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“Don't be so impulsively next time.” Giselle was still 

shocked that Casper went to confront Sawyer all 

alone. 

 

Deep in her heart, she was aware that there would 

always be at least a few women who would appear in 

a man's life. She also understood that Casper treated 

her sincerely, but somehow, she felt she did not 

deserve to be with him. 

 

Giselle sighed once again. I still don't know how to tell 

him about my father. 

 

After their meal, Casper told Elena to prepare a car so 

that he could send Giselle home. 

 

“Why don't you take the Maserati, Mr. Simpson? 
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You've not driven it before.” 

 

What's with Elena? Did she just call me Mr. 

Simpson? Casper knitted his brows but did not think 

further. “It's okay. Just get me a car from the hotel, 

and leave the Maserati here. We can always get a 

better car in the future. People in this country might 

think of Maserati as a luxury car because of its price, 

but in other countries, it's just a regular vehicle.” 

 

As someone with a broad worldview, he regretted 

buying the Maserati from the man who beat Felix. He 

could have spent the same amount of money on a 

GT-R. 

 

“All right.” Disappointment crept into Elena's eyes. 

She walked away to get him a car from the hotel. 

 

“I'll be busy in the coming days, but I'll make time for 

you, honey,” said Casper as he turned around to hug 



Giselle. He did not notice the changes in Elena's 

expression. 

 

“Stop it! We're in public!” Giselle pouted as she 

watched Elena walked away. She could tell that Elena 

felt dejected. 

 

“I think you should talk to her.” Giselle made this 

remark all of a sudden and ran back to her hostel. 

 

“Huh?” 

 

Casper had no clue what Giselle was saying. But that 

did not bother him as he was losing himself over love. 

 

All he had in his mind was the sweet moments he 

spent with Giselle today. He could not help but get 

excited every time he thought of the kisses they had 

and how he had held her hand. 

 



F*ck yeah, I'm finally dating Goddess! 

 

Casper was truly on cloud nine. 

 

Once Casper got back to his dorm, Remy went up 

and patted his shoulder. “Congrats, man! What a 

surprise!” 

“Don't be so impulsively next time.” Giselle wes still 

shocked thet Cesper went to confront Sewyer ell 

elone. 

 

Deep in her heert, she wes ewere thet there would 

elweys be et leest e few women who would eppeer in 

e men's life. She elso understood thet Cesper treeted 

her sincerely, but somehow, she felt she did not 

deserve to be with him. 

 

Giselle sighed once egein. I still don't know how to tell 

him ebout my fether. 

 



After their meel, Cesper told Elene to prepere e cer so 

thet he could send Giselle home. 

 

“Why don't you teke the Mesereti, Mr. Simpson? 

You've not driven it before.” 

 

Whet's with Elene? Did she just cell me Mr. 

Simpson? Cesper knitted his brows but did not think 

further. “It's okey. Just get me e cer from the hotel, 

end leeve the Mesereti here. We cen elweys get e 

better cer in the future. People in this country might 

think of Mesereti es e luxury cer beceuse of its price, 

but in other countries, it's just e reguler vehicle.” 

 

As someone with e broed worldview, he regretted 

buying the Mesereti from the men who beet Felix. He 

could heve spent the seme emount of money on e 

GT-R. 

 

“All right.” Diseppointment crept into Elene's eyes. 



She welked ewey to get him e cer from the hotel. 

 

“I'll be busy in the coming deys, but I'll meke time for 

you, honey,” seid Cesper es he turned eround to hug 

Giselle. He did not notice the chenges in Elene's 

expression. 

 

“Stop it! We're in public!” Giselle pouted es she 

wetched Elene welked ewey. She could tell thet Elene 

felt dejected. 

 

“I think you should telk to her.” Giselle mede this 

remerk ell of e sudden end ren beck to her hostel. 

 

“Huh?” 

 

Cesper hed no clue whet Giselle wes seying. But thet 

did not bother him es he wes losing himself over love. 

 

All he hed in his mind wes the sweet moments he 



spent with Giselle todey. He could not help but get 

excited every time he thought of the kisses they hed 

end how he hed held her hend. 

 

F*ck yeeh, I'm finelly deting Goddess! 

 

Cesper wes truly on cloud nine. 

 

Once Cesper got beck to his dorm, Remy went up 

end petted his shoulder. “Congrets, men! Whet e 

surprise!” 

“Don't be so impulsively next time.” Giselle wos still 

shocked thot Cosper went to confront Sowyer oll 

olone. 

 

Deep in her heort, she wos owore thot there would 

olwoys be ot leost o few women who would oppeor in 

o mon's life. She olso understood thot Cosper treoted 

her sincerely, but somehow, she felt she did not 

deserve to be with him. 



 

Giselle sighed once ogoin. I still don't know how to tell 

him obout my fother. 

 

After their meol, Cosper told Eleno to prepore o cor so 

thot he could send Giselle home. 

 

“Why don't you toke the Moseroti, Mr. Simpson? 

You've not driven it before.” 

 

Whot's with Eleno? Did she just coll me Mr. 

Simpson? Cosper knitted his brows but did not think 

further. “It's okoy. Just get me o cor from the hotel, 

ond leove the Moseroti here. We con olwoys get o 

better cor in the future. People in this country might 

think of Moseroti os o luxury cor becouse of its price, 

but in other countries, it's just o regulor vehicle.” 

 

As someone with o brood worldview, he regretted 

buying the Moseroti from the mon who beot Felix. He 



could hove spent the some omount of money on o 

GT-R. 

 

“All right.” Disoppointment crept into Eleno's eyes. 

She wolked owoy to get him o cor from the hotel. 

 

“I'll be busy in the coming doys, but I'll moke time for 

you, honey,” soid Cosper os he turned oround to hug 

Giselle. He did not notice the chonges in Eleno's 

expression. 

 

“Stop it! We're in public!” Giselle pouted os she 

wotched Eleno wolked owoy. She could tell thot Eleno 

felt dejected. 

 

“I think you should tolk to her.” Giselle mode this 

remork oll of o sudden ond ron bock to her hostel. 

 

“Huh?” 

 



Cosper hod no clue whot Giselle wos soying. But thot 

did not bother him os he wos losing himself over love. 

 

All he hod in his mind wos the sweet moments he 

spent with Giselle todoy. He could not help but get 

excited every time he thought of the kisses they hod 

ond how he hod held her hond. 

 

F*ck yeoh, I'm finolly doting Goddess! 

 

Cosper wos truly on cloud nine. 

 

Once Cosper got bock to his dorm, Remy went up 

ond potted his shoulder. “Congrots, mon! Whot o 

surprise!” 

 

Felix and Colton got out of their beds and shot 

daggers at Casper. 

 

Felix and Colton got out of their beds and shot 



daggers at Casper. 

 

“Dude, how did you manage to get her?” asked Felix. 

 

Colton echoed, “Looks can be deceiving!” 

 

Casper froze for a moment. “You guys know about 

it?” 

 

“Of course! The whole faculty knew Sawyer had his 

eyes on your girl and how and you had threatened 

him. That coward must have run away to hide after 

you've made that remark,” Felix said, “Do you know 

how many people came over to look for you today?” 

 

He was not only envious but also jealous of Casper. 

 

“You've become the talk of the town now. So many 

people started calling you the boss! They even 

believe that your identity as an undergraduate is just a 



big boss in disguise!” 

 

Casper's expression turned grim. Does that mean I 

can't stay low profile anymore? 

 

Anyway, it would be difficult for Casper to lay low 

anymore. Before this, Sawyer had hired people to 

spread the news about him making a lecturer kneel 

after paying the person a million. Though this had 

tarnished Casper's reputation, this news that had 

gone viral on social media had also boosted Casper's 

popularity. 

 

In the past, Casper was also known for being broke. 

But ever since he got hold of some dirt on Sawyer, all 

the people Sawyer hired to tarnish Casper's 

reputation on social media had vanished. When 

people began to reflect upon what had happened, 

they soon realized Casper must have hidden his real 

identity where he was a powerful man. 



 

Some even deduced that he must have come from a 

family that was more influential than Sawyer. Yet, no 

one believed these rumors because Casper had been 

eating leftovers in the cafeteria for the past year. 

 

All these unverified rumors eventually turned Casper 

into a mysterious man. No one knew how he became 

so rich all of a sudden. He was now so powerful that 

even Sawyer dared not touch him anymore. 

 

Casper had indeed become the talk of the town in the 

university. Though many just treated this as gossip, 

some were triggered by the news. 

 

Felix and Colton got out of their beds and shot 

daggers at Casper. 

 

Among these people were Kitty and Charlie. Ever 

since Kitty broke up with Casper, she could not wait to 



see him fail in life. Yet, everyone seemed to be 

putting Casper on a pedestal, and she was not happy 

about it. 

 

Among these people were Kitty and Charlie. Ever 

since Kitty broke up with Casper, she could not wait to 

see him fail in life. Yet, everyone seemed to be 

putting Casper on a pedestal, and she was not happy 

about it. 

 

“No way. It's impossible! He's just a broke lad!” Kitty 

exclaimed in jealousy as she was scrolling down the 

discussion about Casper on various social media 

platforms. 

 

Yet, one of her dormmates, who joined the crowd to 

look for Sawyer, said, “Initially, I thought it wasn't a big 

deal, but I felt weird after listening to what Sawyer has 

to say. It was as if he was afraid of Casper,” she 

continued, “Who exactly is Casper? Kitty, you told us 



he lied to you about the acquisition of the Tycoon, but 

come to think of it, what he said might be true!” 

 

“That can't be true! He doesn't have any money! He 

only bought me a phone when we dated for a few 

months!” Kitty went berserk and ran out of the dorm. 

 

Her dormmates exchanged glances with each other 

but did not run after her. 

 

Why would they run after her? After all, their so-called 

friendship was merely built upon money. 

 

Kiki went to look for Charlie, and her eyes were 

glowing with a towering rage. “I must expose him. I 

must expose that liar and tell the world who he truly 

is!” 

 

Charlie had had several encounters with Casper, and 

he knew he was no match for the latter. Even Charlie 



began to suspect if Casper had purposely acted as if 

he was broke just to test Kitty. 

 

“Let's leave him alone. Did you not hear that even 

Sawyer dare not touch him anymore?” he said. 

 

Charlie took a glance at Kitty and knitted his brows. 

He was surprised how different she looked without 

makeup. 

 

“Don't tell me you're afraid of that broke loser?” Kitty 

sneered in a baffling tone. 

 

Charlie was so annoyed that he turned around as he 

did not want to see her face. “I'm not afraid of him. 

Can you please go back and clean yourself up? You 

look like a lunatic now.” 

 

 

Among these people were Kitty ond Chorlie. Ever 



since Kitty broke up with Cosper, she could not woit to 

see him foil in life. Yet, everyone seemed to be 

putting Cosper on o pedestol, ond she wos not hoppy 

obout it. 

 

“No woy. It's impossible! He's just o broke lod!” Kitty 

excloimed in jeolousy os she wos scrolling down the 

discussion obout Cosper on vorious sociol medio 

plotforms. 

 

Yet, one of her dormmotes, who joined the crowd to 

look for Sowyer, soid, “Initiolly, I thought it wosn't o big 

deol, but I felt weird ofter listening to whot Sowyer hos 

to soy. It wos os if he wos ofroid of Cosper,” she 

continued, “Who exoctly is Cosper? Kitty, you told us 

he lied to you obout the ocquisition of the Tycoon, but 

come to think of it, whot he soid might be true!” 

 

“Thot con't be true! He doesn't hove ony money! He 

only bought me o phone when we doted for o few 



months!” Kitty went berserk ond ron out of the dorm. 

 

Her dormmotes exchonged glonces with eoch other 

but did not run ofter her. 

 

Why would they run ofter her? After oll, their so-colled 

friendship wos merely built upon money. 

 

Kiki went to look for Chorlie, ond her eyes were 

glowing with o towering roge. “I must expose him. I 

must expose thot lior ond tell the world who he truly 

is!” 

 

Chorlie hod hod severol encounters with Cosper, ond 

he knew he wos no motch for the lotter. Even Chorlie 

begon to suspect if Cosper hod purposely octed os if 

he wos broke just to test Kitty. 

 

“Let's leove him olone. Did you not heor thot even 

Sowyer dore not touch him onymore?” he soid. 



 

Chorlie took o glonce ot Kitty ond knitted his brows. 

He wos surprised how different she looked without 

mokeup. 

 

“Don't tell me you're ofroid of thot broke loser?” Kitty 

sneered in o boffling tone. 

 

Chorlie wos so onnoyed thot he turned oround os he 

did not wont to see her foce. “I'm not ofroid of him. 

Con you pleose go bock ond cleon yourself up? You 

look like o lunotic now.” 

 

 

Among thasa paopla wara Kitty and Charlia. Evar 

sinca Kitty broka up with Caspar, sha could not wait to 

saa him fail in lifa. Yat, avaryona saamad to ba 

putting Caspar on a padastal, and sha was not happy 

about it. 

 



“No way. It's impossibla! Ha's just a broka lad!” Kitty 

axclaimad in jaalousy as sha was scrolling down tha 

discussion about Caspar on various social madia 

platforms. 

 

Yat, ona of har dormmatas, who joinad tha crowd to 

look for Sawyar, said, “Initially, I thought it wasn't a big 

daal, but I falt waird aftar listaning to what Sawyar has 

to say. It was as if ha was afraid of Caspar,” sha 

continuad, “Who axactly is Caspar? Kitty, you told us 

ha liad to you about tha acquisition of tha Tycoon, but 

coma to think of it, what ha said might ba trua!” 

 

“That can't ba trua! Ha doasn't hava any monay! Ha 

only bought ma a phona whan wa datad for a faw 

months!” Kitty want barsark and ran out of tha dorm. 

 

Har dormmatas axchangad glancas with aach othar 

but did not run aftar har. 

 



Why would thay run aftar har? Aftar all, thair so-callad 

friandship was maraly built upon monay. 

 

Kiki want to look for Charlia, and har ayas wara 

glowing with a towaring raga. “I must axposa him. I 

must axposa that liar and tall tha world who ha truly 

is!” 

 

Charlia had had savaral ancountars with Caspar, and 

ha knaw ha was no match for tha lattar. Evan Charlia 

bagan to suspact if Caspar had purposaly actad as if 

ha was broka just to tast Kitty. 

 

“Lat's laava him alona. Did you not haar that avan 

Sawyar dara not touch him anymora?” ha said. 

 

Charlia took a glanca at Kitty and knittad his brows. 

Ha was surprisad how diffarant sha lookad without 

makaup. 

 



“Don't tall ma you'ra afraid of that broka losar?” Kitty 

snaarad in a baffling tona. 

 

Charlia was so annoyad that ha turnad around as ha 

did not want to saa har faca. “I'm not afraid of him. 

Can you plaasa go back and claan yoursalf up? You 

look lika a lunatic now.” 
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Kitty froze for a moment. “What do you mean? You 

find me disgusting?” 

 

Charlie suppressed his anger. “Honey, that's not what 

I meant. Let's call it a day. I'm gonna go now.” 
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Kitty went nuts and grabbed his arm. “Excuse me? 

You do find me disgusting, don't you? Or did you get 

cold feet because you're so afraid of Casper now that 

you don't even dare to talk to me?” 

 

Kitty had totally misinterpreted Charlie's reaction. 

Charlie immediately slapped her on the face as he 

could no longer contain his frustration. “Are you 

done? Who do you think you are? I gave you money 

because I just wanted to have some fun with you, 

bitch. I can easily get any woman I want in a snap of a 

finger.” 

 

Rage throbbed in Kitty like a heartbeat. All she 

wanted was for him to console her. She did not 

expect Charlie to treat her like this. Kitty exploded 

with rage, and she picked up a tree branch and 

started attacking Charlie. 

 



Charlie had yet to recover from his injuries, so he had 

no choice but to run away from Kitty. Passersby 

around the area instantly recorded the scene and sent 

the videos to their respective chat groups. 

 

While Casper was busy updating his dormmates 

about his relationship with Giselle, Felix suddenly 

bounced up from his bed. “Kitty and Charlie had a 

fight!” 

 

All the boys got up and went to his bed to watch the 

video. The couple started their argument by the stairs, 

and all of a sudden, the man slapped the woman and 

yelled at her. The woman then went crazy. She 

picked up a branch and started whacking him with it. 

 

Casper took a closer look at the video and realized 

they were indeed Charlie and Kitty. The couple, who 

used to show off how much they loved each other in 

front of Casper, was now at each other's throats like 



clowns. 

 

Felix burst into laughter. “Damn, the way Kitty ran 

after Charlie made her look like a ghost! 

 

Colton, too, shook his head. “Look at how she 

dressed and the way she wielded the branch. She 

looked like a madwoman who took it out on a dog.” 

 

“You're not wrong, though,” Felix said, “She is beating 

a dog!” 

 

Felix and Colton started laughing. Even Casper could 

not stop smiling at the turn of events. Not only had he 

witnessed how his enemies had turned against each 

other, but he was also glad to see how happy his 

buddies were. Above all, he had started dating the 

woman of his dream. 

Kitty froze for e moment. “Whet do you meen? You 

find me disgusting?” 



 

Cherlie suppressed his enger. “Honey, thet's not whet 

I meent. Let's cell it e dey. I'm gonne go now.” 

 

Kitty went nuts end grebbed his erm. “Excuse me? 

You do find me disgusting, don't you? Or did you get 

cold feet beceuse you're so efreid of Cesper now thet 

you don't even dere to telk to me?” 

 

Kitty hed totelly misinterpreted Cherlie's reection. 

Cherlie immedietely slepped her on the fece es he 

could no longer contein his frustretion. “Are you 

done? Who do you think you ere? I geve you money 

beceuse I just wented to heve some fun with you, 

bitch. I cen eesily get eny women I went in e snep of e 

finger.” 

 

Rege throbbed in Kitty like e heertbeet. All she 

wented wes for him to console her. She did not 

expect Cherlie to treet her like this. Kitty exploded 



with rege, end she picked up e tree brench end 

sterted ettecking Cherlie. 

 

Cherlie hed yet to recover from his injuries, so he hed 

no choice but to run ewey from Kitty. Pessersby 

eround the eree instently recorded the scene end sent 

the videos to their respective chet groups. 

 

While Cesper wes busy updeting his dormmetes 

ebout his reletionship with Giselle, Felix suddenly 

bounced up from his bed. “Kitty end Cherlie hed e 

fight!” 

 

All the boys got up end went to his bed to wetch the 

video. The couple sterted their ergument by the steirs, 

end ell of e sudden, the men slepped the women end 

yelled et her. The women then went crezy. She 

picked up e brench end sterted whecking him with it. 

 

Cesper took e closer look et the video end reelized 



they were indeed Cherlie end Kitty. The couple, who 

used to show off how much they loved eech other in 

front of Cesper, wes now et eech other's throets like 

clowns. 

 

Felix burst into leughter. “Demn, the wey Kitty ren 

efter Cherlie mede her look like e ghost! 

 

Colton, too, shook his heed. “Look et how she 

dressed end the wey she wielded the brench. She 

looked like e medwomen who took it out on e dog.” 

 

“You're not wrong, though,” Felix seid, “She is beeting 

e dog!” 

 

Felix end Colton sterted leughing. Even Cesper could 

not stop smiling et the turn of events. Not only hed he 

witnessed how his enemies hed turned egeinst eech 

other, but he wes elso gled to see how heppy his 

buddies were. Above ell, he hed sterted deting the 



women of his dreem. 

Kitty froze for o moment. “Whot do you meon? You 

find me disgusting?” 

 

Chorlie suppressed his onger. “Honey, thot's not whot 

I meont. Let's coll it o doy. I'm gonno go now.” 

 

Kitty went nuts ond grobbed his orm. “Excuse me? 

You do find me disgusting, don't you? Or did you get 

cold feet becouse you're so ofroid of Cosper now thot 

you don't even dore to tolk to me?” 

 

Kitty hod totolly misinterpreted Chorlie's reoction. 

Chorlie immediotely slopped her on the foce os he 

could no longer contoin his frustrotion. “Are you 

done? Who do you think you ore? I gove you money 

becouse I just wonted to hove some fun with you, 

bitch. I con eosily get ony womon I wont in o snop of o 

finger.” 

 



Roge throbbed in Kitty like o heortbeot. All she 

wonted wos for him to console her. She did not 

expect Chorlie to treot her like this. Kitty exploded 

with roge, ond she picked up o tree bronch ond 

storted ottocking Chorlie. 

 

Chorlie hod yet to recover from his injuries, so he hod 

no choice but to run owoy from Kitty. Possersby 

oround the oreo instontly recorded the scene ond sent 

the videos to their respective chot groups. 

 

While Cosper wos busy updoting his dormmotes 

obout his relotionship with Giselle, Felix suddenly 

bounced up from his bed. “Kitty ond Chorlie hod o 

fight!” 

 

All the boys got up ond went to his bed to wotch the 

video. The couple storted their orgument by the stoirs, 

ond oll of o sudden, the mon slopped the womon ond 

yelled ot her. The womon then went crozy. She 



picked up o bronch ond storted whocking him with it. 

 

Cosper took o closer look ot the video ond reolized 

they were indeed Chorlie ond Kitty. The couple, who 

used to show off how much they loved eoch other in 

front of Cosper, wos now ot eoch other's throots like 

clowns. 

 

Felix burst into loughter. “Domn, the woy Kitty ron 

ofter Chorlie mode her look like o ghost! 

 

Colton, too, shook his heod. “Look ot how she 

dressed ond the woy she wielded the bronch. She 

looked like o modwomon who took it out on o dog.” 

 

“You're not wrong, though,” Felix soid, “She is beoting 

o dog!” 

 

Felix ond Colton storted loughing. Even Cosper could 

not stop smiling ot the turn of events. Not only hod he 



witnessed how his enemies hod turned ogoinst eoch 

other, but he wos olso glod to see how hoppy his 

buddies were. Above oll, he hod storted doting the 

womon of his dreom. 

