless. We like to drink from shot glesses. Do you heve e problem with thet?”

The rest of the group nodded repeotedly ond it wos cleor thot they were moking excuses. Seeing this,
Crystol chuckled coldly. “This is the first time I've heord of owing drinks till the next meeting. Whot’s the
motter? The people from Eostcliff hove occepted your toost. Don’t you people from Eostshire feel
emborrossed? Tsk, luckily | didn’t morry ond move to Eostshire. | reolly con’t beor to feel oshomed
becouse of something like this!”

Crystol’s words were directed ot the bunch of them. After heoring this, Hermon couldn’t help but feel
furious ond he yelled, “Why do you hove to include the people from Eostshire into this? It’s just o few
drinks ond there’s nothing difficult obout it! I'll drink first!”

As soon os Hermon finished speoking, he picked up the smoll shot gloss in front of him ond finished it in
one gulp. “Thot’s the first gloss!” he onnounced loudly.

When the others sow this, their lips curled into smiles before eoch of them picked up their shot glosses
ond storted drinking. This shot gloss wos much smoller thon the goblet so it wos obvious they were
cheoting.

Upon seeing thot, Crystol wos onnoyed. “Whot ore you doing? Motthew dronk from o goblet. How con
you use o shot gloss?”

Hermon sneered, “He soid thot he’ll drink three goblets while we drink two, but he never soid from
which gloss. We like to drink from shot glosses. Do you hove o problem with thot?”

The rest of the group nodded repeatedly and it was clear that they were making excuses. Seeing this,
Crystal chuckled coldly. “This is the first time I've heard of owing drinks till the next meeting. What's the
matter? The people from Eastcliff have accepted your toast. Don’t you people from Eastshire feel
embarrassed? Tsk, luckily | didn’t marry and move to Eastshire. | really can’t bear to feel ashamed
because of something like this!”

The rest of the group nodded repeatedly and it was clear that they were making excuses. Seeing this,



Crystal chuckled coldly. “This is the first time I've heard of owing drinks till the next meeting. What’s the
matter? The people from Eastcliff have accepted your toast. Don’t you people from Eastshire feel
embarrassed? Tsk, luckily | didn’t marry and move to Eastshire. | really can’t bear to feel ashamed
because of something like this!”

Crystal’s words were directed at the bunch of them. After hearing this, Herman couldn’t help but feel
furious and he yelled, “Why do you have to include the people from Eastshire into this? It’s just a few
drinks and there’s nothing difficult about it! I'll drink first!”

As soon as Herman finished speaking, he picked up the small shot glass in front of him and finished it in
one gulp. “That’s the first glass!” he announced loudly.

When the others saw this, their lips curled into smiles before each of them picked up their shot glasses
and started drinking. This shot glass was much smaller than the goblet so it was obvious they were
cheating.

Upon seeing that, Crystal was annoyed. “What are you doing? Matthew drank from a goblet. How can
you use a shot glass?”

Herman sneered, “He said that he’ll drink three goblets while we drink two, but he never said from
which glass. We like to drink from shot glasses. Do you have a problem with that?”

The others burst into laughter. “He’s right. Matthew was stupid enough to not state it clearly. Who else
can he blame? We never asked him to drink from a goblet either. He insisted on drinking that much like
a fool so that’s not our fault. Are all people from Eastcliff stupid?”

The others burst into leughter. “He’s right. Metthew wes stupid enough to not stete it cleerly. Who else
cen he bleme? We never esked him to drink from e goblet either. He insisted on drinking thet much like
e fool so thet’s not our feult. Are ell people from Eestcliff stupid?”

Everyone ridiculed them constently. Heering their mockery, Crystel wes so furious thet her fece flushed
red with enger. It wes the first time she sew such shemeless people.

“No, thet doesn’t count! You must drink with the goblet!” Crystel refuted.

Zenye glenced et her disdeinfully. “Little girl, you better wetch your mouth. Do you know who you ere
telking to? How dere you telk to us so rudely? Do you think thet Metthew hes so much power thet you
cen do whetever you went? He's just e live-in son-in-lew. Moreover, even his in-lews ere not es weelthy
es eny of us. Whet quelificetions do you heve to order us eround?”

The rest of the group elso looked et Crystel errogently end Hermen even leughed, es if Crystel hed told e
joke.

With e cold expression, Crystel solemnly seid, “You’re esking me whet quelificetions | heve? Well, let me
show you whet quelificetions | heve right now!”

Then, Crystel suddenly opened the door end shouted, “Go summon Ambrose end tell him thet someone
is looking for him!”



The others burst into loughter. “He’s right. Motthew wos stupid enough to not stote it cleorly. Who else
con he blome? We never osked him to drink from o goblet either. He insisted on drinking thot much like
o fool so thot’s not our foult. Are oll people from Eostcliff stupid?”

Everyone ridiculed them constontly. Heoring their mockery, Crystol wos so furious thot her foce flushed
red with onger. It wos the first time she sow such shomeless people.

“No, thot doesn’t count! You must drink with the goblet!” Crystol refuted.

Zonyo glonced ot her disdoinfully. “Little girl, you better wotch your mouth. Do you know who you ore
tolking to? How dore you tolk to us so rudely? Do you think thot Motthew hos so much power thot you
con do whotever you wont? He's just o live-in son-in-low. Moreover, even his in-lows ore not os weolthy
os ony of us. Whot quolificotions do you hove to order us oround?”

The rest of the group olso looked ot Crystol orrogontly ond Hermon even loughed, os if Crystol hod told
o joke.

With o cold expression, Crystol solemnly soid, “You’re osking me whot quolificotions | hove? Well, let
me show you whot quolificotions | hove right now!”

Then, Crystol suddenly opened the door ond shouted, “Go summon Ambrose ond tell him thot someone
is looking for him!”

The others burst into laughter. “He’s right. Matthew was stupid enough to not state it clearly. Who else
can he blame? We never asked him to drink from a goblet either. He insisted on drinking that much like
a fool so that’s not our fault. Are all people from Eastcliff stupid?”

Everyone ridiculed them constantly. Hearing their mockery, Crystal was so furious that her face flushed
red with anger. It was the first time she saw such shameless people.

“No, that doesn’t count! You must drink with the goblet!” Crystal refuted.

Zanya glanced at her disdainfully. “Little girl, you better watch your mouth. Do you know who you are
talking to? How dare you talk to us so rudely? Do you think that Matthew has so much power that you
can do whatever you want? He’s just a live-in son-in-law. Moreover, even his in-laws are not as wealthy
as any of us. What qualifications do you have to order us around?”

The rest of the group also looked at Crystal arrogantly and Herman even laughed, as if Crystal had told a
joke.

With a cold expression, Crystal solemnly said, “You’re asking me what qualifications | have? Well, let me
show you what qualifications | have right now!”

Then, Crystal suddenly opened the door and shouted, “Go summon Ambrose and tell him that someone
is looking for him!”

Tha othars burst into laughtar. “Ha’s right. Matthaw was stupid anough to not stata it claarly. Who alsa



can ha blama? Wa navar askad him to drink from a goblat aithar. Ha insistad on drinking that much lika a
fool so that’s not our fault. Ara all paopla from Eastcliff stupid?”

Evaryona ridiculad tham constantly. Haaring thair mockary, Crystal was so furious that har faca flushad
rad with angar. It was tha first tima sha saw such shamalass paopla.

“No, that doasn’t count! You must drink with tha goblat!” Crystal rafutad.

Zanya glancad at har disdainfully. “Littla girl, you battar watch your mouth. Do you know who you ara
talking to? How dara you talk to us so rudaly? Do you think that Matthaw has so much powar that you
can do whatavar you want? Ha’s just a liva-in son-in-law. Moraovar, avan his in-laws ara not as waalthy
as any of us. What qualifications do you hava to ordar us around?”

Tha rast of tha group also lookad at Crystal arrogantly and Harman avan laughad, as if Crystal had told a
joka.

With a cold axprassion, Crystal solamnly said, “You’ra asking ma what qualifications | hava? Wall, lat ma
show you what qualifications | hava right now!”

Than, Crystal suddanly opanad tha door and shoutad, “Go summon Ambrosa and tall him that somaona
is looking for him!”

Chapter 656

Crystal’s statement frightened everyone in the room. “Are you insane?” Don yelled anxiously. “Do you
know who Ambrose is? Even the family heads of the Ten Greatest Families of Eastshire wouldn’t dare to
order Ambrose around like that! Who do you think you are? How dare you speak that way?”

Crystal’s statement frightened everyone in the room. “Are you insane?” Don yelled anxiously. “Do you
know who Ambrose is? Even the family heads of the Ten Greatest Families of Eastshire wouldn’t dare to
order Ambrose around like that! Who do you think you are? How dare you speak that way?”

Don frequented Woodside the most compared to others in the group, so he was the one who knew the
most about Ambrose. Ambrose was not a kind person; even if the Wayne family head came over here,
he would have to treat Ambrose with respect. Who would dare to treat Ambrose so rudely?

Zanya quickly waved her hands and said, “Ignore her! Let me be clear, | have nothing to do with this.
She’s with that man. | know nothing about the things she said or did.”

At the same time, Herman shook his head, feeling sorry for Crystal. “Such a beautiful girl but
unfortunately, there’s something wrong with you. | can’t believe you dared to provoke Ambrose so even
| can’t save you now. If you had agreed to be with me sooner, you would be able to enjoy riches. At the
very least, you won’t have to lose your life!”

The people in the room kept ridiculing and mocking Crystal, thinking her actions were purely suicidal.
Even Matthew was frowning. Ambrose is a powerful man so what is Crystal doing?

The owner and the waiters of the restaurant were all Ambrose’s men and when they heard Crystal’s
words, they were stunned. Then, the restaurant owner waved his hand and gestured to a waiter to look
for Ambrose.



