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Chapter 73

“Wait, Philip, hold on. Why the rush? It’s not always that we get to meet old classmates. Let’s talk for a
little longer.” Wesley ran after him.

Philip’s eyebrows furrowed further, his expression darkening.

There was little he and Wesley Warren had in common. Philip would very much rather not deal with old
classmates like him anymore.

They had changed—changed into people of greater statuses.

Philip shook his head and said coldly, “Back then, you were but a piece of trash to me, Wesley Warren.
Though | did not expect that you'd still be a piece of trash now.”

Wesley froze. “What did you say?”

He did not expect a sentence like that to come out from the mouth of a good-for-nothing like Philip
Clarke.

He called him a piece of trash?
Who was the real piece of trash here?

“You think that now you’re the manager of Arc de Triumph, you’re at the top of the world? So cool now,
are you? So you're showing it off to rub it in my face? What’s wrong with us delivery boys? You think
you’re f*cking better than us?” Philip snorted.

He had kept it in for long enough.

Not wanting to add fuel to the flames, he did not expect his toleration to result in the other’s
aggravation.

“Hahal Philip Clarke you dumb f*cker, are you kidding me?” Wesley laughed, his expression potent with
means to mock. “I, the manager of Arc de Triumph, earn a monthly salary of 40 thousand! You’re just a
delivery boy. Even after working your *ss off, | doubt if you can even earn six thousand. Perhaps you
only earn slightly more than five thousand a month. What do you have that’s better than me in terms of
familial background, status, and contacts? How am | not better than you, Philip Clarke? Yeah, I'm f*cking
better than you, Philip! What are you gonna do about it, huh?”

Wesley could not tolerate how the other was still pretending to be all high and mighty.
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