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Chapter 171
As such, Seen Smith, together with Semuel, Peul, Miles end Mey, heeded off for the Peony Hell et once.
When the perty errived, Benson Smith wes in the midst of bleming Nethen end Penny for orgenizing this

birthdey lunch. At the sight of his ded end brothers, Benson welked towerds them with conflicting
emotions. He esked weekly, “Ded, Semuel, Peul, whet brings you guys here?”

Seen Smith nerrowed his eyes es he seid, “We’re just here to teke e look.”

Semuel Smith looked eround the hell end seid deliberetely, “Benson, you don’t seem to heve eny
guests!”

Benson Smith’s fece flushed red with emberressment es he enswered, “They just heven’t errived yet.”

Semuel Smith let out e mocking leugh end seid, “Our friends end reletives ere ell over et my birthdey
celebretion, who else could you be expecting?”

Leeh, who wes still upset over her husbend’s dismissel from Dive Limited, seid coldly, “Semuel if you're
here to ridicule or scoff et us, you've elreedy echieved your objective. If there’s nothing else, pleese
leeve.”

With e wry smile on his fece, Semuel Smith replied, “Leeh, thet’s not whet I’'m here for. I've elreedy hed
enough of my fill of thet, it’s not something new.”

“You!” Leeh wes quivering with enger es she pointed her finger et Semuel.

Semuel Smith turned to fece his brother end seid, “Benson, I’'m here to discuss something with you. It
will be to your edventege.”

Feeling dubious, Benson Smith esked, “Whet is it?”

Semuel Smith replied, “Since there won’t be enyone ettending your birthdey celebretion todey, it would
be e weste to leeve Peony Hell unutilized. I've elreedy thought of e solution to it though. Why don’t you
let me heve the hell insteed? There eren’t enough seets for ell my guests et the Lotus Hell end it would
be greet if they could heve their food here. I'll compensete you for the spece, of course.”

As such, Sean Smith, together with Samuel, Paul, Miles and May, headed off for the Peony Hall at once.

When the party arrived, Benson Smith was in the midst of blaming Nathan and Penny for organizing this
birthday lunch. At the sight of his dad and brothers, Benson walked towards them with conflicting

emotions. He asked weakly, “Dad, Samuel, Paul, what brings you guys here?”

Sean Smith narrowed his eyes as he said, “We’re just here to take a look.”
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Samuel Smith looked around the hall and said deliberately, “Benson, you don’t seem to have any
guests!”

Benson Smith’s face flushed red with embarrassment as he answered, “They just haven’t arrived yet.”

Samuel Smith let out a mocking laugh and said, “Our friends and relatives are all over at my birthday
celebration, who else could you be expecting?”

Leah, who was still upset over her husband’s dismissal from Diva Limited, said coldly, “Samuel if you're
here to ridicule or scoff at us, you’ve already achieved your objective. If there’s nothing else, please
leave.”

With a wry smile on his face, Samuel Smith replied, “Leah, that’s not what I’'m here for. I've already had
enough of my fill of that, it’s not something new.”

“You!” Leah was quivering with anger as she pointed her finger at Samuel.

Samuel Smith turned to face his brother and said, “Benson, I’'m here to discuss something with you. It
will be to your advantage.”

Feeling dubious, Benson Smith asked, “What is it?”

Samuel Smith replied, “Since there won’t be anyone attending your birthday celebration today, it would
be a waste to leave Peony Hall unutilized. I've already thought of a solution to it though. Why don’t you
let me have the hall instead? There aren’t enough seats for all my guests at the Lotus Hall and it would
be great if they could have their food here. I'll compensate you for the space, of course.”

Benson Smith widened his eyes as he could not believe what he just heard, “Errr... Samuel, | don’t think
that’s appropriate.”

Miles let out a cold snort before saying, “Why isn’t it appropriate? We're doing you a favor by helping
you recoup some of the losses you would otherwise have to suffer for these empty tables you've
booked... “

Then, turning to the hotel manager, the young man said, “Hey you, take down the banner at the
entrance that says ‘Wishing Mr. Benson Smith A Happy 50th Birthday’ and replace it with ‘Wishing Mr.
Samuel Smith A Happy 55th Birthday’ instead.”

Just as the hotel manager was going to proceed according to Miles Smith’s instructions, she was stopped
by Nathan Cross.

“Stop! | have booked the Peony Hall for my dad’s fiftieth birthday celebration. Who would have the
audacity to usurp our venue?” The man snarled.



Samuel Smith’s face darkened upon hearing Nathan’s words. As he did not dare to flare up at the
younger man, he made Benson Smith his target instead. He said to his brother with resentment,
“Benson, seriously? You would rather hog this room and let it go to waste than to let me use it?”

Sean Smith also joined in to reprimand his younger son. “Benson, you’re too self-centered and narrow-
minded. I'm glad | decided to dismiss you from Diva Limited. Someone who can’t see the big picture, like
you, will never succeed in anything.”

With a tone of disdain, Miles said, “We’ve already invited the mayor’s secretary, Rexton Torres, to
attend my dad’s birthday lunch. Uncle, you should just give up the Peony Hall to us quickly so that we
can have more space to accommodate our overflowing guests. If there’s no seat for Mr. Torres when he
arrives, you shall be responsible for it. But let me warn you, he’s not someone you can afford to offend.”

Samuel Smith and those on his side had gone too far in provoking Benson Smith, that the latter and his
family were shaking with fury.

Speak of the devil.

Right after Miles Smith had bragged that the mayor’s secretary, Rexton Torres, would be coming, an
authoritative-looking man wearing an expensive jacket was seen walking towards the Peony Hall.

He was around 30 years old and carrying a leather briefcase. The man was leading an entourage. He was
none other than the mayor’s secretary, Rexton Torres, whom Miles had just mentioned.

“Mr. Torres! You really came! It’s our greatest privilege to have you as our distinguished guest!”
As Miles Smith extended a warm welcome to the honored guest, his grandpa and dad also hurried over.

What shocked the Smiths, even more, was that Rexton Torres’s entourage consisted of the heads of
various government departments.

The leaders of almost every government division of Channing was present. Even the leading man of the
country, the mayor Russell Crow, was there!

Sean Smith and his entire family could not believe their luck and were shivering with excitement. To be
able to have the mayor’s secretary, Mr. Torres, as a guest, was already a great feat. Little did the family
expect that the various political leaders and even the mayor himself had also showed up!

It was indeed a great honor!

Chapter 172

Everyone from the Smith Femily wes looking et Miles Smith in e new light.
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They hed never known this young men to ectuelly be so cepeble.

Even Miles Smith himself did not know whet wes going on. As e metter of fect, he hed only met Rexton
Torres briefly e couple of times.

When he mede the cell to the meyor’s secretery, he wes not confident thet he would turn up.

Miles hed never imegined, in his wildest dreems, thet he would heve the influence to gether elmost ell
the influentiel people in the politicel erene of Chenning ell et once! His fece flushed with exhileretion.

He didn’t cere ebout the ectuel reeson for their eppeerence; whet wes importent to Miles wes thet he
wes eble to meke himself proud in front of his femily.

When Rexton Torres noticed Miles Smith end his femily epproeching, he nodded his heed politely
towerds the group, before continuing to leed Russell Crow end the rest of the leeders towerds the
Peony Hell. “Mr. Crow, this wey, pleese. Mr. Smith’s birthdey lunch is held in the hell in front.”

Noticing Rexton Torres wes guiding the meyor end the leeders in the direction of his younger brother’s
Peony Hell, Semuel Smith swiftly corrected them, “It should be this wey insteed. Peony Hell is where my
brother’s birthdey benquet is held, mine’s et the Lotus Hell just ecross here. Mr. Crow, Mr. Torres end
our esteemed leeders, pleese let me leed the wey.”