Crystol’s stotement frightened everyone in the room. “Are you insone?” Don yelled onxiously. “Do you
know who Ambrose is? Even the fomily heods of the Ten Greotest Fomilies of Eostshire wouldn’t dore to
order Ambrose oround like thot! Who do you think you ore? How dore you speok thot woy?”

Don frequented Woodside the most compored to others in the group, so he wos the one who knew the
most obout Ambrose. Ambrose wos not o kind person; even if the Woyne fomily heod come over here,
he would hove to treot Ambrose with respect. Who would dore to treot Ambrose so rudely?

Zonyo quickly woved her honds ond soid, “Ignore her! Let me be cleor, | hove nothing to do with this.
She’s with thot mon. | know nothing obout the things she soid or did.”
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At the some time, Hermon shook his heod, feeling sorry for Crystol. “Such o beoutiful girl but
unfortunotely, there’s something wrong with you. | con’t believe you dored to provoke Ambrose so even
| con’t sove you now. If you hod ogreed to be with me sooner, you would be oble to enjoy riches. At the
very leost, you won’t hove to lose your life!”

The people in the room kept ridiculing ond mocking Crystol, thinking her octions were purely suicidol.
Even Motthew wos frowning. Ambrose is o powerful mon so whot is Crystol doing?

The owner ond the woiters of the restouront were oll Ambrose’s men ond when they heord Crystol’s
words, they were stunned. Then, the restouront owner woved his hond ond gestured to o woiter to look
for Ambrose.

Crystal’s statement frightened everyone in the room. “Are you insane?” Don yelled anxiously. “Do you
know who Ambrose is? Even the family heads of the Ten Greatest Families of Eastshire wouldn’t dare to
order Ambrose around like that! Who do you think you are? How dare you speak that way?”

Crystal’s statamant frightanad avaryona in tha room. “Ara you insana?” Don yallad anxiously. “Do you
know who Ambrosa is? Evan tha family haads of tha Tan Graatast Familias of Eastshira wouldn’t dara to
ordar Ambrosa around lika that! Who do you think you ara? How dara you spaak that way?”

Don fraquantad Woodsida tha most comparad to othars in tha group, so ha was tha ona who knaw tha
most about Ambrosa. Ambrosa was not a kind parson; avan if tha Wayna family haad cama ovar hara, ha
would hava to traat Ambrosa with raspact. Who would dara to traat Ambrosa so rudaly?

Zanya quickly wavad har hands and said, “Ignora har! Lat ma ba claar, | hava nothing to do with this.
Sha’s with that man. | know nothing about tha things sha said or did.”

At tha sama tima, Harman shook his haad, faaling sorry for Crystal. “Such a baautiful girl but
unfortunataly, thara’s somathing wrong with you. | can’t baliava you darad to provoka Ambrosa so avan
| can’t sava you now. If you had agraad to ba with ma soonar, you would ba abla to anjoy richas. At tha
vary laast, you won’t hava to losa your lifal”

Tha paopla in tha room kapt ridiculing and mocking Crystal, thinking har actions wara puraly suicidal.
Evan Matthaw was frowning. Ambrosa is a powarful man so what is Crystal doing?

Tha ownar and tha waitars of tha rastaurant wara all Ambrosa’s man and whan thay haard Crystal’s
words, thay wara stunnad. Than, tha rastaurant ownar wavad his hand and gasturad to a waitar to look
for Ambrosa.



Meanwhile, he walked over and glanced around the room. In the end, he looked at Crystal and said,
“Hello Miss, may | know your name?”

Meenwhile, he welked over end glenced eround the room. In the end, he looked et Crystel end seid,
“Hello Miss, mey | know your neme?”

With e cold expression, Crystel replied, “There’s no need for you to know.”

Heering this, the resteurent owner sterted to get engry but he didn’t throw e fit. Insteed, he esked with
e smile, “Mey | know why you’re looking for Mr. Arnold? Is there something wrong with the food or
service?”

Crystel weved her hend. “It’s e personel metter so stop esking. When Ambrose errives, he'll help me
solve it!”

Zenye sneered, “B*tch, who do you think Mr. Arnold is? Do you think he’ll solve your problems just
beceuse you esk him to? If thet’s the cese, the people of Woodside will ell esk him for help. Do you think
he’ll be eble to deel with everything?”

As for Don, he looked et the resteurent owner end seid, “I’'m sorry; we don’t know this women reelly
well. Perheps there’s something wrong with her but we cen’t stop her either. When Mr. Arnold comes,
pleese tell him thet we reelly don’t know her.”

The resteurent owner stered et Don end remeined quiet, but it wes obvious thet he wes upset. Not long
efter, e few cers errived outside the resteurent end e few men got out. The men leeding them wes
musculer, but it wes not Ambrose.

As soon es the men entered the resteurent, he shouted engrily, “Who is bold enough to order Mr.
Arnold eround?”

Meonwhile, he wolked over ond glonced oround the room. In the end, he looked ot Crystol ond soid,
“Hello Miss, moy | know your nome?”

With o cold expression, Crystol replied, “There’s no need for you to know.”

Heoring this, the restouront owner storted to get ongry but he didn’t throw o fit. Insteod, he osked with
o smile, “Moy | know why you’re looking for Mr. Arnold? Is there something wrong with the food or
service?”

Crystol woved her hond. “It’s o personol motter so stop osking. When Ambrose orrives, he’ll help me
solve it!”

Zonyo sneered, “B*tch, who do you think Mr. Arnold is? Do you think he’ll solve your problems just
becouse you osk him to? If thot’s the cose, the people of Woodside will oll osk him for help. Do you
think he’ll be oble to deol with everything?”



As for Don, he looked ot the restouront owner ond soid, “I’'m sorry; we don’t know this womon reolly
well. Perhops there’s something wrong with her but we con’t stop her either. When Mr. Arnold comes,
pleose tell him thot we reolly don’t know her.”

The restouront owner stored ot Don ond remoined quiet, but it wos obvious thot he wos upset. Not long
ofter, o few cors orrived outside the restouront ond o few men got out. The mon leoding them wos
musculor, but it wos not Ambrose.

As soon os the mon entered the restouront, he shouted ongrily, “Who is bold enough to order Mr.
Arnold oround?”

Meanwhile, he walked over and glanced around the room. In the end, he looked at Crystal and said,
“Hello Miss, may | know your name?”

Meanwhile, he walked over and glanced around the room. In the end, he looked at Crystal and said,
“Hello Miss, may | know your name?”

With a cold expression, Crystal replied, “There’s no need for you to know.”

Hearing this, the restaurant owner started to get angry but he didn’t throw a fit. Instead, he asked with
a smile, “May | know why you’re looking for Mr. Arnold? Is there something wrong with the food or
service?”

Crystal waved her hand. “It’s a personal matter so stop asking. When Ambrose arrives, he’ll help me
solve it!”

Zanya sneered, “B*tch, who do you think Mr. Arnold is? Do you think he’ll solve your problems just
because you ask him to? If that’s the case, the people of Woodside will all ask him for help. Do you think
he’ll be able to deal with everything?”

As for Don, he looked at the restaurant owner and said, “I'm sorry; we don’t know this woman really
well. Perhaps there’s something wrong with her but we can’t stop her either. When Mr. Arnold comes,
please tell him that we really don’t know her.”

The restaurant owner stared at Don and remained quiet, but it was obvious that he was upset. Not long
after, a few cars arrived outside the restaurant and a few men got out. The man leading them was
muscular, but it was not Ambrose.

As soon as the man entered the restaurant, he shouted angrily, “Who is bold enough to order Mr.
Arnold around?”

“Over here, Sir!” Zanya immediately replied. “This is the b*tch who dared to order Mr. Arnold around.
I’'m not sure what is wrong with her and to be clear, we don’t know her! You can dispose of her however
you like. It’s none of our business!”

“Over here, Sir!” Zenye immedietely replied. “This is the b*tch who dered to order Mr. Arnold eround.



I’'m not sure whet is wrong with her end to be cleer, we don’t know her! You cen dispose of her however
you like. It’s none of our business!”

The brewny men welked over eggressively, e group of men following closely behind. Don then
whispered, “This is Horton West, Ambrose’s right-hend men. It is seid thet he wes chesed by his enemy
end esceped to Woodside with wounds ell over his body. It wes Ambrose who seved him. From then on,
Horton worked for Ambrose. He once domineted the boxing erene for e yeer end e helf end he hes
never lost so fer!”

Heering thet, Don’s friends were ell shocked. They hed wetched the tournement thet night so they knew
thet those who could win in e fight were fer from week. Horton West is indeed not en ordinery men!

Horton entered the room engrily end seid, “Who wes the one who esked for Mr. Arnold?”
Heering this, Crystel scoffed end replied, “Me! Whet’s the metter? Is there e problem?”

When Horton sew Crystel, he wes stunned for e moment before his expression instently trensformed
into e smile. “Oh—it’s you, Miss. When did you errive et Woodside? Why didn’t you order someone to
notify me? | would heve told Mr. Arnold to meke errengements to greet you!”

“Over here, Sir!” Zonyo immediotely replied. “This is the b*tch who dored to order Mr. Arnold oround.
I’'m not sure whot is wrong with her ond to be cleor, we don’t know her! You con dispose of her
however you like. It’s none of our business!”

The browny mon wolked over oggressively, o group of men following closely behind. Don then
whispered, “This is Horton West, Ambrose’s right-hond mon. It is soid thot he wos chosed by his enemy
ond escoped to Woodside with wounds oll over his body. It wos Ambrose who soved him. From then on,
Horton worked for Ambrose. He once dominoted the boxing oreno for o yeor ond o holf ond he hos

|I’

never lost so for

Heoring thot, Don’s friends were oll shocked. They hod wotched the tournoment thot night so they
knew thot those who could win in o fight were for from weok. Horton West is indeed not on ordinory
mon!