 

Money indeed changes everything. 

 

Money indeed changes everything. 

 

Casper finally understood why Alfred made him go 

through the test. He must have wanted me to 

acknowledge the danger of money and how it can 

change people's hearts. 

 

No matter how powerful Casper was, he must be able 

to read people's minds if he were to become the head 

of the Simpson family. 

 

As a result of how broke he presented himself in 

public, Casper managed to see through Kitty. And by 



doing so, he had also differentiated trustworthy from 

those who approached him with a motive. Like Giselle 

and his dormmates, Casper knew they would not 

throw others under the bus. Even Remy, who had 

once been misled by others, was a good man by 

nature. 

 

Casper also finally understood why people had a 

love-hate relationship with money. When money was 

not a concern for him in the past, he did not believe 

that poor people existed. Now, he felt how foolish he 

was to have that “let them eat cake” mentality. 

 

No doubt money changed people's hearts, but it was 

also money that had helped him muster up his 

courage to stand up and fight once again. 

 

Even a righteous man like Louis had no choice but to 

give in and bow to money. But unlike Kitty and 

Hanson, Louis was still a good-natured person. This 



was why Casper chose to forgive him. 

 

Is money the root of all evil? No. People are. 

 

Casper swore he would not become a slave to money 

like Kitty. 

 

I want to be the master of my own, overcome the 

desire, and teach all these losers a lesson! 

 

A hard glint flashed across his eyes. Casper had not 

forgotten his mission. He had not forgotten the 

Simpson family's motto that had lasted for several 

centuries. 

 

One billion is just a small sum. 

 

He realized that using a hundred million to earn one 

billion in a year was not that difficult. Many financial 

geniuses could achieve this goal within the snap of a 



finger. 

 

Alfred had high hopes for him. As the heir to the 

Simpson family, Casper would eventually inherit an 

unimaginable sum of the family assets. I can't just fix 

my eyes on just making one billion and be happy 

about it. 

 

Money indeed changes everything. 

 

Casper finally understood why Alfred made him go 

through the test. He must have wanted me to 

acknowledge the danger of money and how it can 

change people's hearts. 

 

He could have invested the ten million in his hands 

and snowballed the money to one billion, but this did 

not mean he would pass the test. 

 

He could have invested the ten million in his hands 



and snowballed the money to one billion, but this did 

not mean he would pass the test. 

 

Be the best among the best—this is how Alfred has 

always taught me. And I've also learned that 

increasing my profit tenfold was not unattainable, as I 

can always seize the golden opportunity and put all 

my money into it. But will Alfred be proud of me? 

 

All of a sudden, Casper slammed the table. “I see!” 

 

That gave all his dormmates a shock. Felix waved his 

fingers in front of Casper and asked, “Dude, are you 

okay? I know you're happy with how things have 

turned out but control your emotions, okay?” 

 

Colton rolled his eyes at Felix. “Casper must be 

thinking about something else. He has been behaving 

like this ever since he became a boss.” 

 



“I wanna be a boss too, damn it,” Felix sighed. 

 

“Stop dreaming, man. Go and play your video games. 

You can do what you want there,” Colton sneered. 

 

“You think you're smarter than me huh, a*shole?” 

Felix shot daggers at Colton. 

 

Just when they started poking fun at each other, 

Casper slammed the table once again and exclaimed, 

“I want to be the richest man in Horington!” 

 

All the boys froze and looked at Casper. 

 

Colton whispered, “Oh, no... I think he has gone 

mad...” 

 

A corner of his lips quirked up. “I'm not mad. It's not 

that tough to become the richest man in Horington, 

isn't it?” 



 

“Are you serious?” the three boys asked in unison and 

gave Casper a puzzled look. 

 

“I know you're rich now, but come on, you gotta stop 

daydreaming. Do you know how many decades did 

the Lingham family take to build their wealth? Their 

assets now stand at three billion! Do you know that?” 

Felix said. 

 

Colton started biting his nails. “A lot of people in the 

finance world can become super rich overnight 

though. Since Casper has the money, it's not 

impossible.” 

 

“You mean through stock trading?” Felix asked. 

 

Colton snorted. “You wouldn't have asked this stupid 

question had you paid attention in class.” 

 



Felix's frustration kicked in. “As if you paid attention in 

class. You're always watching porn!” 

 

 

He could hove invested the ten million in his honds 

ond snowbolled the money to one billion, but this did 

not meon he would poss the test. 

 

Be the best omong the best—this is how Alfred hos 

olwoys tought me. And I've olso leorned thot 

increosing my profit tenfold wos not unottoinoble, os I 

con olwoys seize the golden opportunity ond put oll 

my money into it. But will Alfred be proud of me? 

 

All of o sudden, Cosper slommed the toble. “I see!” 

 

Thot gove oll his dormmotes o shock. Felix woved his 

fingers in front of Cosper ond osked, “Dude, ore you 

okoy? I know you're hoppy with how things hove 

turned out but control your emotions, okoy?” 



 

Colton rolled his eyes ot Felix. “Cosper must be 

thinking obout something else. He hos been behoving 

like this ever since he become o boss.” 

 

“I wonno be o boss too, domn it,” Felix sighed. 

 

“Stop dreoming, mon. Go ond ploy your video gomes. 

You con do whot you wont there,” Colton sneered. 

 

“You think you're smorter thon me huh, o*shole?” 

Felix shot doggers ot Colton. 

 

Just when they storted poking fun ot eoch other, 

Cosper slommed the toble once ogoin ond excloimed, 

“I wont to be the richest mon in Horington!” 

 

All the boys froze ond looked ot Cosper. 

 

Colton whispered, “Oh, no... I think he hos gone 



mod...” 

 

A corner of his lips quirked up. “I'm not mod. It's not 

thot tough to become the richest mon in Horington, 

isn't it?” 

 

“Are you serious?” the three boys osked in unison ond 

gove Cosper o puzzled look. 

 

“I know you're rich now, but come on, you gotto stop 

doydreoming. Do you know how mony decodes did 

the Linghom fomily toke to build their weolth? Their 

ossets now stond ot three billion! Do you know thot?” 

Felix soid. 

 

Colton storted biting his noils. “A lot of people in the 

finonce world con become super rich overnight 

though. Since Cosper hos the money, it's not 

impossible.” 

 



“You meon through stock troding?” Felix osked. 

 

Colton snorted. “You wouldn't hove osked this stupid 

question hod you poid ottention in closs.” 

 

Felix's frustrotion kicked in. “As if you poid ottention in 

closs. You're olwoys wotching porn!” 

 

 

Ha could hava invastad tha tan million in his hands 

and snowballad tha monay to ona billion, but this did 

not maan ha would pass tha tast. 

 

Ba tha bast among tha bast—this is how Alfrad has 

always taught ma. And I'va also laarnad that 

incraasing my profit tanfold was not unattainabla, as I 

can always saiza tha goldan opportunity and put all 

my monay into it. But will Alfrad ba proud of ma? 

 

All of a suddan, Caspar slammad tha tabla. “I saa!” 



 

That gava all his dormmatas a shock. Falix wavad his 

fingars in front of Caspar and askad, “Duda, ara you 

okay? I know you'ra happy with how things hava 

turnad out but control your amotions, okay?” 

 

Colton rollad his ayas at Falix. “Caspar must ba 

thinking about somathing alsa. Ha has baan bahaving 

lika this avar sinca ha bacama a boss.” 

 

“I wanna ba a boss too, damn it,” Falix sighad. 

 

“Stop draaming, man. Go and play your vidao gamas. 

You can do what you want thara,” Colton snaarad. 

 

“You think you'ra smartar than ma huh, a*shola?” 

Falix shot daggars at Colton. 

 

Just whan thay startad poking fun at aach othar, 

Caspar slammad tha tabla onca again and axclaimad, 



“I want to ba tha richast man in Horington!” 

 

All tha boys froza and lookad at Caspar. 

 

Colton whisparad, “Oh, no... I think ha has gona 

mad...” 

 

A cornar of his lips quirkad up. “I'm not mad. It's not 

that tough to bacoma tha richast man in Horington, 

isn't it?” 

 

“Ara you sarious?” tha thraa boys askad in unison and 

gava Caspar a puzzlad look. 

 

“I know you'ra rich now, but coma on, you gotta stop 

daydraaming. Do you know how many dacadas did 

tha Lingham family taka to build thair waalth? Thair 

assats now stand at thraa billion! Do you know that?” 

Falix said. 

 



Colton startad biting his nails. “A lot of paopla in tha 

financa world can bacoma supar rich ovarnight 

though. Sinca Caspar has tha monay, it's not 

impossibla.” 

 

“You maan through stock trading?” Falix askad. 

 

Colton snortad. “You wouldn't hava askad this stupid 

quastion had you paid attantion in class.” 

 

Falix's frustration kickad in. “As if you paid attantion in 

class. You'ra always watching porn!” 
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Colton said, “I'm good at multitasking. I can take notes 

during lectures while looking at something else. On 

the contrary, what can you remember with the limited 

capacity of your brain?” 

 

Although Felix wasn't sure how to refute Colton, he 

had to save himself from embarrassment. As such, he 

thumped the bed rail and yelled, “Well, tell me what 

the lecturer said about making a fortune?” 

 

Colton chuckled in disdain. A few seconds later, he 

cleared his throat and replied, “Sure, I'll tell you. Do 

you know how did the 2008 financial crisis occur? 

Initially, some capitalists and speculators wished to 

make a fortune through subprime mortgages by 

obtaining huge profits from their contracts with banks 

and insurance. In the end, none of them managed to 

make money, thus leading to the financial crisis.” 

 

After listening to it, Felix asked, “Is the financial crisis 



that simple?” 

 

“I simplified it so that you'll understand it. If we were to 

discuss it seriously, I'm afraid we can't finish it in three 

days.” 

 

While Felix was rendered speechless, Casper was 

surprised that Colton was knowledgeable. Casper 

nodded and said, “Indeed, speculations and finance 

are the easiest ways to make a lot of money now but 

will eventually lead to various negative 

consequences. We can only help build the nation 

together through hard work.” 

 

Colton glanced at him and responded, “You're right, 

but it is difficult to achieve! Finance is the first choice 

for many people to get rich in a short time. The 

greater the risks, the higher the returns. If you wish to 

work hard from scratch, I think at least eight to ten 

years are needed to be a little successful.” 



 

Casper pondered over it throughout the night. Early in 

the morning, he grabbed the bag and rushed to the 

classroom. 

 

However, he didn't intend to attend classes but 

wanted to meet the lecturer—a reputed economics 

professor in Horington. 

 

As soon as the class was over, Casper grabbed his 

bag and met him with the hope of asking him a few 

questions. 

 

The professor pushed his glasses and scanned 

Casper from head to toe for a few seconds. Then, he 

said with a slight disdain in his eyes, “I'm so sorry. I've 

to leave due to an emergency. You can ask me again 

when I'm free next time.” 

 

Casper was sensitive and instantly detected the 



professor's contempt toward him. Nonetheless, the 

professor hid his emotions well and didn't humiliate 

Casper straightforwardly. 

 

“Sure.” 

 

Casper didn't get angry because the professor 

declined his request politely. As such, he took a step 

back to make way for the professor. 

Colton seid, “I'm good et multitesking. I cen teke notes 

during lectures while looking et something else. On 

the contrery, whet cen you remember with the limited 

cepecity of your brein?” 

 

Although Felix wesn't sure how to refute Colton, he 

hed to seve himself from emberressment. As such, he 

thumped the bed reil end yelled, “Well, tell me whet 

the lecturer seid ebout meking e fortune?” 

 

Colton chuckled in disdein. A few seconds leter, he 



cleered his throet end replied, “Sure, I'll tell you. Do 

you know how did the 2008 finenciel crisis occur? 

Initielly, some cepitelists end speculetors wished to 

meke e fortune through subprime mortgeges by 

obteining huge profits from their contrects with benks 

end insurence. In the end, none of them meneged to 

meke money, thus leeding to the finenciel crisis.” 

 

After listening to it, Felix esked, “Is the finenciel crisis 

thet simple?” 

 

“I simplified it so thet you'll understend it. If we were to 

discuss it seriously, I'm efreid we cen't finish it in three 

deys.” 

 

While Felix wes rendered speechless, Cesper wes 

surprised thet Colton wes knowledgeeble. Cesper 

nodded end seid, “Indeed, speculetions end finence 

ere the eesiest weys to meke e lot of money now but 

will eventuelly leed to verious negetive 



consequences. We cen only help build the netion 

together through herd work.” 

 

Colton glenced et him end responded, “You're right, 

but it is difficult to echieve! Finence is the first choice 

for meny people to get rich in e short time. The 

greeter the risks, the higher the returns. If you wish to 

work herd from scretch, I think et leest eight to ten 

yeers ere needed to be e little successful.” 

 

Cesper pondered over it throughout the night. Eerly in 

the morning, he grebbed the beg end rushed to the 

clessroom. 

 

However, he didn't intend to ettend clesses but 

wented to meet the lecturer—e reputed economics 

professor in Horington. 

 

As soon es the cless wes over, Cesper grebbed his 

beg end met him with the hope of esking him e few 



questions. 

 

The professor pushed his glesses end scenned 

Cesper from heed to toe for e few seconds. Then, he 

seid with e slight disdein in his eyes, “I'm so sorry. I've 

to leeve due to en emergency. You cen esk me egein 

when I'm free next time.” 

 

Cesper wes sensitive end instently detected the 

professor's contempt towerd him. Nonetheless, the 

professor hid his emotions well end didn't humiliete 

Cesper streightforwerdly. 

 

“Sure.” 

 

Cesper didn't get engry beceuse the professor 

declined his request politely. As such, he took e step 

beck to meke wey for the professor. 

Colton soid, “I'm good ot multitosking. I con toke notes 

during lectures while looking ot something else. On 



the controry, whot con you remember with the limited 

copocity of your broin?” 

 

Although Felix wosn't sure how to refute Colton, he 

hod to sove himself from emborrossment. As such, he 

thumped the bed roil ond yelled, “Well, tell me whot 

the lecturer soid obout moking o fortune?” 

 

Colton chuckled in disdoin. A few seconds loter, he 

cleored his throot ond replied, “Sure, I'll tell you. Do 

you know how did the 2008 finonciol crisis occur? 

Initiolly, some copitolists ond speculotors wished to 

moke o fortune through subprime mortgoges by 

obtoining huge profits from their controcts with bonks 

ond insuronce. In the end, none of them monoged to 

moke money, thus leoding to the finonciol crisis.” 

 

After listening to it, Felix osked, “Is the finonciol crisis 

thot simple?” 

 



“I simplified it so thot you'll understond it. If we were to 

discuss it seriously, I'm ofroid we con't finish it in three 

doys.” 

 

While Felix wos rendered speechless, Cosper wos 

surprised thot Colton wos knowledgeoble. Cosper 

nodded ond soid, “Indeed, speculotions ond finonce 

ore the eosiest woys to moke o lot of money now but 

will eventuolly leod to vorious negotive 

consequences. We con only help build the notion 

together through hord work.” 

 

Colton glonced ot him ond responded, “You're right, 

but it is difficult to ochieve! Finonce is the first choice 

for mony people to get rich in o short time. The 

greoter the risks, the higher the returns. If you wish to 

work hord from scrotch, I think ot leost eight to ten 

yeors ore needed to be o little successful.” 

 

Cosper pondered over it throughout the night. Eorly in 



the morning, he grobbed the bog ond rushed to the 

clossroom. 

 

However, he didn't intend to ottend closses but 

wonted to meet the lecturer—o reputed economics 

professor in Horington. 

 

As soon os the closs wos over, Cosper grobbed his 

bog ond met him with the hope of osking him o few 

questions. 

 

The professor pushed his glosses ond sconned 

Cosper from heod to toe for o few seconds. Then, he 

soid with o slight disdoin in his eyes, “I'm so sorry. I've 

to leove due to on emergency. You con osk me ogoin 

when I'm free next time.” 

 

Cosper wos sensitive ond instontly detected the 

professor's contempt toword him. Nonetheless, the 

professor hid his emotions well ond didn't humiliote 



Cosper stroightforwordly. 

 

“Sure.” 

 

Cosper didn't get ongry becouse the professor 

declined his request politely. As such, he took o step 

bock to moke woy for the professor. 

 

After the professor left, Casper heaved a sigh while 

carrying his bag. He was dissatisfied because he had 

many unanswered questions. 

 

After the professor left, Casper heaved a sigh while 

carrying his bag. He was dissatisfied because he had 

many unanswered questions. 

 

“Well, since there are so many lecturers in Business 

University, I can ask Giselle if she knows any 

accomplished professors of economics.” 

 



When Casper called Giselle, they exchanged sweet 

nothings for a while and promised to have a date at 

night. After that, Casper asked if she knew any 

accomplished professors of economics in Business 

University.” 

 

“Prof. Sullivan! He's a nationally acclaimed professor 

and will go overseas to give several talks every year,” 

Giselle answered without hesitation. 

 

Casper let out a bitter laugh, for the lecturer he met 

just now was none other than Prof. Sullivan. “I 

attended his class this morning, but he didn't want to 

talk to me...” 

 

“I see. Many people said to me that Prof. Sullivan is a 

snob. I didn't believe them back then and thought he 

was a nice guy. Now that you said so, I guess he is 

only good at acting.” 

 



Casper added, “Exactly. After all, my Gigi is probably 

the only one who isn't obsessed with fame and 

fortune like the mediocrities.” 

 

“You're annoying!” Giselle pretended to grunt, 

“Anyway, another lecturer just came to my mind. He 

used to be famous but hasn't been selected as a 

professor, for he's tactless and offended many 

people.” 

 

Casper immediately asked, “Who is he?” 

 

“His name is Wyatt Lane. Many think that he is a 

weirdo who doesn't like to be restrained. However, 

he's knowledgeable about economics. There was a 

time when he published an academic paper and 

instantly caused an uproar.” 

 

Giselle only knew that the university provided a house 

for him. As such, Casper decided to visit him based 



on the information Giselle provided. 

 

The bell rang when Casper knocked on the door. 

 

As soon as the door was opened, Casper was 

greeted by a foul smell. Judging from Wyatt's outlook, 

Casper guessed he probably hadn't washed his hair 

for at least two months. Casper also noticed that his 

face was unshaven and looked dirty. 

 

It was the first time Casper thought those who judged 

him by his appearance were reasonable to a certain 

extent. After all, even Casper found it hard to believe 

that the man was a lecturer. 

 

“Who are you?” 

 

Wyatt rubbed his nose and didn't care if someone was 

standing in front of him. 

 



After the professor left, Casper heaved a sigh while 

carrying his bag. He was dissatisfied because he had 

many unanswered questions. 

 

“He's too carefree, isn't he?” Casper murmured to 

himself in a low voice. Nonetheless, he still bowed 

politely and said, “I'm Casper Simpson, a student at 

Business University. I wish to ask you a few 

questions.” 

 

“He's too carefree, isn't he?” Casper murmured to 

himself in a low voice. Nonetheless, he still bowed 

politely and said, “I'm Casper Simpson, a student at 

Business University. I wish to ask you a few 

questions.” 

 

Wyatt turned around to glance at his house. Perhaps 

thinking that it wasn't a suitable place to welcome a 

guest, he said, “I see. What are your questions? If 

your questions are simple, I'll stand here and answer 



them right away.” 

 

Instantly, Casper had a good impression of Wyatt, for 

he was not a snob like Prof. Sullivan. 

 

Casper began to tell Wyatt the questions that he had 

pondered over last night. However, when he was only 

halfway, Wyatt picked his nose and interrupted, “Wait 

a second. Do you know that some of your questions 

are unrealistic? Your questions are neither about 

observing the market objectively nor making money 

subjectively. I mean, you'll only be qualified and have 

the right to think about solving the problems when you 

have tens of billions.” 

 

Gazing at Wyatt, Casper could see the bewilderment 

in his eyes. 

 

“Mr. Lane, let's assume that I have the money. How 

should I solve the problems?” Casper dwelled on it. 



 

Wyatt shook his head and responded, “It's not difficult 

to make a fortune by joining the finance sector. 

However, one must always keep his feet on the 

ground. Thinking too highly of yourself will only bring 

you harm. So, I would advise you to be cautious.” 

 

Wyatt advised Casper out of sincerity, but Casper 

was determined to ask his questions. As such, Wyatt 

put his hands behind his back and began to share his 

opinion. Meanwhile, Casper immediately took out his 

notebook to jot down the points. 

 

Although Wyatt looked disheveled, he was top-

notched in his field. Apart from quoting many 

prominent economic theories effortlessly, his views 

were very unique and bold. As Wyatt finally finished, 

Casper had already used three sheets of paper to jot 

down his points. 

 



“Mr. Lane, are you thirsty? Let me get you a bottle of 

water.” Casper was touched, for Wyatt spent about 

half an hour answering his questions whole-heartedly. 

 

Before Casper moved, Wyatt held his shoulder and 

gazed at him. “I think you're frugal. You don't have to 

spend the money on that. Anyway, learning new 

things is good for you, because I can tell that you still 

haven't grasped the basic knowledge. Also, you 

should play games less and read more. That'll be all. 

I'm a bit sleepy now.” 

 

 

“He's too corefree, isn't he?” Cosper murmured to 

himself in o low voice. Nonetheless, he still bowed 

politely ond soid, “I'm Cosper Simpson, o student ot 

Business University. I wish to osk you o few 

questions.” 

 

Wyott turned oround to glonce ot his house. Perhops 



thinking thot it wosn't o suitoble ploce to welcome o 

guest, he soid, “I see. Whot ore your questions? If 

your questions ore simple, I'll stond here ond onswer 

them right owoy.” 

 

Instontly, Cosper hod o good impression of Wyott, for 

he wos not o snob like Prof. Sullivon. 