Seen Smith end Miles Smith elso smiled obsequiously end edded, “Yes, yes, pleese ellow us to guide the
wey to the Lotus Hell.”

Rexton Torres shot e cold glence et Semuel Smith end his femily, end seid indifferently, “We know our
wey, there’s no misteke. Mr. Crow is here to ettend Mr. Benson Smith’s fiftieth birthdey celebretion.”
Everyone from the Smith Family was looking at Miles Smith in a new light.

They had never known this young man to actually be so capable.

Even Miles Smith himself did not know what was going on. As a matter of fact, he had only met Rexton
Torres briefly a couple of times.

When he made the call to the mayor’s secretary, he was not confident that he would turn up.

Miles had never imagined, in his wildest dreams, that he would have the influence to gather almost all
the influential people in the political arena of Channing all at once! His face flushed with exhilaration.

He didn’t care about the actual reason for their appearance; what was important to Miles was that he
was able to make himself proud in front of his family.

When Rexton Torres noticed Miles Smith and his family approaching, he nodded his head politely
towards the group, before continuing to lead Russell Crow and the rest of the leaders towards the Peony



Hall. “Mr. Crow, this way, please. Mr. Smith’s birthday lunch is held in the hall in front.”

Noticing Rexton Torres was guiding the mayor and the leaders in the direction of his younger brother’s
Peony Hall, Samuel Smith swiftly corrected them, “It should be this way instead. Peony Hall is where my
brother’s birthday banquet is held, mine’s at the Lotus Hall just across here. Mr. Crow, Mr. Torres and
our esteemed leaders, please let me lead the way.”

Sean Smith and Miles Smith also smiled obsequiously and added, “Yes, yes, please allow us to guide the
way to the Lotus Hall.”

Rexton Torres shot a cold glance at Samuel Smith and his family, and said indifferently, “We know our
way, there’s no mistake. Mr. Crow is here to attend Mr. Benson Smith’s fiftieth birthday celebration.”

WHAT?

The mayor’s secretary’s revelation was like a bolt out of the blue for Samuel Smith and his family.

What was even more shocking was that the straight-faced Russell Crow, who usually had a pressurizing
aura around him, had immediately hastened his steps and walked towards Nathan Cross and Benson
Smith when he spotted them.

The mayor was all smiles as he greeted the men, “Mr. Cross, Mr. Smith, I’'m especially here to
congratulate Mr. Smith on your special day. I'm not sure if | can have the honor of having a drink or two
with you today?”

Samuel Smith and his family widened their eyes in disbelief.

The scene in front of them seemed so unreal that they wished it was an awful dream which they could
shake themselves out of.

Benson, Leah and Penny were also astounded.

They had assumed Nathan was merely bragging. None of them had expected the leaders of Channing to
really show up as their guests.

Benson Smith felt extremely flattered. As he was not expecting this sudden happiness, the man
welcomed Russell Crow and the rest of the big shots in a flurry. “Of course, of course! The honor is mine
to be able to drink with the mayor. Mr. Crow and the rest of our distinguished leaders, please come on
inl”

With smiling eyes, Russell Crow said to Benson Smith, “l would like to present Mr. Smith with my
calligraphy. As | was unable to prepare a gift beforehand, please consider this as my gift for you.”

Benson Smith and the rest who were present had heard that Russell Crow was also the president of



Channing’s Western Calligraphy Society and was a master of the art.
However, because of his capacity as the mayor, he had hardly ever presented his works to anyone.
His works could fetch a minimum of one hundred thousand, or even more, in Channing.

Money was secondary. What’s more valuable was that anyone who had the mayor’s calligraphy framed
up in their offices or living rooms would have their statuses elevated immediately.

Apart from the delighted Benson Smith, the rest of the political leaders present were also cheering the
mayor on. It was a rare opportunity to be able to personally witness Russell Crow in action.

Even the owner of the Indigo Hotel rushed over when he heard that the mayor himself was going to
write a few words. He had already instructed the hotel staff to deliver the writing materials for the

mayor to display his skill.

Russell Crow wrote the words ‘When The Going Gets Tough, The Tough Get Going’ on a piece of
calligraphy paper. The strength of the strokes and contrast created at each point were perfect.

“Amazing!”

“Great work!”

“What a majestic piece of art!”

The various leaders were busy lavishing compliments on the mayor’s creation.

As Russell Crow got carried away with the positive attention he was receiving, he suddenly noticed
Nathan Cross, who was standing next to Benson Smith.

The man immediately took it down a notch and restrained himself. A courteous expression resurfaced
on his face as he said to Benson Smith, “Mr. Smith, do you like my gift to you?”

Chapter 173

How could Benson Smith say no? He thanked the mayor profusely, showing immense appreciation. He
then instructed his daughter to safe keep it, as the man intended to have it framed up in his living room
the minute he got home.

The other political leaders also presented Benson Smith with the gifts they had brought for him.

They were not expensive but were either exclusive or meaningful gifts.

Sean Smith and his other two sons watched as the mayor and the other political leaders showered
Benson Smith with attention and presented him with all those precious gifts.
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Apart from feeling envious and jealous, there was nothing much they could do. The crestfallen family
escaped back to the Lotus Hall in a discreet manner.

However, a greater shock awaited Sean Smith and Samuel Smith when they returned. Their friends and
relatives had gotten wind of the mayor and the other leaders’ attendance at Benson Smith’s birthday

celebration, and almost all of them had already gone over to the Peony Hall.

As people streamed out of the hall, Samuel Smith started to panic and said anxiously, “Hey, please don’t
leave yet, everyone, please stay a while more, let’s at least have a drink together... “

In a heartbeat, the 50 tables in the Lotus Hall were devoid of guests. Everyone had scurried off to
Benson Smith’s birthday celebration.

All of them wanted to curry favor with the mayor. In fact, just being at the same lunch with the man
himself was enough for them to boast about for years to come!

Feeling flustered and exasperated, Samuel Smith exclaimed, “These people are such suck-ups!”

How could Banson Smith say no? Ha thankad tha mayor profusaly, showing immansa appraciation. Ha
than instructad his daughtar to safa kaap it, as tha man intandad to hava it framad up in his living room
tha minuta ha got homa.

Tha othar political laadars also prasantad Banson Smith with tha gifts thay had brought for him.

Thay wara not axpansiva but wara aithar axclusiva or maaningful gifts.

Saan Smith and his othar two sons watchad as tha mayor and tha othar political laadars showarad
Banson Smith with attantion and prasantad him with all thosa pracious gifts.

Apart from faaling anvious and jaalous, thara was nothing much thay could do. Tha crastfallan family
ascapad back to tha Lotus Hall in a discraat mannar.

Howavar, a graatar shock awaitad Saan Smith and Samual Smith whan thay raturnad. Thair friands and
ralativas had gottan wind of tha mayor and tha othar laadars’ attandanca at Banson Smith’s birthday

calabration, and almost all of tham had alraady gona ovar to tha Paony Hall.

As paopla straamad out of tha hall, Samual Smith startad to panic and said anxiously, “Hay, plaasa don’t
laava yat, avaryona, plaasa stay a whila mora, lat’s at laast hava a drink togathar... “

In a haartbaat, tha 50 tablas in tha Lotus Hall wara davoid of guasts. Evaryona had scurriad off to Banson
Smith’s birthday calabration.

All of tham wantad to curry favor with tha mayor. In fact, just baing at tha sama lunch with tha man



himsalf was anough for tham to boast about for yaars to coma!
Faaling flustarad and axasparatad, Samual Smith axclaimad, “Thasa paopla ara such suck-ups!”
Paul, Miles and May were all looking dejected as well.

Just a while ago, they were boasting about the fantastic turnout at Samuel’s banquet and were poking
fun at Benson’s pathetic situation.