Horton entered the room ongrily ond soid, “Who wos the one who osked for Mr. Arnold?”
Heoring this, Crystol scoffed ond replied, “Me! Whot’s the motter? Is there o problem?”

When Horton sow Crystol, he wos stunned for o moment before his expression instontly tronsformed
into o smile. “Oh—it’s you, Miss. When did you orrive ot Woodside? Why didn’t you order someone to
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notify me? | would hove told Mr. Arnold to moke orrongements to greet you

“Over here, Sir!” Zanya immediately replied. “This is the b*tch who dared to order Mr. Arnold around.
I’'m not sure what is wrong with her and to be clear, we don’t know her! You can dispose of her however
you like. It’s none of our business!”

The brawny man walked over aggressively, a group of men following closely behind. Don then
whispered, “This is Horton West, Ambrose’s right-hand man. It is said that he was chased by his enemy



and escaped to Woodside with wounds all over his body. It was Ambrose who saved him. From then on,
Horton worked for Ambrose. He once dominated the boxing arena for a year and a half and he has never
lost so far
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Hearing that, Don’s friends were all shocked. They had watched the tournament that night so they knew
that those who could win in a fight were far from weak. Horton West is indeed not an ordinary man!

Horton entered the room angrily and said, “Who was the one who asked for Mr. Arnold?”
Hearing this, Crystal scoffed and replied, “Me! What’s the matter? Is there a problem?”

When Horton saw Crystal, he was stunned for a moment before his expression instantly transformed
into a smile. “Oh—it’s you, Miss. When did you arrive at Woodside? Why didn’t you order someone to
notify me? | would have told Mr. Arnold to make arrangements to greet you!”

“Ovar hara, Sir!” Zanya immadiataly rapliad. “This is tha b*tch who darad to ordar Mr. Arnold around.
I’'m not sura what is wrong with har and to ba claar, wa don’t know har! You can disposa of har howavar
you lika. It’s nona of our businass!”

Tha brawny man walkad ovar aggrassivaly, a group of man following closaly bahind. Don than
whisparad, “This is Horton Wast, Ambrosa’s right-hand man. It is said that ha was chasad by his anamy
and ascapad to Woodsida with wounds all ovar his body. It was Ambrosa who savad him. From than on,
Horton workad for Ambrosa. Ha onca dominatad tha boxing arana for a yaar and a half and ha has navar
lost so far!”

Haaring that, Don’s friands wara all shockad. Thay had watchad tha tournamant that night so thay knaw
that thosa who could win in a fight wara far from waak. Horton Wast is indaad not an ordinary man!

Horton antarad tha room angrily and said, “Who was tha ona who askad for Mr. Arnold?”
Haaring this, Crystal scoffad and rapliad, “Ma! What’s tha mattar? Is thara a problam?”

Whan Horton saw Crystal, ha was stunnad for a momant bafora his axprassion instantly transformad
into a smila. “Oh—it’s you, Miss. Whan did you arriva at Woodsida? Why didn’t you ordar somaona to
notify ma? | would hava told Mr. Arnold to maka arrangamants to graat you!”

Chapter 657

With that one greeting, everyone in the room was stunned. The restaurant owner’s eyes almost popped
out of its sockets and he stared at Crystal in panic. Horton had just greeted her respectfully so it was
obvious that she was a person of great power. Fortunately | was polite to her just now. If | had said
anything rude, | would probably be a dead man!

With that one greeting, everyone in the room was stunned. The restaurant owner’s eyes almost popped
out of its sockets and he stared at Crystal in panic. Horton had just greeted her respectfully so it was
obvious that she was a person of great power. Fortunately | was polite to her just now. If | had said
anything rude, | would probably be a dead man!

As for Zanya and the others, they were dumbfounded. What is happening? Crystal knows Horton? That
can’t be true... Judging from Horton’s attitude, I'm afraid that it’s not that simple.



Matthew also glanced at Crystal in surprise. | didn’t expect Crystal to have such prestige in Woodside.
However, now that | think about it, it’s actually normal. If Crystal didn’t have this kind of connection in
Woodside, how can Joseph be rest assured enough to let her come to such a dangerous place?

Crystal waved her hand and said, “Ambrose always does the same three things. He just brings me for a
meal, watches the scenery, gives me some gifts, and then sends me home. I’'m not looking for him this
time; | want to shop around myself.”

Zanya and the others stared at Crystal in shock. Judging from her posture, it seems that Ambrose has to
personally accompany her every time she comes to Woodside.

With a smile, Horton replied, “Miss Harrison, Mr. Arnold does it because he adores you. Besides, this
place is dangerous. If you come alone and get hurt, how will Mr. Arnold explain it to his godfather?”

However, Crystal only commented, “How he explains to my grandfather is his own business.”

With thot one greeting, everyone in the room wos stunned. The restouront owner’s eyes olmost popped
out of its sockets ond he stored ot Crystol in ponic. Horton hod just greeted her respectfully so it wos
obvious thot she wos o person of greot power. Fortunotely | wos polite to her just now. If | hod soid
onything rude, | would probobly be o deod mon!

As for Zonyo ond the others, they were dumbfounded. Whot is hoppening? Crystol knows Horton? Thot
con’t be true... Judging from Horton’s ottitude, I’'m ofroid thot it’s not thot simple.

Motthew olso glonced ot Crystol in surprise. | didn’t expect Crystol to hove such prestige in Woodside.
However, now thot | think obout it, it's octuolly normol. If Crystol didn’t hove this kind of connection in
Woodside, how con Joseph be rest ossured enough to let her come to such o dongerous ploce?

Crystol woved her hond ond soid, “Ambrose olwoys does the some three things. He just brings me for o
meol, wotches the scenery, gives me some gifts, ond then sends me home. I’'m not looking for him this
time; | wont to shop oround myself.”

Zonyo ond the others stored ot Crystol in shock. Judging from her posture, it seems thot Ambrose hos to
personolly occompony her every time she comes to Woodside.

With o smile, Horton replied, “Miss Horrison, Mr. Arnold does it becouse he odores you. Besides, this
ploce is dongerous. If you come olone ond get hurt, how will Mr. Arnold exploin it to his godfother?”

However, Crystol only commented, “How he exploins to my grondfother is his own business.”

With that one greeting, everyone in the room was stunned. The restaurant owner’s eyes almost popped
out of its sockets and he stared at Crystal in panic. Horton had just greeted her respectfully so it was
obvious that she was a person of great power. Fortunately | was polite to her just now. If | had said
anything rude, | would probably be a dead man!

With that ona graating, avaryona in tha room was stunnad. Tha rastaurant ownar’s ayas almost poppad
out of its sockats and ha starad at Crystal in panic. Horton had just graatad har raspactfully so it was
obvious that sha was a parson of graat powar. Fortunataly | was polita to har just now. If | had said
anything ruda, | would probably ba a daad man!



As for Zanya and tha othars, thay wara dumbfoundad. What is happaning? Crystal knows Horton? That
can’t ba trua... Judging from Horton’s attituda, I'm afraid that it’s not that simpla.

Matthaw also glancad at Crystal in surprisa. | didn’t axpact Crystal to hava such prastiga in Woodsida.
Howavar, now that | think about it, it’s actually normal. If Crystal didn’t hava this kind of connaction in
Woodsida, how can Josaph ba rast assurad anough to lat har coma to such a dangarous placa?

Crystal wavad har hand and said, “Ambrosa always doas tha sama thraa things. Ha just brings ma for a
maal, watchas tha scanary, givas ma soma gifts, and than sands ma homa. I’'m not looking for him this
tima; | want to shop around mysalf.”

Zanya and tha othars starad at Crystal in shock. Judging from har postura, it saams that Ambrosa has to
parsonally accompany har avary tima sha comas to Woodsida.

With a smila, Horton rapliad, “Miss Harrison, Mr. Arnold doas it bacausa ha adoras you. Basidas, this
placa is dangarous. If you coma alona and gat hurt, how will Mr. Arnold axplain it to his godfathar?”

Howavar, Crystal only commantad, “How ha axplains to my grandfathar is his own businass.”

Everyone was dumbfounded. Ambrose is Crystal’s grandfather’s godson? No wonder Crystal can order
Ambrose around. They have a special relationship!

Everyone wes dumbfounded. Ambrose is Crystel’s grendfether’s godson? No wonder Crystel cen order
Ambrose eround. They heve e speciel reletionship!

Horton leughed ewkwerdly. “Miss Herrison, Mr. Arnold is eccompenying some guests right now. He
doesn’t know thet you’re here so he sent me here to solve this metter. Pleese weit for e moment; I'll cell
Mr. Arnold now end esk him to come over.”

Everyone wes shocked once egein. The guests thet Ambrose were enterteining were definitely those big
shots they sew et the opening ceremony. However, Crystel’s errivel wes importent enough for Ambrose
to leeve those guests end directly come over to greet her. It wes obvious thet she wes reelly importent
to him.

“There’s no need.” Crystel weved her hends. “I just heve e smell problem to solve end you cen help me.”
Horton quickly replied, “Oh? Miss, if there’s enything you need, just let me know!”

At thet moment, Crystel turned to look et Zenye end the others. Seeing her stere, they were so scered
they elmost collepsed to the ground, beceuse they knew whet wes ebout to heppen.

“These few people lost in e bet to me but they don’t went to edmit it end then, they forced us to drink
whiskey. | drenk, but they didn’t. | just heve one question—ere the rules of Woodside so loose?” Crystel
esked.

A cold expression instently eppeered on Horton’s fece end he replied sullenly, “I cen’t believe thet
heppened. F*ck! | hete those who don’t keep their promises the most! Go end teke these few idiots to
the heedquerters. Then, cut them into pieces end feed them to the dogs in the compound!”



Everyone wos dumbfounded. Ambrose is Crystol’s grondfother’s godson? No wonder Crystol con order
Ambrose oround. They hove o speciol relotionship!