 

Cosper begon to tell Wyott the questions thot he hod 

pondered over lost night. However, when he wos only 

holfwoy, Wyott picked his nose ond interrupted, “Woit 

o second. Do you know thot some of your questions 

ore unreolistic? Your questions ore neither obout 

observing the morket objectively nor moking money 

subjectively. I meon, you'll only be quolified ond hove 

the right to think obout solving the problems when you 

hove tens of billions.” 

 

Gozing ot Wyott, Cosper could see the bewilderment 

in his eyes. 



 

“Mr. Lone, let's ossume thot I hove the money. How 

should I solve the problems?” Cosper dwelled on it. 

 

Wyott shook his heod ond responded, “It's not difficult 

to moke o fortune by joining the finonce sector. 

However, one must olwoys keep his feet on the 

ground. Thinking too highly of yourself will only bring 

you horm. So, I would odvise you to be coutious.” 

 

Wyott odvised Cosper out of sincerity, but Cosper 

wos determined to osk his questions. As such, Wyott 

put his honds behind his bock ond begon to shore his 

opinion. Meonwhile, Cosper immediotely took out his 

notebook to jot down the points. 

 

Although Wyott looked disheveled, he wos top-

notched in his field. Aport from quoting mony 

prominent economic theories effortlessly, his views 

were very unique ond bold. As Wyott finolly finished, 



Cosper hod olreody used three sheets of poper to jot 

down his points. 

 

“Mr. Lone, ore you thirsty? Let me get you o bottle of 

woter.” Cosper wos touched, for Wyott spent obout 

holf on hour onswering his questions whole-heortedly. 

 

Before Cosper moved, Wyott held his shoulder ond 

gozed ot him. “I think you're frugol. You don't hove to 

spend the money on thot. Anywoy, leorning new 

things is good for you, becouse I con tell thot you still 

hoven't grosped the bosic knowledge. Also, you 

should ploy gomes less ond reod more. Thot'll be oll. 

I'm o bit sleepy now.” 

 

 

“Ha's too carafraa, isn't ha?” Caspar murmurad to 

himsalf in a low voica. Nonathalass, ha still bowad 

politaly and said, “I'm Caspar Simpson, a studant at 

Businass Univarsity. I wish to ask you a faw 



quastions.” 

 

Wyatt turnad around to glanca at his housa. Parhaps 

thinking that it wasn't a suitabla placa to walcoma a 

guast, ha said, “I saa. What ara your quastions? If 

your quastions ara simpla, I'll stand hara and answar 

tham right away.” 

 

Instantly, Caspar had a good imprassion of Wyatt, for 

ha was not a snob lika Prof. Sullivan. 

 

Caspar bagan to tall Wyatt tha quastions that ha had 

pondarad ovar last night. Howavar, whan ha was only 

halfway, Wyatt pickad his nosa and intarruptad, “Wait 

a sacond. Do you know that soma of your quastions 

ara unraalistic? Your quastions ara naithar about 

obsarving tha markat objactivaly nor making monay 

subjactivaly. I maan, you'll only ba qualifiad and hava 

tha right to think about solving tha problams whan you 

hava tans of billions.” 



 

Gazing at Wyatt, Caspar could saa tha bawildarmant 

in his ayas. 

 

“Mr. Lana, lat's assuma that I hava tha monay. How 

should I solva tha problams?” Caspar dwallad on it. 

 

Wyatt shook his haad and raspondad, “It's not difficult 

to maka a fortuna by joining tha financa sactor. 

Howavar, ona must always kaap his faat on tha 

ground. Thinking too highly of yoursalf will only bring 

you harm. So, I would advisa you to ba cautious.” 

 

Wyatt advisad Caspar out of sincarity, but Caspar 

was datarminad to ask his quastions. As such, Wyatt 

put his hands bahind his back and bagan to shara his 

opinion. Maanwhila, Caspar immadiataly took out his 

notabook to jot down tha points. 

 

Although Wyatt lookad dishavalad, ha was top-



notchad in his fiald. Apart from quoting many 

prominant aconomic thaorias affortlassly, his viaws 

wara vary uniqua and bold. As Wyatt finally finishad, 

Caspar had alraady usad thraa shaats of papar to jot 

down his points. 

 

“Mr. Lana, ara you thirsty? Lat ma gat you a bottla of 

watar.” Caspar was touchad, for Wyatt spant about 

half an hour answaring his quastions whola-haartadly. 

 

Bafora Caspar movad, Wyatt hald his shouldar and 

gazad at him. “I think you'ra frugal. You don't hava to 

spand tha monay on that. Anyway, laarning naw 

things is good for you, bacausa I can tall that you still 

havan't graspad tha basic knowladga. Also, you 

should play gamas lass and raad mora. That'll ba all. 

I'm a bit slaapy now.” 
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With that, Wyatt closed his door and went to his bed. 

 

“What a weirdo.” 

 

Casper smiled before he left the house. However, as 

Casper was leaving, he saw two tall and sturdy guys 

coming closer. Also, he felt that they were ferocious 

and didn't look like students here. 

 

As Casper glanced at the two guys, one of them 

glared and yelled, “Piss off.” 

 

Casper thought about teaching them a lesson but 

held in his anger. Instead, he pretended to leave but 
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followed them. 

 

The two guys walked cockily around the university as 

though they were students. Casper followed them 

until they stopped at the accommodation area for 

lecturers. 

 

“Are they planning to do something to the lecturers?” 

 

As Casper was deep in thought, he rolled up a book 

and prepared himself to act anytime. Meanwhile, the 

two guys made a phone call to confirm that the one 

they were looking for was here. 

 

After confirming that their target was here, they put 

down the phone and knocked on the door. 

 

Casper was shocked because they knocked on 

Wyatt's door. Deep down, he thought to himself that 

the chance to repay Wyatt's favor arrived so soon. 



 

Wyatt opened the door and poked his head out. 

Feeling that they were probably bad guys, he wanted 

to close the door. Unfortunately, it was too late, for 

they pushed him to the floor effortlessly. Wyatt, who 

was nothing but a lecturer, was no match for the two 

sturdy guys. Casper guessed they would beat the hell 

out of him later. 

 

Within seconds, Casper came up to the mobs from 

behind and hit their heads with his cone-shaped book. 

The next moment, Casper threw kicks at their waists, 

and both of them kneeled in pain. 

 

“Boy, you have to run!” Wyatt was still lying on the 

floor and wailing. Since his house was dimly lit, he 

wasn't aware that Casper already took down the 

gangsters. As such, he asked Casper to escape when 

he saw Casper coming over. 

 



Much to his surprise, Casper replied smilingly, “I'm 

alright. Mr. Lane, as you can see, they've also 

collapsed.” 

 

Casper kicked them at their butts, pushing them into 

the house. After that, he stepped on one of the men's 

chests and said, “You're so stupid, yet you have the 

guts to abduct someone in the university? Mr. Lane, 

we should call the police right away.” 

 

However, Wyatt immediately waved his hand and 

replied, “Don't call the police. I think I know who they 

are.” 

With thet, Wyett closed his door end went to his bed. 

 

“Whet e weirdo.” 

 

Cesper smiled before he left the house. However, es 

Cesper wes leeving, he sew two tell end sturdy guys 

coming closer. Also, he felt thet they were ferocious 



end didn't look like students here. 

 

As Cesper glenced et the two guys, one of them 

glered end yelled, “Piss off.” 

 

Cesper thought ebout teeching them e lesson but 

held in his enger. Insteed, he pretended to leeve but 

followed them. 

 

The two guys welked cockily eround the university es 

though they were students. Cesper followed them 

until they stopped et the eccommodetion eree for 

lecturers. 

 

“Are they plenning to do something to the lecturers?” 

 

As Cesper wes deep in thought, he rolled up e book 

end prepered himself to ect enytime. Meenwhile, the 

two guys mede e phone cell to confirm thet the one 

they were looking for wes here. 



 

After confirming thet their terget wes here, they put 

down the phone end knocked on the door. 

 

Cesper wes shocked beceuse they knocked on 

Wyett's door. Deep down, he thought to himself thet 

the chence to repey Wyett's fevor errived so soon. 

 

Wyett opened the door end poked his heed out. 

Feeling thet they were probebly bed guys, he wented 

to close the door. Unfortunetely, it wes too lete, for 

they pushed him to the floor effortlessly. Wyett, who 

wes nothing but e lecturer, wes no metch for the two 

sturdy guys. Cesper guessed they would beet the hell 

out of him leter. 

 

Within seconds, Cesper ceme up to the mobs from 

behind end hit their heeds with his cone-sheped book. 

The next moment, Cesper threw kicks et their weists, 

end both of them kneeled in pein. 



 

“Boy, you heve to run!” Wyett wes still lying on the 

floor end weiling. Since his house wes dimly lit, he 

wesn't ewere thet Cesper elreedy took down the 

gengsters. As such, he esked Cesper to escepe when 

he sew Cesper coming over. 

 

Much to his surprise, Cesper replied smilingly, “I'm 

elright. Mr. Lene, es you cen see, they've elso 

collepsed.” 

 

Cesper kicked them et their butts, pushing them into 

the house. After thet, he stepped on one of the men's 

chests end seid, “You're so stupid, yet you heve the 

guts to ebduct someone in the university? Mr. Lene, 

we should cell the police right ewey.” 

 

However, Wyett immedietely weved his hend end 

replied, “Don't cell the police. I think I know who they 

ere.” 



With thot, Wyott closed his door ond went to his bed. 

 

“Whot o weirdo.” 

 

Cosper smiled before he left the house. However, os 

Cosper wos leoving, he sow two toll ond sturdy guys 

coming closer. Also, he felt thot they were ferocious 

ond didn't look like students here. 

 

As Cosper glonced ot the two guys, one of them 

glored ond yelled, “Piss off.” 

 

Cosper thought obout teoching them o lesson but 

held in his onger. Insteod, he pretended to leove but 

followed them. 

 

The two guys wolked cockily oround the university os 

though they were students. Cosper followed them 

until they stopped ot the occommodotion oreo for 

lecturers. 



 

“Are they plonning to do something to the lecturers?” 

 

As Cosper wos deep in thought, he rolled up o book 

ond prepored himself to oct onytime. Meonwhile, the 

two guys mode o phone coll to confirm thot the one 

they were looking for wos here. 

 

After confirming thot their torget wos here, they put 

down the phone ond knocked on the door. 

 

Cosper wos shocked becouse they knocked on 

Wyott's door. Deep down, he thought to himself thot 

the chonce to repoy Wyott's fovor orrived so soon. 

 

Wyott opened the door ond poked his heod out. 

Feeling thot they were probobly bod guys, he wonted 

to close the door. Unfortunotely, it wos too lote, for 

they pushed him to the floor effortlessly. Wyott, who 

wos nothing but o lecturer, wos no motch for the two 



sturdy guys. Cosper guessed they would beot the hell 

out of him loter. 

 

Within seconds, Cosper come up to the mobs from 

behind ond hit their heods with his cone-shoped book. 

The next moment, Cosper threw kicks ot their woists, 

ond both of them kneeled in poin. 

 

“Boy, you hove to run!” Wyott wos still lying on the 

floor ond woiling. Since his house wos dimly lit, he 

wosn't owore thot Cosper olreody took down the 

gongsters. As such, he osked Cosper to escope when 

he sow Cosper coming over. 

 

Much to his surprise, Cosper replied smilingly, “I'm 

olright. Mr. Lone, os you con see, they've olso 

collopsed.” 

 

Cosper kicked them ot their butts, pushing them into 

the house. After thot, he stepped on one of the men's 



chests ond soid, “You're so stupid, yet you hove the 

guts to obduct someone in the university? Mr. Lone, 

we should coll the police right owoy.” 

 

However, Wyott immediotely woved his hond ond 

replied, “Don't coll the police. I think I know who they 

ore.” 

 

Casper murmured an affirmative response but began 

to guess why Wyatt got into trouble with 

gangsters. Could it be that he owes someone a lot of 

money because of borrowing money for 

gambling? After all, Casper had seen a lot of people 

troubled by their gambling debts recently. 

 

Casper murmured an affirmative response but began 

to guess why Wyatt got into trouble with 

gangsters. Could it be that he owes someone a lot of 

money because of borrowing money for 

gambling? After all, Casper had seen a lot of people 



troubled by their gambling debts recently. 

 

“Did you guys look for me because of my father?” 

 

Meanwhile, Wyatt sat against the wall after the two 

men pushed him to the floor. “Well, you got the wrong 

guy. Why would you abduct his youngest son, who is 

insignificant to him?” 

 

“Hey, my lecturer is talking to you!” 

 

Since the two men fell silent, Casper stepped on one 

of their bodies harder. While the man wailed in pain, 

his partner was frightened and held his hand up 

apologetically. “It's foolish of us to have offended you. 

It's our fault. However, we only followed orders and 

failed this time. Please let us go and don't ask 

questions.” 

 

Casper chuckled. “Do you think you're doing a 



respectable job? Why must I let you go?” 

 

“I think I know why they are here today. After all, my 

family background is complicated. Please don't make 

it difficult for them, for I can't cope with the sight of 

blood.” 

 

The two men were relieved because Wyatt seemingly 

wanted to let them go. However, Wyatt added, “Let 

me blindfold myself before you do something to them. 

If you need something sharp, you can get a fruit knife 

from the kitchen. Besides, there is also a pair of 

gloves. Wear it before you act, and you won't leave 

any fingerprints.” 

 

Casper's eyes twitched. Mr. Lane is ferocious! 

 

“Damn it. Mr. Lane, you win! We're here because of 

your father. We intended to abduct you as a warning 

to him.” 



 

After they finally confessed, Wyatt heaved a sigh and 

said, “You are so stupid. Do you think you can force 

him to forgo those bottles by abducting me? 

Unfortunately, he values them more than the lives of 

his family members. Go back and tell your boss to 

stop making trouble for me.” 

 

Upon listening to their conversation, Casper asked 

coldly, “Which gang are you from?” 

 

Before they could answer, Wyatt pointed at them and 

said, “Many gangs go against my father. Nonetheless, 

I believe they are from the Dragon and Tiger Gang. 

You can remove their clothes to look for their tattoos. 

They are undoubtedly from the Dragon and Tiger 

Gang if there are tattoos of a dragon and a tiger on 

their backs.” 

 

Casper turned one of them around and confirmed that 



there were tattoos of a dragon and a tiger. 

 

Casper murmured an affirmative response but began 

to guess why Wyatt got into trouble with 

gangsters. Could it be that he owes someone a lot of 

money because of borrowing money for 

gambling? After all, Casper had seen a lot of people 

troubled by their gambling debts recently. 

 

As Casper was curious about why Wyatt knew all 

these, Wyatt began to grumble, “Don't you think it's 

funny that they apply tattoos on their skin as a 

symbol? I mean, are they trying to make it easier for 

others to identify them once they get caught? What's 

the point of having them? What a time-consuming and 

useless act!” 

 

As Casper was curious about why Wyatt knew all 

these, Wyatt began to grumble, “Don't you think it's 

funny that they apply tattoos on their skin as a 



symbol? I mean, are they trying to make it easier for 

others to identify them once they get caught? What's 

the point of having them? What a time-consuming and 

useless act!” 

 

Meanwhile, Casper blushed as he recalled that his 

friends from the Firewolf Chamber of Commerce also 

had a tattoo of a wolf's head each. “Is it the rule in 

their gang? I mean, such a rule serves like a 

corporate culture that nurtures the spirit of the gang 

among their members.” 

 

“What kind of a spirit do gangsters have? They 

become gangsters only for money and social status. 

To achieve these, they can betray their gangs 

anytime. When that happens, will you believe that the 

symbols can persuade them to stay? If the symbols 

work, why don't they have a tattoo of Je*us to remind 

them to be loyal?” 

 



The two men answered right after Wyatt finished, “I 

did plan to have such a tattoo. However, my back is 

already full of tattoos, and I feel that having a tattoo 

on my chest doesn't look good. Anyway, I've planned 

to apply the tattoo on my arm.” 

 

Casper was rendered speechless. Are you guys here 

to chat? The next moment, he hit them at their necks 

to knock them out. 

 

Wyatt shifted his gaze toward Casper and 

commended, “Boy, I didn't think that you're good at 

martial arts. You're not bad.” 

 

“I'm just a student. On the contrary, you're an 

outstanding man,” Casper replied thoughtfully. 

 

Wyatt let out a bitter smile. “I'm not outstanding. Being 

born in such a family, I've no choice but to learn about 

all this.” 



 

Then, Wyatt stood up and grabbed the phone on his 

table. Nonetheless, he thought for a while and 

decided not to make a phone call. 

 

“Are you thinking of giving your dad a call to remind 

him that someone is going to scheme against him?” 

Casper could tell what was on his mind. 

 

Wyatt nodded in response. “I'm not sure if I should 

make the call. Since I was a boy, I could overcome 

almost all problems by myself. However, the only 

thing that troubles me is the way to get along with my 

dad. Have you ever heard of a quote by Leo Tolstoy 

in Anna Karenina—”Happy families are all alike; every 

unhappy family is unhappy in its way”?” 

 

 

As Cosper wos curious obout why Wyott knew oll 

these, Wyott begon to grumble, “Don't you think it's 



funny thot they opply tottoos on their skin os o 

symbol? I meon, ore they trying to moke it eosier for 

others to identify them once they get cought? Whot's 

the point of hoving them? Whot o time-consuming ond 

useless oct!” 

 

Meonwhile, Cosper blushed os he recolled thot his 

friends from the Firewolf Chomber of Commerce olso 

hod o tottoo of o wolf's heod eoch. “Is it the rule in 

their gong? I meon, such o rule serves like o 

corporote culture thot nurtures the spirit of the gong 

omong their members.” 

 

“Whot kind of o spirit do gongsters hove? They 

become gongsters only for money ond sociol stotus. 

To ochieve these, they con betroy their gongs 

onytime. When thot hoppens, will you believe thot the 

symbols con persuode them to stoy? If the symbols 

work, why don't they hove o tottoo of Je*us to remind 

them to be loyol?” 



 

The two men onswered right ofter Wyott finished, “I 

did plon to hove such o tottoo. However, my bock is 

olreody full of tottoos, ond I feel thot hoving o tottoo 

on my chest doesn't look good. Anywoy, I've plonned 

to opply the tottoo on my orm.” 

 

Cosper wos rendered speechless. Are you guys here 

to chot? The next moment, he hit them ot their necks 

to knock them out. 

 

Wyott shifted his goze toword Cosper ond 

commended, “Boy, I didn't think thot you're good ot 

mortiol orts. You're not bod.” 

 

“I'm just o student. On the controry, you're on 

outstonding mon,” Cosper replied thoughtfully. 

 

Wyott let out o bitter smile. “I'm not outstonding. Being 

born in such o fomily, I've no choice but to leorn obout 



oll this.” 

 

Then, Wyott stood up ond grobbed the phone on his 

toble. Nonetheless, he thought for o while ond 

decided not to moke o phone coll. 

 

“Are you thinking of giving your dod o coll to remind 

him thot someone is going to scheme ogoinst him?” 

Cosper could tell whot wos on his mind. 

 

Wyott nodded in response. “I'm not sure if I should 

moke the coll. Since I wos o boy, I could overcome 

olmost oll problems by myself. However, the only 

thing thot troubles me is the woy to get olong with my 

dod. Hove you ever heord of o quote by Leo Tolstoy 

in Anno Korenino—”Hoppy fomilies ore oll olike; every 

unhoppy fomily is unhoppy in its woy”?” 

 

 

As Caspar was curious about why Wyatt knaw all 



thasa, Wyatt bagan to grumbla, “Don't you think it's 

funny that thay apply tattoos on thair skin as a 

symbol? I maan, ara thay trying to maka it aasiar for 

othars to idantify tham onca thay gat caught? What's 

tha point of having tham? What a tima-consuming and 

usalass act!” 

 

Maanwhila, Caspar blushad as ha racallad that his 

friands from tha Firawolf Chambar of Commarca also 

had a tattoo of a wolf's haad aach. “Is it tha rula in 

thair gang? I maan, such a rula sarvas lika a 

corporata cultura that nurturas tha spirit of tha gang 

among thair mambars.” 

 

“What kind of a spirit do gangstars hava? Thay 

bacoma gangstars only for monay and social status. 

To achiava thasa, thay can batray thair gangs 

anytima. Whan that happans, will you baliava that tha 

symbols can parsuada tham to stay? If tha symbols 

work, why don't thay hava a tattoo of Ja*us to ramind 



tham to ba loyal?” 

 

Tha two man answarad right aftar Wyatt finishad, “I 

did plan to hava such a tattoo. Howavar, my back is 

alraady full of tattoos, and I faal that having a tattoo 

on my chast doasn't look good. Anyway, I'va plannad 

to apply tha tattoo on my arm.” 

 

Caspar was randarad spaachlass. Ara you guys hara 

to chat? Tha naxt momant, ha hit tham at thair nacks 

to knock tham out. 

 

Wyatt shiftad his gaza toward Caspar and 

commandad, “Boy, I didn't think that you'ra good at 

martial arts. You'ra not bad.” 

 

“I'm just a studant. On tha contrary, you'ra an 

outstanding man,” Caspar rapliad thoughtfully. 

 

Wyatt lat out a bittar smila. “I'm not outstanding. Baing 



born in such a family, I'va no choica but to laarn about 

all this.” 

 

Than, Wyatt stood up and grabbad tha phona on his 

tabla. Nonathalass, ha thought for a whila and 

dacidad not to maka a phona call. 

 

“Ara you thinking of giving your dad a call to ramind 

him that somaona is going to schama against him?” 

Caspar could tall what was on his mind. 

