


[image: image]







The SECRET ORDER of MILLIONAIRES












Also by David McKnight


The Power of Zero


Look Before You LIRP


The Volatility Shield


Tax-Free Income for Life


The Infinity Code


The Guru Gap













The SECRET ORDER of MILLIONAIRES


Seven Principles for  Building Tax-Free Wealth


DAVID McKNIGHT


[image: ]


Matt Holt Books  An Imprint of BenBella Books, Inc. Dallas, TX












This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.


The Secret Order of Millionaires copyright © 2026 by David McKnight


All rights reserved. Except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles or reviews, no part of this book may be reproduced, stored, transmitted, or used in any manner whatsoever, including for training artificial intelligence (AI) technologies or for automated text and data mining, without prior written permission from the publisher.


[image: ]


Matt Holt is an imprint of BenBella Books, Inc.


BenBella Books, Inc.


8080 N. Central Expressway, Suite 1700


Dallas, TX 75206


benbellabooks.com


Send feedback to feedback@benbellabooks.com


Matt Holt and BenBella are federally registered trademarks.


First E-Book Edition: May 2026


Library of Congress Control Number: 2025046894


ISBN 9781637749241 (hardcover)


ISBN 9781637749258 (electronic)


Editing by Lydia Choi


Copyediting by Evan Herrington


Proofreading by Marissa Wold Uhrina and Michael Fedison


Text design and composition by PerfecType, Nashville, TN


Cover design by Jason Arias




Special discounts for bulk sales are available. Please contact 

bulkorders@benbellabooks.com.
















For the millennial and Gen Z generations












CHAPTER 1


As the printer whirred rhythmically behind him, Caleb Calloway fished his phone out of his pocket and pressed on the TikTok live button. He’d slaved over his honors thesis for three months now, and he wasn’t about to let this final, glorious moment pass unnoticed by his legions of followers. He tapped “Go LIVE” and flashed the camera a winning smile.


“Caleb Calloway here with HyperWealth Protocol. What you see spilling out of the printer behind me is the final version of my honors thesis. My magnum opus, if you will. The sum total of my cumulative investment wisdom. This is where I make my case to the world that to get wealthy in the twenty-first century, you’ll need to shed the tired, outdated, recycled theories of the past, and embrace a fresh, novel approach to becoming a millionaire.”


Caleb grinned as he saw a torrent of heart emojis floating onto the screen.


“I face an inquisition of professors in three days’ time, before whom I will be defending what is, in my estimation, the investment philosophy of the future.”


Caleb smiled broadly as he saw the comments begin to pour in.


“Will your thesis be publicly available? I neeeeeeeed thissss.”


“Way to go, Caleb! You’re a visionary!”


“The death knell to traditional investing!”


“You got this, bro!”


After ending the livestream, Caleb leaned back in his chair as he reflected upon the next great chapter in his life. What he had not disclosed on the livestream was that upon successfully defending his honors thesis, he would be given an equity stake at McCormick Partners in Chicago. Caleb Calloway, the twenty-two-year-old social media sensation, would be managing his very own alt-investment fund.


Caleb saw a shadow flit in the corner of his eye. He turned to see his roommate, Rajeev, push open the door to the computer lab and step inside.


“What’s up, Rajeev?” Caleb said.


Rajeev had been his roommate since their sophomore year and over the past two years had managed Caleb’s exploding social media empire.


“Dude, if we don’t bounce, we’re going to be late for your multistream at the top of the hour. If this one’s anything like the last one, you’ll have at least two hundred thousand viewers. Maybe more.”


“Relax, Rajeev. Just printing out the final copy of my honors thesis. Defending it in three days.”


Rajeev shook his head. “Yeah, I still don’t get it. With the time you spent on that, we could have been building out your online course or finally launching that meme coin.”


“Rajeev, we’ve been over this,” Caleb began patiently. “A successfully defended honors thesis was one of the contingencies of my equity stake with McCormick Partners. They don’t just want a guy with a bunch of social media followers as the face of their new fund. They want academic rigor. They want someone who can appeal to a sophisticated, upscale clientele, not just the crypto bros trying to find a shortcut to the top. They were extremely clear. No successfully defended honors thesis, no equity stake.”


“Well, I sure hope your thesis defense goes well,” Rajeev said, glancing down at his phone, “because you just told four hundred thousand viewers that the legitimacy of your entire investment worldview depends on how well you defend your thesis in front of three uptight, old-school college professors on Friday.”