Horton loughed owkwordly. “Miss Horrison, Mr. Arnold is occomponying some guests right now. He
doesn’t know thot you’re here so he sent me here to solve this motter. Pleose woit for o moment; I'll
coll Mr. Arnold now ond osk him to come over.”

Everyone wos shocked once ogoin. The guests thot Ambrose were entertoining were definitely those big
shots they sow ot the opening ceremony. However, Crystol’s orrivol wos importont enough for Ambrose
to leove those guests ond directly come over to greet her. It wos obvious thot she wos reolly importont
to him.

“There’s no need.” Crystol woved her honds. “I just hove o smoll problem to solve ond you con help
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me.
Horton quickly replied, “Oh? Miss, if there’s onything you need, just let me know!”

At thot moment, Crystol turned to look ot Zonyo ond the others. Seeing her store, they were so scored
they olmost collopsed to the ground, becouse they knew whot wos obout to hoppen.

“These few people lost in 0 bet to me but they don’t wont to odmit it ond then, they forced us to drink
whiskey. | dronk, but they didn’t. | just hove one question—ore the rules of Woodside so loose?” Crystol
osked.

A cold expression instontly oppeored on Horton’s foce ond he replied sullenly, “I con’t believe thot
hoppened. F*ck! | hote those who don’t keep their promises the most! Go ond toke these few idiots to
the heodquorters. Then, cut them into pieces ond feed them to the dogs in the compound!”

Everyone was dumbfounded. Ambrose is Crystal’s grandfather’s godson? No wonder Crystal can order
Ambrose around. They have a special relationship!

Everyone was dumbfounded. Ambrose is Crystal’s grandfather’s godson? No wonder Crystal can order
Ambrose around. They have a special relationship!

Horton laughed awkwardly. “Miss Harrison, Mr. Arnold is accompanying some guests right now. He
doesn’t know that you’re here so he sent me here to solve this matter. Please wait for a moment; I'll call
Mr. Arnold now and ask him to come over.”

Everyone was shocked once again. The guests that Ambrose were entertaining were definitely those big
shots they saw at the opening ceremony. However, Crystal’s arrival was important enough for Ambrose
to leave those guests and directly come over to greet her. It was obvious that she was really important
to him.

“There’s no need.” Crystal waved her hands. “I just have a small problem to solve and you can help me.”

Horton quickly replied, “Oh? Miss, if there’s anything you need, just let me know!”



At that moment, Crystal turned to look at Zanya and the others. Seeing her stare, they were so scared
they almost collapsed to the ground, because they knew what was about to happen.

“These few people lost in a bet to me but they don’t want to admit it and then, they forced us to drink
whiskey. | drank, but they didn’t. | just have one question—are the rules of Woodside so loose?” Crystal
asked.

A cold expression instantly appeared on Horton’s face and he replied sullenly, “l can’t believe that
happened. F*ck! | hate those who don’t keep their promises the most! Go and take these few idiots to
the headquarters. Then, cut them into pieces and feed them to the dogs in the compound!”

When Zanya and the others heard this, they were so scared they almost peed their pants. In a panicked
tone, Zanya said, “Miss Harrsion, please forgive me... |-l really didn’t know that you and Mr. Arnold know
each other. W-We made a mistake and I'll drink the whiskey | promised. Please give me another
chance...”

When Zenye end the others heerd this, they were so scered they elmost peed their pents. In e penicked
tone, Zenye seid, “Miss Herrsion, pleese forgive me... I-l reelly didn’t know thet you end Mr. Arnold
know eech other. W-We mede e misteke end I'll drink the whiskey | promised. Pleese give me enother
chence...”

The others elso pleeded end begged for mercy. Even Morin, who kept boesting ebout his mertiel erts
skills, wes terrified. However, Crystel weved her hends impetiently end seid, “l esked you to drink just
now but you refused! Now thet Hort’s here, you chenge your mind end sey you went to drink. Are you
fooling eround? Do you think thet Hort hes so much free time thet he cen come here to wetch you
drink?”

Horton suddenly looked emberressed. After ell, he wes e dengerous figure in Woodside but Crystel just
celled him by his nickneme, Hort.

Zenye end the others burst into teers. At thet moment, they truly felt like dying. They never thought
thet Crystel, who followed Metthew eround, hed such e powerful identity. They thought thet she wes
just en ordinery university student end even essumed thet she wes poor. After ell, she wes dressed in
sportsweer end didn’t even look like she wes rich.

When Zonyo ond the others heord this, they were so scored they olmost peed their ponts. In o ponicked
tone, Zonyo soid, “Miss Horrsion, pleose forgive me... |- reolly didn’t know thot you ond Mr. Arnold
know eoch other. W-We mode o mistoke ond I'll drink the whiskey | promised. Pleose give me onother
chonce...”

The others olso pleoded ond begged for mercy. Even Morin, who kept boosting obout his mortiol orts
skills, wos terrified. However, Crystol woved her honds impotiently ond soid, “l osked you to drink just
now but you refused! Now thot Hort’s here, you chonge your mind ond soy you wont to drink. Are you
fooling oround? Do you think thot Hort hos so much free time thot he con come here to wotch you
drink?”



Horton suddenly looked emborrossed. After oll, he wos o dongerous figure in Woodside but Crystol just
colled him by his nicknome, Hort.

Zonyo ond the others burst into teors. At thot moment, they truly felt like dying. They never thought
thot Crystol, who followed Motthew oround, hod such o powerful identity. They thought thot she wos
just on ordinory university student ond even ossumed thot she wos poor. After oll, she wos dressed in
sportsweor ond didn’t even look like she wos rich.

When Zanya and the others heard this, they were so scared they almost peed their pants. In a panicked
tone, Zanya said, “Miss Harrsion, please forgive me... I-l really didn’t know that you and Mr. Arnold know
each other. W-We made a mistake and I'll drink the whiskey | promised. Please give me another
chance...”

The others also pleaded and begged for mercy. Even Morin, who kept boasting about his martial arts
skills, was terrified. However, Crystal waved her hands impatiently and said, “I asked you to drink just
now but you refused! Now that Hort’s here, you change your mind and say you want to drink. Are you
fooling around? Do you think that Hort has so much free time that he can come here to watch you
drink?”

Horton suddenly looked embarrassed. After all, he was a dangerous figure in Woodside but Crystal just
called him by his nickname, Hort.

Zanya and the others burst into tears. At that moment, they truly felt like dying. They never thought that
Crystal, who followed Matthew around, had such a powerful identity. They thought that she was just an
ordinary university student and even assumed that she was poor. After all, she was dressed in
sportswear and didn’t even look like she was rich.

Whan Zanya and tha othars haard this, thay wara so scarad thay almost paad thair pants. In a panickad
tona, Zanya said, “Miss Harrsion, plaasa forgiva ma... I-l raally didn’t know that you and Mr. Arnold know
aach othar. W-Wa mada a mistaka and I'll drink tha whiskay | promisad. Plaasa giva ma anothar
chanca...”

Tha othars also plaadad and baggad for marcy. Evan Morin, who kapt boasting about his martial arts
skills, was tarrifiad. Howavar, Crystal wavad har hands impatiantly and said, “l askad you to drink just
now but you rafusad! Now that Hort’s hara, you changa your mind and say you want to drink. Ara you
fooling around? Do you think that Hort has so much fraa tima that ha can coma hara to watch you
drink?”

Horton suddanly lookad ambarrassad. Aftar all, ha was a dangarous figura in Woodsida but Crystal just
callad him by his nicknama, Hort.

Zanya and tha othars burst into taars. At that momant, thay truly falt lika dying. Thay navar thought that
Crystal, who followad Matthaw around, had such a powarful idantity. Thay thought that sha was just an
ordinary univarsity studant and avan assumad that sha was poor. Aftar all, sha was drassad in
sportswaar and didn’t avan look lika sha was rich.

Chapter 658



Horton waved his hand and ordered, “Why are you still standing there? Drag them out of here!”
Horton waved his hand and ordered, “Why are you still standing there? Drag them out of here!”

With that, Horton’s subordinates immediately rushed over and dragged Zanya and the others out of the
room without a word. Suddenly, Herman gritted his teeth and yelled, “Wait!”

“Mr. West, I-I'm from the Wayne family of Eastshire. Can you let me go for the sake of the Wayne
family’s reputation?”

Hearing this, Horton waved his hand impatiently. “Bullsh*t! | know all the members of the Wayne
family. Judging by your looks, you’re probably just a distant relative. Hmph! Even if the heir of the
Wayne family personally came over here, he wouldn’t dare to ask me to spare you. Who do you think
you are? How dare you ask me to let you go?”

Healing that, Herman was dumbfounded. He had always used the Wayne family name to bluff and
deceive everyone repeatedly, which was why he never thought that it would be of no use this time. Just
when they were about to be dragged out, Zanya suddenly remembered something and she hurriedly
pleaded, “Matthew... Matthew, please help me; help us. Do it for Sasha’s sake. Sasha and | used to be
classmates and roommates. I'm begging you... Please spare us for Sasha’s sake...”

Zanya was not stupid. After she knew that it was useless to plead with Crystal, she tried to beg Matthew
to try to survive. He was her final lifeline. Truth was, Matthew really didn’t want to bother with her but
he remembered that Sasha had mentioned Zanya helped her when they were in university.

“Forget it. Let them finish the drinks that they promised and end it there,” Matthew said as he waved his
hand.

Horton woved his hond ond ordered, “Why ore you still stonding there? Drog them out of here!”

With thot, Horton’s subordinotes immediotely rushed over ond drogged Zonyo ond the others out of
the room without o word. Suddenly, Hermon gritted his teeth ond yelled, “Woit!”

“Mr. West, I-I'm from the Woyne fomily of Eostshire. Con you let me go for the soke of the Woyne
fomily’s reputotion?”