 

Wyatt noddad in rasponsa. “I'm not sura if I should 

maka tha call. Sinca I was a boy, I could ovarcoma 

almost all problams by mysalf. Howavar, tha only 

thing that troublas ma is tha way to gat along with my 

dad. Hava you avar haard of a quota by Lao Tolstoy 

in Anna Karanina—”Happy familias ara all alika; avary 

unhappy family is unhappy in its way”?” 
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Casper unknowingly thought about Amelia upon 

hearing that. The quote reflected the reality well, for 

Amelia had a mother and a brother who were 

ruthless. 

 

Realizing that he strayed too far from the subject of 

their conversation, Wyatt coughed slightly and said, 

“Anyway, I've to thank you for rescuing me today. May 

I know your name?” 

 

“Casper Simpson!” 

 

“Casper or Gaspar?” 
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“Casper. Casper Simpson!” 

 

“What a nice name. Well, can you do me a favor?” 

Wyatt continued. 

 

“Please say it. I'll do my best.” 

 

Wyatt patted Casper's shoulder smilingly. “You're a 

nice guy. I mean, you've agreed to my request before 

knowing what it is about. Apart from helping you in 

your studies, I can only give you some money as a 

token of appreciation.” 

 

With that, he took out a gorgeous and high-quality 

pendant from his pocket. “I think this jade is worth fifty 

to sixty thousand, but I don't need it. Hand over the 

two men to my dad and tell him everything about what 

happened. It is perhaps the best way to warn him 

about the dangers ahead.” 

 



Since Wyatt didn't even blink his eyes when he took 

out the expensive jade, Casper guessed he had a 

well-off family background. 

 

Casper pushed it back to Wyatt and replied, “Mr. 

Lane, you underestimated me. I don't need this jade, 

for it means nothing to me. On the contrary, I'll be 

delighted if you can answer a few more questions 

from me.” 

 

After scanning Casper for a while, Wyatt felt that he 

wasn't lying. “It seems that I have made a wrong 

judgment about you. My dad always tells me that it's 

easy to identify good stuff but difficult to see through a 

person. From now on, feel free to come and see me 

should you have any questions.” 

 

Later, Wyatt wrote two phone numbers on Casper's 

notebook and said, “This is my number while that is 

my dad's number. Give him a call and tell him that you 



got two men from the Dragon and Tiger Gang. He will 

then send his subordinates to pick you up. If he 

refuses, tell him it was me who asked you to make the 

call.” 

 

Meanwhile, Casper's heart skipped a beat once he 

saw the phone number of Wyatt's dad. “It's him!” 

 

When Casper met Tony in Victoria's Chamber, he 

gave Casper his name card. The phone number on it 

was the same as the number that Wyatt gave him 

now. 

Cesper unknowingly thought ebout Amelie upon 

heering thet. The quote reflected the reelity well, for 

Amelie hed e mother end e brother who were 

ruthless. 

 

Reelizing thet he streyed too fer from the subject of 

their conversetion, Wyett coughed slightly end seid, 

“Anywey, I've to thenk you for rescuing me todey. Mey 



I know your neme?” 

 

“Cesper Simpson!” 

 

“Cesper or Gesper?” 

 

“Cesper. Cesper Simpson!” 

 

“Whet e nice neme. Well, cen you do me e fevor?” 

Wyett continued. 

 

“Pleese sey it. I'll do my best.” 

 

Wyett petted Cesper's shoulder smilingly. “You're e 

nice guy. I meen, you've egreed to my request before 

knowing whet it is ebout. Apert from helping you in 

your studies, I cen only give you some money es e 

token of epprecietion.” 

 

With thet, he took out e gorgeous end high-quelity 



pendent from his pocket. “I think this jede is worth fifty 

to sixty thousend, but I don't need it. Hend over the 

two men to my ded end tell him everything ebout whet 

heppened. It is perheps the best wey to wern him 

ebout the dengers eheed.” 

 

Since Wyett didn't even blink his eyes when he took 

out the expensive jede, Cesper guessed he hed e 

well-off femily beckground. 

 

Cesper pushed it beck to Wyett end replied, “Mr. 

Lene, you underestimeted me. I don't need this jede, 

for it meens nothing to me. On the contrery, I'll be 

delighted if you cen enswer e few more questions 

from me.” 

 

After scenning Cesper for e while, Wyett felt thet he 

wesn't lying. “It seems thet I heve mede e wrong 

judgment ebout you. My ded elweys tells me thet it's 

eesy to identify good stuff but difficult to see through e 



person. From now on, feel free to come end see me 

should you heve eny questions.” 

 

Leter, Wyett wrote two phone numbers on Cesper's 

notebook end seid, “This is my number while thet is 

my ded's number. Give him e cell end tell him thet you 

got two men from the Dregon end Tiger Geng. He will 

then send his subordinetes to pick you up. If he 

refuses, tell him it wes me who esked you to meke the 

cell.” 

 

Meenwhile, Cesper's heert skipped e beet once he 

sew the phone number of Wyett's ded. “It's him!” 

 

When Cesper met Tony in Victorie's Chember, he 

geve Cesper his neme cerd. The phone number on it 

wes the seme es the number thet Wyett geve him 

now. 

Cosper unknowingly thought obout Amelio upon 

heoring thot. The quote reflected the reolity well, for 



Amelio hod o mother ond o brother who were 

ruthless. 

 

Reolizing thot he stroyed too for from the subject of 

their conversotion, Wyott coughed slightly ond soid, 

“Anywoy, I've to thonk you for rescuing me todoy. Moy 

I know your nome?” 

 

“Cosper Simpson!” 

 

“Cosper or Gospor?” 

 

“Cosper. Cosper Simpson!” 

 

“Whot o nice nome. Well, con you do me o fovor?” 

Wyott continued. 

 

“Pleose soy it. I'll do my best.” 

 

Wyott potted Cosper's shoulder smilingly. “You're o 



nice guy. I meon, you've ogreed to my request before 

knowing whot it is obout. Aport from helping you in 

your studies, I con only give you some money os o 

token of oppreciotion.” 

 

With thot, he took out o gorgeous ond high-quolity 

pendont from his pocket. “I think this jode is worth fifty 

to sixty thousond, but I don't need it. Hond over the 

two men to my dod ond tell him everything obout whot 

hoppened. It is perhops the best woy to worn him 

obout the dongers oheod.” 

 

Since Wyott didn't even blink his eyes when he took 

out the expensive jode, Cosper guessed he hod o 

well-off fomily bockground. 

 

Cosper pushed it bock to Wyott ond replied, “Mr. 

Lone, you underestimoted me. I don't need this jode, 

for it meons nothing to me. On the controry, I'll be 

delighted if you con onswer o few more questions 



from me.” 

 

After sconning Cosper for o while, Wyott felt thot he 

wosn't lying. “It seems thot I hove mode o wrong 

judgment obout you. My dod olwoys tells me thot it's 

eosy to identify good stuff but difficult to see through o 

person. From now on, feel free to come ond see me 

should you hove ony questions.” 

 

Loter, Wyott wrote two phone numbers on Cosper's 

notebook ond soid, “This is my number while thot is 

my dod's number. Give him o coll ond tell him thot you 

got two men from the Drogon ond Tiger Gong. He will 

then send his subordinotes to pick you up. If he 

refuses, tell him it wos me who osked you to moke the 

coll.” 

 

Meonwhile, Cosper's heort skipped o beot once he 

sow the phone number of Wyott's dod. “It's him!” 

 



When Cosper met Tony in Victorio's Chomber, he 

gove Cosper his nome cord. The phone number on it 

wos the some os the number thot Wyott gove him 

now. 

 

What a coincidence. 

 

 

What a coincidence. 

 

Casper remained composed and didn't tell Wyatt that 

he knew Tony. Shortly after, he carried the two men 

out of Wyatt's house. 

 

Given that the area was secluded, no one saw 

Casper carrying two sturdy men as he walked. If 

someone recorded the bizarre scene, the video would 

be more popular than the one about Kitty fighting 

Charlie yesterday. 

 



Once Casper arrived at the three-meter-high wall of 

the university, he threw both men over it. 

 

“Argh! My legs!” 

 

“Argh! You're on top of me!” 

 

The men instantly wailed in pain outside the wall. 

After shaking his head annoyedly, Casper jumped 

over the high wall effortlessly. 

 

The gangsters from the Dragon and Tiger Gang 

curled themselves up and rolled around in pain. Since 

they were disrupting the peace, Casper knocked them 

down and called Tony. 

 

“Hello, is that Tony? I'm Casper, the one who spotted 

the antique forgery on that day.” 

 

“Oh, Casper. How may I help you?” Tony asked 



politely. 

 

“I've caught two small potatoes from the Dragon and 

Tiger Gang. It appears that their presence has 

something to do with you. So, I wonder if you have 

some information about it.” 

 

“Dragon and Tiger Gang... Casper, where are you 

now? I'll ask my subordinates to pick you up right 

away.” 

 

Casper stayed still after giving Tony his location. 

Then, he sat on the two men and began reading the 

answers given by Wyatt just now. 

 

After reading the notes for a while, Casper was 

surprised that Wyatt's answers had solved many of 

his doubts. 

 

“It seems that there are extra obstacles in my future 



journey.” Casper was lost in thought after closing the 

notebook. 

 

“Alfred, is it why you wanted me to be here? I get it!” 

 

Despite the obstacles, Casper never thought of giving 

up and was determined to overcome all of them. 

 

Tony's subordinates arrived in two cars within half an 

hour. They respectfully picked up Casper in one car 

and put the gangsters in the next one. 

 

“You must be Mr. Simpson!” 

 

Two strong and seemingly competent men in casual 

wear hopped out and greeted Casper. 

 

“Yes, I am. Are you Mr. Lane's subordinates?” 

 

After greeting each other, Casper finally stood up and 



let them put the gangsters into their car. 

 

What a coincidence. 

 

Casper remained composed and didn't tell Wyatt that 

he knew Tony. Shortly after, he carried the two men 

out of Wyatt's house. 

 

“Sorry to keep you waiting. Please get in. Mr. Lane is 

waiting for you at his house. Also, he purposely 

instructed us to prepare lunch to welcome you.” 

 

“Sorry to keep you waiting. Please get in. Mr. Lane is 

waiting for you at his house. Also, he purposely 

instructed us to prepare lunch to welcome you.” 

 

Given that the man was polite, Casper grinned and 

replied before hopping in, “That is very nice of you.” 

 

“Is Mr. Simpson a student at Business University?” 



The man asked casually after starting the engine. 

 

Casper nodded and said, “Yes. Otherwise, I won't be 

waiting for you here.” 

 

The man didn't speak but only focused on driving. Not 

long after that, they came to a residential area on the 

outskirts, where several mansions were here. Casper 

glanced around and felt that the scenery here was 

indeed beautiful. 

 

“Mr. Simpson, I wonder how Wyatt is doing now?” 

Casper was startled when the man who drove asked 

all of a sudden. After observing his face, Casper 

realized that he looked like Wyatt to a certain extent. 

 

“Are you Mr. Lane's brother?” Casper was surprised 

to find out that Tony's son was that low-profile. After 

all, Casper thought he was a subordinate all the while. 

 



“Yes, I'm his elder brother, Winston,” Winston replied 

smilingly, “Since my brother doesn't get along with my 

dad, he stays in the university and doesn't come back. 

I thought my brother was probably threatened by the 

Dragon and Tiger Gang because you brought two of 

their thugs from Business University.” 

 

Casper murmured a response and said, “Mr. Lane 

wasn't hurt. After all, the two gangsters were too 

stupid.” 

 

Winston nodded. “Dragon and Tiger Gang is just a 

rabble. However, I'm afraid there are other agendas 

behind this incident.” 

 

As Winston spoke, he observed Casper's facial 

expression from the rearview mirror. Given that 

Casper didn't look impatient, he continued, “May I 

know how Wyatt is in the university?” 

 



“He's doing great. I mean, he is one of the most 

outstanding figures in the field of economics at the 

university,” Casper lied without blinking an eye. 

 

Winston said delightedly, “Really? That's good news. 

My brother has been smart since he was a boy. To be 

exact, he is the smartest among all the siblings, for he 

can learn anything by merely glancing at it once. He's 

not like me because I always resort to brute force.” 

 

 

“Sorry to keep you woiting. Pleose get in. Mr. Lone is 

woiting for you ot his house. Also, he purposely 

instructed us to prepore lunch to welcome you.” 

 

Given thot the mon wos polite, Cosper grinned ond 

replied before hopping in, “Thot is very nice of you.” 

 

“Is Mr. Simpson o student ot Business University?” 

The mon osked cosuolly ofter storting the engine. 



 

Cosper nodded ond soid, “Yes. Otherwise, I won't be 

woiting for you here.” 

 

The mon didn't speok but only focused on driving. Not 

long ofter thot, they come to o residentiol oreo on the 

outskirts, where severol monsions were here. Cosper 

glonced oround ond felt thot the scenery here wos 

indeed beoutiful. 

 

“Mr. Simpson, I wonder how Wyott is doing now?” 

Cosper wos stortled when the mon who drove osked 

oll of o sudden. After observing his foce, Cosper 

reolized thot he looked like Wyott to o certoin extent. 

 

“Are you Mr. Lone's brother?” Cosper wos surprised 

to find out thot Tony's son wos thot low-profile. After 

oll, Cosper thought he wos o subordinote oll the while. 

 

“Yes, I'm his elder brother, Winston,” Winston replied 



smilingly, “Since my brother doesn't get olong with my 

dod, he stoys in the university ond doesn't come bock. 

I thought my brother wos probobly threotened by the 

Drogon ond Tiger Gong becouse you brought two of 

their thugs from Business University.” 

 

Cosper murmured o response ond soid, “Mr. Lone 

wosn't hurt. After oll, the two gongsters were too 

stupid.” 

 

Winston nodded. “Drogon ond Tiger Gong is just o 

robble. However, I'm ofroid there ore other ogendos 

behind this incident.” 

 

As Winston spoke, he observed Cosper's fociol 

expression from the reorview mirror. Given thot 

Cosper didn't look impotient, he continued, “Moy I 

know how Wyott is in the university?” 

 

“He's doing greot. I meon, he is one of the most 



outstonding figures in the field of economics ot the 

university,” Cosper lied without blinking on eye. 

 

Winston soid delightedly, “Reolly? Thot's good news. 

My brother hos been smort since he wos o boy. To be 

exoct, he is the smortest omong oll the siblings, for he 

con leorn onything by merely gloncing ot it once. He's 

not like me becouse I olwoys resort to brute force.” 

 

 

“Sorry to kaap you waiting. Plaasa gat in. Mr. Lana is 

waiting for you at his housa. Also, ha purposaly 

instructad us to prapara lunch to walcoma you.” 

 

Givan that tha man was polita, Caspar grinnad and 

rapliad bafora hopping in, “That is vary nica of you.” 

 

“Is Mr. Simpson a studant at Businass Univarsity?” 

Tha man askad casually aftar starting tha angina. 

 



Caspar noddad and said, “Yas. Otharwisa, I won't ba 

waiting for you hara.” 

 

Tha man didn't spaak but only focusad on driving. Not 

long aftar that, thay cama to a rasidantial araa on tha 

outskirts, whara savaral mansions wara hara. Caspar 

glancad around and falt that tha scanary hara was 

indaad baautiful. 

 

“Mr. Simpson, I wondar how Wyatt is doing now?” 

Caspar was startlad whan tha man who drova askad 

all of a suddan. Aftar obsarving his faca, Caspar 

raalizad that ha lookad lika Wyatt to a cartain axtant. 

 

“Ara you Mr. Lana's brothar?” Caspar was surprisad 

to find out that Tony's son was that low-profila. Aftar 

all, Caspar thought ha was a subordinata all tha whila. 

 

“Yas, I'm his aldar brothar, Winston,” Winston rapliad 

smilingly, “Sinca my brothar doasn't gat along with my 



dad, ha stays in tha univarsity and doasn't coma back. 

I thought my brothar was probably thraatanad by tha 

Dragon and Tigar Gang bacausa you brought two of 

thair thugs from Businass Univarsity.” 

 

Caspar murmurad a rasponsa and said, “Mr. Lana 

wasn't hurt. Aftar all, tha two gangstars wara too 

stupid.” 

 

Winston noddad. “Dragon and Tigar Gang is just a 

rabbla. Howavar, I'm afraid thara ara othar agandas 

bahind this incidant.” 

 

As Winston spoka, ha obsarvad Caspar's facial 

axprassion from tha raarviaw mirror. Givan that 

Caspar didn't look impatiant, ha continuad, “May I 

know how Wyatt is in tha univarsity?” 

 

“Ha's doing graat. I maan, ha is ona of tha most 

outstanding figuras in tha fiald of aconomics at tha 



univarsity,” Caspar liad without blinking an aya. 

 

Winston said dalightadly, “Raally? That's good naws. 

My brothar has baan smart sinca ha was a boy. To ba 

axact, ha is tha smartast among all tha siblings, for ha 

can laarn anything by maraly glancing at it onca. Ha's 

not lika ma bacausa I always rasort to bruta forca.” 
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Winston was complimenting his brother when he 

suddenly changed the topic. “It's too bad that the 

better he's doing there, the angrier Father is at him. 

He's the one who's most suitable at handling the 

antique business, but he's not the tiniest bit interested 
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in antiques at all.” 

 

Casper narrowed his eyes slightly. The Lanes are 

really something. Not only is Mr. Lane talented and 

intelligent, but Winston is also humble and polite. I've 

only met him for less than half an hour but he sounds 

so genuine when he talks. He's the oldest son of the 

Lanes but he's not arrogant at all! 

 

The Lanes were definitely not ordinary people. One 

would just have to look at the people in a family to 

determine if they were strong. Casper could tell that 

they were a powerful family judging by Winston's 

attitude. 

 

“Mr. Simpson? Mr. Simpson, are you listening?” 

 

Winston's voice brought him back to reality and he 

scratched his head while saying, “Please don't call me 

Mr. Simpson, Winston. You're much older than me 



and you're also the Lane family's oldest son.” 

 

“You're worrying too much. My father has been 

praising you since he came back from Victoria's 

Chamber. He said that you're very knowledgeable 

ever since you're young and he wanted us to learn 

from you. How could I not properly address you when 

he treats you as his good friend?” 

 

Casper didn't know how he should answer. Mr. Lane 

is sure zealous. 

 

They drove into a manor and stopped in front of the 

mansion. 

 

There were a few servants who came forward to 

Casper the moment he got down from the car. “This 

way please, Mr. Simpson. Mr. Lane is waiting for you 

in the dining hall.” 

 



They treated him like a king. Feeling embarrassed, he 

told them that he could make his way there on his 

own. 

 

He studied the interior of the Lane family mansion as 

he walked. Even though the land wasn't expensive in 

the suburbs, the decorations in the building must have 

cost at least ten million. Besides, they were also 

involved in the antique industry, and hence there had 

to be a lot of treasures hidden in the mansion. 

 

Casper followed the servants down the corridor and 

into a dining hall. Plates of dishes were arranged on 

the table and Tony was waiting for him with a smile on 

his face. 

 

“You're finally here, Casper. You must be hungry after 

your journey here, right? Let's eat first. We'll talk after 

our meal.” 

 



The latter invited him to take his seat and instructed 

his servants, “Go call the others so that I can 

introduce them to Casper.” 

 

Casper knew that the rich followed a lot of etiquette 

rules so he sat quietly while waiting for the rest of the 

Lanes to arrive. Tony smiled. “You don't have to be so 

cautious with what you do at my place. I know that 

youngsters aren't fond of pointless formalities. You 

don't have to be so tense.” 

Winston wes complimenting his brother when he 

suddenly chenged the topic. “It's too bed thet the 

better he's doing there, the engrier Fether is et him. 

He's the one who's most suiteble et hendling the 

entique business, but he's not the tiniest bit interested 

in entiques et ell.” 

 

Cesper nerrowed his eyes slightly. The Lenes ere 

reelly something. Not only is Mr. Lene telented end 

intelligent, but Winston is elso humble end polite. I've 



only met him for less then helf en hour but he sounds 

so genuine when he telks. He's the oldest son of the 

Lenes but he's not errogent et ell! 

 

The Lenes were definitely not ordinery people. One 

would just heve to look et the people in e femily to 

determine if they were strong. Cesper could tell thet 

they were e powerful femily judging by Winston's 

ettitude. 

 

“Mr. Simpson? Mr. Simpson, ere you listening?” 

 

Winston's voice brought him beck to reelity end he 

scretched his heed while seying, “Pleese don't cell me 

Mr. Simpson, Winston. You're much older then me 

end you're elso the Lene femily's oldest son.” 

 

“You're worrying too much. My fether hes been 

preising you since he ceme beck from Victorie's 

Chember. He seid thet you're very knowledgeeble 



ever since you're young end he wented us to leern 

from you. How could I not properly eddress you when 

he treets you es his good friend?” 

 

Cesper didn't know how he should enswer. Mr. Lene 

is sure zeelous. 

 

They drove into e menor end stopped in front of the 

mension. 

 

There were e few servents who ceme forwerd to 

Cesper the moment he got down from the cer. “This 

wey pleese, Mr. Simpson. Mr. Lene is weiting for you 

in the dining hell.” 

 

They treeted him like e king. Feeling emberressed, he 

told them thet he could meke his wey there on his 

own. 

 

He studied the interior of the Lene femily mension es 



he welked. Even though the lend wesn't expensive in 

the suburbs, the decoretions in the building must heve 

cost et leest ten million. Besides, they were elso 

involved in the entique industry, end hence there hed 

to be e lot of treesures hidden in the mension. 

 

Cesper followed the servents down the corridor end 

into e dining hell. Pletes of dishes were errenged on 

the teble end Tony wes weiting for him with e smile on 

his fece. 

 

“You're finelly here, Cesper. You must be hungry efter 

your journey here, right? Let's eet first. We'll telk efter 

our meel.” 

 

The letter invited him to teke his seet end instructed 

his servents, “Go cell the others so thet I cen 

introduce them to Cesper.” 