Caleb flashed Rajeev a confident smile. “Relax, bro. I got this.”
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“And you see, by incorporating a unique blend of low-cap altcoins, nonfungible tokens, and my proprietary rarity tool to identify huge opportunities before they go viral, you’ll be poised to ten-x your returns over the traditional stock market approach and build a seven-figure net worth—before you’re too old and decrepit to actually enjoy it. Until next time, this is Caleb Calloway for the HyperWealth Protocol, where we are accelerating wealth at the speed of innovation.”


Caleb ended the multistream and turned to Rajeev, who was flipping through a stack of mail at the kitchen island. “We hit two hundred fifty thousand viewers this time,” Caleb said.


“Well, great. And so long as you deliver on your thesis defense this Friday, you’ll still have a media empire come Saturday morning,” Rajeev said as he threw a stack of letters onto the desk in front of Caleb.


Caleb picked up the letters and began rifling through them. He stopped at the last one as a furrow worked its way across his brow.


“What is it?” Rajeev asked.


“Strange. It’s a letter from my grandpa’s attorney’s office,” he said, regarding the envelope as if it were laced with anthrax.


“That is strange. Didn’t your grandpa die, like, ten years ago?”


“That’s right. My dad left us when I was six, and then my mom died when I was eight. That’s when my grandpa took me in. Basically raised me as his own kid until I was twelve. Then he got pancreatic cancer and died within months. That’s when I went to live with my aunt.”


Caleb ripped the letter open, reached inside, and drew out another, smaller envelope. It had his name on the front and his grandpa’s return address in the upper left-hand corner. A scowl broke out across his face.


“It’s a letter from my grandpa,” Caleb spat.


“Well, aren’t you going to open it?” Rajeev asked.


Caleb’s mouth curled into a sneer. “Yeah, I’m not all that interested in what Dr. Jack Weston has to say at this point in my life. He died with millions, and then I got shipped off to live with my aunt. Do you think either of us ever saw any of that money? Not so much as a dime. We eked out an existence on her tiny income while his fortune went to fund pet projects all across town. It was quite the abandonment, I have to say.”


Rajeev nodded his head in sympathy. “Well, if you look at the timing of the letter, it was clearly calculated to arrive around your college graduation. You sure you don’t want to read his final parting words?”


“Sorry, Grandpa,” Caleb said, tossing the letter aside. “After the poverty we had to endure because of you, I’m just not that interested in any of your nuggets of wisdom. I think I can carve my own path in life, thank you very much.”















CHAPTER 2


Friday


By Friday morning, Caleb had shaken off the anger he’d felt over receiving a deathbed letter from his deceased grandfather. Over the last ten years, he’d harbored a deep and abiding resentment toward Dr. Jack Weston. But if there was one day he couldn’t let that anger cloud his faculties, it was today.


At 7:50 am, he pulled the door open to the business management wing of Central State University and stepped into the hallway. He had a full ten minutes before his thesis defense began, so he took each step slowly, deliberately, his nerves crackling like a live wire. After spending the last five years refining his investment worldview, he was now fully prepared to defend it. His thesis defense would be the final, triumphant act of his stellar collegiate career.


As he made his way toward the classroom where the professors awaited him, he saw an old, bent figure midway down the hall. As he drew closer, he saw that it was a janitor staring at the ceiling as water dripped out of it forming a huge puddle on the floor. A mop sat idle in a bucket at his side.


“Don’t worry,” the old man said as Caleb drew up to him. “We’ll get this figured out soon enough.”


“Um, okay,” Caleb said as he glanced down at his watch.


After another thirty seconds the janitor still hadn’t so much as acknowledged the mop. Growing impatient, Caleb began to evaluate alternative routes. Finding none, he briefly contemplated forging through the puddle. But the prospect of having to endure wet socks and cold feet during his thesis defense made him think better of it.


After scrutinizing the ceiling for another moment, the janitor lowered his gaze to Caleb. After studying Caleb’s face for a moment, he spoke.


“Say, you’re Caleb Calloway, aren’t you?”


Caleb pulled himself upright. Was this old janitor one of his followers on TikTok, or perhaps YouTube? Is that how he recognized him? Given the janitor’s age and current occupation, it seemed unlikely, but Caleb didn’t rule it out.


“Yes, I sure am. And you are . . . Ron, I assume?” Caleb said, nodding at the name stitched above the pocket on the man’s shirt.


“That’s right. Ron Miller,” the man said, offering a thin smile. “Say, I don’t mean to intrude, but in your hurry to leave the computer lab the other night, you left your computer on, and . . . well, I had a chance to read that thesis of yours.”


“You read my thesis?” Caleb blurted angrily.


“Yes, I hope you don’t mind. I did exit out of everything after I was done.”


After staring Ron down for another moment, Caleb felt his anger diffuse. The old man seemed innocuous enough. He probably just started with the first paragraph, got hooked, and couldn’t stop reading until he’d finished all one hundred pages. Could Caleb really blame him?