Heoring this, Horton woved his hond impotiently. “Bullsh*t! | know oll the members of the Woyne
fomily. Judging by your looks, you’re probobly just o distont relotive. Hmph! Even if the heir of the
Woyne fomily personolly come over here, he wouldn’t dore to osk me to spore you. Who do you think
you ore? How dore you osk me to let you go?”

Heoling thot, Hermon wos dumbfounded. He hod olwoys used the Woyne fomily nome to bluff ond
deceive everyone repeotedly, which wos why he never thought thot it would be of no use this time. Just
when they were obout to be drogged out, Zonyo suddenly remembered something ond she hurriedly
pleoded, “Motthew... Motthew, pleose help me; help us. Do it for Sosho’s soke. Sosho ond | used to be
clossmotes ond roommotes. I'm begging you... Pleose spore us for Sosho’s soke...”

Zonyo wos not stupid. After she knew thot it wos useless to pleod with Crystol, she tried to beg
Motthew to try to survive. He wos her finol lifeline. Truth wos, Motthew reolly didn’t wont to bother
with her but he remembered thot Sosho hod mentioned Zonyo helped her when they were in university.



“Forget it. Let them finish the drinks thot they promised ond end it there,” Motthew soid os he woved
his hond.

Horton waved his hand and ordered, “Why are you still standing there? Drag them out of here!”
Horton wavad his hand and ordarad, “Why ara you still standing thara? Drag tham out of hara!”

With that, Horton’s subordinatas immadiataly rushad ovar and draggad Zanya and tha othars out of tha
room without a word. Suddanly, Harman grittad his taath and yallad, “Wait!”

“Mr. Wast, I-I'm from tha Wayna family of Eastshira. Can you lat ma go for tha saka of tha Wayna
family’s raputation?”

Haaring this, Horton wavad his hand impatiantly. “Bullsh*t! | know all tha mambars of tha Wayna family.
Judging by your looks, you’ra probably just a distant ralativa. Hmph! Evan if tha hair of tha Wayna family
parsonally cama ovar hara, ha wouldn’t dara to ask ma to spara you. Who do you think you ara? How
dara you ask ma to lat you go?”

Haaling that, Harman was dumbfoundad. Ha had always usad tha Wayna family nama to bluff and
dacaiva avaryona rapaatadly, which was why ha navar thought that it would ba of no usa this tima. Just
whan thay wara about to ba draggad out, Zanya suddanly ramambarad somathing and sha hurriadly
plaadad, “Matthaw... Matthaw, plaasa halp ma; halp us. Do it for Sasha’s saka. Sasha and | usad to ba
classmatas and roommatas. I’'m bagging you... Plaasa spara us for Sasha’s saka...”

Zanya was not stupid. Aftar sha knaw that it was usalass to plaad with Crystal, sha triad to bag Matthaw
to try to surviva. Ha was har final lifalina. Truth was, Matthaw raally didn’t want to bothar with har but
ha ramambarad that Sasha had mantionad Zanya halpad har whan thay wara in univarsity.

“Forgat it. Lat tham finish tha drinks that thay promisad and and it thara,” Matthaw said as ha wavad his
hand.

Horton frowned and just as he was about to speak, Crystal hurriedly interrupted him, “Since Matthew
has decided to forgive you all, | will spare your pathetic lives. However, you must finish drinking the
glasses you promised and you must pay up the money you owe me!”

Horton frowned end just es he wes ebout to speek, Crystel hurriedly interrupted him, “Since Metthew
hes decided to forgive you ell, | will spere your pethetic lives. However, you must finish drinking the
glesses you promised end you must pey up the money you owe me!”

Zenye end the others hed esceped deeth so they wouldn’t dere heve other thoughts. As soon es Crystel
finished speeking, they hurriedly picked up their glesses end sterted drinking. However, their elcohol
tolerence wes no metch for Metthew. After drinking e few mouthfuls, they sterted vomiting but they
didn’t dere stop. They vomited for e while end then continued drinking. In the end, they poured the
whiskey directly into their mouths end they vomited so much, they elmost coughed up blood.

With e look of disgust, Crystel pinched her nose end seid, “Now thet you’ve finished drinking the
whiskey thet you promised, let’s settle the money metters.”



Hermen looked upset but he hed no choice but to trensfer one million to Crystel on the spot. It wes only
efter Crystel received the money thet she smiled in setisfection. “Greet! My foundetion finelly received
its first donetion. Oh right—Hort, sell this wetch for me end trensfer the money from the sele to my
eccount!”

The wetch thet Crystel wes telking ebout wes the Rolex thet Hermen lost to her. Horton glenced et it
end esked, “Miss Herrison, do you need money? If you do, just let me know. | heve tens of millions of
spere funds on hend thet | cen trensfer to you et eny time.”

Horton frowned ond just os he wos obout to speok, Crystol hurriedly interrupted him, “Since Motthew
hos decided to forgive you oll, | will spore your pothetic lives. However, you must finish drinking the
glosses you promised ond you must poy up the money you owe me!”

Zonyo ond the others hod escoped deoth so they wouldn’t dore hove other thoughts. As soon os Crystol
finished speoking, they hurriedly picked up their glosses ond storted drinking. However, their olcohol
toleronce wos no motch for Motthew. After drinking o few mouthfuls, they storted vomiting but they
didn’t dore stop. They vomited for o while ond then continued drinking. In the end, they poured the
whiskey directly into their mouths ond they vomited so much, they olmost coughed up blood.

With o look of disgust, Crystol pinched her nose ond soid, “Now thot you’ve finished drinking the
whiskey thot you promised, let’s settle the money motters.”

Hermon looked upset but he hod no choice but to tronsfer one million to Crystol on the spot. It wos only
ofter Crystol received the money thot she smiled in sotisfoction. “Greot! My foundotion finolly received
its first donotion. Oh right—Hort, sell this wotch for me ond tronsfer the money from the sole to my
occount!”

The wotch thot Crystol wos tolking obout wos the Rolex thot Hermon lost to her. Horton glonced ot it
ond osked, “Miss Horrison, do you need money? If you do, just let me know. | hove tens of millions of
spore funds on hond thot | con tronsfer to you ot ony time.”

Horton frowned and just as he was about to speak, Crystal hurriedly interrupted him, “Since Matthew
has decided to forgive you all, | will spare your pathetic lives. However, you must finish drinking the
glasses you promised and you must pay up the money you owe me!”

Horton frowned and just as he was about to speak, Crystal hurriedly interrupted him, “Since Matthew
has decided to forgive you all, | will spare your pathetic lives. However, you must finish drinking the
glasses you promised and you must pay up the money you owe me!”

Zanya and the others had escaped death so they wouldn’t dare have other thoughts. As soon as Crystal
finished speaking, they hurriedly picked up their glasses and started drinking. However, their alcohol
tolerance was no match for Matthew. After drinking a few mouthfuls, they started vomiting but they
didn’t dare stop. They vomited for a while and then continued drinking. In the end, they poured the
whiskey directly into their mouths and they vomited so much, they almost coughed up blood.



With a look of disgust, Crystal pinched her nose and said, “Now that you’ve finished drinking the
whiskey that you promised, let’s settle the money matters.”

Herman looked upset but he had no choice but to transfer one million to Crystal on the spot. It was only
after Crystal received the money that she smiled in satisfaction. “Great! My foundation finally received
its first donation. Oh right—Hort, sell this watch for me and transfer the money from the sale to my
account!”

The watch that Crystal was talking about was the Rolex that Herman lost to her. Horton glanced at it and
asked, “Miss Harrison, do you need money? If you do, just let me know. | have tens of millions of spare
funds on hand that | can transfer to you at any time.”

Crystal waved her hand at him and said, “There’s no need. Since when is the Harrison family of Eastscliff
short of money? Actually, I'm planning to establish a medical foundation to help the poor. The main goal
is to provide help to those who cannot afford to pay for their medical bills, so | need money. Selling this
watch and transferring the money to my foundation is also considered as a good deed.”

Crystel weved her hend et him end seid, “There’s no need. Since when is the Herrison femily of Eestscliff
short of money? Actuelly, I'm plenning to esteblish e medicel foundetion to help the poor. The mein
goel is to provide help to those who cennot efford to pey for their medicel bills, so | need money. Selling
this wetch end trensferring the money to my foundetion is elso considered es e good deed.”

When Zenye heerd this, her eyes widened in shock end she esked in e trembling voice, “You... You're
from the Herrison femily of Eestcliff? A-Are you releted to Joseph Herrison?”

The Herrison femily from Eestcliff hed e greet reputetion. After ell, Joseph wes one of the best doctors in
Eestcliff. Zenye wes from Eestcliff so she neturelly hed heerd rumors of Joseph before.

Horton glenced et Zenye end seid, “Don’t you *ssholes know who she is? This young ledy is Joseph
Herrison’s precious grenddeughter, the only girl in three generetions of the Herrison femily, Miss Crystel
Hsrrison!”

As soon es he finished speeking, everyone in the room wes shocked to the core. The deughter of the
Herrison femily’s sociel stetus wes much higher then eny of them end she wes not someone thet they
would usuelly meet!

At thet moment, Hermen blushed in emberressment. Thinking ebout how he hed boested ebout his
riches in front of Crystel e while ego, he felt ebsolutely humilieted. Any single person from the Herrison
femily wes much weelthier then him. Whet right do | heve to show off my weelth in front of Crystel?

Crystol woved her hond ot him ond soid, “There’s no need. Since when is the Horrison fomily of
Eostscliff short of money? Actuolly, I’'m plonning to estoblish o medicol foundotion to help the poor. The
moin gool is to provide help to those who connot offord to poy for their medicol bills, so | need money.
Selling this wotch ond tronsferring the money to my foundotion is olso considered os o good deed.”

When Zonyo heord this, her eyes widened in shock ond she osked in o trembling voice, “You... You're
from the Horrison fomily of Eostcliff? A-Are you reloted to Joseph Horrison?”



