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Chapter 8

Especially Canada losing to Qatar. The result shot straight to the top of the trending lists, and countless bettors probably wanted to jump off a roof.

Ethan split the 12 million-plus into two parts.

Six million on Mexico-South Korea ending in a draw.

A little over six million on Qatar to win.

After the matches ended, the six million became 37.2 million.

The six-plus million became 62.7 million.

Together, it came out to a clean 100 million.

One financial milestone, achieved.

Ethan stared at the number in his account, and his hand actually trembled.

A hundred million.

In his last life, he couldn’t have earned that in several lifetimes.

And now he’d done it before the group stage had even finished its second round.

It was insane.

But Ethan quickly forced himself to calm down.

He couldn’t get carried away.

There were still the knockout rounds ahead. The semifinals. The final.

What he wanted wasn’t just a hundred million.

And now that his bankroll was this big, the small domestic platforms couldn’t handle him anymore.

Through back channels, Ethan got in touch with major offshore bookmakers and opened funded accounts.

The underground betting lines offered higher odds and far bigger limits.

While he was busy with all that, an old classmate suddenly reached out.

“Ethan? I heard you’ve made a killing on soccer betting lately.”

It was Ryan Carter, a guy from college. His family was in construction, had money, and back in school he’d always loved making bets with people.

“Doing okay,” Ethan said lightly.

“Oh, come on. Don’t play modest. It’s all over the group chat. They’re saying you’ve called upset after upset and you’re practically a god now.” Ryan sounded excited. “There’s a huge match tomorrow in the third round of the group stage—England versus Croatia. You want to make a bet with me?”

“How do you want to bet?”

“I’m taking England. If you call the result right, I lose a million and pay you. If you’re wrong, you only owe me five hundred grand. What do you think?”

Ethan smiled.

Money was walking straight to his door.

He remembered this match perfectly. Croatia beat England 2–1. Not the biggest shock of the tournament, but a solid major upset all the same.

“Sure,” he said. “Deal.”

“That’s what I like to hear.” Ryan burst out laughing. “I like straightforward people. We’ll settle up tomorrow after the match.”

After the call ended, Ethan shook his head.

A million dollars, delivered right to him. No reason to turn that down.

June 24. Group L, second round. England vs. Croatia.

Before kickoff, almost the entire internet was backing England.
Chapter 10

The host nation only needed a draw to advance, but the U.S. squad took the match too lightly. Turkey beat them cleanly, 2–0, while the Americans barely scraped through in third.

Odds on a Turkey win: 7.8.

June 27. Group H, third round. Uruguay vs. Spain.

Spain had already advanced and rotated most of their starters. Uruguay had to win to stay alive. They attacked from start to finish and beat Spain 2–1.

Odds on a Uruguay win: 6.5.

All three were major upsets.

Especially Scotland beating Brazil. At 12-to-1 odds, that match had been absolute carnage.

Ethan split his 100 million into three parts.

Thirty million on Scotland to win.

Thirty million on Turkey to win.

Forty million on Uruguay to win.

The three matches were split across two days.

The first was Scotland versus Brazil.

Before kickoff, the entire internet was laughing at the idea.

“Scotland beats Brazil? Yeah, right.”

“Even Brazil’s B team would wipe the floor with them.”

“Anyone betting on Scotland to win has lost their mind. If you want to throw money away, at least do it properly.”

And then?

Brazil’s backup squad sleepwalked through the whole game. In the sixty-third minute, Scotland scored off a corner and held on for a 1–0 win.

The internet went into mourning.

Ethan’s thirty million turned directly into three hundred and sixty million.

One match. Twelve times the money.

Ryan called him immediately, his voice shaking so hard it almost cracked. “Holy shit, Ethan! It hit! It actually hit! Thirty million turned into three-sixty! I put in two million, and now it’s twenty-four!”

“I swear to God, I’ve never seen this much money in my life!”

Ethan stayed calm. “Relax. There’s more coming.”