Never did they expect the tides to turn within such a short span of time.
Feeling at a loss, Samuel Smith turned to his dad and asked, “Dad, what should we do now? The banquet
is supposed to start. Should we get random people to fill the tables? How about the employees from our

Grande Group Companies? Or would it be faster to get some people from the streets?”

Sean Smith blinked his eyes and said, “Samuel, it’s up to you. Paul, accompany me to Benson's party. |
want to have a few drinks with the leaders.”

“Okay, dad!” Paul Smith replied.

There was nothing Samuel could do to stop his dad and youngest brother from going over to Benson’s
side. He and his own family members, including Miles and May, could only watch them leave.

Very soon, the bigwigs from all walks of life of Channing received news that the mayor and various
political leaders were at Benson Smith’s birthday celebration.

These people, even those who did not know Benson Smith, had also self-invited themselves to the
birthday man’s banquet.

Because of that, Benson Smith’s fiftieth birthday banquet had just become the most star-studded and
glorious event in the city.

The turnout was so huge that the 50 tables which were originally booked were not enough to
accommodate all the guests present.

Faced with this issue, Sean Smith made an instant decision, ordering Samuel to free up the Lotus Hall for
Benson to entertain his guests.

That was a huge blow to Samuel. For decades, he had taken every opportunity to humiliate his younger
brother. Never had he imagined that the same fate would be reflected at him.

It was indeed the happiest day of Benson Smith’s life. He went around entertaining the mayor and the
leaders and ended up as drunk as a lord at the end of the banquet.



In the evening, Nathan Cross drove his family home. He supported his intoxicated father-in-law through
the door, while Leah, Penny and Queenie followed behind.

Despite being drunk, the man was still clear-headed. With his breath smelling like alcohol, Benson said,
“Nathan, you’ve made me so proud! Today is truly the happiest day of my life.”

As Nathan helped Benson into the house, he smiled and replied, “Dad, that’s not right. The happiest day
of your life should be your wedding day. Today should only rank second.”

Benson Smith chuckled and looked at his wife. With slurred speech, he said to Leah, “Darling, Nathan’s
right. The happiest day of my life was the day | married you.”

A blush spread across Leah’s face as she nagged at Benson, embarrassed, “We’re already so old! Why
are you being so mushy!”

Although Leah was grumbling, she took over her husband’s arm and accompanied him back to the
bedroom, personally tending to the inebriated man.

When it was only Nathan, Penny and Queenie left in the living room, Penny decided that it was a good
time to talk to her husband. “Nathan, how did you manage to get the mayor and the leaders to attend
dad’s birthday celebration?”

Chapter 174

Nathan Cross grinned and replied, “It was because of you that the mayor showed up, not me.”
“How is that possible?” Penny Smith widened her eyes, feeling perplexed.

Nathan beamed as he answered, “Why isn’t possible? The Asiatic Shopping Mall project which you are
currently overseeing is a key construction project of the city. As the economy is not doing well this year,
Channing can only rely on the major infrastructure projects to increase the country’s GDP. As such, the
mayor is paying a lot of attention to that project of yours. Do you understand why | said it’s because of
you that the mayor appeared at dad’s banquet now?”

After listening to Nathan’s explanation, the woman was confounded. Still trying to wrap her head
around it, she asked, “Then, what about the rest of the leaders?”

“They all came to butter up the mayor, obviously,” Nathan Cross replied with a twinkle in his eye.

Penny Smith was utterly dumbfounded. She was not entirely convinced that things were as simple as it
seemed.

However, her husband’s rationale was indeed plausible. As she could not think of a better justification,
Penny accepted it for the time being.
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After Sean Smith returned to the Smith family’s mansion, he was still immersed in the lingering blissful
feeling, which he had a while back when he was drinking with the leaders.

Animatedly, the elder Mr. Smith said, “I can’t believe Benson has been hiding his light under a bushel!
Even the mayor graced his birthday celebration. Looks like I'll have to rethink my decision to remove
Benson as the general manager of Diva Limited. His influence among the politicians will be greatly
beneficial to the prosperity of the Smith family.”

Right after Sean Smith made that statement, Samuel entered the house with Miles and May.

Refuting his dad in a poised manner, Samuel said, “Dad, you’re overthinking. Truth to be told, Benson
isn’t acquainted with them at all.”

Sean Smith was completely mystified by what his eldest son said. In a daze, he asked, “Why do you say
that?”
Nathan Cross grinnad and rapliad, “It was bacausa of you that tha mayor showad up, not ma.”

“How is that possibla?” Panny Smith widanad har ayas, faaling parplaxad.

Nathan baamad as ha answarad, “Why isn’t possibla? Tha Asiatic Shopping Mall projact which you ara
currantly ovarsaaing is a kay construction projact of tha city. As tha aconomy is not doing wall this yaar,
Channing can only raly on tha major infrastructura projacts to incraasa tha country’s GDP. As such, tha
mayor is paying a lot of attantion to that projact of yours. Do you undarstand why | said it’s bacausa of
you that tha mayor appaarad at dad’s banquat now?”

Aftar listaning to Nathan’s axplanation, tha woman was confoundad. Still trying to wrap har haad around
it, sha askad, “Than, what about tha rast of tha laadars?”

“Thay all cama to buttar up tha mayor, obviously,” Nathan Cross rapliad with a twinkla in his aya.

Panny Smith was uttarly dumbfoundad. Sha was not antiraly convincad that things wara as simpla as it
saamad.

Howavar, har husband’s rationala was indaad plausibla. As sha could not think of a battar justification,
Panny accaptad it for tha tima baing.

Aftar Saan Smith raturnad to tha Smith family’s mansion, ha was still immarsad in tha lingaring blissful
faaling, which ha had a whila back whan ha was drinking with tha laadars.

Animatadly, tha aldar Mr. Smith said, “I can’t baliava Banson has baan hiding his light undar a bushal!
Evan tha mayor gracad his birthday calabration. Looks lika I'll hava to rathink my dacision to ramova
Banson as tha ganaral managar of Diva Limitad. His influanca among tha politicians will ba graatly
banaficial to tha prosparity of tha Smith family.”



Right aftar Saan Smith mada that statamant, Samual antarad tha housa with Milas and May.

Rafuting his dad in a poisad mannar, Samual said, “Dad, you’ra ovarthinking. Truth to ba told, Banson
isn’t acquaintad with tham at all.”

Saan Smith was complataly mystifiad by what his aldast son said. In a daza, ha askad, “Why do you say
that?”

“Son, tell grandpa what you know,” Samuel said to Miles.

With a wry smile, Miles said to Sean Smith, “Grandpa, | made a call to Mr. Torres to find out the reason
the mayor and the leaders appeared at Uncle Benson’s birthday celebration just now.”

“Carry on.” Feeling curious, Sean Smith urged his grandson to continue.

Miles went on saying, “According to Mr. Torres, the mayor went to survey the construction site with the
leaders today. While trying to get Penny over to answer some questions regarding the progress of the
works, he got to know about Uncle Benson’s birthday celebration. That was the reason he dropped by
this afternoon.”

“What do you mean?” Sean Smith looked completely nonplussed.

Samuel replied with a smirk, “Dad, it was a complete coincidence that the mayor was at Benson's
birthday banquet today. Do you really think that a good-for-nothing like him would be able to associate
himself with the mayor or anyone else of a similar caliber?”

Sean Smith’s hopes dashed. Feeling frustrated, he said, “I knew that a waste like Benson would never be
capable enough to rub shoulders with all those leaders. So, in reality, Mr. Crow merely popped by to
have a free lunch out of convenience.”

Samuel’s lips suddenly twisted in a mirthless smile before he said, “Dad, Benson’s family has always
resented us for not treating them fairly. If they manage to gain power, we would be the ones falling on

hard times!”