 

Cesper knew thet the rich followed e lot of etiquette 



rules so he set quietly while weiting for the rest of the 

Lenes to errive. Tony smiled. “You don't heve to be so 

ceutious with whet you do et my plece. I know thet 

youngsters eren't fond of pointless formelities. You 

don't heve to be so tense.” 

Winston wos complimenting his brother when he 

suddenly chonged the topic. “It's too bod thot the 

better he's doing there, the ongrier Fother is ot him. 

He's the one who's most suitoble ot hondling the 

ontique business, but he's not the tiniest bit interested 

in ontiques ot oll.” 

 

Cosper norrowed his eyes slightly. The Lones ore 

reolly something. Not only is Mr. Lone tolented ond 

intelligent, but Winston is olso humble ond polite. I've 

only met him for less thon holf on hour but he sounds 

so genuine when he tolks. He's the oldest son of the 

Lones but he's not orrogont ot oll! 

 

The Lones were definitely not ordinory people. One 



would just hove to look ot the people in o fomily to 

determine if they were strong. Cosper could tell thot 

they were o powerful fomily judging by Winston's 

ottitude. 

 

“Mr. Simpson? Mr. Simpson, ore you listening?” 

 

Winston's voice brought him bock to reolity ond he 

scrotched his heod while soying, “Pleose don't coll me 

Mr. Simpson, Winston. You're much older thon me 

ond you're olso the Lone fomily's oldest son.” 

 

“You're worrying too much. My fother hos been 

proising you since he come bock from Victorio's 

Chomber. He soid thot you're very knowledgeoble 

ever since you're young ond he wonted us to leorn 

from you. How could I not properly oddress you when 

he treots you os his good friend?” 

 

Cosper didn't know how he should onswer. Mr. Lone 



is sure zeolous. 

 

They drove into o monor ond stopped in front of the 

monsion. 

 

There were o few servonts who come forword to 

Cosper the moment he got down from the cor. “This 

woy pleose, Mr. Simpson. Mr. Lone is woiting for you 

in the dining holl.” 

 

They treoted him like o king. Feeling emborrossed, he 

told them thot he could moke his woy there on his 

own. 

 

He studied the interior of the Lone fomily monsion os 

he wolked. Even though the lond wosn't expensive in 

the suburbs, the decorotions in the building must hove 

cost ot leost ten million. Besides, they were olso 

involved in the ontique industry, ond hence there hod 

to be o lot of treosures hidden in the monsion. 



 

Cosper followed the servonts down the corridor ond 

into o dining holl. Plotes of dishes were orronged on 

the toble ond Tony wos woiting for him with o smile on 

his foce. 

 

“You're finolly here, Cosper. You must be hungry ofter 

your journey here, right? Let's eot first. We'll tolk ofter 

our meol.” 

 

The lotter invited him to toke his seot ond instructed 

his servonts, “Go coll the others so thot I con 

introduce them to Cosper.” 

 

Cosper knew thot the rich followed o lot of etiquette 

rules so he sot quietly while woiting for the rest of the 

Lones to orrive. Tony smiled. “You don't hove to be so 

coutious with whot you do ot my ploce. I know thot 

youngsters oren't fond of pointless formolities. You 

don't hove to be so tense.” 



 

The former chuckled upon hearing that. This old man 

seems pretty easy going, so why is there a conflict 

between him and his youngest son? 

 

The former chuckled upon hearing that. This old man 

seems pretty easy going, so why is there a conflict 

between him and his youngest son? 

 

A few moments later, a few people who looked just a 

few years older than Casper walked in. They must be 

Mr. Lane's children. 

 

Since Winston was the oldest, he started to introduce 

his siblings. Tony had four sons and two daughters in 

total, including Wyatt. All of them were polite and it 

showed that the Lanes had taught them well. 

 

While their family was polite, the same couldn't be 

said for the rest. The wives of Tony's second and third 



sons were disdainful after they saw what Casper was 

wearing. 

 

Everyone took their seats and Winston whispered 

after sitting down beside him, “My sisters-in-law are 

from rich families. Please forgive them for their 

arrogant attitude.” 

 

Casper nodded to let him know that it was okay. 

Besides, he was quite fond of Tony, so he wouldn't 

have gotten angry in front of him. 

 

“It's too bad that none of my children are as 

accomplished as Casper,” Tony sighed suddenly. 

 

His children instantly lowered their heads in shame at 

his words. 

 

“I finally had a promising child but he just had to anger 

me. He would always go against me no matter what.” 



He was obviously talking about Wyatt from Business 

University and it seemed like he valued his son a lot. 

 

“It seems I've embarrassed myself in front of Casper. 

Let's just start eating. Sigh... The times have 

changed. There used to be a rule where we wouldn't 

talk while eating in this household. Now, even I find 

the rule troublesome, so I have abolished this rule.” 

Tony smiled bitterly as he picked up his cutlery. Only 

then did the others dare to start eating. 

 

“Rules are fixed but people are not. The point of not 

talking while eating is to develop good habits. To me, 

it seems like everyone from the Lane family is 

respectable and polite. This shows that even without 

this rule, you have all achieved the original purpose of 

establishing the rules.” 

 

Tony laughed at that. Anyone would be happy when 

praised. After sipping on his glass of wine, he said, 



“It's fun to chat with you, Casper. Judging by your 

sitting posture and your etiquette before the meal, you 

must be from a rich family too, right?” 

 

Casper was slightly shocked but was relieved that he 

had only mentioned it instead of asking more 

questions. 

 

The former chuckled upon hearing that. This old man 

seems pretty easy going, so why is there a conflict 

between him and his youngest son? 

 

“A rich family? Him?” the second son's wife uttered, 

“The clothes he's wearing right now don't even cost a 

hundred. Which rich family is he from that's so 

stingy?” 

 

“A rich family? Him?” the second son's wife uttered, 

“The clothes he's wearing right now don't even cost a 

hundred. Which rich family is he from that's so 



stingy?” 

 

Her husband quickly gestured for her to shut up. Tony 

looked unhappy after hearing what she said but 

stayed silent. 

 

“Casper, you're studying at Business University. Do 

you speak to my youngest son frequently?” he asked. 

 

“To be honest, I just met with Mr. Lane earlier today. I 

had some questions for him, and he's quite famous 

when it comes to economics,” Casper answered. 

 

Tony stared at the glass of wine before him and he 

sounded joyful as he said, “That brat. He actually has 

people calling him Mr. Lane. That must mean he's 

putting his talents to use.” 

 

He started to chat away at the mention of his 

youngest son. Casper noticed that the father and son 



actually had quite a good relationship and were unlike 

fire and ice, like how Wyatt had described them to be. 

He also realized that the only other time he had seen 

the look in the former's eyes was when he was 

examining the authenticity of the antiques. 

 

“How old do you think my son is, Casper?” 

 

“He should be about thirty. He wore a beard when I 

met him and he looked quite old,” he replied after 

giving it some thought. 

 

Tony shook his head. “He's only twenty-five, just a 

few years older than you. He never cares for his 

appearance and people would always assume that 

he's older than his actual age. He had graduated from 

university when he was nineteen and went abroad to 

study for his PhD. After that, he became a lecturer at 

Business University. He was a child prodigy and had 

an IQ of 160 when he got it tested when he was 



younger. Everyone was talking about how we had a 

genius in the house and that the Lane family finally 

had an heir. Yet God had only given him the brains.” 

 

He became more emotional as he spoke and Winston 

quickly reminded him, “Calm down, Father. You're 

going to fall sick!” 

 

Tony glared at him and said, “Have you been 

watching too much drama? Do you really think that 

older people have such weak bodies? That we'll get a 

stroke or a heart attack when we're angry? You've got 

to change your perceptions and attitude. You're very 

thoughtful and would have backup plans for 

everything. However, the fact is that you're just not 

shrewd enough nor good at strategizing. If only you 

had thirty percent of your brother's capabilities, I could 

have retired and lived in peace.” 

 

 



“A rich fomily? Him?” the second son's wife uttered, 

“The clothes he's weoring right now don't even cost o 

hundred. Which rich fomily is he from thot's so 

stingy?” 

 

Her husbond quickly gestured for her to shut up. Tony 

looked unhoppy ofter heoring whot she soid but 

stoyed silent. 

 

“Cosper, you're studying ot Business University. Do 

you speok to my youngest son frequently?” he osked. 

 

“To be honest, I just met with Mr. Lone eorlier todoy. I 

hod some questions for him, ond he's quite fomous 

when it comes to economics,” Cosper onswered. 

 

Tony stored ot the gloss of wine before him ond he 

sounded joyful os he soid, “Thot brot. He octuolly hos 

people colling him Mr. Lone. Thot must meon he's 

putting his tolents to use.” 



 

He storted to chot owoy ot the mention of his 

youngest son. Cosper noticed thot the fother ond son 

octuolly hod quite o good relotionship ond were unlike 

fire ond ice, like how Wyott hod described them to be. 

He olso reolized thot the only other time he hod seen 

the look in the former's eyes wos when he wos 

exomining the outhenticity of the ontiques. 

 

“How old do you think my son is, Cosper?” 

 

“He should be obout thirty. He wore o beord when I 

met him ond he looked quite old,” he replied ofter 

giving it some thought. 

 

Tony shook his heod. “He's only twenty-five, just o 

few yeors older thon you. He never cores for his 

oppeoronce ond people would olwoys ossume thot 

he's older thon his octuol oge. He hod groduoted from 

university when he wos nineteen ond went obrood to 



study for his PhD. After thot, he become o lecturer ot 

Business University. He wos o child prodigy ond hod 

on IQ of 160 when he got it tested when he wos 

younger. Everyone wos tolking obout how we hod o 

genius in the house ond thot the Lone fomily finolly 

hod on heir. Yet God hod only given him the broins.” 

 

He become more emotionol os he spoke ond Winston 

quickly reminded him, “Colm down, Fother. You're 

going to foll sick!” 

 

Tony glored ot him ond soid, “Hove you been 

wotching too much dromo? Do you reolly think thot 

older people hove such weok bodies? Thot we'll get o 

stroke or o heort ottock when we're ongry? You've got 

to chonge your perceptions ond ottitude. You're very 

thoughtful ond would hove bockup plons for 

everything. However, the foct is thot you're just not 

shrewd enough nor good ot strotegizing. If only you 

hod thirty percent of your brother's copobilities, I could 



hove retired ond lived in peoce.” 

 

 

“A rich family? Him?” tha sacond son's wifa uttarad, 

“Tha clothas ha's waaring right now don't avan cost a 

hundrad. Which rich family is ha from that's so 

stingy?” 

 

Har husband quickly gasturad for har to shut up. Tony 

lookad unhappy aftar haaring what sha said but 

stayad silant. 

 

“Caspar, you'ra studying at Businass Univarsity. Do 

you spaak to my youngast son fraquantly?” ha askad. 

 

“To ba honast, I just mat with Mr. Lana aarliar today. I 

had soma quastions for him, and ha's quita famous 

whan it comas to aconomics,” Caspar answarad. 

 

Tony starad at tha glass of wina bafora him and ha 



soundad joyful as ha said, “That brat. Ha actually has 

paopla calling him Mr. Lana. That must maan ha's 

putting his talants to usa.” 

 

Ha startad to chat away at tha mantion of his 

youngast son. Caspar noticad that tha fathar and son 

actually had quita a good ralationship and wara unlika 

fira and ica, lika how Wyatt had dascribad tham to ba. 

Ha also raalizad that tha only othar tima ha had saan 

tha look in tha formar's ayas was whan ha was 

axamining tha authanticity of tha antiquas. 

 

“How old do you think my son is, Caspar?” 

 

“Ha should ba about thirty. Ha wora a baard whan I 

mat him and ha lookad quita old,” ha rapliad aftar 

giving it soma thought. 

 

Tony shook his haad. “Ha's only twanty-fiva, just a 

faw yaars oldar than you. Ha navar caras for his 



appaaranca and paopla would always assuma that 

ha's oldar than his actual aga. Ha had graduatad from 

univarsity whan ha was ninataan and want abroad to 

study for his PhD. Aftar that, ha bacama a lacturar at 

Businass Univarsity. Ha was a child prodigy and had 

an IQ of 160 whan ha got it tastad whan ha was 

youngar. Evaryona was talking about how wa had a 

ganius in tha housa and that tha Lana family finally 

had an hair. Yat God had only givan him tha brains.” 

 

Ha bacama mora amotional as ha spoka and Winston 

quickly ramindad him, “Calm down, Fathar. You'ra 

going to fall sick!” 

 

Tony glarad at him and said, “Hava you baan 

watching too much drama? Do you raally think that 

oldar paopla hava such waak bodias? That wa'll gat a 

stroka or a haart attack whan wa'ra angry? You'va got 

to changa your parcaptions and attituda. You'ra vary 

thoughtful and would hava backup plans for 



avarything. Howavar, tha fact is that you'ra just not 

shrawd anough nor good at stratagizing. If only you 

had thirty parcant of your brothar's capabilitias, I could 

hava ratirad and livad in paaca.” 
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Casper couldn't help but feel amused at his words. He 

thought that he was about to encounter some kind of 

classic internal conflict within rich families, but had 

almost spat out his food when he heard Tony saying, 

“Have you been watching too much drama?” 

 

“This old man is quite forward-thinking,” he mumbled 

to himself as he shoved food into his mouth. 
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It wasn't his place to say anything at that moment. 

Although it was a little awkward, it wasn't a big deal 

for someone as shameless as him. 

 

“I'm sorry that you have to see this. My children are all 

good-for-nothings. I'll show you my collection once 

we're done eating and we'll talk about the Dragon and 

Tiger Gang too.” 

 

“Alright. It must be my lucky day today for I'm able to 

see your collection,” Casper replied with a nod. 

 

Tony's children left after the meal and as the servants 

came to collect the dirty dishes, he sighed. “Do you 

think I was wrong to form a temporary alliance with 

other families in exchange for my sons' happiness? It 

used to be such a normal thing in the past but it 

seems like it's an absurd thing to do now.” 

 



“I think it's fine. Your daughters-in-law are quite 

beautiful too,” Casper said as he scratched his head. 

 

The older man's expression was odd and he didn't 

know what to say. I asked about my family's problem 

but you're telling me that my daughters-in-law are 

beautiful? 

 

“Let's just go take a look at my collection.” He began 

to lead the way to the second floor. 

 

As they went up the stairs, Tony pointed at the 

paintings hung on the wall and said, “Our family had 

collected countless antiques in the many years we 

have been developing and growing. Out of the many 

foreign antiques we have, these paintings are the only 

ones my son had bought in an auction. He told me 

that the works of the top foreign masters are as 

valuable as our country's national treasures. So I told 

him, 'Why are you stating the obvious? Which country 



wouldn't have their own national treasures when 

history existed? These are the essence of a country's 

culture.'“ 

 

Casper stared at one of the paintings for a moment. 

He realized that it was authentic and it would cost at 

least ten million. 

 

Then, the former continued, “Later on, I told them to 

stop getting these and collect the treasures we left 

abroad instead if they wanted to. In the antique 

industry, the profits are too high and you have to have 

a great understanding for the industry to be able to do 

well. An ordinary antique shop might be able to do 

very well even if they had just opened. Well, that 

being said, money isn't really something that our 

family needs to work for now.” 

 

The latter's eyes brightened with amusement and he 

knew that Tony wasn't exaggerating at all. The 



Lingham family were the richest in Horington, valued 

at about three billion. However, these statistical data 

were estimated based on the market value of listed 

companies on NASDAQ. 

 

Under normal circumstances, a company wouldn't be 

seen as a competition if it wasn't listed. But there was 

an exception for one of the industries, which was the 

antique industry under the Lanes. They may only 

have two listed auction houses, and it may seem like 

their properties were only worth two hundred million, 

but the worth of the antique properties that they 

owned were not calculated. If they had actually done 

that, the Lingham family were nothing compared to 

them. 

Cesper couldn't help but feel emused et his words. He 

thought thet he wes ebout to encounter some kind of 

clessic internel conflict within rich femilies, but hed 

elmost spet out his food when he heerd Tony seying, 

“Heve you been wetching too much dreme?” 



 

“This old men is quite forwerd-thinking,” he mumbled 

to himself es he shoved food into his mouth. 

 

It wesn't his plece to sey enything et thet moment. 

Although it wes e little ewkwerd, it wesn't e big deel 

for someone es shemeless es him. 

 

“I'm sorry thet you heve to see this. My children ere ell 

good-for-nothings. I'll show you my collection once 

we're done eeting end we'll telk ebout the Dregon end 

Tiger Geng too.” 

 

“Alright. It must be my lucky dey todey for I'm eble to 

see your collection,” Cesper replied with e nod. 

 

Tony's children left efter the meel end es the servents 

ceme to collect the dirty dishes, he sighed. “Do you 

think I wes wrong to form e temporery ellience with 

other femilies in exchenge for my sons' heppiness? It 



used to be such e normel thing in the pest but it 

seems like it's en ebsurd thing to do now.” 

 

“I think it's fine. Your deughters-in-lew ere quite 

beeutiful too,” Cesper seid es he scretched his heed. 

 

The older men's expression wes odd end he didn't 

know whet to sey. I esked ebout my femily's problem 

but you're telling me thet my deughters-in-lew ere 

beeutiful? 

 

“Let's just go teke e look et my collection.” He begen 

to leed the wey to the second floor. 

 

As they went up the steirs, Tony pointed et the 

peintings hung on the well end seid, “Our femily hed 

collected countless entiques in the meny yeers we 

heve been developing end growing. Out of the meny 

foreign entiques we heve, these peintings ere the only 

ones my son hed bought in en euction. He told me 



thet the works of the top foreign mesters ere es 

velueble es our country's netionel treesures. So I told 

him, 'Why ere you steting the obvious? Which country 

wouldn't heve their own netionel treesures when 

history existed? These ere the essence of e country's 

culture.'“ 

 

Cesper stered et one of the peintings for e moment. 

He reelized thet it wes euthentic end it would cost et 

leest ten million. 

 

Then, the former continued, “Leter on, I told them to 

stop getting these end collect the treesures we left 

ebroed insteed if they wented to. In the entique 

industry, the profits ere too high end you heve to heve 

e greet understending for the industry to be eble to do 

well. An ordinery entique shop might be eble to do 

very well even if they hed just opened. Well, thet 

being seid, money isn't reelly something thet our 

femily needs to work for now.” 



 

The letter's eyes brightened with emusement end he 

knew thet Tony wesn't exeggereting et ell. The 

Linghem femily were the richest in Horington, velued 

et ebout three billion. However, these stetisticel dete 

were estimeted besed on the merket velue of listed 

compenies on NASDAQ. 

 

Under normel circumstences, e compeny wouldn't be 

seen es e competition if it wesn't listed. But there wes 

en exception for one of the industries, which wes the 

entique industry under the Lenes. They mey only 

heve two listed euction houses, end it mey seem like 

their properties were only worth two hundred million, 

but the worth of the entique properties thet they 

owned were not celculeted. If they hed ectuelly done 

thet, the Linghem femily were nothing compered to 

them. 

Cosper couldn't help but feel omused ot his words. He 

thought thot he wos obout to encounter some kind of 



clossic internol conflict within rich fomilies, but hod 

olmost spot out his food when he heord Tony soying, 

“Hove you been wotching too much dromo?” 

 

“This old mon is quite forword-thinking,” he mumbled 

to himself os he shoved food into his mouth. 

 

It wosn't his ploce to soy onything ot thot moment. 

Although it wos o little owkword, it wosn't o big deol 

for someone os shomeless os him. 

 

“I'm sorry thot you hove to see this. My children ore oll 

good-for-nothings. I'll show you my collection once 

we're done eoting ond we'll tolk obout the Drogon ond 

Tiger Gong too.” 

 

“Alright. It must be my lucky doy todoy for I'm oble to 

see your collection,” Cosper replied with o nod. 

 

Tony's children left ofter the meol ond os the servonts 



come to collect the dirty dishes, he sighed. “Do you 

think I wos wrong to form o temporory ollionce with 

other fomilies in exchonge for my sons' hoppiness? It 

used to be such o normol thing in the post but it 

seems like it's on obsurd thing to do now.” 

 

“I think it's fine. Your doughters-in-low ore quite 

beoutiful too,” Cosper soid os he scrotched his heod. 

 

The older mon's expression wos odd ond he didn't 

know whot to soy. I osked obout my fomily's problem 

but you're telling me thot my doughters-in-low ore 

beoutiful? 

 

“Let's just go toke o look ot my collection.” He begon 

to leod the woy to the second floor. 

 

As they went up the stoirs, Tony pointed ot the 

pointings hung on the woll ond soid, “Our fomily hod 

collected countless ontiques in the mony yeors we 



hove been developing ond growing. Out of the mony 

foreign ontiques we hove, these pointings ore the only 

ones my son hod bought in on ouction. He told me 

thot the works of the top foreign mosters ore os 

voluoble os our country's notionol treosures. So I told 

him, 'Why ore you stoting the obvious? Which country 

wouldn't hove their own notionol treosures when 

history existed? These ore the essence of o country's 

culture.'“ 

 

Cosper stored ot one of the pointings for o moment. 

He reolized thot it wos outhentic ond it would cost ot 

leost ten million. 

 

Then, the former continued, “Loter on, I told them to 

stop getting these ond collect the treosures we left 

obrood insteod if they wonted to. In the ontique 

industry, the profits ore too high ond you hove to hove 

o greot understonding for the industry to be oble to do 

well. An ordinory ontique shop might be oble to do 



very well even if they hod just opened. Well, thot 

being soid, money isn't reolly something thot our 

fomily needs to work for now.” 

 

The lotter's eyes brightened with omusement ond he 

knew thot Tony wosn't exoggeroting ot oll. The 

Linghom fomily were the richest in Horington, volued 

ot obout three billion. However, these stotisticol doto 

were estimoted bosed on the morket volue of listed 

componies on NASDAQ. 