“There’s... more?” Ryan nearly stuttered.

“Yeah. Two more matches.”

The next day, Turkey beat the United States, and Uruguay beat Spain.

Both hit, one after the other.

The thirty million on Turkey became two hundred and thirty-four million.

The forty million on Uruguay became two hundred and sixty million.

Add in the three hundred and sixty million from Scotland, and the total came to eight hundred and fifty-four million.

The group stage was over.

Ethan’s bankroll had grown from the original eight thousand dollars to more than eight hundred million.

Eight hundred million.

A number he’d never even dared imagine before.

And now it was just sitting there quietly in his accounts.

Ryan was completely convinced now.

He had followed Ethan with five million of his own money, and that had already turned into more than sixty million.

More than a tenfold return.
Chapter 11

“Ethan, I’m with you from now on,” Ryan said over the phone, his tone almost reverent. “You tell me to go east, I won’t go west. You tell me what to buy, I buy it.”

Ethan smiled.

He really did need a helper now.

With this much money in motion, he couldn’t handle everything alone forever.

Ryan came from a family that did business. He understood money, and more importantly, he was reliable.

“Fine,” Ethan said. “We keep going in the knockout stage. But remember—keep your mouth shut.”

“Don’t worry, Ethan. My lips are sealed.”

With the group stage over, the final thirty-two were set.

The top two from all twelve groups, plus the eight best third-place teams.

Exactly the same as Ethan remembered.

Next came the round of thirty-two—the knockout stage.

There would be fewer major upsets now, but every match would be a war, and the odds were still strong.

More importantly, knockout matches meant extra time and penalty shootouts. More variables. More ways for things to go sideways.

But none of that mattered to Ethan.

He knew how every match ended.

On June 29, the first knockout match kicked off.

Spain versus Norway.

Spain would draw 1–1 in regular time, then score a late winner in extra time to take it 2–1.

The odds on a draw in regulation were 5.2. Betting Spain to win after extra time paid even better.

Ethan didn’t bet the outright result.

Instead, he bet on a draw at the end of regular time, plus Spain to win in extra time.

A combo parlay at eleven-to-one odds.

He put two hundred million on it.

If it hit, he’d walk away with 2.2 billion.

On match day, Ryan looked even more nervous than Ethan.

“Are you sure about this?” he asked. “That’s two hundred million!”

“Spain’s way stronger than Norway. Why not just bet Spain to win?”

Ethan said lightly, “If you trust me, then wait.”

The match began.

Spain dominated possession from start to finish, but they just couldn’t convert.

Norway sat back, hit on the break, and stole one in the forty-second minute to go up 1–0.

Spain didn’t equalize until the eighty-seventh minute, when Lamine Yamal found the net.

Ninety minutes ended at 1–1.

It really was a draw.

Ryan’s palms were slick with sweat as he stared at the screen. “Holy shit... it really tied!”

“Ethan, you’re unreal!”

In the 112th minute of extra time, Spain sent in a cross from the wing. A header slammed into the net.

2–1.

A last-second winner.

Every bet had hit.

Two hundred million had turned into 2.2 billion.

Ryan collapsed back onto the couch, gasping for air.

He’d followed Ethan in with twenty million of his own. Now that had become 220 million.

One day.

Twenty million to more than two hundred million in a single day.

His family had spent ten years in construction and never made money like this.
Chapter 13

“You know how I told a few friends you were freakishly accurate? One of them is Adrian Sterling. His family’s in real estate—serious money, old-money type. Total trust-fund heir. He doesn’t believe you know what you’re doing. Says you’ve just been getting lucky.” Ryan hesitated. “He wants to make a side bet with you.”

Ethan’s eyes narrowed. “A side bet?”

“Yeah. He said for the quarterfinals, you pick one match, he’ll take the opposite side, and the two of you wager five hundred million cash.” Ryan sounded uneasy. “Ethan, maybe just ignore him. Guys like that throw money around because they’ve got too much of it.”

Ethan laughed.