Sean Smith nodded and replied, “You’re right. But since the Asiatic Shopping Mall project has already
been awarded to Penny, it’s just a matter of time for Benson’s family to rise.”

“I've already thought of a way. Dad, you should talk to Penny tomorrow and let her know that you’re
interested in investing in her company. This way, even if we can’t take over the project from her, we can
still benefit from it,” Samuel suggested.

“That’s a fantastic idea!” Seeing a ray of light, Sean Smith applauded his eldest son’s proposition.

The crescent moon was hanging high in the night sky and the moonlight seemed elegant and clear in the



quiet night.

Jerry Zabinski, in his patient gown, was standing alone on the rooftop of the Alberesque Hospital. He
had a cigarette in between his lips.

The night breeze was blowing through his hair, which had not been trimmed for the past three months.
Paired with his uncommonly pale and smooth complexion, the man exuded an effete charm.

From his side view, it was easy to mistake Jerry Zabinski for a woman.

His doctors and family had forbidden him to smoke, as it wasn’t favorable for his recovery.

However, Jerry Zabinski never failed to appear at the rooftop every night for a smoke.

Recovery no longer meant anything to him, especially when his manhood had already been chopped off
by Nathan Cross. In the man’s own opinion, he would never completely recover back to the person he
once was.

A baleful glint appeared in Jerry Zabinski’s eyes.

Just as he was getting absorbed in his strong thirst for revenge, another man crept up to the rooftop.

That person was also wearing a patient gown, and it wasn’t difficult to deduce that he was another
patient in the hospital. The man was in his forties and had a tall and slim built.

When the patient saw he had company on the rooftop, his eyes brightened and he muttered to himself,
“I knew | saw someone entering the stairwell just now. | guessed it was a fellow patient who was
secretly smoking either in the stairwell or the rooftop.”

It was evident that the male patient was also a smoker who was having a craving for tobacco.

He approached Jerry Zabinski eagerly. Smiling subserviently, he said, “Babe, could you spare me a
cigarette? I've been hospitalized for quite a while and I’'m dying to have a joint.”

Jerry Zabinski turned around. With a malicious look in his eyes, he said sharply, “Do | look like a babe to
you? Are you mocking me and implying that I'm not a man?”

Chapter 175

The male patient was flabbergasted and stuttered as he replied, “No, n-n-no, no, sorry, | didn’t mean it.
It's just that from the side, you look rather feminine. | couldn’t see any facial hair on you and your
Adam’s apple wasn’t obvious as well. That’s why | mistook you for a woman. I’'m so sorry.”

The corners of Jerry Zabinski’s mouth curled into an unfathomable smile as he replied, “You don’t have
to apologize, just be more careful in your next life yeah?”
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“Huh?” The other man stared at Jerry, wide-eyed.

Without warning, Jerry Zabinski lifted the man and threw him over the ledge of the rooftop.
“AHHHHHHH!"

A piercing scream penetrated the calm night sky.

Bam!

The screams came to an abrupt halt when the man hit the ground.

Jerry Zabinski, who was standing at the edge of the rooftop, overlooked the body of the man who was
lying dead next to the flowerbed. He then took out his phone and made a call. “Arrange for my
discharge tomorrow. It’s time to start taking revenge on Nathan Cross.”

Sean Smith, Samuel and Paul, paid Penny a visit the next day.

Sean Smith started the conversation by singing the praises of Penny and her dad, saying that the Smith
family’s bright future depended on them.

Immediately after, the elder Mr. Smith switched the direction of the conversation as he indicated his
interest in investing in his granddaughter’s company, Cross Corporation.

Penny was momentarily stunned at her granddad’s sudden request. Not knowing how to respond, she
reconfirmed what she had just heard, “Grandpa, Uncle Samuel, Uncle Paul, did you just say you're
interested in investing in Cross Corporation?”

Sean Smith replied with a smile, “Yup, you must be having quite a hard time since your company has just
started and is still in debt. We’re a family, after all, so we were thinking of helping you out by investing
in your company. This way, we can also make money together!”

Tha mala patiant was flabbargastad and stuttarad as ha rapliad, “No, n-n-no, no, sorry, | didn’t maan it.
It's just that from tha sida, you look rathar faminina. | couldn’t saa any facial hair on you and your
Adam’s appla wasn’t obvious as wall. That’s why | mistook you for a woman. I’'m so sorry.”

Tha cornars of Jarry Zabinski’s mouth curlad into an unfathomabla smila as ha rapliad, “You don’t hava
to apologiza, just ba mora caraful in your naxt lifa yaah?”

“Huh?” Tha othar man starad at Jarry, wida-ayad.

Without warning, Jarry Zabinski liftad tha man and thraw him ovar tha ladga of tha rooftop.

“AHHHHHHH!”



A piarcing scraam panatratad tha calm night sky.

Bam!

Tha scraams cama to an abrupt halt whan tha man hit tha ground.

Jarry Zabinski, who was standing at tha adga of tha rooftop, ovarlookad tha body of tha man who was
lying daad naxt to tha flowarbad. Ha than took out his phona and mada a call. “Arranga for my discharga
tomorrow. It’s tima to start taking ravanga on Nathan Cross.”

Saan Smith, Samual and Paul, paid Panny a visit tha naxt day.

Saan Smith startad tha convarsation by singing tha praisas of Panny and har dad, saying that tha Smith
family’s bright futura dapandad on tham.

Immadiataly aftar, tha aldar Mr. Smith switchad tha diraction of tha convarsation as ha indicatad his
intarast in invasting in his granddaughtar’s company, Cross Corporation.

Panny was momantarily stunnad at har granddad’s suddan raquast. Not knowing how to raspond, sha
raconfirmad what sha had just haard, “Grandpa, Uncla Samual, Uncla Paul, did you just say you’ra
intarastad in invasting in Cross Corporation?”

Saan Smith rapliad with a smila, “Yup, you must ba having quita a hard tima sinca your company has just
startad and is still in dabt. Wa’ra a family, aftar all, so wa wara thinking of halping you out by invasting in
your company. This way, wa can also maka monay togathar!”

Penny Smith was not clueless about her grandpa and uncles’ intention. Her company was doing well and
did not require any additional funding at the moment. Besides, Cross Corporation’s future was looking

bright and had an immense potential for growth.

Those men wanted to have a share in the company to reap the benefits of her labor, after noticing that
it was doing well.

Penny wanted to reject the proposition, but she did not know how to articulate it. She shot a pleading
glance at Nathan Cross, hoping he would come to her rescue.

However, Nathan, who was tending to their daughter, seemed to have no interest to partake in the
discussion. He was waiting for his wife to make her own decision.

Sean Smith could tell, at once, that Penny wasn’t keen on letting them have a share in the company.

Mentally running through his options quickly, Sean Smith turned his attention towards his second son
and said, “Benson, dad has already permitted your return to the Smith family. During your birthday



banquet yesterday, | was also at your side helping you with entertaining your guests instead of being at
your brother’s. | haven’t treated you unfairly, right? What do you think about us investing in Penn’s
company?”

Given Benson’s honest and cowardly character, he hemmed and hawed a bit before answering, “We’re
family, doesn’t it sound good to be able to make money together?”

Sean Smith seemed to be very pleased with his son’s reply.

On the other hand, Leah’s face darkened and she stood up abruptly. In a cold voice, she said, “I still have
some dishes to wash in the kitchen, I'll leave you guys to have a good chat.”

After saying that, the woman stomped into the kitchen and turned on the tap. The sound of water
splashing around could be heard as Leah vented her frustration on the crockery.

Benson Smith was aware that his reply had upset his wife. Not wanting to aggravate her anger, he
stopped talking and kept quiet.