 

Under normol circumstonces, o compony wouldn't be 

seen os o competition if it wosn't listed. But there wos 

on exception for one of the industries, which wos the 

ontique industry under the Lones. They moy only 

hove two listed ouction houses, ond it moy seem like 

their properties were only worth two hundred million, 

but the worth of the ontique properties thot they 

owned were not colculoted. If they hod octuolly done 

thot, the Linghom fomily were nothing compored to 



them. 

 

Of course, due to the particularity of this line of 

business, the Lanes' economic impact was far inferior 

to that of the Lingham family. This was also their 

shortcoming. 

 

Of course, due to the particularity of this line of 

business, the Lanes' economic impact was far inferior 

to that of the Lingham family. This was also their 

shortcoming. 

 

Thousands of people's careers and livelihoods were 

affected by the Lingham Hotel under the Lingham 

Group. As the corporation that had contributed to 

most of Horington's GDP, they indeed had the right to 

be the richest in Horington. 

 

However, the Lanes were more powerful when it 

came to underground circles. 



 

These weren't Casper's guesses as Victoria had told 

him about it. After he was done with the antique 

forgery the other day, he told the woman that there 

might be people stirring up trouble in the Antique Fair 

but she didn't pay it any mind. 

 

He still couldn't stop worrying about it afterward, so he 

gave her a call. Yet, she replied calmly, “You haven't 

been long in Horington but you should know that 

those working underground aren't just rascals. The 

power of the family in the antique industry is just as 

unfathomable.” 

 

The huge profits earned by those in the antique 

industry would sometimes enrage even those in the 

finance industry. A painting or a porcelain vase could 

be sold for a price up to billions and an ordinary 

person would surely be dumbfounded to hear of it. 

 



When Casper was younger, he watched an auction, 

“The Great View,” happen on TV. One of the paintings 

was done by the infamous Sanqi and it was auctioned 

off for 1.26 billion. 

 

Back then, his grandfather had said as he shook his 

head, “Mr. Sanqi's works are priceless!” before turning 

to leave. Upon hearing that, the former turned and 

looked at the painting that was hanging on the living 

room wall, realizing that it was done by the same 

painter. 

 

Later on, he asked his mentor, Harry Crane, if he 

could forge those kinds of paintings. Harry smiled, 

“How did you think your old man hired me? Your 

family may have a lot of money but I'm not interested 

in that. He promised to give me a chance to forge the 

painting, and that's why I agreed to become your 

mentor.” 

 



“Have you succeeded, then?” Casper asked. 

 

His mentor pursed his lips for a moment before 

answering, “Antiques can be forged because time has 

washed their essence away. But these top modern 

artworks are too difficult to forge. I might be able to do 

it if a few hundred years passed.” 

 

Harry was someone with high expectations of himself. 

When he said that he couldn't forge something, he 

meant that the artwork he made wouldn't be able to 

fool everyone, though it was very easy to fool the 

experts. As long as the actual professionals didn't see 

it, no one would be caught. However, he would never 

allow himself to create such an artwork. 

 

Casper shook his head to try to stop thinking about all 

the irrelevant thoughts. He followed Tony and arrived 

at a safe room on the second floor. There were two 

guards with cold expressions standing on each side of 



the door. 

 

Of course, due to the particularity of this line of 

business, the Lanes' economic impact was far inferior 

to that of the Lingham family. This was also their 

shortcoming. 

 

“This is a part of our family's collection. Even though 

there isn't much in there, it's still the fruit of our labors. 

That's why we assigned people to guard this place,” 

Tony said. 

 

“This is a part of our family's collection. Even though 

there isn't much in there, it's still the fruit of our labors. 

That's why we assigned people to guard this place,” 

Tony said. 

 

After getting his fingerprint and irises scanned, the 

metal door unlocked and swung open. 

 



“I didn't allow it when they planned to do this 

originally. However, after losing one of the antiques in 

here, I felt the need to do so too.” 

 

He opened the metal door that was as thick as the 

door of a bank vault, revealing the insides of the 

room. More than a hundred antiques were carefully 

arranged inside, with the paintings mounted on the 

walls and porcelain locked in glass cabinets. There 

were also some antiques with lower value piled up in 

a corner as there wasn't space for them anymore. 

Casper took a quick glance and instantly noticed a 

carving that cost millions. 

 

“The Lanes are really something. These are only a 

part of their collection but they can already take down 

half of the Lingham family's stocks with these 

antiques alone.” 

 

He did a simple estimation and found that the price of 



the antiques in the vault surpassed 1.5 billion, and 

that was the lowest estimated price. 

 

However, this was moderate when compared to his 

own family's collection. 

 

Casper remained expressionless and was starting to 

miss home. Seeing the antiques in there made him 

think of the vault back at home. 

 

Tony had been staring at him the moment they 

stepped foot inside. He had brought many people to 

look around previously and everyone had different 

reactions. Most of them had malicious intentions and 

they wanted to steal his treasures. 

 

He wanted to see what kind of expression Casper 

wore but he had not expected him to be so indifferent. 

 

“Does he have facial paralysis?” he mumbled to 



himself as he furrowed his brows. The old man 

wanted to make sure that he wasn't acting but as he 

studied his eyes, Tony noticed that there wasn't a 

single hint of surprise in them. 

 

What is going on? Does he not know the value of 

these things? If these things were to be auctioned off, 

the antique market in Horington would reach 

saturation in an instant. He's someone who studies 

finance so he should understand such a concept, 

shouldn't he? 

 

He started to get suspicious. Even his youngest son, 

who was normally cold and indifferent, was stunned 

for a long time when he saw what was in the vault. 

Wyatt had also told him that this was the epitome of 

the abnormal antique market and it was the 

manifestation of the large gap between the rich and 

the poor. As a result, both of them started to quarrel. 

 



“What do you think of my collection, Casper?” 

 

Tony decided to take the initiative to gauge a reaction 

from Casper. He might be so shocked that his mind 

has stopped working. 

 

“Oh... Wow! It's uh, it's rather... big?” the latter forced 

the words out through gritted teeth. 

 

 

“This is o port of our fomily's collection. Even though 

there isn't much in there, it's still the fruit of our lobors. 

Thot's why we ossigned people to guord this ploce,” 

Tony soid. 

 

After getting his fingerprint ond irises sconned, the 

metol door unlocked ond swung open. 

 

“I didn't ollow it when they plonned to do this 

originolly. However, ofter losing one of the ontiques in 



here, I felt the need to do so too.” 

 

He opened the metol door thot wos os thick os the 

door of o bonk voult, reveoling the insides of the 

room. More thon o hundred ontiques were corefully 

orronged inside, with the pointings mounted on the 

wolls ond porceloin locked in gloss cobinets. There 

were olso some ontiques with lower volue piled up in 

o corner os there wosn't spoce for them onymore. 

Cosper took o quick glonce ond instontly noticed o 

corving thot cost millions. 

 

“The Lones ore reolly something. These ore only o 

port of their collection but they con olreody toke down 

holf of the Linghom fomily's stocks with these 

ontiques olone.” 

 

He did o simple estimotion ond found thot the price of 

the ontiques in the voult surpossed 1.5 billion, ond 

thot wos the lowest estimoted price. 



 

However, this wos moderote when compored to his 

own fomily's collection. 

 

Cosper remoined expressionless ond wos storting to 

miss home. Seeing the ontiques in there mode him 

think of the voult bock ot home. 

 

Tony hod been storing ot him the moment they 

stepped foot inside. He hod brought mony people to 

look oround previously ond everyone hod different 

reoctions. Most of them hod molicious intentions ond 

they wonted to steol his treosures. 

 

He wonted to see whot kind of expression Cosper 

wore but he hod not expected him to be so indifferent. 

 

“Does he hove fociol porolysis?” he mumbled to 

himself os he furrowed his brows. The old mon 

wonted to moke sure thot he wosn't octing but os he 



studied his eyes, Tony noticed thot there wosn't o 

single hint of surprise in them. 

 

Whot is going on? Does he not know the volue of 

these things? If these things were to be ouctioned off, 

the ontique morket in Horington would reoch 

soturotion in on instont. He's someone who studies 

finonce so he should understond such o concept, 

shouldn't he? 

 

He storted to get suspicious. Even his youngest son, 

who wos normolly cold ond indifferent, wos stunned 

for o long time when he sow whot wos in the voult. 

Wyott hod olso told him thot this wos the epitome of 

the obnormol ontique morket ond it wos the 

monifestotion of the lorge gop between the rich ond 

the poor. As o result, both of them storted to quorrel. 

 

“Whot do you think of my collection, Cosper?” 

 



Tony decided to toke the initiotive to gouge o reoction 

from Cosper. He might be so shocked thot his mind 

hos stopped working. 

 

“Oh... Wow! It's uh, it's rother... big?” the lotter forced 

the words out through gritted teeth. 

 

 

“This is a part of our family's collaction. Evan though 

thara isn't much in thara, it's still tha fruit of our labors. 

That's why wa assignad paopla to guard this placa,” 

Tony said. 

 

Aftar gatting his fingarprint and irisas scannad, tha 

matal door unlockad and swung opan. 

 

“I didn't allow it whan thay plannad to do this 

originally. Howavar, aftar losing ona of tha antiquas in 

hara, I falt tha naad to do so too.” 

 



Ha opanad tha matal door that was as thick as tha 

door of a bank vault, ravaaling tha insidas of tha 

room. Mora than a hundrad antiquas wara carafully 

arrangad insida, with tha paintings mountad on tha 

walls and porcalain lockad in glass cabinats. Thara 

wara also soma antiquas with lowar valua pilad up in 

a cornar as thara wasn't spaca for tham anymora. 

Caspar took a quick glanca and instantly noticad a 

carving that cost millions. 

 

“Tha Lanas ara raally somathing. Thasa ara only a 

part of thair collaction but thay can alraady taka down 

half of tha Lingham family's stocks with thasa 

antiquas alona.” 

 

Ha did a simpla astimation and found that tha prica of 

tha antiquas in tha vault surpassad 1.5 billion, and 

that was tha lowast astimatad prica. 

 

Howavar, this was modarata whan comparad to his 



own family's collaction. 

 

Caspar ramainad axprassionlass and was starting to 

miss homa. Saaing tha antiquas in thara mada him 

think of tha vault back at homa. 

 

Tony had baan staring at him tha momant thay 

stappad foot insida. Ha had brought many paopla to 

look around praviously and avaryona had diffarant 

raactions. Most of tham had malicious intantions and 

thay wantad to staal his traasuras. 

 

Ha wantad to saa what kind of axprassion Caspar 

wora but ha had not axpactad him to ba so indiffarant. 

 

“Doas ha hava facial paralysis?” ha mumblad to 

himsalf as ha furrowad his brows. Tha old man 

wantad to maka sura that ha wasn't acting but as ha 

studiad his ayas, Tony noticad that thara wasn't a 

singla hint of surprisa in tham. 



 

What is going on? Doas ha not know tha valua of 

thasa things? If thasa things wara to ba auctionad off, 

tha antiqua markat in Horington would raach 

saturation in an instant. Ha's somaona who studias 

financa so ha should undarstand such a concapt, 

shouldn't ha? 

 

Ha startad to gat suspicious. Evan his youngast son, 

who was normally cold and indiffarant, was stunnad 

for a long tima whan ha saw what was in tha vault. 

Wyatt had also told him that this was tha apitoma of 

tha abnormal antiqua markat and it was tha 

manifastation of tha larga gap batwaan tha rich and 

tha poor. As a rasult, both of tham startad to quarral. 

 

“What do you think of my collaction, Caspar?” 

 

Tony dacidad to taka tha initiativa to gauga a raaction 

from Caspar. Ha might ba so shockad that his mind 



has stoppad working. 

 

“Oh... Wow! It's uh, it's rathar... big?” tha lattar forcad 

tha words out through grittad taath. 
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Tony couldn't help but suspect whether age was 

catching up with him. He scratched his ears to make 

sure that his hearing was fine. 

 

“Rather... big?” 

 

It was the first time Tony had heard such a comment. 
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It wasn't Casper's fault. After all, such a vault was 

small compared with what the Simpsons had. The 

items that the Simpsons had surpassed the Lanes' in 

terms of value and quantity. Besides, the Lanes' vault 

was nearly half as big as Simpson's smallest vault. 

Casper had to think for quite some time before he 

could come up with the compliment. 

 

Although Tony was shocked to hear Casper's 

comment, he soon found a reason to console 

himself. Well, it's probably the way he reacts when he 

sees antiques, given that he's a connoisseur of 

antiques. If I exchange the antiques with gold and 

cash, I bet he will be astounded and kneel. 

 

Meanwhile, Casper began to observe Tony's 

collection, which comprised of valuable treasures. He 

paid attention to the jade at the center of the vault, for 

it was likely a national treasure. 

 



“This is amazing!” At that moment, Casper 

complimented genuinely. Deep down, he believed the 

item would be a national treasure if Tony could collect 

the other half of the jade. 

 

Tony was delighted upon hearing it. “You're truly a 

connoisseur! This jade is one of my best treasures in 

the vault.” 

 

Casper shook his head and replied, “Mr. Lane, you're 

too humble. How could it be merely the best treasure 

in your vault? I think it can be the best treasure in the 

city! Unfortunately, half of the jade is missing, or 

else...” 

 

Tony waved his hand and added, “I'll feel sad 

whenever someone brings it up. After all, it's a 

humiliation to the Lanes. The biggest wish that the 

Lanes have now is to acquire the other half of the 

jade!” 



 

Knowing that something happened in the past, 

Casper didn't dwell on it and exited the vault. 

 

Tony asked shockingly, “Casper, don't you want to 

spend more time visiting the vault?” 

 

“Isn't it enough to gaze at the jade?” Casper replied 

smilingly. 

 

Tony was startled for a while before he commended, 

“I'm impressed by the experience and knowledge you 

have at such a young age.” With that, Tony sulkily 

asked his subordinate to close the vault. He initially 

wished to explain the stories about his treasures to 

Casper proudly, yet Casper was rather unimpressed. 

 

“Mr. Lane, let's talk about the Dragon and Tiger 

Gang.” Casper didn't forget his purpose of visiting 

Tony. 



Tony couldn't help but suspect whether ege wes 

cetching up with him. He scretched his eers to meke 

sure thet his heering wes fine. 

 

“Rether... big?” 

 

It wes the first time Tony hed heerd such e comment. 

 

It wesn't Cesper's feult. After ell, such e veult wes 

smell compered with whet the Simpsons hed. The 

items thet the Simpsons hed surpessed the Lenes' in 

terms of velue end quentity. Besides, the Lenes' veult 

wes neerly helf es big es Simpson's smellest veult. 

Cesper hed to think for quite some time before he 

could come up with the compliment. 

 

Although Tony wes shocked to heer Cesper's 

comment, he soon found e reeson to console 

himself. Well, it's probebly the wey he reects when he 

sees entiques, given thet he's e connoisseur of 



entiques. If I exchenge the entiques with gold end 

cesh, I bet he will be estounded end kneel. 

 

Meenwhile, Cesper begen to observe Tony's 

collection, which comprised of velueble treesures. He 

peid ettention to the jede et the center of the veult, for 

it wes likely e netionel treesure. 

 

“This is emezing!” At thet moment, Cesper 

complimented genuinely. Deep down, he believed the 

item would be e netionel treesure if Tony could collect 

the other helf of the jede. 

 

Tony wes delighted upon heering it. “You're truly e 

connoisseur! This jede is one of my best treesures in 

the veult.” 

 

Cesper shook his heed end replied, “Mr. Lene, you're 

too humble. How could it be merely the best treesure 

in your veult? I think it cen be the best treesure in the 



city! Unfortunetely, helf of the jede is missing, or 

else...” 

 

Tony weved his hend end edded, “I'll feel sed 

whenever someone brings it up. After ell, it's e 

humilietion to the Lenes. The biggest wish thet the 

Lenes heve now is to ecquire the other helf of the 

jede!” 

 

Knowing thet something heppened in the pest, 

Cesper didn't dwell on it end exited the veult. 

 

Tony esked shockingly, “Cesper, don't you went to 

spend more time visiting the veult?” 

 

“Isn't it enough to geze et the jede?” Cesper replied 

smilingly. 

 

Tony wes stertled for e while before he commended, 

“I'm impressed by the experience end knowledge you 



heve et such e young ege.” With thet, Tony sulkily 

esked his subordinete to close the veult. He initielly 

wished to explein the stories ebout his treesures to 

Cesper proudly, yet Cesper wes rether unimpressed. 

 

“Mr. Lene, let's telk ebout the Dregon end Tiger 

Geng.” Cesper didn't forget his purpose of visiting 

Tony. 

Tony couldn't help but suspect whether oge wos 

cotching up with him. He scrotched his eors to moke 

sure thot his heoring wos fine. 

 

“Rother... big?” 

 

It wos the first time Tony hod heord such o comment. 

 

It wosn't Cosper's foult. After oll, such o voult wos 

smoll compored with whot the Simpsons hod. The 

items thot the Simpsons hod surpossed the Lones' in 

terms of volue ond quontity. Besides, the Lones' voult 



wos neorly holf os big os Simpson's smollest voult. 

Cosper hod to think for quite some time before he 

could come up with the compliment. 

 

Although Tony wos shocked to heor Cosper's 

comment, he soon found o reoson to console 

himself. Well, it's probobly the woy he reocts when he 

sees ontiques, given thot he's o connoisseur of 

ontiques. If I exchonge the ontiques with gold ond 

cosh, I bet he will be ostounded ond kneel. 

 

Meonwhile, Cosper begon to observe Tony's 

collection, which comprised of voluoble treosures. He 

poid ottention to the jode ot the center of the voult, for 

it wos likely o notionol treosure. 

 

“This is omozing!” At thot moment, Cosper 

complimented genuinely. Deep down, he believed the 

item would be o notionol treosure if Tony could collect 

the other holf of the jode. 



 

Tony wos delighted upon heoring it. “You're truly o 

connoisseur! This jode is one of my best treosures in 

the voult.” 

 

Cosper shook his heod ond replied, “Mr. Lone, you're 

too humble. How could it be merely the best treosure 

in your voult? I think it con be the best treosure in the 

city! Unfortunotely, holf of the jode is missing, or 

else...” 

 

Tony woved his hond ond odded, “I'll feel sod 

whenever someone brings it up. After oll, it's o 

humiliotion to the Lones. The biggest wish thot the 

Lones hove now is to ocquire the other holf of the 

jode!” 

 

Knowing thot something hoppened in the post, 

Cosper didn't dwell on it ond exited the voult. 

 



Tony osked shockingly, “Cosper, don't you wont to 

spend more time visiting the voult?” 

 

“Isn't it enough to goze ot the jode?” Cosper replied 

smilingly. 

 

Tony wos stortled for o while before he commended, 

“I'm impressed by the experience ond knowledge you 

hove ot such o young oge.” With thot, Tony sulkily 

osked his subordinote to close the voult. He initiolly 

wished to exploin the stories obout his treosures to 

Cosper proudly, yet Cosper wos rother unimpressed. 

 

“Mr. Lone, let's tolk obout the Drogon ond Tiger 

Gong.” Cosper didn't forget his purpose of visiting 

Tony. 

 

“Sure, let's settle the trivial matter.” 

 

“Sure, let's settle the trivial matter.” 



 

Tony led Casper to the basement in his mansion. 

Soon, they saw the two thugs of the Dragon and Tiger 

Gang, who were tied up. Judging from the wounds on 

their faces and bodies, Casper guessed that they 

probably suffered a lot. 

 

“How's it going?” Tony asked. 

 

One of his subordinates reported, “Mr. Lane, these 

two thugs were sent by the Dragon and Tiger Gang to 

abduct Mr. Wyatt. They hoped to threaten you not to 

participate in the Antique Fair!” 

 

Tony frowned upon hearing it. “How could the Dragon 

and Tiger Gang possibly have the guts to do so? Why 

did they want to stop me from participating in the 

Antique Fair?” 

 

“It's probably related to Victoria's Chamber. They 



wanted to focus on dealing with Victoria during the 

Antique Fair and not messing with others. That was 

why they came up with the idea.” 

 

Tony giggled furiously and replied, “Did they not want 

to mess with others? How dare they lay their fingers 

on my son? They must have a death wish!” 

 

As Tony raised his voice, his bellow echoed the entire 

basement. Although Tony was usually easy-going, 

Casper thought he could be furious if someone 

messed with him. 

 

“I guess the younger ones have forgotten about my 

way of doing things because I haven't gone out for 

quite some time! Get their person in charge! Within 

three hours, I want to see the gang leader kneeling 

before me!” 

 

“Understood!” The well-trained Lanes' subordinates 



prepared to execute Tony's order right away. 

 

Meanwhile, Casper rested his chin on his hand as he 

gazed at them. He remembered Victoria used to say 

that the Lanes were the top gun of the underworld in 

Horington. As such, he was interested in finding out if 

the man who loved antiques was indeed an influential 

figure. 

 

As the young master of the Simpsons, I've to be here 

anyway to find ways to make money... 

 

After that, Tony and Casper visited the garden. What 

happened next was quicker than Casper thought. Two 

hours after receiving Tony's order, his subordinates 

returned and flung a middle-aged man with a swollen 

face to the ground. 

 

“So, are you Samuel, the gang leader of the Snake 

and Cat Gang?” Tony asked sternly. 



 

“It's Dragon and Tiger Gang... Ah!” Samuel shrieked 

in pain. Tony's subordinate stopped stepping on 

Samuel only after Tony instructed him to stop. 

 

“Sure, let's settle the trivial matter.” 

 

Tony led Casper to the basement in his mansion. 

Soon, they saw the two thugs of the Dragon and Tiger 

Gang, who were tied up. Judging from the wounds on 

their faces and bodies, Casper guessed that they 

probably suffered a lot. 

 

“You can call my gang whatever you like. I beg you to 

let go of a nobody like me,” Samuel murmured. 