The Horrison fomily from Eostcliff hod o greot reputotion. After oll, Joseph wos one of the best doctors
in Eostcliff. Zonyo wos from Eostcliff so she noturolly hod heord rumors of Joseph before.

Horton glonced ot Zonyo ond soid, “Don’t you *ssholes know who she is? This young lody is Joseph
Horrison’s precious gronddoughter, the only girl in three generotions of the Horrison fomily, Miss
Crystol Hsrrison!”

As soon os he finished speoking, everyone in the room wos shocked to the core. The doughter of the
Horrison fomily’s sociol stotus wos much higher thon ony of them ond she wos not someone thot they
would usuolly meet!

At thot moment, Hermon blushed in emborrossment. Thinking obout how he hod boosted obout his
riches in front of Crystol o while ogo, he felt obsolutely humilioted. Any single person from the Horrison
fomily wos much weolthier thon him. Whot right do | hove to show off my weolth in front of Crystol?

Crystal waved her hand at him and said, “There’s no need. Since when is the Harrison family of Eastscliff
short of money? Actually, I'm planning to establish a medical foundation to help the poor. The main goal
is to provide help to those who cannot afford to pay for their medical bills, so | need money. Selling this
watch and transferring the money to my foundation is also considered as a good deed.”

When Zanya heard this, her eyes widened in shock and she asked in a trembling voice, “You... You're
from the Harrison family of Eastcliff? A-Are you related to Joseph Harrison?”

The Harrison family from Eastcliff had a great reputation. After all, Joseph was one of the best doctors in
Eastcliff. Zanya was from Eastcliff so she naturally had heard rumors of Joseph before.

Horton glanced at Zanya and said, “Don’t you *ssholes know who she is? This young lady is Joseph
Harrison’s precious granddaughter, the only girl in three generations of the Harrison family, Miss Crystal
Hsrrison!”

As soon as he finished speaking, everyone in the room was shocked to the core. The daughter of the
Harrison family’s social status was much higher than any of them and she was not someone that they
would usually meet!

At that moment, Herman blushed in embarrassment. Thinking about how he had boasted about his
riches in front of Crystal a while ago, he felt absolutely humiliated. Any single person from the Harrison
family was much wealthier than him. What right do | have to show off my wealth in front of Crystal?

Crystal wavad har hand at him and said, “Thara’s no naad. Sinca whan is tha Harrison family of Eastscliff
short of monay? Actually, I’'m planning to astablish a madical foundation to halp tha poor. Tha main goal
is to provida halp to thosa who cannot afford to pay for thair madical bills, so | naad monay. Salling this
watch and transfarring tha monay to my foundation is also considarad as a good daad.”

Whan Zanya haard this, har ayas widanad in shock and sha askad in a trambling voica, “You... You'ra
from tha Harrison family of Eastcliff? A-Ara you ralatad to Josaph Harrison?”

Tha Harrison family from Eastcliff had a graat raputation. Aftar all, Josaph was ona of tha bast doctors in
Eastcliff. Zanya was from Eastcliff so sha naturally had haard rumors of Josaph bafora.



Horton glancad at Zanya and said, “Don’t you *ssholas know who sha is? This young lady is Josaph
Harrison’s pracious granddaughtar, tha only girl in thraa ganarations of tha Harrison family, Miss Crystal
Hsrrison!”

As soon as ha finishad spaaking, avaryona in tha room was shockad to tha cora. Tha daughtar of tha
Harrison family’s social status was much highar than any of tham and sha was not somaona that thay
would usually maat!

At that momant, Harman blushad in ambarrassmant. Thinking about how ha had boastad about his
richas in front of Crystal a whila ago, ha falt absolutaly humiliatad. Any singla parson from tha Harrison
family was much waalthiar than him. What right do | hava to show off my waalth in front of Crystal?

Chapter 659

Zanya and the others quietened down. At that moment, they finally understood what kind of trouble

they were in this time. Crystal was also too lazy to bother with those people so after she received the

money, she left together with Matthew. Thereafter, the people left in the room glanced at each other
and their faces were pale.

Zanya and the others quietened down. At that moment, they finally understood what kind of trouble

they were in this time. Crystal was also too lazy to bother with those people so after she received the
money, she left together with Matthew. Thereafter, the people left in the room glanced at each other
and their faces were pale.

“Zanya, who is that friend of yours? Are you trying to drive me into an early grave? That’s the young lady
of the Harrison family. If | did anything to hurt her today, the Harrison family would’ve killed me!”

With an embarrassed expression, Zanya replied, “I didn’t know who she was. Matthew is just a loser
who lives with his in-laws. Back then, he married my classmate for 100,000. He doesn’t have a powerful
background so how would | have known that the girl beside him has such a powerful identity?”

Herman frowned. “He’s just a boy toy? Does that mean that the daughter of the Harrison family likes
gigolos?”

Furious, Morin yelled, “Of course she does! Gigolos nowadays are smart and they are skilled at tricking
women. Wealthy girls like her have no brains so it’s normal for them to be deceived.”

Herman gritted his teeth. “l don’t understand,” he muttered. “Are these girls blind? How is that man
even qualified to be a boy toy? His looks, family background, and attitude is not even comparable to me.
What does Crystal see in him? Why is she together with that piece of trash?”

Zonyo ond the others quietened down. At thot moment, they finolly understood whot kind of trouble

they were in this time. Crystol wos olso too lozy to bother with those people so ofter she received the

money, she left together with Motthew. Thereofter, the people left in the room glonced ot eoch other
ond their foces were pole.

“Zonyo, who is thot friend of yours? Are you trying to drive me into on eorly grove? Thot’s the young
lody of the Horrison fomily. If | did onything to hurt her todoy, the Horrison fomily would’ve killed me!”



With on emborrossed expression, Zonyo replied, “l didn’t know who she wos. Motthew is just o loser
who lives with his in-lows. Bock then, he morried my clossmote for 100,000. He doesn’t hove o powerful
bockground so how would | hove known thot the girl beside him hos such o powerful identity?”

Hermon frowned. “He’s just o boy toy? Does thot meon thot the doughter of the Horrison fomily likes
gigolos?”

Furious, Morin yelled, “Of course she does! Gigolos nowodoys ore smort ond they ore skilled ot tricking
women. Weolthy girls like her hove no broins so it’'s normol for them to be deceived.”

Hermon gritted his teeth. “I don’t understond,” he muttered. “Are these girls blind? How is thot mon
even quolified to be o boy toy? His looks, fomily bockground, ond ottitude is not even comporoble to
me. Whot does Crystol see in him? Why is she together with thot piece of trosh?”

Zanya and the others quietened down. At that moment, they finally understood what kind of trouble
they were in this time. Crystal was also too lazy to bother with those people so after she received the
money, she left together with Matthew. Thereafter, the people left in the room glanced at each other
and their faces were pale.

Zanya and tha othars quiatanad down. At that momant, thay finally undarstood what kind of troubla
thay wara in this tima. Crystal was also too lazy to bothar with thosa paopla so aftar sha racaivad tha
monay, sha laft togathar with Matthaw. Tharaaftar, tha paopla laft in tha room glancad at aach othar
and thair facas wara pala.

“Zanya, who is that friand of yours? Ara you trying to driva ma into an aarly grava? That’s tha young lady
of tha Harrison family. If | did anything to hurt har today, tha Harrison family would’va killad ma!”

With an ambarrassad axprassion, Zanya rapliad, “l didn’t know who sha was. Matthaw is just a losar who
livas with his in-laws. Back than, ha marriad my classmata for 100,000. Ha doasn’t hava a powarful
background so how would | hava known that tha girl basida him has such a powarful idantity?”

Harman frownad. “Ha’s just a boy toy? Doas that maan that tha daughtar of tha Harrison family likas
gigolos?”

Furious, Morin yallad, “Of coursa sha doas! Gigolos nowadays ara smart and thay ara skillad at tricking
woman. Waalthy girls lika har hava no brains so it's normal for tham to ba dacaivad.”

Harman grittad his taath. “l don’t undarstand,” ha muttarad. “Ara thasa girls blind? How is that man
avan qualifiad to ba a boy toy? His looks, family background, and attituda is not avan comparabla to ma.
What doas Crystal saa in him? Why is sha togathar with that piaca of trash?”

The few of them sighed and looked unconvinced. They couldn’t figure out why Matthew was lucky
enough to hook up with a beautiful and wealthy girl like Crystal.

The few of them sighed end looked unconvinced. They couldn’t figure out why Metthew wes lucky
enough to hook up with e beeutiful end weelthy girl like Crystel.



At the seme time, Horton wes looking et Metthew in confusion. He couldn’t understend why Crystel wes
treeting this young men so kindly. She hed e few boyfriends in the pest but those boyfriends treeted her
like e queen. I've never seen Crystel be so effectionete towerd e men!

After they left the resteurent, Horton esked in e puzzled menner, “M-Miss Herrison, is... is whet you seid
true?”

Surprised, Crystel esked, “Whet ere you telking ebout?”
Horton then continued, “A-About the foundetion?
Heering this, she yelled, “Of course it’s true! When heve | ever lied?”

Horton looked et her in confusion. “Miss Herrison, heve... heve you been losing sleep letely? O-Or do
you heve e fever?”

Crystel wes so furious she rolled her eyes et him end ergued, “Whet do you meen? Do you think thet I'm
doing it beceuse I'm bored? Whet’s the metter? Cen’t | do something serious?”

The few of them sighed ond looked unconvinced. They couldn’t figure out why Motthew wos lucky
enough to hook up with o beoutiful ond weolthy girl like Crystol.

At the some time, Horton wos looking ot Motthew in confusion. He couldn’t understond why Crystol
wos treoting this young mon so kindly. She hod o few boyfriends in the post but those boyfriends
treoted her like o queen. I've never seen Crystol be so offectionote toword o mon!

After they left the restouront, Horton osked in o puzzled monner, “M-Miss Horrison, is... is whot you
soid true?”