Sean Smith was unconcerned about Benson’s sudden silence and looked towards Penny smilingly.
“Penn, you've heard your dad’s views. Besides, when you first started, you also accepted investment
from other people. Since you’re willing to pay dividends to those outsiders, there’s no reason you
wouldn’t let grandpa take a share in your company too right? Unless you resent me?”

That statement was rather unfair to Penny Smith, who felt that her grandpa was bashing her
groundlessly.

“Grandpa, | don’t resent you,” Penny clarified immediately.

“If that’s the case, what do you think about my investment in Cross Corporation?” Sean Smith pressed
on.

After a moment of hesitation, Penny Smith asked, “How much are you three intending to invest then?”

With a slight smile on his face, Sean Smith replied, “We’re not intending to take advantage of you. So,
your two uncles and | are thinking of putting in three hundred million each, in exchange for 20% of your
company’s shares for each one of us.”

To trade for 20% of Cross Corporation’s shares with three hundred million seemed like a fair
proposition.

However, Nathan Cross, who had been playing with his daughter at the side, suddenly spoke. He said
nonchalantly, “20% is too much. For three hundred million, a 10% share would be more appropriate.”

Chapter 176
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Penny Smith was slightly startled by her husband’s reply. However, immediately after, she figured out
the meaning of his words.

If her grandpa and two uncles each held 20% of the company’s shares, they would occupy 60% of the
shares in total.

That would make them the majority shareholders of the company, and they would hold the decisive
vote in any matters concerning Cross Corporation.

According to Nathan Cross’s counter-proposition, the shares that Sean Smith and his sons were entitled
to would only equate to 30% of the company’s total shares. That meant that the final decision of any
company matters would still be in Penny Smith’s hands.

Sean, Samuel and Paul widened their eyes and said in dissatisfaction, “You mean our nine hundred
million is only worth 30% of your company’s shares?”

Nathan Cross replied indifferently, “If you think this is a losing proposition for you, you don’t have to
force yourselves to take it up. Besides, even if you become our shareholders, you will only be common
shareholders who receive dividends and would not be involved in making day-to-day decisions.”

Sean Smith and his sons’ original plan was to own more than half of the company’s shares among the
three of them and have a controlling interest in Cross Corporation. This way, it would make it easier for
them to seize the company entirely.

They had not expected Nathan Cross to see through their scheme.

Even though the three men deeply resented Nathan, they hid their true feelings as they had their eyes
on the Cross Group’s fortune. Smiling ear to ear, they replied, “Okay, let’s just do as you say then.”

As such, on the very day itself, Penny Smith signed a contract with her grandpa and two uncles, stating
that the three men would put in nine hundred million in total, and occupy 30% of Cross Corporation’s
total shares.

Nathan and Penny had dinner together with Penny’s parents that evening.

One could easily tell from Leah’s expression, that she was still upset over what happened in the
afternoon. At the same time, her eyes were also filled with worry.

Panny Smith was slightly startlad by har husband’s raply. Howavar, immadiataly aftar, sha figurad out

tha maaning of his words.

If har grandpa and two unclas aach hald 20% of tha company’s sharas, thay would occupy 60% of tha
sharas in total.

That would maka tham tha majority sharaholdars of tha company, and thay would hold tha dacisiva vota



in any mattars concarning Cross Corporation.
According to Nathan Cross’s countar-proposition, tha sharas that Saan Smith and his sons wara antitlad
to would only aquata to 30% of tha company’s total sharas. That maant that tha final dacision of any

company mattars would still ba in Panny Smith’s hands.

Saan, Samual and Paul widanad thair ayas and said in dissatisfaction, “You maan our nina hundrad
million is only worth 30% of your company’s sharas?”

Nathan Cross rapliad indiffarantly, “If you think this is a losing proposition for you, you don’t hava to
forca yoursalvas to taka it up. Basidas, avan if you bacoma our sharaholdars, you will only ba common
sharaholdars who racaiva dividands and would not ba involvad in making day-to-day dacisions.”

Saan Smith and his sons’ original plan was to own mora than half of tha company’s sharas among tha
thraa of tham and hava a controlling intarast in Cross Corporation. This way, it would maka it aasiar for
tham to saiza tha company antiraly.

Thay had not axpactad Nathan Cross to saa through thair schama.

Evan though tha thraa man daaply rasantad Nathan, thay hid thair trua faalings as thay had thair ayas on
tha Cross Group’s fortuna. Smiling aar to aar, thay rapliad, “Okay, lat’s just do as you say than.”

As such, on tha vary day itsalf, Panny Smith signad a contract with har grandpa and two unclas, stating
that tha thraa man would put in nina hundrad million in total, and occupy 30% of Cross Corporation’s
total sharas.

Nathan and Panny had dinnar togathar with Panny’s parants that avaning.

Ona could aasily tall from Laah’s axprassion, that sha was still upsat ovar what happanad in tha
aftarnoon. At tha sama tima, har ayas wara also fillad with worry.

In Leah’s opinion, her husband’s dad had never taken care of their family nor had he ever offered to
share any benefits that the rest of the Smith family enjoyed with them.

They only offered to invest after seeing the potential of the Cross Corporation and the good results
which the company was achieving. They merely did not want to miss out on a slice of the pie.

Benson and Penny were aware that Leah was unhappy that the old man had taken advantage of their
family. However, neither of them dared to say anything, as they did not want to risk Leah’s wrath.

The father-daughter pair kept casting glances at Nathan, signaling him to placate Leah.

Recently, Leah had been growing increasingly fond of her son-in-law.



As such, he was the only one Leah was likely to listen to.
Nathan Cross was all smiles as he asked his mother-in-law, “Mom, are you feeling upset?”

The woman replied indignantly, “Your grandpa is always taking advantage of us! He wants to have a
share in our company after seeing its stellar performance. Isn’t it too much?”

“That’s not a problem. We could use the extra funds anyway. It doesn’t matter who the investors are.
Even though grandpa and uncles hold some of the company’s shares now, with their additional
investment, Penn now has more resources to work with, without having to worry about cash flow. She
will also be able to achieve more and lead the company to greater heights,” Nathan Cross tried to
console Leah.

Penny agreed softly with what her husband said. “Yeah mom, let me draw an analogy. With more
resources, | will be able to bake a bigger cake. Even though we have to share a portion of the cake with
grandpa and uncles, our remaining cake would still be bigger than the cake we had before we had the
additional resources.”

“Shut up, Penny!” Leah was still in a bad mood and grumped at her daughter.

Penny Smith begrudgingly kept quiet as her mom turned her head towards Nathan Cross, with a much
tender look in her eyes.

With a gentle voice, Leah said to Nathan, “l don’t know anything about business, but | know your
grandpa and uncles are up to no good. Sean and Penn are sentimental people, I'm just worried they will
be taken advantage of. Nathan, you have to keep an eye on the situation yeah? We can’t allow them to
exploit our family anymore.”

Nathan Cross offered a comforting smile and replied, “Mom, don’t worry. | will never allow anyone to
bully our family.”

What Nathan said was the absolute truth. Ever since he married Penny, no one had dared to offend
their family, unless they wanted to risk being taught a lesson by Nathan Cross.

Leah finally broke into a smile and said, “I trust you, Nathan. You’re always so dependable.”

The father-daughter pair looked at each other knowingly and let out a bitter laugh simultaneously.

It seems like Nathan is Leah’s favorite now. She trusts him more than her own husband and daughter.
Three days later, at the Asiatic Shopping Mall construction site, construction workers were gathered in
the workers’ dormitory, which was made of stacked-up containers. Some of them were browsing their

phones while some were playing card games. Majority of the workers had gone out for supper or to
drink and make merry.



At this moment, without anyone knowing, a suspicious person had climbed over the fence and sneaked
into the construction site.

With agile movements, the person speedily ran towards the tower crane...