“Yeah, well, no harm, no foul. I should have been more careful to turn the computer off when I was done.” Caleb glanced down at his watch. It was now 7:53 am. “Well, I hate to ask this, but would you mind clearing a path through this puddle? I have to defend that very thesis at the top of the hour. I’d hate to be late.”


“Yeah, yeah, I know. I saw those professors walk by a few minutes ago. But I’m sorry to say that your thesis defense won’t go well,” Ron replied.


Caleb let out a snort of laughter. But when he saw the man was serious, his face tightened.


“And what precisely do you know about investing?” Caleb said, a hard edge in his voice. “No offense—but, I mean, you’re a janitor, after all. How could you possibly comment on the merits of my thesis? Do you even have any money?”


“You’re right—I don’t have any money,” Ron said. “I apologize. I should have kept my thoughts to myself.”


“No, it’s too late, Ron. The cat’s out of the bag. You might as well speak your piece. Why exactly is my thesis defense not going to go well?”


Ron paused for a few moments, as if organizing his thoughts.


“Well, for starters, your thesis demonstrates an unfamiliarity with your audience. I’ve known those three professors for the better part of thirty years. They just don’t take well to wild, speculative, untested investment philosophies. For them, the proof is in the pudding. Show them an investment strategy supported by huge amounts of real-world data and an incredibly long track record of proven success, and then you have the pretext for a conversation. But . . .” Ron paused, his voice trailing off.


Caleb’s jaw rippled as his arms drew up into a defensive posture.


“But . . .” Caleb prodded.


“But your thesis is just a hundred pages of castles in the sky and unproven conjecture. High-yield staking and liquidity pools? Leveraged trading of meme coins? Sniping undervalued NFTs? What sort of proven track record could you possibly have for any of that?”


“You want to see a track record?” Caleb fumed. He jammed his hand into his pocket and drew out his phone, tapping angrily on the screen. “See that? That’s 1.2 million followers on TikTok. You ever heard of the phrase ‘critical mass’? Well, my ideas have been vetted by hundreds of thousands of people. I don’t see how you could possibly be in a position to render judgment on my thesis.”


“Look, Caleb,” Ron said. “It wasn’t my place to—”


“Forget about it,” Caleb said, cutting the man off. “I’m going to be late.”


With that, Caleb strode through the puddle of water and tore angrily down the hallway. The wave of confidence he’d been riding all morning had suddenly vanished into the ether. As Caleb rounded the corner, he looked back and saw that the elderly janitor, not surprisingly, had already abandoned his post.
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At 7:59 am, Caleb pushed the classroom door open and stepped into the room. A row of professors behind a table on the far side of the classroom greeted him with stony faces and icy demeanors.


“Mr. Calloway. Right on time. Please take a seat,” the professor on the left began.


About ten feet in front of the table, there was a lone chair positioned in the middle of the floor. Caleb walked over, laid his backpack down, and slid into it.


“My name is Dr. Lieberman, and this is Dr. Ross and Dr. McKenzie,” he said, pointing to the professors to his left. The other two gave perfunctory nods.


“Yes, I’m familiar with all of your work,” Caleb said, doing his best to infuse a bit of warmth into the room.


“Mr. Calloway,” Dr. Ross said, “we’ve reviewed your thesis, and while we certainly appreciate the enthusiasm with which you make the case for your investing worldview, there are a number of flaws in your approach. Some of them, we fear, are fatal.”


Caleb began to object but was quickly cut off by Dr. McKenzie.


“I’m afraid that your thesis simply lacks the comprehensive data that we’d need to take it seriously. I mean, honestly, Mr. Calloway. Proprietary rarity tools? DeFi yield hacking and passive income loops? Using leverage to trade low-cap altcoins? To accept this as a viable strategy, we’d need reams of data to back it up. And yet you’ve provided”—Dr. McKenzie put his glasses on and flipped through the thesis in front of him—“precisely six months’ worth of data. And while the returns in that short period of time were impressive, it’s hardly the basis for an entirely new investment worldview. Certainly not one that could supplant a time-tested approach supported by decades of academic research.”


Caleb felt a flicker of panic as he saw the interview quickly spinning out of control. If he had any chance of salvaging this thesis defense, he had to act quickly and decisively.


“While I do appreciate your concerns about the lack of long-term data for my approach,” Caleb began, “I can assure you that these strategies are currently being implemented by hundreds of thousands of my followers. I have over eight hundred thousand subscribers on my YouTube channel, HyperWealth Protocol, and another 1.2 million followers on TikTok who have adopted my approach. The proof, as they say, is in the pudding.”


The three professors cast skeptical glances at each other.


