Jics. Before Trevor could even land in the

g, he rushed over. i

e swung his leg horizontally and planned ‘to?‘:‘

t Trevor's forehead.
evor, watch out!" Darrion, who Ws )
ing below the ring, shouted nervously.

upl Take that bastard dow

became cold, and

£ L




dislocated his knee joint.

But Marcel must be grateful that Trevor
didn't have a weapon at this time. Because if |
he had, he wouldn't simply dislocate Marcel's
knee joint. Marcel's leg would have been |
roken into pieces!
 pushed Marcel hard again.
» Marcel could only stand on one fo
t for him to maintain his




miserable. "I seem to have Ilost sd",
ﬁ'-';,emories because of the beating. Th
bastard must have used both hands."

Tiiilff he used both hands, then I have to bre

lked towards Marcel.

1 arelying! I didn't use my hands just n
r, don't come near me!" '

was angry and scared a
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 says you are allowed to leave?

1a\ en't broken your hands yet." Trevor

snorted and stepped on Marcel.

‘Annot could see that Marcel was no match
for Trevor, so she shouted anxiously, "How

dare you hit him so hard? After breaking his
leg, you still want to break his hands now?"

Trevor looked at her condescendingly,
frowned, and said, "You just said, in a

1 htmg ring, the weakest has only himself to “

blame for the blows he receives. Now that he ]

s weaker than me, he deserves to be beaten




now," Marcel shouted in a trembling voice.

But Trevor didn't want to talk nonsense with