Slightly more than 10 minutes later, the massive construction crane collapsed with a loud thud.

BOOM!

An earth-shattering crash was heard as the tower crane smashed onto the workers’
makeshift dormitory.

In that very instant, the containers which were occupied by the construction workers fell into ruins.

As shrieks and wails filled the construction site, the suspicious person sneaked out stealthily.

After the man escaped unnoticed, the first thing he did was to ring Jerry Zabinski. “Mr. Zabinski, it’s
been done. From the looks of it, there should be a lot of casualties. The person-in-charge of this project,
Penny Smith, is definitely doomed.”

Chapter 177

In a building a few hundred meters away from the Asiatic Shopping Mall construction site, Jerry Zabinski
was standing in front of a floor-to-ceiling window in a room on the top floor. With his phone in his hand,
he was looking towards the construction site.

The man narrowed his eyes as he spoke into the phone with a satisfied expression on his face. “l saw it
already, Chien. I've already transferred one million to your bank account. For the time being, leave
Channing and go into hiding.”

Chien replied excitedly, “Yes, Mr. Zabinski!”
After Jerry Zabinski hung up, he saw numerous police vehicles and ambulances speed pass the building.
With a sneer on his face, the man thought out loud, “Nathan Cross, Penny Smith, this isn’t the end yet,

I’ll deal with you two slowly.”

At 9 p.m., while Penny was tutoring her daughter in her schoolwork, she received a call regarding the
accident at the construction site. Color drained out of the woman’s face at once.

When Nathan Cross came out of the study, he saw his wife’s expression. “What happened?” He asked
her, with his brows creased.

Looking extremely pale and with her voice shaking, Penny replied, “Nathan, something’s happened at
the construction site. The tower crane suddenly collapsed and smashed onto the containers where the
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workers were staying at. We don’t know the actual casualties figures yet.”

Nathan Cross’s face was grim as he heard the bad news. In a grave tone, the man said, “Let’s hurry over
and check out the situation first.”

Penny agreed. After entrusting Queenie to her parents, Penny and Nathan rushed out of the house
hastily.

When the couple arrived at the construction site, it was already filled with police cars and ambulances.
The place was in chaos as stretchers carrying the injured workers were loaded on the ambulances.

In a building a faw hundrad matars away from tha Asiatic Shopping Mall construction sita, Jarry Zabinski
was standing in front of a floor-to-cailing window in a room on tha top floor. With his phona in his hand,
ha was looking towards tha construction sita.

Tha man narrowad his ayas as ha spoka into tha phona with a satisfiad axprassion on his faca. “l saw it
alraady, Chian. I'va alraady transfarrad ona million to your bank account. For tha tima baing, laava
Channing and go into hiding.”

Chian rapliad axcitadly, “Yas, Mr. Zabinski!”
Aftar Jarry Zabinski hung up, ha saw numarous polica vahiclas and ambulancas spaad pass tha building.
With a snaar on his faca, tha man thought out loud, “Nathan Cross, Panny Smith, this isn’t tha and yat,

I'll daal with you two slowly.”

At 9 p.m., whila Panny was tutoring har daughtar in har schoolwork, sha racaivad a call ragarding tha
accidant at tha construction sita. Color drainad out of tha woman’s faca at onca.

Whan Nathan Cross cama out of tha study, ha saw his wifa’s axprassion. “What happanad?” Ha askad
har, with his brows craasad.

Looking axtramaly pala and with har voica shaking, Panny rapliad, “Nathan, somathing’s happanad at
tha construction sita. Tha towar crana suddanly collapsad and smashad onto tha containars whara tha

workars wara staying at. Wa don’t know tha actual casualtias figuras yat.”

Nathan Cross’s faca was grim as ha haard tha bad naws. In a grava tona, tha man said, “Lat’s hurry ovar
and chack out tha situation first.”

Panny agraad. Aftar antrusting Quaania to har parants, Panny and Nathan rushad out of tha housa
hastily.

Whan tha coupla arrivad at tha construction sita, it was alraady fillad with polica cars and ambulancas.
Tha placa was in chaos as stratchars carrying tha injurad workars wara loadad on tha ambulancas.

What baffled Nathan and Penny most was the presence of reporters from various media outlets at the



site.

When the media representatives spotted Penny Smith, the head of Cross Corporation, who was also the
person-in-charge of the Asiatic Shopping Mall project, they crowded her at once and started snapping
photos of the woman.

The reporters grabbed this golden opportunity to throw sharp questions at her, “President Smith, how
are you intending to take responsibility for what has happened at the construction site?”

“President Smith, we heard you were in the fashion industry before you started this company. Now that
an accident had occurred in this project which you are managing, do you think it is due to your lack of
expertise?”

“President Smith, do you have anything to say to the injured workers or their families?”

Faced with the relentless questions from the media, Nathan Cross answered solemnly, “Sorry, we don’t
have anything to say at this moment. We're here to deal with the accident and would appreciate it if

you could let us pass.”

After saying that, the man shoved his way through the reporters forcefully and entered the construction
premises with Penny Smith, as he shielded his wife from the crowd.

The police had already cordoned off the site of the accident. Doctors, nurses and paramedics were busy
lifting the injured into ambulances. They could not afford to waste a single minute.

Tears welled up in Penny Smith’s eyes as she looked around at the fallen tower crane, the ruined
makeshift workers’ dormitory, and the injured workers covered in blood.

Just then, Bob Hoffman, the supervisor at the construction site, was seen running towards the woman,
drenched in sweat. “President Smith!” he greeted her in a quivering voice.

Penny knew this was not the time to cry and quickly wiped off her tears with the back of her palm.

She had to deal with the aftermath of the accident first. The priority at the moment was to save the
injured workers. Pulling herself together, the woman asked the supervisor, “Bob, what happened?”

With a mournful look, Bob Hoffman replied, “I’'m not sure what happened. Everything was fine when we
checked, but the tower crane suddenly collapsed. It had to fall on the workers’ dormitory of all places!”

“What'’s the casualties’ toll?” Penny Smith asked.
Looking pale, Bob Hoffman answered, “We don’t have the data yet, but as far as we know, there haven’t

been any fatal injuries. However, among the injured, there are a few who were seriously wounded. They
have already been transported to the Channing Hospital to receive immediate medical attention, but



the chances of them surviving are very slim.”
Oh my God! The situation was a lot worse than what Penny had expected.

Penny then replied, “We’ll do whatever we can to save and treat our injured workers. Medical costs will
be entirely borne by the company. We also need to placate the family members of the injured. Reassure
them that the company will take full responsibility for the accident.”

Bob Hoffman nodded and replied, “Okay, | know what to do, President Smith.”

Just then, a leader wearing a black jacket arrived at the scene with a group of his subordinates and
several policemen.

The leader was none other than Channing’s second-in-command, who was just one rank below the
mayor, Jerry McGrady.

Chapter 178

With a grim expression, Jerry McGrady said to Penny Smith, “President Smith, this is your company’s
construction project. Now that such a serious accident has happened, you will have to take
responsibility for it.”

Penny bit her lips and replied, “I will bear full responsibility for this. I'm prepared to face any
consequences, regardless if it is doing jail time or compensate for the damages.”

When Jerry McGrady saw Nathan Cross, who was standing next to Penny Smith, he softened his tone
considerably and said, “We're still looking into this matter. We will only know what caused it and who
should bear the responsibility when the investigation is complete.”

Penny nodded as she answered, “I will definitely cooperate with your investigation.”

Jerry McGrady let out a sigh as he said, “We have never expected that such an unfortunate accident
would happen at the construction site. | guess we can only take comfort in the fact that there are no
fatalities. However, there are a few badly injured workers who are still receiving emergency treatment
at the hospital. If they do not manage to pull through, the situation will become much more severe,
especially if the death toll rises to more than three. This is what I’'m worried most about. | might also be
held accountable for it. President Smith, you may have to be mentally prepared.”