“The truth is,” Caleb continued, “younger generations just aren’t all that interested in the traditional stock market approach. They want to bend the wealth curve in their favor. And that’s where my strategies come into play.”


Dr. Lieberman took off his glasses, mopped his brow with his sleeve, and then fixed his icy gaze on Caleb.


“While I have no doubt that you are popular on social media platforms, Mr. Calloway, clicks and likes do not a successful investment strategy make. And to be honest, the three of us have enormous concerns about the financial trajectory of investors in the very demographics of whom you speak, particularly those in this town. The millennial and Gen Z generations in Plattville have a deplorable savings rate, their debt-to-income ratio is through the roof, and they show precious little awareness of the personal finance principles that would set them on a course to financial independence. No, Mr. Calloway, what you’ve prescribed in this thesis will not save the rising generations here in town. If anything, it would exacerbate their plight. In fact, your grandfather, who for many years was an esteemed member of this faculty, would be ashamed of what you’ve set forth in this thesis.”


Caleb’s face deflated like a three-day-old balloon. He could see his equity stake in McCormick Partners slipping through his fingers like fine grains of sand.


“But there must be something I can change about my thesis so that it meets your approval,” Caleb said, his voice thick with panic.


“Mr. Calloway, you graduate in a week. I don’t think there’s any way you could possibly reformulate your thesis in such a short amount of time. We aren’t just talking about wholesale changes here. We’re talking about a complete redo. I fail to see how you could possibly pull that off.”


The other professors gave stern nods of agreement.


“You let me worry about that, Dr. Lieberman. Give me a week. I’ll work on this twenty-four seven if I have to. I have a lot riding on this. You have to at least give me a chance.”


The three professors leaned in toward each other and conferred in hushed tones. After a few moments, they returned their gazes to Caleb.


“One week, Mr. Calloway. And remember, your thesis needs to be supported by long-term, real-world data. No more pie in the sky. That’s not what’s going to pull the millennial and Gen Z generations in this town back from the brink,” Dr. Ross said.


“And we’d like you to email us each chapter as you complete it,” Dr. Lieberman added. “We won’t have time to review everything on Thursday night.”


“Fair enough,” Caleb said, feeling a spark of hope.


Writing an entirely new thesis in a week’s time was a monumental task, but it wasn’t impossible. Caleb could pull it off. He had to. After all, his future at McCormick Partners and his reputation among his legions of online followers hung squarely in the balance.















CHAPTER 3


Caleb trudged slowly down the hallway, the professors’ brutal repudiation still ringing in his ears.


No data. No track record. Pie in the sky. Fatally flawed.


The small ray of hope he’d felt with the extension of his thesis deadline was quickly being muffled by the severity of the professors’ rebuke. They hadn’t just rejected the premise of his thesis. They’d jeopardized his position at McCormick Partners. Their leadership team had been very explicit—his equity stake was contingent upon graduating with honors. And that hinged upon him successfully defending his thesis. It wasn’t enough to have legions of followers on social media. They needed Caleb to have the imprimatur of academic excellence. Only then could he sell his vision to an upscale, cosmopolitan clientele.


As he continued his slow death march down the hallway, he was struck by a divergent thought. While the leadership team at McCormick Partners had required that he graduate with honors, they hadn’t stipulated the subject matter of his thesis. His mind spun into motion as he considered a new possibility. Perhaps he could write a thesis that catered to precisely what the professors required. And the best part was—he didn’t even have to agree with it. He just needed to appeal to their narrow, benighted approach to building wealth.


As these thoughts roiled about in his brain, he saw a square of light cast against the hallway just ahead. He drew up to the doorway and saw Ron, the janitor, seated in his chair, a toothpick playing at the corner of his mouth. A Field & Stream magazine lay on the desk before him.


Caleb cleared his throat and Ron looked up from the magazine.


“Out so soon?” he asked, looking down at his watch.


“Yes, I’m sad to report that what you predicted came true.


They categorically rejected my thesis. They didn’t even give me a chance to defend it. They said I need a longer track record supported by real-world data.”


Ron grimaced. “Yeah, sorry about that, kid. I know how hard you must have worked on that thesis. Any chance they’d let you rewrite it?”


“Yeah, but they’ve only given me a week.”


“That’s not a lot of time.”


“You’re telling me. But if I can find a new angle that is supported by real-world data, I just may be able to pull a rabbit out of my hat.”


“I don’t know, Caleb. Seems like a postponement of execution, not a stay. How could you possibly pull that off?”


“Good question. But I haven’t got a lot of time to figure it out. Better get going.”


Caleb skimmed a salute off the side of his head and headed down the hallway. As he continued to walk, however, he recalled Ron’s words from earlier that morning.
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