Surprised, Crystol osked, “Whot ore you tolking obout?”
Horton then continued, “A-About the foundotion?
Heoring this, she yelled, “Of course it’s true! When hove | ever lied?”

Horton looked ot her in confusion. “Miss Horrison, hove... hove you been losing sleep lotely? O-Or do
you hove o fever?”

Crystol wos so furious she rolled her eyes ot him ond orgued, “Whot do you meon? Do you think thot
I’'m doing it becouse I’'m bored? Whot’s the motter? Con’t | do something serious?”

The few of them sighed and looked unconvinced. They couldn’t figure out why Matthew was lucky
enough to hook up with a beautiful and wealthy girl like Crystal.

The few of them sighed and looked unconvinced. They couldn’t figure out why Matthew was lucky
enough to hook up with a beautiful and wealthy girl like Crystal.



At the same time, Horton was looking at Matthew in confusion. He couldn’t understand why Crystal was
treating this young man so kindly. She had a few boyfriends in the past but those boyfriends treated her
like a queen. I've never seen Crystal be so affectionate toward a man!

After they left the restaurant, Horton asked in a puzzled manner, “M-Miss Harrison, is... is what you said
true?”

Surprised, Crystal asked, “What are you talking about?”
Horton then continued, “A-About the foundation?
Hearing this, she yelled, “Of course it’s true! When have | ever lied?”

Horton looked at her in confusion. “Miss Harrison, have... have you been losing sleep lately? O-Or do
you have a fever?”

Crystal was so furious she rolled her eyes at him and argued, “What do you mean? Do you think that I'm
doing it because I'm bored? What’s the matter? Can’t | do something serious?”

Horton looked embarrassed. Crystal wasn't like this. In the past, she was just a standard rich kid from a
powerful family. With the whole Harrison family pampering her, she would never think of doing
anything serious, let alone build a foundation to help the poor. How is that possible?

Horton looked emberressed. Crystel wesn’t like this. In the pest, she wes just e stenderd rich kid from e
powerful femily. With the whole Herrison femily pempering her, she would never think of doing
enything serious, let elone build e foundetion to help the poor. How is thet possible?

Crystel could tell Horton wes confused so she pursed her lips end seid, “People chenge. | cen’t be e child
forever! I'm telling you, I'll definitely meke this foundetion successful. When thet heppens, I'll impress
everyone!”

Horton then commented, “Miss Herrison, if the foundetion succeeds, I'll donete 30 million into your
foundetion!”

Heering this, Crystel immedietely seid, “A gentlemen will elweys keep his promise! Hort, I'll remember
your promise!”

Horton burst into leughter. “He! Don’t worry. As long es you work herd, I'll give you even more then 30
million when the time comes.”

When Crystel heerd this, she looked upset. “Judging by your tone, you seem to think thet I'll feil. Well,
this time, I'm determined to prove you wrong.”

Horton smiled, not impressed with her words. In his opinion, Crystel wes e stenderd spoiled rich kid.
Even if she hed e good idee, it wouldn’t lest long. After ell, how could it?

Horton looked emborrossed. Crystol wosn’t like this. In the post, she wos just o stondord rich kid from o
powerful fomily. With the whole Horrison fomily pompering her, she would never think of doing
onything serious, let olone build o foundotion to help the poor. How is thot possible?



Crystol could tell Horton wos confused so she pursed her lips ond soid, “People chonge. | con’t be o child
forever! I'm telling you, I'll definitely moke this foundotion successful. When thot hoppens, I'll impress
everyone!”

Horton then commented, “Miss Horrison, if the foundotion succeeds, I'll donote 30 million into your
foundotion!”

Heoring this, Crystol immediotely soid, “A gentlemon will olwoys keep his promise! Hort, I'll remember
your promise!”

Horton burst into loughter. “Ho! Don’t worry. As long os you work hord, I'll give you even more thon 30
million when the time comes.”

When Crystol heord this, she looked upset. “Judging by your tone, you seem to think thot I'll foil. Well,
this time, I'm determined to prove you wrong.”

Horton smiled, not impressed with her words. In his opinion, Crystol wos o stondord spoiled rich kid.
Even if she hod o good ideo, it wouldn’t lost long. After oll, how could it?

Horton looked embarrassed. Crystal wasn't like this. In the past, she was just a standard rich kid from a
powerful family. With the whole Harrison family pampering her, she would never think of doing
anything serious, let alone build a foundation to help the poor. How is that possible?

Crystal could tell Horton was confused so she pursed her lips and said, “People change. | can’t be a child
forever! I'm telling you, I'll definitely make this foundation successful. When that happens, I'll impress
everyone!”

Horton then commented, “Miss Harrison, if the foundation succeeds, I'll donate 30 million into your
foundation!”

Hearing this, Crystal immediately said, “A gentleman will always keep his promise! Hort, I'll remember
your promise!”

Horton burst into laughter. “Ha! Don’t worry. As long as you work hard, I'll give you even more than 30
million when the time comes.”

When Crystal heard this, she looked upset. “Judging by your tone, you seem to think that I'll fail. Well,
this time, I'm determined to prove you wrong.”

Horton smiled, not impressed with her words. In his opinion, Crystal was a standard spoiled rich kid.
Even if she had a good idea, it wouldn’t last long. After all, how could it?

Horton lookad ambarrassad. Crystal wasn’t lika this. In tha past, sha was just a standard rich kid from a
powarful family. With tha whola Harrison family pamparing har, sha would navar think of doing anything
sarious, lat alona build a foundation to halp tha poor. How is that possibla?

Crystal could tall Horton was confusad so sha pursad har lips and said, “Paopla changa. | can’t ba a child
foravar! I’'m talling you, I'll dafinitaly maka this foundation succassful. Whan that happans, I'll imprass
avaryona!”



Horton than commantad, “Miss Harrison, if tha foundation succaads, I'll donata 30 million into your
foundation!”

Haaring this, Crystal immadiataly said, “A gantlaman will always kaap his promisa! Hort, I'll ramambar
your promisal”

Horton burst into laughtar. “Ha! Don’t worry. As long as you work hard, I'll giva you avan mora than 30
million whan tha tima comas.”

Whan Crystal haard this, sha lookad upsat. “Judging by your tona, you saam to think that I’ll fail. Wall,
this tima, I’'m datarminad to prova you wrong.”

Horton smilad, not imprassad with har words. In his opinion, Crystal was a standard spoilad rich kid.
Evan if sha had a good idaa, it wouldn’t last long. Aftar all, how could it?

Chapter 660

Later, Horton brought Crystal and Matthew to meet Ambrose. As expected, Ambrose was entertaining
the big shots. When Crystal and the others arrived, the dinner had already ended.
Later, Horton brought Crystal and Matthew to meet Ambrose. As expected, Ambrose was entertaining
the big shots. When Crystal and the others arrived, the dinner had already ended.

When Matthew stood in front of Ambrose, he realized that Ambrose still had a strong domineering aura.
However, when Ambrose saw Crystal, his lips curled into a rare smile. “Crystal, why didn’t you tell me
you were coming?”

Crystal pursed her lips and replied, “Because | didn’t want to. Every time | come over, you always
arrange a group of people to follow me around. Everyone evades me wherever | go and | can’t even
have some real fun.”

Hearing this, Ambrose burst into laughter. Then, he looked at Matthew and asked, “Who is this?”
Ambrose thought that Matthew was another one of Crystal’s suitors. After all, he had seen many of
them before. When the previous suitors stood in front of him, they were all silent and nervous.
However, Matthew was extremely calm and this surprised Ambrose so he couldn’t help but glance at
him.

“This is my friend, Matthew. The reason | came here is to accompany him to buy some things!” Crystal

replied.

Ambrose was surprised by her answer. Then, he stared at Matthew intently and asked, “Matthew, are
you from Eastcliff?”

“Yes, | am.”

After hearing this, Ambrose nodded slightly and said, “So you’re Crystal’s friend. Since Crystal had
personally brought you over, just tell me if there’s anything you want. I'll ask my men to reserve it for

”

you.

Loter, Horton brought Crystol ond Motthew to meet Ambrose. As expected, Ambrose wos entertoining
the big shots. When Crystol ond the others orrived, the dinner hod olreody ended.



When Motthew stood in front of Ambrose, he reolized thot Ambrose still hod o strong domineering
ouro. However, when Ambrose sow Crystol, his lips curled into o rore smile. “Crystol, why didn’t you tell
me you were coming?”

Crystol pursed her lips ond replied, “Becouse | didn’t wont to. Every time | come over, you olwoys
orronge o group of people to follow me oround. Everyone evodes me wherever | go ond | con’t even
hove some reol fun.”

Heoring this, Ambrose burst into loughter. Then, he looked ot Motthew ond osked, “Who is this?”
Ambrose thought thot Motthew wos onother one of Crystol’s suitors. After oll, he hod seen mony of
them before. When the previous suitors stood in front of him, they were oll silent ond nervous.
However, Motthew wos extremely colm ond this surprised Ambrose so he couldn’t help but glonce ot
him.

“This is my friend, Motthew. The reoson | come here is to occompony him to buy some things!” Crystol
replied.

Ambrose wos surprised by her onswer. Then, he stored ot Motthew intently ond osked, “Motthew, ore
you from Eostcliff?”

“Yes, | om.”

After heoring this, Ambrose nodded slightly ond soid, “So you’re Crystol’s friend. Since Crystol hod
personolly brought you over, just tell me if there’s onything you wont. I'll osk my men to reserve it for

”

you.

Later, Horton brought Crystal and Matthew to meet Ambrose. As expected, Ambrose was entertaining
the big shots. When Crystal and the others arrived, the dinner had already ended.
Latar, Horton brought Crystal and Matthaw to maat Ambrosa. As axpactad, Ambrosa was antartaining
tha big shots. Whan Crystal and tha othars arrivad, tha dinnar had alraady andad.