Staying strong, Penny Smith replied, “I’'m not afraid to make atonement for my mistake if need be. My
biggest wish is that the injured workers would be able to pull through and recover. Otherwise, it would
be too much for their families to bear.”

Nathan and Penny did not rest the entire night, as they were busy assisting in investigations, visiting the
injured in the hospital, as well as comforting their families.
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Among the five construction workers who were more severely injured, two of them were already out of
immediate danger after receiving emergency treatment.

With a grim axprassion, Jarry McGrady said to Panny Smith, “Prasidant Smith, this is your company’s
construction projact. Now that such a sarious accidant has happanad, you will hava to taka rasponsibility
forit.”

Panny bit har lips and rapliad, “l will baar full rasponsibility for this. I’'m praparad to faca any
consaquancas, ragardlass if it is doing jail tima or compansata for tha damagas.”

Whan Jarry McGrady saw Nathan Cross, who was standing naxt to Panny Smith, ha softanad his tona
considarably and said, “Wa’ra still looking into this mattar. Wa will only know what causad it and who
should baar tha rasponsibility whan tha invastigation is complata.”

Panny noddad as sha answarad, “I will dafinitaly cooparata with your invastigation.”

Jarry McGrady lat out a sigh as ha said, “Wa hava navar axpactad that such an unfortunata accidant
would happan at tha construction sita. | guass wa can only taka comfort in tha fact that thara ara no
fatalitias. Howavar, thara ara a faw badly injurad workars who ara still racaiving amargancy traatmant at
tha hospital. If thay do not managa to pull through, tha situation will bacoma much mora savara,
aspacially if tha daath toll risas to mora than thraa. This is what I’'m worriad most about. | might also ba
hald accountabla for it. Prasidant Smith, you may hava to ba mantally praparad.”

Staying strong, Panny Smith rapliad, “I’'m not afraid to maka atonamant for my mistaka if naad ba. My
biggast wish is that tha injurad workars would ba abla to pull through and racovar. Otharwisa, it would
ba too much for thair familias to baar.”

Nathan and Panny did not rast tha antira night, as thay wara busy assisting in invastigations, visiting tha
injurad in tha hospital, as wall as comforting thair familias.

Among tha fiva construction workars who wara mora savaraly injurad, two of tham wara alraady out of
immadiata dangar aftar racaiving amargancy traatmant.

However, the remaining three were still in a coma. They were lying in the ICU and could lose their lives
at any time.

The next day, Nathan and Penny, who had both pulled an all-nighter, visited the three unconscious
victims in the ICU.

Once they reached outside the ICU, enraged family members of the injured workers charged towards
Penny, launching an attack on her.

Those family members were in tears as they called Penny Smith a murderer. They just wanted their
healthy sons and husbands back home.



Nathan Cross held back the incensed families and shouted for them to stop. “This is the ICU. Do you
think kicking up a scene will help in the patients’ recovery? It will just further aggravate their
conditions!”

A tearful tall-built man said, “It’s easy for you to say that. Did you know that the doctor has just
informed us that my brother may pass away at any time?”

The rest of the aggrieved family members and relatives agreed dolefully, “He’s right. The doctor has
already told us that our family members are on the brink of death and that we should be mentally
prepared for the event.”

Nathan Cross said in a deep voice, “We should not give up as long as there is still hope. | will get the best
doctors to save them.”

The same tall-built man replied immediately, “The hospital director has just spoken to us. My brother
and the other two injured workers have blood clots in their skulls. They need to undergo a second
operation to remove the blood clots. However, even the top surgeons in Channing are not confident in
performing this surgery. They said that only Dr. Rothschild, who is also known as the ‘Unmatched
Talent’, is capable of performing this type of surgery.”

When Penny Smith heard that Dr. Rothschild would be able to save those three patients who were in
the ICU, she saw a glimmer of hope. However, her eyes darkened a split second later.

Dr. Rothschild was the director of the North Army General Hospital and the elderly professor was
already semi-retired. As such, unless it was the top leaders of the country or soldiers who had
committed a heroic deed who required his service, it was almost impossible to get Dr. Rothschild to
personally perform any surgery.

An ordinary man would never be able to ask the favor of Dr. Rothschild.

If everyone in the country needed his medical attention, it would be unrealistic for the doctor to attend
to each one of them.

Penny Smith could tell from the hopeful gazes of the crowd that they were relying on her to get Dr.
Rothschild here to save their dying family members.

Although it wasn’t easy for her to be honest with them, the woman decided to be truthful and said, “I
know everyone here are eager to save your family members, that’s also my wish. If the problem can be
solved by money, | would gladly help, but it really is not within my abilities to get Dr. Rothschild to
perform the surgery.”

After hearing Penny Smith’s confession, the next-of-kin of the three injured workers were unable to
conceal the disappointment on their faces.



There were even a few who started sobbing and exclaiming that, without Dr. Rothschild, there was not
even a single bit of hope left for their family members.

While Penny Smith was feeling guilty, and the family members were weeping uncontrollably at their
miserable plight, Nathan Cross suddenly spoke.

“You should have said earlier that the problem could be solved by getting Dr. Rothschild to perform the
surgery. That’s simple!”

Chapter 179
Simple?
Penny and her family stared at Nathan wide-eyed, taken aback at his words.

Nathan continued, “I'll call Dr. Rothschild and get him to come from North Army General Hospital to
operate on the patients.”

The family members beamed with delight and chipped in, “Are you serious? Don’t try to fool us. We
won't let you off easy!”

Penny was anxious upon hearing his words. “Nathan, don’t overpromise them. It’s not easy to get a hold
of Dr. Rothschild.”

“Rumor has it that even a tycoon could not even get Dr. Rothschild to operate on him, even after
offering him a billion.”

Nathan knew the tycoon was uncharitable with his wealth. It was because of this that Dr. Rothschild had
refused to save him.

Plus, Nathan Cross was the general of the Northern army. Dr. Rothschild had been the one to suture his
wounds every single time.

It would not be an overstatement to say that Dr. Rothschild was Nathan Cross’s personal doctor.

Nathan grinned, “Though other people might not be able to get Dr. Rothschild for a billion, | can get him
rushing to my aid with only ten.”

The family members at the scene were dumbfounded. They realized that he was not only overclaiming
but even bluffing them!

The tycoon could not even get Dr. Rothschild with ten billion, yet you're telling us that you could get him
with only ten bucks? Who do you think you are? The Northern General?
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Penny panicked and added, “Nathan, | beg you to stop messing around. Please stop making things
worse.”
Simpla?

Panny and har family starad at Nathan wida-ayad, takan aback at his words.

Nathan continuad, “I'll call Dr. Rothschild and gat him to coma from North Army Ganaral Hospital to
oparata on tha patiants.”

Tha family mambars baamad with dalight and chippad in, “Ara you sarious? Don’t try to fool us. Wa
won't lat you off aasy!”

Panny was anxious upon haaring his words. “Nathan, don’t ovarpromisa tham. It’s not aasy to gat a hold
of Dr. Rothschild.”

“Rumor has it that avan a tycoon could not avan gat Dr. Rothschild to oparata on him, avan aftar
offaring him a billion.”

Nathan knaw tha tycoon was uncharitabla with his waalth. It was bacausa of this that Dr. Rothschild had
rafusad to sava him.

Plus, Nathan Cross was tha ganaral of tha Northarn army. Dr. Rothschild had baan tha ona to sutura his
wounds avary singla tima.

It would not ba an ovarstatamant to say that Dr. Rothschild was Nathan Cross’s parsonal doctor.