Five hundred million?

Money delivered to his door.

Why would he turn that down?

“Take the bet,” Ethan said. “Why wouldn’t I?”

Ryan froze.

Ethan went on, calm as ever. “Tell him we’re doing France versus Japan. I’m taking Japan to win. He takes France. Five hundred million. Cash.”

Ryan was silent for a beat, then blurted, “Ethan, Japan beats France? No way. France is one of the favorites to win the whole thing. Japan’s been great, sure, but they’re nowhere near France on paper.”

“Just do what I said.”

Ethan said it like it was nothing.

Of course he knew the result.

In that match, France would dominate possession from start to finish, but Japan’s back line would smother Mbappe. Every French attack would look dangerous without quite turning into a goal, while Japan would be ruthless on the counter. Ninety minutes would end at 1-1. Then Japan would score again in extra time and pull off a 2-1 shocker, knocking France out of the tournament.

When it happened in his previous life, it had sent one of the biggest favorites to win the World Cup straight home and stunned the entire world.

And the odds were a monstrous eighteen-to-one.

“Alright,” Ryan said, still uneasy but forcing himself to trust Ethan. “I’ll go tell him.”

The next day, Adrian Sterling asked for an in-person meeting.

They met at a private betting club downtown.

Adrian lounged in his seat with one leg crossed over the other, looking Ethan up and down with open contempt. “So you’re Ethan Brooks? I heard you’ve hit a few major upsets in a row. Lucky streak, huh?”

“Whether it’s luck or not,” Ethan said calmly, “you’ll know after the match.”

Adrian let out a short laugh. “Fine. I’ll give you that—you’ve got guts. The five hundred million is already in the third-party wagering account. What about you? Don’t tell me you can’t cover it.”

Ethan had his finance team wire over the same amount on the spot.

When the deposit confirmation came through, surprise flashed across Adrian’s face.
Chapter 20

Twenty-three billion.

He had never even dared imagine a number like that.

Ryan sat up straight, all the shock in his face hardening into something fierce and certain. “Ethan, I’m with you from now on. Whatever you need me to do, I’ll do it.”

Ethan smiled.

With that much money, it was time to start planning for the future.

He couldn’t just sit on it and burn through it forever.

Over the next several days, funds from the various bookmakers started arriving one after another. A few of them tried to stall and dodge payment, but Ethan released part of the evidence he had saved. That was enough to scare them into wiring the money immediately.

The full 1.08 trillion came in.

Not a cent short.

Ethan transferred ten billion to Ryan.

Ryan nearly jumped out of his skin. “Ethan, that’s way too much. I can’t take that.”

“Take it,” Ethan said. “You worked hard these past weeks. And I’m going to need your help with a lot more going forward.”

He was planning to set up an investment firm and have Ryan help him run it.

That much capital had to be put to work. Money needed to make more money.

And beyond that, Ethan wanted to do something else.

He wanted to give back.

In his last life, he had known what it was like to be crushed by poverty. He knew exactly how helpless people felt when they had nothing.

He wanted to build schools. Build hospitals. Help people who actually needed help.

The next month was so busy Ethan barely had time to breathe.

Registering the company. Hiring a team. Building an investment structure.

With the advantage of his memories from his previous life, he put money into several industries and companies that were destined to explode in the coming years.

If nothing changed, his wealth would multiply several times over again.

Somehow, Sophie heard what had happened to him and came looking for him again. She cried, begged to get back together, said everything before had been her fault, said she still loved him.

Ethan had security throw her out.

Brandon Mercer also tried to send word through a mutual contact. He wanted to invite Ethan to dinner, apologize, maybe talk about working together.

Ethan ignored him completely.

These were the same people who had looked down on him in his last life. The same people who had sneered when he had nothing.

Now that he had made it, they wanted back in.

Too late.

A month later, everything was finally on track.

Ethan bought a riverside estate and moved his parents in.

At first, they refused to believe it. They thought he must have done something illegal.
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