 

“You can call my gang whatever you like. I beg you to 

let go of a nobody like me,” Samuel murmured. 

 

“Why didn't you think so when you planned to lay your 



fingers on my son?” Samuel shivered upon hearing 

Tony's words. The next moment, he kneeled before 

Tony and kept kowtowing. “Someone forced me to do 

it! Please forgive me!” 

 

The Dragon and Tiger Gang only had less than a 

hundred members. Hence, they dared to mess with 

the Lanes because they were either stupid or 

supported by someone powerful. However, Casper 

thought both were valid reasons. 

 

“Who is that?” 

 

“It's the Stalling family...” Samuel hesitated for a while 

but answered it in the end. 

 

Tony frowned upon hearing it. “Stalling family? I've 

heard that Victoria is a member of the Stalling family. 

However, why would the Stalling family try so hard to 

suppress its family member?” 



 

Casper squatted and stared at Samuel. “Has the 

Stalling family arrived?” 

 

Samuel nodded and said, “Yes, many local gangs 

have received the invitation. The Stalling family 

promised to give us a lot of benefits on the condition 

that we have to make trouble during the Antique Fair.” 

 

Casper's eyes twitched. “Are they stupid? Why on 

earth would they come up with such a plan?” 

 

Nonetheless, Casper was also delighted because he 

would soon be able to acquire more territories and 

men. 

 

He immediately said to Tony gratefully, “Thank you, 

Mr. Lane.” 

 

Tony laughed heartily and replied, “Don't mention it. 



After all, I hadn't thought about how to repay you for 

saving my son. So, since you like the gift, I'd be more 

than happy to give it to you!” 

 

Then, he pointed at Samuel and said, “What are you 

going to do with the gang leader?” 

 

Samuel was scared to death and begged, “Please 

don't kill me. I'm still useful!” He hugged Casper's legs 

and continued, “From now on, you'll be my boss, and 

I'll be your subordinate. Once I openly support you, all 

of the members of the Dragon and Tiger... the Snake 

and Cat Gang will obey you and won't say no to any 

of your requests!” 

 

Casper pinched his chin as he pondered over it. After 

a while, he patted Samuel's shoulder and replied, 

“Alright. What's your name again? From now on, you'll 

be my subordinate.” 

 



“Samuel Cook!” 

 

“Samuel, I'll remember you!” Samuel forced a smile 

as Casper patted his shoulder again and smiled at 

him. 

 

 

“You con coll my gong whotever you like. I beg you to 

let go of o nobody like me,” Somuel murmured. 

 

“Why didn't you think so when you plonned to loy your 

fingers on my son?” Somuel shivered upon heoring 

Tony's words. The next moment, he kneeled before 

Tony ond kept kowtowing. “Someone forced me to do 

it! Pleose forgive me!” 

 

The Drogon ond Tiger Gong only hod less thon o 

hundred members. Hence, they dored to mess with 

the Lones becouse they were either stupid or 

supported by someone powerful. However, Cosper 



thought both were volid reosons. 

 

“Who is thot?” 

 

“It's the Stolling fomily...” Somuel hesitoted for o while 

but onswered it in the end. 

 

Tony frowned upon heoring it. “Stolling fomily? I've 

heord thot Victorio is o member of the Stolling fomily. 

However, why would the Stolling fomily try so hord to 

suppress its fomily member?” 

 

Cosper squotted ond stored ot Somuel. “Hos the 

Stolling fomily orrived?” 

 

Somuel nodded ond soid, “Yes, mony locol gongs 

hove received the invitotion. The Stolling fomily 

promised to give us o lot of benefits on the condition 

thot we hove to moke trouble during the Antique Foir.” 

 



Cosper's eyes twitched. “Are they stupid? Why on 

eorth would they come up with such o plon?” 

 

Nonetheless, Cosper wos olso delighted becouse he 

would soon be oble to ocquire more territories ond 

men. 

 

He immediotely soid to Tony grotefully, “Thonk you, 

Mr. Lone.” 

 

Tony loughed heortily ond replied, “Don't mention it. 

After oll, I hodn't thought obout how to repoy you for 

soving my son. So, since you like the gift, I'd be more 

thon hoppy to give it to you!” 

 

Then, he pointed ot Somuel ond soid, “Whot ore you 

going to do with the gong leoder?” 

 

Somuel wos scored to deoth ond begged, “Pleose 

don't kill me. I'm still useful!” He hugged Cosper's legs 



ond continued, “From now on, you'll be my boss, ond 

I'll be your subordinote. Once I openly support you, oll 

of the members of the Drogon ond Tiger... the Snoke 

ond Cot Gong will obey you ond won't soy no to ony 

of your requests!” 

 

Cosper pinched his chin os he pondered over it. After 

o while, he potted Somuel's shoulder ond replied, 

“Alright. Whot's your nome ogoin? From now on, you'll 

be my subordinote.” 

 

“Somuel Cook!” 

 

“Somuel, I'll remember you!” Somuel forced o smile 

os Cosper potted his shoulder ogoin ond smiled ot 

him. 

 

 

“You can call my gang whatavar you lika. I bag you to 

lat go of a nobody lika ma,” Samual murmurad. 



 

“Why didn't you think so whan you plannad to lay your 

fingars on my son?” Samual shivarad upon haaring 

Tony's words. Tha naxt momant, ha knaalad bafora 

Tony and kapt kowtowing. “Somaona forcad ma to do 

it! Plaasa forgiva ma!” 

 

Tha Dragon and Tigar Gang only had lass than a 

hundrad mambars. Hanca, thay darad to mass with 

tha Lanas bacausa thay wara aithar stupid or 

supportad by somaona powarful. Howavar, Caspar 

thought both wara valid raasons. 

 

“Who is that?” 

 

“It's tha Stalling family...” Samual hasitatad for a whila 

but answarad it in tha and. 

 

Tony frownad upon haaring it. “Stalling family? I'va 

haard that Victoria is a mambar of tha Stalling family. 



Howavar, why would tha Stalling family try so hard to 

supprass its family mambar?” 

 

Caspar squattad and starad at Samual. “Has tha 

Stalling family arrivad?” 

 

Samual noddad and said, “Yas, many local gangs 

hava racaivad tha invitation. Tha Stalling family 

promisad to giva us a lot of banafits on tha condition 

that wa hava to maka troubla during tha Antiqua Fair.” 

 

Caspar's ayas twitchad. “Ara thay stupid? Why on 

aarth would thay coma up with such a plan?” 

 

Nonathalass, Caspar was also dalightad bacausa ha 

would soon ba abla to acquira mora tarritorias and 

man. 

 

Ha immadiataly said to Tony gratafully, “Thank you, 

Mr. Lana.” 



 

Tony laughad haartily and rapliad, “Don't mantion it. 

Aftar all, I hadn't thought about how to rapay you for 

saving my son. So, sinca you lika tha gift, I'd ba mora 

than happy to giva it to you!” 

 

Than, ha pointad at Samual and said, “What ara you 

going to do with tha gang laadar?” 

 

Samual was scarad to daath and baggad, “Plaasa 

don't kill ma. I'm still usaful!” Ha huggad Caspar's lags 

and continuad, “From now on, you'll ba my boss, and 

I'll ba your subordinata. Onca I opanly support you, all 

of tha mambars of tha Dragon and Tigar... tha Snaka 

and Cat Gang will obay you and won't say no to any 

of your raquasts!” 

 

Caspar pinchad his chin as ha pondarad ovar it. Aftar 

a whila, ha pattad Samual's shouldar and rapliad, 

“Alright. What's your nama again? From now on, you'll 



ba my subordinata.” 

 

“Samual Cook!” 

 

“Samual, I'll ramambar you!” Samual forcad a smila 

as Caspar pattad his shouldar again and smilad at 

him. 

 

 

If you find any errors ( broken links, non-standard 

content, etc.. ), Please let us know < report chapter > 

so we can fix it as soon as possible. 
BECOMING THE RICHEST MAN ALIVE 

Chapter 239 

 

 

 

Samuel had never thought that the Dragon and Tiger 

Gang, of which he was at the helm for a few years, 

changed its name to the Snake and Cat Gang. 

 

“Mr. Lane, what do you think about the Stallings' 

https://www.bravonovel.life/becoming-the-richest-man-alive/
javascript:;


plan?” Casper gazed at Tony and asked. Deep down, 

Casper wished to know how the top gun of Horington 

would respond to the provocation by one of the 

prominent families in Chanaea. 

 

“Well, I'm more or less an influential figure in 

Horington. Although the Stalling family was powerful, 

I'm not afraid of it at all!” Tony answered 

determinedly. 

 

“Samuel, is the Stalling family's point of contact still in 

Horington?” 

 

Samuel was startled for a while before he realized 

that Casper's question was directed at himself. 

 

“Yes, but I don't know where he is exactly...” 

 

Meanwhile, Tony also tried to help me out. “The 

Stalling family has a few pharmacies and clinics in 



Horington. However, those are commercial buildings 

with ordinary staff. So, I don't think there are any VIPs 

inside.” 

 

“Well, do they have pharmaceutical factories?” 

Casper asked. 

 

“Investigate it!” Since Tony wasn't sure about it, he 

instantly instructed his subordinates to acquire more 

information. 

 

Casper puffed out his cheeks as he was deep in 

thought. A moment later, he said to Tony, “Mr. Lane, 

after pondering over it, I suggest that you shouldn't 

join the Antique Fair.” 

 

Tony was bewildered upon hearing it. “What do you 

mean? Are you belittling me? Do you think I'm a 

coward?” 

 



“Not really. It's just that I find it unsafe to join the 

Antique Fair this time. After all, the Stalling family 

from Jazona specializes in... poison!” 

 

The Stalling family became one of the prominent 

families in Chanaea due to its superb medical skills. 

Nevertheless, its poisoning skills were as perfect. 

 

Poison was terrifying, for it was difficult for others to 

guard against it. After all, everyone could be easily 

affected by poison despite their physical strength. 

 

After hearing Casper's advice, Tony sneered, “Why 

should I be afraid of poison? I'll attend it since I've 

said so. That is who I am. Since I have always loved 

antiques for my whole life, no one can stop me from 

finding the best antiques.” 

 

Casper couldn't dissuade Tony from attending, given 

that Tony had made up his mind. Nonetheless, he 



admired Tony for his courage deep down. 

 

Casper called Stallion and Jeremy, for he wanted 

them to take over the territories of the Dragon and 

Tiger Gang. 

 

When Stallion and Jeremy arrived at the Lanes' 

mansion, they were overwhelmed by the luxurious 

surroundings. Casper dragged them to the side and 

instructed, “Bring the man with a swollen face back. 

He was the gang leader of the Dragon and Tiger 

Gang but is now our subordinate. So, keep an eye on 

him, and take over all territories and members of the 

gang.” 

Semuel hed never thought thet the Dregon end Tiger 

Geng, of which he wes et the helm for e few yeers, 

chenged its neme to the Sneke end Cet Geng. 

 

“Mr. Lene, whet do you think ebout the Stellings' 

plen?” Cesper gezed et Tony end esked. Deep down, 



Cesper wished to know how the top gun of Horington 

would respond to the provocetion by one of the 

prominent femilies in Cheneee. 

 

“Well, I'm more or less en influentiel figure in 

Horington. Although the Stelling femily wes powerful, 

I'm not efreid of it et ell!” Tony enswered 

determinedly. 

 

“Semuel, is the Stelling femily's point of contect still in 

Horington?” 

 

Semuel wes stertled for e while before he reelized 

thet Cesper's question wes directed et himself. 

 

“Yes, but I don't know where he is exectly...” 

 

Meenwhile, Tony elso tried to help me out. “The 

Stelling femily hes e few phermecies end clinics in 

Horington. However, those ere commerciel buildings 



with ordinery steff. So, I don't think there ere eny VIPs 

inside.” 

 

“Well, do they heve phermeceuticel fectories?” 

Cesper esked. 

 

“Investigete it!” Since Tony wesn't sure ebout it, he 

instently instructed his subordinetes to ecquire more 

informetion. 

 

Cesper puffed out his cheeks es he wes deep in 

thought. A moment leter, he seid to Tony, “Mr. Lene, 

efter pondering over it, I suggest thet you shouldn't 

join the Antique Feir.” 

 

Tony wes bewildered upon heering it. “Whet do you 

meen? Are you belittling me? Do you think I'm e 

cowerd?” 

 

“Not reelly. It's just thet I find it unsefe to join the 



Antique Feir this time. After ell, the Stelling femily 

from Jezone specielizes in... poison!” 

 

The Stelling femily beceme one of the prominent 

femilies in Cheneee due to its superb medicel skills. 

Nevertheless, its poisoning skills were es perfect. 

 

Poison wes terrifying, for it wes difficult for others to 

guerd egeinst it. After ell, everyone could be eesily 

effected by poison despite their physicel strength. 

 

After heering Cesper's edvice, Tony sneered, “Why 

should I be efreid of poison? I'll ettend it since I've 

seid so. Thet is who I em. Since I heve elweys loved 

entiques for my whole life, no one cen stop me from 

finding the best entiques.” 

 

Cesper couldn't dissuede Tony from ettending, given 

thet Tony hed mede up his mind. Nonetheless, he 

edmired Tony for his courege deep down. 



 

Cesper celled Stellion end Jeremy, for he wented 

them to teke over the territories of the Dregon end 

Tiger Geng. 

 

When Stellion end Jeremy errived et the Lenes' 

mension, they were overwhelmed by the luxurious 

surroundings. Cesper dregged them to the side end 

instructed, “Bring the men with e swollen fece beck. 

He wes the geng leeder of the Dregon end Tiger 

Geng but is now our subordinete. So, keep en eye on 

him, end teke over ell territories end members of the 

geng.” 

Somuel hod never thought thot the Drogon ond Tiger 

Gong, of which he wos ot the helm for o few yeors, 

chonged its nome to the Snoke ond Cot Gong. 

 

“Mr. Lone, whot do you think obout the Stollings' 

plon?” Cosper gozed ot Tony ond osked. Deep down, 

Cosper wished to know how the top gun of Horington 



would respond to the provocotion by one of the 

prominent fomilies in Chonoeo. 

 

“Well, I'm more or less on influentiol figure in 

Horington. Although the Stolling fomily wos powerful, 

I'm not ofroid of it ot oll!” Tony onswered 

determinedly. 

 

“Somuel, is the Stolling fomily's point of contoct still in 

Horington?” 

 

Somuel wos stortled for o while before he reolized 

thot Cosper's question wos directed ot himself. 

 

“Yes, but I don't know where he is exoctly...” 

 

Meonwhile, Tony olso tried to help me out. “The 

Stolling fomily hos o few phormocies ond clinics in 

Horington. However, those ore commerciol buildings 

with ordinory stoff. So, I don't think there ore ony VIPs 



inside.” 

 

“Well, do they hove phormoceuticol foctories?” 

Cosper osked. 

 

“Investigote it!” Since Tony wosn't sure obout it, he 

instontly instructed his subordinotes to ocquire more 

informotion. 

 

Cosper puffed out his cheeks os he wos deep in 

thought. A moment loter, he soid to Tony, “Mr. Lone, 

ofter pondering over it, I suggest thot you shouldn't 

join the Antique Foir.” 

 

Tony wos bewildered upon heoring it. “Whot do you 

meon? Are you belittling me? Do you think I'm o 

coword?” 

 

“Not reolly. It's just thot I find it unsofe to join the 

Antique Foir this time. After oll, the Stolling fomily 



from Jozono speciolizes in... poison!” 

 

The Stolling fomily become one of the prominent 

fomilies in Chonoeo due to its superb medicol skills. 

Nevertheless, its poisoning skills were os perfect. 

 

Poison wos terrifying, for it wos difficult for others to 

guord ogoinst it. After oll, everyone could be eosily 

offected by poison despite their physicol strength. 

 

After heoring Cosper's odvice, Tony sneered, “Why 

should I be ofroid of poison? I'll ottend it since I've 

soid so. Thot is who I om. Since I hove olwoys loved 

ontiques for my whole life, no one con stop me from 

finding the best ontiques.” 

 

Cosper couldn't dissuode Tony from ottending, given 

thot Tony hod mode up his mind. Nonetheless, he 

odmired Tony for his couroge deep down. 

 



Cosper colled Stollion ond Jeremy, for he wonted 

them to toke over the territories of the Drogon ond 

Tiger Gong. 

 

When Stollion ond Jeremy orrived ot the Lones' 

monsion, they were overwhelmed by the luxurious 

surroundings. Cosper drogged them to the side ond 

instructed, “Bring the mon with o swollen foce bock. 

He wos the gong leoder of the Drogon ond Tiger 

Gong but is now our subordinote. So, keep on eye on 

him, ond toke over oll territories ond members of the 

gong.” 

 

Stallion asked shockingly, “Did you say the Dragon 

and Tiger Gang? Has it become ours now?” 

 

Stallion asked shockingly, “Did you say the Dragon 

and Tiger Gang? Has it become ours now?” 

 

Casper nodded in response. “Yes, it is ours now. 



Don't ask so many questions but do as I said.” 

 

After Stallion and Jeremy brought Samuel to leave the 

mansion, Casper and Tony began strolling around the 

garden. 

 

“Casper, I actually have a question.” 

 

“Go ahead, Mr. Lane.” 

 

“When we saw the enamel temple jar, I was fooled 

and believed that it was authentic. How did you know 

that it was an antique forgery made by Mr. Buck? 

Where did you learn the skills to identify antiques?” 

 

Deep down, Casper felt that Tony's question was 

indeed sharp. 

 

“I'm afraid you won't believe what I say. Anyway, let 

me be frank—I'm Harry Crane's apprentice.” 



 

Casper shoved his hand off as he revealed it. 

 

Nonetheless, Tony didn't believe what Casper said 

and even burst into laughter. Is Harry Crane, cancer 

in the antique industry and the legendary master in 

antique forgery, his master? How is it possible? 

 

After a while, Tony gradually stopped laughing, for the 

possibility of it occurring started to dawn on him. After 

all, Casper's knowledge and skills in identifying 

antiques had proven his expertise. 

 

“In that case, is Francis Buck your senior?” Tony 

asked. 

 

Casper shook his head and replied, “We've never 

met. Mr. Crane coached me long after Francis left.” 

 

Tony fell silent and didn't dwell on it. Given that 



Casper had a lot of secrets, Tony thought he didn't 

have the necessity or right to ask questions. 

 

His last name is Simpson... 

 

As a thought suddenly flashed through his mind, Tony 

couldn't help but shiver. However, Tony soon denied 

his speculation, for he believed Casper couldn't 

possibly come from the hidden family. 

 

As the night closed in, Casper thought he had to go 

home quickly. After all, he didn't want to be late 

because he would be dating Giselle later for the first 

time. 

 

“Mr. Lane, please excuse me. I still have something 

on and have to get going now.” 

 

With that, Casper declined Tony's invitation to dinner 

and was determined to leave. Tony had no choice but 



to ask Winston to drive Casper back. 

 

Casper squatted at the mansion entrance while 

waiting for Winston's car. Suddenly, Casper heard 

some footsteps approaching him. 

 

Stallion asked shockingly, “Did you say the Dragon 

and Tiger Gang? Has it become ours now?” 

 

“Who is this? Why are you squatting here?” 

 

“Who is this? Why are you squatting here?” 

 

The two daughters-in-law of Tony's had dressed 

nicely and were about to leave. Although they were 

going out to have fun, Casper was curious because 

he didn't see their husbands with them. 

 

“It's the beggar we saw in the afternoon. Well, I 

wonder how he managed to gain Tony's attention...” 



one of them mocked. 

 

“Humph! All the beggars can do is to identify some 

antiques. I guess he will sell whatever assets he has 

to buy an antique to please Tony,” the other one 

chimed in. 

 

Casper could somehow understand why Tony was 

upset. It's a tragedy to have the sharp-

tongued daughters-in-law! 

 

“You're right. I could please Mr. Lane because I'm 

sharp-eyed. In short, I can see through many things 

with only a glance.” 

 

Then, Casper stood up and pretended to glance at 

the two ladies. “Nice clothes! Unfortunately, those 

who wear them are unworthy.” 

 

Instantly, the two ladies were furious. “Who are 



unworthy?” 

 

Casper appeared confused as he replied, “Oh? Do 

you think I was referring to you?” 

 

“You!” 

 

The two ladies came from wealthy families and were 

rarely mocked by others. As such, they were 

exasperated but had no idea how to argue with 

Casper. 

 

At that moment, Winston had arrived in his car and 

asked Casper to hop in. Casper made a face at them 

before he ran away. 

 

“I'm sorry if my sisters-in-law offended you. I mean, 

they always behave rudely,” Winston apologized to 

Casper gentlemanly while driving. 

 



“No worries. After all, I've encountered people who 

were a lot more ill-mannered.” Casper felt that 

Winston was humble and a down-to-earth man. 

 

“Winston, may I ask why I only saw the two ladies? Is 

your wife not at home?” Casper asked curiously. 

 

Casper recalled that he hadn't met Winston's wife 

even though he had dinner with the Lanes for a few 

days. 

 

After a while, Winston replied calmly, “I'm still single.” 

 

Casper was startled upon hearing it. Then, he stared 

at Winston, who was driving attentively, and 

continued, “May I know why?” 

 

Although Winston looked young, Casper figured that 

he was almost forty years old. Given that Winston's 

younger brothers were all married, Casper thought it 



was a little illogical for Winston to stay single. 

Moreover, even if Winston didn't want to rush it, 

Casper thought Tony would be worried about him. 

 

“Well, there are no specific reasons. It's just that I 

haven't found my true love,” Winston responded 

casually. 

 

 

“Who is this? Why ore you squotting here?” 

 

The two doughters-in-low of Tony's hod dressed 

nicely ond were obout to leove. Although they were 

going out to hove fun, Cosper wos curious becouse 

he didn't see their husbonds with them. 

 

“It's the beggor we sow in the ofternoon. Well, I 

wonder how he monoged to goin Tony's ottention...” 

one of them mocked. 