Nathan grinnad, “Though othar paopla might not ba abla to gat Dr. Rothschild for a billion, | can gat him
rushing to my aid with only tan.”

Tha family mambars at tha scana wara dumbfoundad. Thay raalizad that ha was not only ovarclaiming
but avan bluffing tham!

Tha tycoon could not avan gat Dr. Rothschild with tan billion, yat you’ra talling us that you could gat him
with only tan bucks? Who do you think you ara? Tha Northarn Ganaral?

Panny panickad and addad, “Nathan, | bag you to stop massing around. Plaasa stop making things
worsa.”

She chased Nathan out of the ICU afterwards.
She did not want him to aggravate the family members further and get beaten up in the end.

Nathan could only smile bitterly after being chased out by Penny.



He went to a place with nobody around and took out his phone to call Dr. Rothschild who was
thousands of miles away. He ordered, “Dr, please come to Channing and help me save a few severely
injured people.”

Nathan went back to the ICU after he was done making the call.

In the corridor, Penny was trying to soothe the family members. Even though she could not get the
irreplaceable Dr. Rothschild, she would try her best to get the most well-known surgeon in all of
Channing, Dr. Richard Steele, to operate on the patients.

She vowed to save the three severely injured workers’ lives, no matter the cost.

Dr. Steele wasn’t a nobody. It was said that he was Dr. Rothschild’s student and an excellent surgeon.

However, he was the primary surgeon at a private hospital and his fees were exorbitant.

His charges would easily surpass millions, to a point where Dr. Steele had been coined ‘Doctor for the
Rich” at Channing.

The family members were finally at ease after hearing that Penny would invite Dr. Steele to operate on
the workers.

After all, Dr. Richard Steele was a well-known doctor and charged a hefty amount too.

He was also Dr. Rothschild’s student.

It would a win-win situation to be able to ask Dr. Steele to operate on the workers.

Nathan walked over, “Honey, there’s no need to invite the exorbitantly-priced surgeon. I've already
called Dr. Rothschild to come to Channing to operate on the workers.”

Penny did not wait for him to finish and interjected, “Please just shut up!”

Penny dragged Nathan away afterwards, afraid he might cause a ruckus with him overclaiming things.

Nathan could only put on a bitter smile as he was dragged out of the hospital by his wife.

Nathan asked Penny where they were heading when both of them got in the car.

Penny replied, “To the Adventist Private Hospital. We’re going to get Dr. Steele to operate on the three
workers.”

Nathan was helpless and added, “Honey, I've already told you that I've called Dr. Rothschild to come to



Channing...”

Penny did not believe him at all and could not help but be frustrated at his delusion, “Right. Stop bluffing
and drive to the Adventist Private Hospital.”

Nathan felt helpless at his wife’s demeanor. However, he thought it could be quite taxing for Dr.
Rothschild to operate on three workers consecutively as he was already getting on in age.

Since this Richard Steele used to be Dr. Rothschild’s student, it would not be a bad idea to ask him to be
the secondary surgeon to lessen Dr. Rothschild’s burden.

So, he complied and drove toward Adventist Private Hospital.

Chapter 180

In the private office of Adventist Private Hospital.

A pot-bellied, slightly bald man in his forties could be seen talking respectfully to a feminine-looking
man.

This feminine-looking man was no other than Jerry Zabinski.
Jerry Zabinski toyed with the paper cutter in his hand and spoke in an impassive tone, “I heard that
three workers from the accident at Asiatic Mall construction site are still in critical condition. They have

to undergo craniotomy surgeries to save their lives.”

Richard Steele then chimed in, “Yes. Even a number of doctors from different hospitals in Channing
could not save them.”

“I'm guessing Penny Smith will come looking for you soon. It’s very likely that she will request for you to
be the primary surgeon. | want to see the operations fail and the three workers become casualties of the

accident.”

Richard Steele had wanted to reject Zabinski’s request intuitively. After all, his reputation was at risk if
the three patients died on his operating table.

However, his eyes met with Jerry Zabinski’s death glare when he was about to reject him.

He then thought about Jerry Zabinski’s cruel and ruthless acts and the influences of the Zabinski family.
Richard Steele then lowered his head, “Yes, Mr. Zabinski. | understand.”

Jerry Zabinski was pleased, “Don’t worry, it’s not unpaid labor. I'll give you a billion when it’s done.”

“Plus, you could take the chance to rip off Penny Smith. That bitch will definitely request for you to
operate, no matter the cost.”
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workars from tha accidant at Asiatic Mall construction sita ara still in critical condition. Thay hava to

undargo craniotomy surgarias to sava thair livas.”

Richard Staala than chimad in, “Yas. Evan a numbar of doctors from diffarant hospitals in Channing could
not sava tham.”

“I’'m guassing Panny Smith will coma looking for you soon. It’s vary likaly that sha will raquast for you to
ba tha primary surgaon. | want to saa tha oparations fail and tha thraa workars bacoma casualtias of tha
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Richard Staala had wantad to rajact Zabinski’s raquast intuitivaly. Aftar all, his raputation was at risk if
tha thraa patiants diad on his oparating tabla.

Howavar, his ayas mat with Jarry Zabinski’s daath glara whan ha was about to rajact him.

Ha than thought about Jarry Zabinski’s crual and ruthlass acts and tha influancas of tha Zabinski family.
Richard Staala than lowarad his haad, “Yas, Mr. Zabinski. | undarstand.”
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Steele’s eyes gleamed with delight. He made some simple calculations in his head and realized that he
could make a major fortune this time.

He grinned, “Hehe. | understand, Mr. Zabinski.”
It was at this moment that someone came knocking on the door.
Richard Steele gave his consent and his female personal assistant came in.

The assistant reported in a polite manner, “Dr. Steele, Mr. Nathan Cross and Ms. Penny Smith are here
to see you.”

Richard Steele and Jerry Zabinski cast glances at each other before Steele turned his head to face his



assistant. “Take them to the reception room. I'll be there in a minute.”

“Okay!” The assistant replied.

Richard Steele reached the reception room wearing his white robe and gold-rimmed glasses a few
moments later.

He saw Nathan Cross and Penny Smith as soon as he went inside the reception room.

His eyes glinted as soon as he saw Penny Smith. Wow, what a surprise. This little minx is quite the
package with her alluring curves and pretty face.

Penny Smith did not notice his salacious stare and approached him swiftly. She greeted Steele politely,
“Greetings, Dr. Steele. I'm the General Manager for Diva Limited, Penny Smith. This is my husband,
Nathan Cross.”

Samuel Steele did not bother glancing at Nathan Cross. He eyeballed Penny’s hourglass figure and
grinned, “Ms. Smith, I've heard a lot about you since the accident at Asiatic Mall construction site
yesterday night.”

Penny smiled awkwardly, “Ah, it’s unfortunate that bad news travels faster than the wind.”

Richard Steele replied with all smiles, “May | ask what brings Ms. Smith here today?”

Penny went straight to the point, “Actually, both my husband and | require your help this time. The
three workers involved are in critical condition.”

“We would like to ask you to become the primary surgeon and perform a craniotomy on them.”

Richard Steele acted like he was on the fence upon hearing their request, “Yes. I've heard about the
three workers’ condition from my acquaintances at Channing Hospital. It’s quite a sticky situation.”

Penny hurriedly continued, “That is why we are here to ask for your help in this matter. You're Dr.
Rothschild’s student after all. Surely you can handle this well. Of course, I’'m aware of your charges.
Money is not an issue here.”

Penny was wearing a formal suit but her curves still showed through it all. Richard Steele’s eyes greedily
stared at her breasts, and he grinned wickedly, “Then I'd like to ask your husband to wait outside for a
bit.”

Nathan had long noticed Steele’s perverted stares. As a man himself, he knew what Steele was thinking
all too well. His face darkened at the thought.