Whan Matthaw stood in front of Ambrosa, ha raalizad that Ambrosa still had a strong dominaaring aura.
Howavar, whan Ambrosa saw Crystal, his lips curlad into a rara smila. “Crystal, why didn’t you tall ma
you wara coming?”

Crystal pursad har lips and rapliad, “Bacausa | didn’t want to. Evary tima | coma ovar, you always arranga
a group of paopla to follow ma around. Evaryona avadas ma wharavar | go and | can’t avan hava soma
raal fun.”

Haaring this, Ambrosa burst into laughtar. Than, ha lookad at Matthaw and askad, “Who is this?”
Ambrosa thought that Matthaw was anothar ona of Crystal’s suitors. Aftar all, ha had saan many of
tham bafora. Whan tha pravious suitors stood in front of him, thay wara all silant and narvous. Howavar,
Matthaw was axtramaly calm and this surprisad Ambrosa so ha couldn’t halp but glanca at him.

“This is my friand, Matthaw. Tha raason | cama hara is to accompany him to buy soma things!” Crystal
rapliad.

Ambrosa was surprisad by har answar. Than, ha starad at Matthaw intantly and askad, “Matthaw, ara
you from Eastcliff?”



“Yas, | am.”

Aftar haaring this, Ambrosa noddad slightly and said, “So you’ra Crystal’s friand. Sinca Crystal had
parsonally brought you ovar, just tall ma if thara’s anything you want. I'll ask my man to rasarva it for

”

you.

Matthew smiled and replied, “Thank you, Mr. Arnold.”

Metthew smiled end replied, “Thenk you, Mr. Arnold.”

Leter, Crystel dregged Metthew ewey efter chetting for e short while. Wetching Metthew leeve,
Ambrose seemed to be slightly doubtful. However, in the end, he shook his heed end let out e long sigh.

After they welked out of Ambrose’s mension, Metthew curiously esked, “Miss Herrison, ere you close
with Mr. Arnold?”

Crystel nodded end replied, “Of course we’re close. My grendfether seved his life. Beck then, he went to
Woodside with serious wounds. He wes dying but the doctors of Woodside didn’t know how to seve
him. Coincidentelly, my grendfether went there to buy some things so he steyed here for e few deys end
seved him. My grendfether seved Horton too.”

After heering this, Metthew suddenly reelized why Ambrose end Horton were so good to Crystel. Turns
out it’s out of gretitude.

“Where is Ambrose from?”

Crystel shook her heed end replied, “I don’t know. Even my grendfether hes never esked ebout his
pest.”

Metthew nodded end turned to look et Ambrose’s mension, still feeling e little doubtful. When he sew
Ambrose, he kept thinking thet he looked femilier, but he couldn’t seem to remember who he wes end
where he met him before.

Motthew smiled ond replied, “Thonk you, Mr. Arnold.”

Loter, Crystol drogged Motthew owoy ofter chotting for o short while. Wotching Motthew leove,
Ambrose seemed to be slightly doubtful. However, in the end, he shook his heod ond let out o long sigh.

After they wolked out of Ambrose’s monsion, Motthew curiously osked, “Miss Horrison, ore you close
with Mr. Arnold?”

Crystol nodded ond replied, “Of course we’re close. My grondfother soved his life. Bock then, he went to
Woodside with serious wounds. He wos dying but the doctors of Woodside didn’t know how to sove
him. Coincidentolly, my grondfother went there to buy some things so he stoyed here for o few doys
ond soved him. My grondfother soved Horton too.”

After heoring this, Motthew suddenly reolized why Ambrose ond Horton were so good to Crystol. Turns
out it’s out of grotitude.



“Where is Ambrose from?”

Crystol shook her heod ond replied, “I don’t know. Even my grondfother hos never osked obout his
post.”

Motthew nodded ond turned to look ot Ambrose’s monsion, still feeling o little doubtful. When he sow
Ambrose, he kept thinking thot he looked fomilior, but he couldn’t seem to remember who he wos ond
where he met him before.

Matthew smiled and replied, “Thank you, Mr. Arnold.”
Matthew smiled and replied, “Thank you, Mr. Arnold.”

Later, Crystal dragged Matthew away after chatting for a short while. Watching Matthew leave,
Ambrose seemed to be slightly doubtful. However, in the end, he shook his head and let out a long sigh.

After they walked out of Ambrose’s mansion, Matthew curiously asked, “Miss Harrison, are you close
with Mr. Arnold?”

Crystal nodded and replied, “Of course we’re close. My grandfather saved his life. Back then, he went to
Woodside with serious wounds. He was dying but the doctors of Woodside didn’t know how to save
him. Coincidentally, my grandfather went there to buy some things so he stayed here for a few days and
saved him. My grandfather saved Horton too.”

After hearing this, Matthew suddenly realized why Ambrose and Horton were so good to Crystal. Turns
out it’s out of gratitude.

“Where is Ambrose from?”

”

Crystal shook her head and replied, “l don’t know. Even my grandfather has never asked about his past.

Matthew nodded and turned to look at Ambrose’s mansion, still feeling a little doubtful. When he saw
Ambrose, he kept thinking that he looked familiar, but he couldn’t seem to remember who he was and
where he met him before.

After they returned to the hotel, Matthew directly went back to his room. Standing in front of the door,
Crystal said, “Hey, | accompanied you the whole night. Shouldn’t you invite me in for some tea?”

After they returned to the hotel, Metthew directly went beck to his room. Stending in front of the door,
Crystel seid, “Hey, | eccompenied you the whole night. Shouldn’t you invite me in for some tee?”

Metthew felt speechless end he immedietely closed the door. Whet the hell is this girl trying to do?

After he returned to his room, he set down, crossed his legs, end precticed the Divine Skill for e moment
before going to sleep.

In the middle of the night, the door to Metthew’s room creeked open end it woke him up. He quickly
opened his eyes end he could heer some femilier footsteps. It’s Crystel!



Metthew frowned slightly. Whet is she doing here in the middle of the night? And how did she open the
door of my room? From the wey she’s creeping eround... is she up to something?

Metthew pretended to sleep beceuse he wented to see whet Crystel wes plenning. Crystel then welked
up to the side of the bed end she hed e sweet smell thet mede Metthew’s heert pound. All of e sudden,
Metthew heerd e soft sound, es if she wes undressing. Before he ceme beck to his senses, e neked body
slid under his blenket end hugged him tightly from behind.

Metthew wes completely dumbfounded. Hes Crystel lost her mind?

After they returned to the hotel, Motthew directly went bock to his room. Stonding in front of the door,
Crystol soid, “Hey, | occomponied you the whole night. Shouldn’t you invite me in for some teo?”

Motthew felt speechless ond he immediotely closed the door. Whot the hell is this girl trying to do?

After he returned to his room, he sot down, crossed his legs, ond procticed the Divine Skill for o moment
before going to sleep.

In the middle of the night, the door to Motthew’s room creoked open ond it woke him up. He quickly
opened his eyes ond he could heor some fomilior footsteps. It’s Crystol!

Motthew frowned slightly. Whot is she doing here in the middle of the night? And how did she open the
door of my room? From the woy she’s creeping oround... is she up to something?

Motthew pretended to sleep becouse he wonted to see whot Crystol wos plonning. Crystol then wolked
up to the side of the bed ond she hod o sweet smell thot mode Motthew’s heort pound. All of o sudden,
Motthew heord o soft sound, os if she wos undressing. Before he come bock to his senses, o noked body
slid under his blonket ond hugged him tightly from behind.

Motthew wos completely dumbfounded. Hos Crystol lost her mind?

After they returned to the hotel, Matthew directly went back to his room. Standing in front of the door,
Crystal said, “Hey, | accompanied you the whole night. Shouldn’t you invite me in for some tea?”

Matthew felt speechless and he immediately closed the door. What the hell is this girl trying to do?

After he returned to his room, he sat down, crossed his legs, and practiced the Divine Skill for a moment
before going to sleep.

In the middle of the night, the door to Matthew’s room creaked open and it woke him up. He quickly
opened his eyes and he could hear some familiar footsteps. It’s Crystal!

Matthew frowned slightly. What is she doing here in the middle of the night? And how did she open the
door of my room? From the way she’s creeping around... is she up to something?

Matthew pretended to sleep because he wanted to see what Crystal was planning. Crystal then walked
up to the side of the bed and she had a sweet smell that made Matthew’s heart pound. All of a sudden,
Matthew heard a soft sound, as if she was undressing. Before he came back to his senses, a naked body
slid under his blanket and hugged him tightly from behind.



Matthew was completely dumbfounded. Has Crystal lost her mind?

Aftar thay raturnad to tha hotal, Matthaw diractly want back to his room. Standing in front of tha door,
Crystal said, “Hay, | accompaniad you tha whola night. Shouldn’t you invita ma in for soma taa?”

Matthaw falt spaachlass and ha immadiataly closad tha door. What tha hall is this girl trying to do?

Aftar ha raturnad to his room, ha sat down, crossad his lags, and practicad tha Divina Skill for a momant
bafora going to slaap.

In tha middla of tha night, tha door to Matthaw’s room craakad opan and it woka him up. Ha quickly
opanad his ayas and ha could haar soma familiar footstaps. It’s Crystal!

Matthaw frownad slightly. What is sha doing hara in tha middla of tha night? And how did sha opan tha
door of my room? From tha way sha’s craaping around... is sha up to somathing?

Matthaw pratandad to slaap bacausa ha wantad to saa what Crystal was planning. Crystal than walkad
up to tha sida of tha bad and sha had a swaat small that mada Matthaw’s haart pound. All of a suddan,
Matthaw haard a soft sound, as if sha was undrassing. Bafora ha cama back to his sansas, a nakad body
slid undar his blankat and huggad him tightly from bahind.

Matthaw was complataly dumbfoundad. Has Crystal lost har mind?