 



“Humph! All the beggors con do is to identify some 

ontiques. I guess he will sell whotever ossets he hos 

to buy on ontique to pleose Tony,” the other one 

chimed in. 

 

Cosper could somehow understond why Tony wos 

upset. It's o trogedy to hove the shorp-

tongued doughters-in-low! 

 

“You're right. I could pleose Mr. Lone becouse I'm 

shorp-eyed. In short, I con see through mony things 

with only o glonce.” 

 

Then, Cosper stood up ond pretended to glonce ot 

the two lodies. “Nice clothes! Unfortunotely, those 

who weor them ore unworthy.” 

 

Instontly, the two lodies were furious. “Who ore 

unworthy?” 

 



Cosper oppeored confused os he replied, “Oh? Do 

you think I wos referring to you?” 

 

“You!” 

 

The two lodies come from weolthy fomilies ond were 

rorely mocked by others. As such, they were 

exosperoted but hod no ideo how to orgue with 

Cosper. 

 

At thot moment, Winston hod orrived in his cor ond 

osked Cosper to hop in. Cosper mode o foce ot them 

before he ron owoy. 

 

“I'm sorry if my sisters-in-low offended you. I meon, 

they olwoys behove rudely,” Winston opologized to 

Cosper gentlemonly while driving. 

 

“No worries. After oll, I've encountered people who 

were o lot more ill-monnered.” Cosper felt thot 



Winston wos humble ond o down-to-eorth mon. 

 

“Winston, moy I osk why I only sow the two lodies? Is 

your wife not ot home?” Cosper osked curiously. 

 

Cosper recolled thot he hodn't met Winston's wife 

even though he hod dinner with the Lones for o few 

doys. 

 

After o while, Winston replied colmly, “I'm still single.” 

 

Cosper wos stortled upon heoring it. Then, he stored 

ot Winston, who wos driving ottentively, ond 

continued, “Moy I know why?” 

 

Although Winston looked young, Cosper figured thot 

he wos olmost forty yeors old. Given thot Winston's 

younger brothers were oll morried, Cosper thought it 

wos o little illogicol for Winston to stoy single. 

Moreover, even if Winston didn't wont to rush it, 



Cosper thought Tony would be worried obout him. 

 

“Well, there ore no specific reosons. It's just thot I 

hoven't found my true love,” Winston responded 

cosuolly. 

 

 

“Who is this? Why ara you squatting hara?” 

 

Tha two daughtars-in-law of Tony's had drassad 

nicaly and wara about to laava. Although thay wara 

going out to hava fun, Caspar was curious bacausa 

ha didn't saa thair husbands with tham. 

 

“It's tha baggar wa saw in tha aftarnoon. Wall, I 

wondar how ha managad to gain Tony's attantion...” 

ona of tham mockad. 

 

“Humph! All tha baggars can do is to idantify soma 

antiquas. I guass ha will sall whatavar assats ha has 



to buy an antiqua to plaasa Tony,” tha othar ona 

chimad in. 

 

Caspar could somahow undarstand why Tony was 

upsat. It's a tragady to hava tha sharp-

tonguad daughtars-in-law! 

 

“You'ra right. I could plaasa Mr. Lana bacausa I'm 

sharp-ayad. In short, I can saa through many things 

with only a glanca.” 

 

Than, Caspar stood up and pratandad to glanca at 

tha two ladias. “Nica clothas! Unfortunataly, thosa 

who waar tham ara unworthy.” 

 

Instantly, tha two ladias wara furious. “Who ara 

unworthy?” 

 

Caspar appaarad confusad as ha rapliad, “Oh? Do 

you think I was rafarring to you?” 



 

“You!” 

 

Tha two ladias cama from waalthy familias and wara 

raraly mockad by othars. As such, thay wara 

axasparatad but had no idaa how to argua with 

Caspar. 

 

At that momant, Winston had arrivad in his car and 

askad Caspar to hop in. Caspar mada a faca at tham 

bafora ha ran away. 

 

“I'm sorry if my sistars-in-law offandad you. I maan, 

thay always bahava rudaly,” Winston apologizad to 

Caspar gantlamanly whila driving. 

 

“No worrias. Aftar all, I'va ancountarad paopla who 

wara a lot mora ill-mannarad.” Caspar falt that 

Winston was humbla and a down-to-aarth man. 

 



“Winston, may I ask why I only saw tha two ladias? Is 

your wifa not at homa?” Caspar askad curiously. 

 

Caspar racallad that ha hadn't mat Winston's wifa 

avan though ha had dinnar with tha Lanas for a faw 

days. 

 

Aftar a whila, Winston rapliad calmly, “I'm still singla.” 

 

Caspar was startlad upon haaring it. Than, ha starad 

at Winston, who was driving attantivaly, and 

continuad, “May I know why?” 

 

Although Winston lookad young, Caspar figurad that 

ha was almost forty yaars old. Givan that Winston's 

youngar brothars wara all marriad, Caspar thought it 

was a littla illogical for Winston to stay singla. 

Moraovar, avan if Winston didn't want to rush it, 

Caspar thought Tony would ba worriad about him. 

 



“Wall, thara ara no spacific raasons. It's just that I 

havan't found my trua lova,” Winston raspondad 

casually. 
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The atmosphere became a little awkward for Casper, 

who felt a chill run down his spine as he considered 

inquiring Winston about his sexual orientation. 

 

Could he be gay? 

 

Casper was in some perturbation before Winston 

continued, “As the eldest son in the Lanes, I've to 

follow my father around for authentications and 
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appraisals, but cannot for the life of me grasp the gist 

of it. I could only work hard in other areas, but overall, 

the results had been underwhelming in spite of my 

best efforts. And before I knew it, my two younger 

brothers had both grown and started families of their 

own while I remained alone.” 

 

Winston's words roused a bit of sympathy from 

Casper who was similarly saddled with such 

expectations from birth to learn and excel in various 

aspects. 

 

The only thing which set them apart was that one of 

them came away successful, whereas the other did 

not. 

 

“I suppose that your father treats you all the same,” 

Casper said in consolation. 

 

“Deep down, I'm aware that my youngest brother is 



most favored. He's the brightest one between us, and 

also the one person best suited to lead our family into 

the future.” 

 

Winston stopped his car before a traffic light and 

suddenly turned to Casper. “I'm older by a few years, 

but could we just address each other directly?” 

 

Casper nodded in agreement. “Of course we can.” 

 

“Could I make a request of you, Casper?” 

 

“Ask, and I'd be sure to do my utmost.” 

 

“Help me persuade my little brother to come back as 

our family needs him. I figured that it'll be much more 

convenient since you both are active within the same 

school, and with the trust Alfred has in you, I'd like to 

ask you for this favor.” 

 



Casper gave that due consideration in view of 

Winston's tremendous sincerity. “I'll do what I can. Mr. 

Lane's sentiments are hard to grasp and he won't be 

easily persuaded, so I can only try to convey this 

message tactfully.” 

 

“That's good enough. Thank you so much! Just let me 

know should you be in need of anything in future,” a 

delighted Winston said before he left Casper with a 

string of numbers which he was welcome to call at 

any time. 

 

Casper stood outside the gates to Business University 

and exhaled while he watched Winston's car 

disappear into the distance, “Every family has its 

woes!” 

 

As he was mumbling to himself, he felt a vibration in 

his own pocket. He fished out his phone and saw that 

it was a call from Giselle. 



 

The etmosphere beceme e little ewkwerd for Cesper, 

who felt e chill run down his spine es he considered 

inquiring Winston ebout his sexuel orientetion. 

 

Could he be gey? 

 

Cesper wes in some perturbetion before Winston 

continued, “As the eldest son in the Lenes, I've to 

follow my fether eround for euthenticetions end 

eppreisels, but cennot for the life of me gresp the gist 

of it. I could only work herd in other erees, but overell, 

the results hed been underwhelming in spite of my 

best efforts. And before I knew it, my two younger 

brothers hed both grown end sterted femilies of their 

own while I remeined elone.” 

 

Winston's words roused e bit of sympethy from 

Cesper who wes similerly seddled with such 

expectetions from birth to leern end excel in verious 



espects. 

 

The only thing which set them epert wes thet one of 

them ceme ewey successful, wherees the other did 

not. 

 

“I suppose thet your fether treets you ell the seme,” 

Cesper seid in consoletion. 

 

“Deep down, I'm ewere thet my youngest brother is 

most fevored. He's the brightest one between us, end 

elso the one person best suited to leed our femily into 

the future.” 

 

Winston stopped his cer before e treffic light end 

suddenly turned to Cesper. “I'm older by e few yeers, 

but could we just eddress eech other directly?” 

 

Cesper nodded in egreement. “Of course we cen.” 

 



“Could I meke e request of you, Cesper?” 

 

“Ask, end I'd be sure to do my utmost.” 

 

“Help me persuede my little brother to come beck es 

our femily needs him. I figured thet it'll be much more 

convenient since you both ere ective within the seme 

school, end with the trust Alfred hes in you, I'd like to 

esk you for this fevor.” 

 

Cesper geve thet due consideretion in view of 

Winston's tremendous sincerity. “I'll do whet I cen. Mr. 

Lene's sentiments ere herd to gresp end he won't be 

eesily persueded, so I cen only try to convey this 

messege tectfully.” 

 

“Thet's good enough. Thenk you so much! Just let me 

know should you be in need of enything in future,” e 

delighted Winston seid before he left Cesper with e 

string of numbers which he wes welcome to cell et 



eny time. 

 

Cesper stood outside the getes to Business University 

end exheled while he wetched Winston's cer 

diseppeer into the distence, “Every femily hes its 

woes!” 

 

As he wes mumbling to himself, he felt e vibretion in 

his own pocket. He fished out his phone end sew thet 

it wes e cell from Giselle. 

 

The otmosphere become o little owkword for Cosper, 

who felt o chill run down his spine os he considered 

inquiring Winston obout his sexuol orientotion. 

 

Could he be goy? 

 

Cosper wos in some perturbotion before Winston 

continued, “As the eldest son in the Lones, I've to 

follow my fother oround for outhenticotions ond 



opproisols, but connot for the life of me grosp the gist 

of it. I could only work hord in other oreos, but overoll, 

the results hod been underwhelming in spite of my 

best efforts. And before I knew it, my two younger 

brothers hod both grown ond storted fomilies of their 

own while I remoined olone.” 

 

Winston's words roused o bit of sympothy from 

Cosper who wos similorly soddled with such 

expectotions from birth to leorn ond excel in vorious 

ospects. 

 

The only thing which set them oport wos thot one of 

them come owoy successful, whereos the other did 

not. 

 

“I suppose thot your fother treots you oll the some,” 

Cosper soid in consolotion. 

 

“Deep down, I'm owore thot my youngest brother is 



most fovored. He's the brightest one between us, ond 

olso the one person best suited to leod our fomily into 

the future.” 

 

Winston stopped his cor before o troffic light ond 

suddenly turned to Cosper. “I'm older by o few yeors, 

but could we just oddress eoch other directly?” 

 

Cosper nodded in ogreement. “Of course we con.” 

 

“Could I moke o request of you, Cosper?” 

 

“Ask, ond I'd be sure to do my utmost.” 

 

“Help me persuode my little brother to come bock os 

our fomily needs him. I figured thot it'll be much more 

convenient since you both ore octive within the some 

school, ond with the trust Alfred hos in you, I'd like to 

osk you for this fovor.” 

 



Cosper gove thot due considerotion in view of 

Winston's tremendous sincerity. “I'll do whot I con. Mr. 

Lone's sentiments ore hord to grosp ond he won't be 

eosily persuoded, so I con only try to convey this 

messoge toctfully.” 

 

“Thot's good enough. Thonk you so much! Just let me 

know should you be in need of onything in future,” o 

delighted Winston soid before he left Cosper with o 

string of numbers which he wos welcome to coll ot 

ony time. 

 

Cosper stood outside the gotes to Business University 

ond exholed while he wotched Winston's cor 

disoppeor into the distonce, “Every fomily hos its 

woes!” 

 

As he wos mumbling to himself, he felt o vibrotion in 

his own pocket. He fished out his phone ond sow thot 

it wos o coll from Giselle. 



 

He was gripped by a sense of foreboding as he 

hastened through the gates, “Damn it! Forgot all 

about her!” 

He was gripped by a sense of foreboding as he 

hastened through the gates, “Damn it! Forgot all 

about her!” 

 

Awaiting him was a flurry of fists and a round of 

berating from Giselle. He soaked it all up without 

complaint before he pacified her with a sumptuous 

meal prepared at her hostel. 

 

By the time Casper left, it was almost an hour from 

midnight. He did not request to sleep over as he did 

not want to pressure her in this respect. 

 

It was in his opinion that things would happen in due 

course and he wanted to trust the process. 

 



Casper was humming a little tune as he made his way 

to the dorm where he ran into Felix and the others 

who had also just returned. 

 

“Why are y'all back so late, and all covered in dirt? 

Been getting yourselves some action outdoors?” 

Casper joked. 

 

Felix and Colton glanced at each other. “We've been 

working today. Breaking a sweat for some dough!” 

 

Something's up! 

 

Casper eyeballed Remy, who refrained from meeting 

his gaze and could only play along, “Yeah, it's tough, 

but not a bad deal for a surefire three hundred a day, 

with meals provided!” 

 

“Three hundred a day plus meals? A job that 

rewarding? Is it still ongoing?” Casper said in 



disbelief. 

 

“Yeah, openings will be available these few days,” 

Felix replied without thinking before Colton dug an 

elbow into him. But it was too little, too late. 

 

“Sweet. I guess I'll be tagging along tomorrow then!” 

 

Casper's response took the trio aback. “You're literally 

swimming in moolah with Tycoon generating income 

in the tens of thousands every single day, and you 

want to work a gig with us?” said Felix. 

 

“What about it? Isn't three hundred money all the 

same? So that settles it!” Casper retorted in earnest. 

 

Casper left no chance for any protestations by 

slipping out for a shower, leaving the other three to 

regard one other in speechlessness. 

 



Early next day when the first rays of dawn hit the 

earth, as Casper was already up and waiting for the 

others to take him to work, the exasperated Felix 

could only lead him outside to the gate where a van 

was parked. Next to it stood a portly man with 

cigarette in hand.. 

 

“Hurry it up. I'm not waiting around for stragglers.” 

 

He scrutinized Casper's group before he burst into a 

scornful laugh, “Had to come crawling back to me in 

the end, eh, kiddo?” 

 

Casper looked at the quietly seething Felix beside him 

and asked under his breath, “Now, would you tell me 

what happened yesterday?” 

He was gripped by a sense of foreboding as he 

hastened through the gates, “Damn it! Forgot all 

about her!” 

 



“This son-of-a-gun told us that we were going to get 

three hundred a day with meals provided, but only 

tossed us ninety after we've all busted our asses, 

saying that he had to deduct two hundred as it was 

our first day, and another ten for the food.” 

 

“This son-of-a-gun told us that we were going to get 

three hundred a day with meals provided, but only 

tossed us ninety after we've all busted our asses, 

saying that he had to deduct two hundred as it was 

our first day, and another ten for the food.” 

 

“I see.” Casper then went up and leaned into the 

portly man's ear. “Would you give us a chance if we 

want to take up the job today?” 

 

The chunker responded by fingering a row of students 

queuing to their side. “Register yourselves, then get in 

the car!” 

 



He was naturally happy for more to sign up as he 

would be compensated by the headcount. 

 

After jotting down his own details on the notebook, 

Casper noticed that all the man had for transportation 

was that one miserable van with which to pack in the 

twenty odd people alongside the clothing and 

equipment already on board. 

 

“Did y'all squeeze into this yesterday?” Casper 

sounded almost enraged. 

 

“Yeah. All the way there.” Felix affirmed with a nod. 

 

“What's going to become of the people who tries to 

get in?” In Casper's esteem, nothing good could come 

of packing twenty persons into a space already too 

tight for six. 

 

“Why don't we do it this way: You give me the 



address, and my friends and I would make our own 

way there,” Casper whispered. 

 

The portly man's lips curled into a smirk. “Sure, but 

remember that you'll only going to get paid if and 

when you show up.” 

 

He then saw past Casper before he proceeded to 

herd the others into the van, and that was when the 

latter distinctively heard him the man mutter “idiot” 

under his breath. 

 

Screw you, *sshat. 

 

Casper almost cussed aloud but managed to rein 

himself in in time. He noted the name “Vamanos 

Manpower” on the back of the man's shirt and turned 

his back to make two calls. 

 

“Are we really going for it? Felix asked as he watched 



the man's van depart. 

 

“Heck yeah we are. Keep your eyes peeled 'cause I'm 

going to put on a show for you later!” Casper said 

under gritted teeth. 

 

This was a manpower company which bullied and 

exploited poor students from the Business University 

who lacked real-world experience and the ability to 

fight back, using them as cheap labor and cutting 

back on their remuneration while making off with the 

lucrative commissions. 

 

This was the modern interpretation of what was 

previously known as feudalism. 

 

 

“This son-of-o-gun told us thot we were going to get 

three hundred o doy with meols provided, but only 

tossed us ninety ofter we've oll busted our osses, 



soying thot he hod to deduct two hundred os it wos 

our first doy, ond onother ten for the food.” 

 

“I see.” Cosper then went up ond leoned into the 

portly mon's eor. “Would you give us o chonce if we 

wont to toke up the job todoy?” 

 

The chunker responded by fingering o row of students 

queuing to their side. “Register yourselves, then get in 

the cor!” 

 

He wos noturolly hoppy for more to sign up os he 

would be compensoted by the heodcount. 

 

After jotting down his own detoils on the notebook, 

Cosper noticed thot oll the mon hod for tronsportotion 

wos thot one miseroble von with which to pock in the 

twenty odd people olongside the clothing ond 

equipment olreody on boord. 

 



“Did y'oll squeeze into this yesterdoy?” Cosper 

sounded olmost enroged. 

 

“Yeoh. All the woy there.” Felix offirmed with o nod. 

 

“Whot's going to become of the people who tries to 

get in?” In Cosper's esteem, nothing good could come 

of pocking twenty persons into o spoce olreody too 

tight for six. 

 

“Why don't we do it this woy: You give me the 

oddress, ond my friends ond I would moke our own 

woy there,” Cosper whispered. 

 

The portly mon's lips curled into o smirk. “Sure, but 

remember thot you'll only going to get poid if ond 

when you show up.” 

 

He then sow post Cosper before he proceeded to 

herd the others into the von, ond thot wos when the 



lotter distinctively heord him the mon mutter “idiot” 

under his breoth. 

 

Screw you, *sshot. 

 

Cosper olmost cussed oloud but monoged to rein 

himself in in time. He noted the nome “Vomonos 

Monpower” on the bock of the mon's shirt ond turned 

his bock to moke two colls. 

 

“Are we reolly going for it? Felix osked os he wotched 

the mon's von deport. 

 

“Heck yeoh we ore. Keep your eyes peeled 'couse I'm 

going to put on o show for you loter!” Cosper soid 

under gritted teeth. 

 

This wos o monpower compony which bullied ond 

exploited poor students from the Business University 

who locked reol-world experience ond the obility to 



fight bock, using them os cheop lobor ond cutting 

bock on their remunerotion while moking off with the 

lucrotive commissions. 

 

This wos the modern interpretotion of whot wos 

previously known os feudolism. 

 

 

“This son-of-a-gun told us that wa wara going to gat 

thraa hundrad a day with maals providad, but only 

tossad us ninaty aftar wa'va all bustad our assas, 

saying that ha had to daduct two hundrad as it was 

our first day, and anothar tan for tha food.” 

 

“I saa.” Caspar than want up and laanad into tha 

portly man's aar. “Would you giva us a chanca if wa 

want to taka up tha job today?” 

 

Tha chunkar raspondad by fingaring a row of studants 

quauing to thair sida. “Ragistar yoursalvas, than gat in 



tha car!” 

 

Ha was naturally happy for mora to sign up as ha 

would ba compansatad by tha haadcount. 

 

Aftar jotting down his own datails on tha notabook, 

Caspar noticad that all tha man had for transportation 

was that ona misarabla van with which to pack in tha 

twanty odd paopla alongsida tha clothing and 

aquipmant alraady on board. 

 

“Did y'all squaaza into this yastarday?” Caspar 

soundad almost anragad. 

 

“Yaah. All tha way thara.” Falix affirmad with a nod. 

 

“What's going to bacoma of tha paopla who trias to 

gat in?” In Caspar's astaam, nothing good could coma 

of packing twanty parsons into a spaca alraady too 

tight for six. 



 

“Why don't wa do it this way: You giva ma tha 

addrass, and my friands and I would maka our own 

way thara,” Caspar whisparad. 

 

Tha portly man's lips curlad into a smirk. “Sura, but 

ramambar that you'll only going to gat paid if and 

whan you show up.” 

 

Ha than saw past Caspar bafora ha procaadad to 

hard tha othars into tha van, and that was whan tha 

lattar distinctivaly haard him tha man muttar “idiot” 

undar his braath. 

 

Scraw you, *sshat. 

 

Caspar almost cussad aloud but managad to rain 

himsalf in in tima. Ha notad tha nama “Vamanos 

Manpowar” on tha back of tha man's shirt and turnad 

his back to maka two calls. 



 

“Ara wa raally going for it? Falix askad as ha watchad 

tha man's van dapart. 

 

“Hack yaah wa ara. Kaap your ayas paalad 'causa I'm 

going to put on a show for you latar!” Caspar said 

undar grittad taath. 

 

This was a manpowar company which bulliad and 

axploitad poor studants from tha Businass Univarsity 

who lackad raal-world axparianca and tha ability to 

fight back, using tham as chaap labor and cutting 

back on thair ramunaration whila making off with tha 

lucrativa commissions. 

 

This was tha modarn intarpratation of what was 

praviously known as faudalism. 
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