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iling, Trevor patted Henrik's shoulder and

gave him a thumbs up.
‘ :

‘ Garry's face darkened. He clenched his fists,

3

| wanting so much to fight back.

But remembering how Trevor beat him up
last time kept him in place.

He could only suppress his anger and snort.

‘Don't be so full of yourself. You're just a

driver! Let's see how you'll do in the race!"

Shortly after, the racing competition started.

The driver competing in the race on behalf of

i

. Garry was a thin blonde man wearing a

rofessional racing suit.
‘Sneering, the man looked at Henrik.

uldn't you just stick to being a driver?
do you have to drag your ass to compete







professional racer with exceptional skills
| that were far better than his.

(.
~ Meanwhile, in the auditorium, Garry was
P restive.

~ He couldn't sit still watching as the McLaren
Senna took the lead.

He got on his feet, smashing his fist on the
- guardrail in rage.

\.'."Damn loser! Hurry up! Overtake him!"

| was still leading, not

e to win.




: had failed miserably, so he closed his parted |

mouth and flushed in embarrassment.
. "you lost," Trevor said.

. Garry pretended he didn't know what Trevor

was talking about and stormed out of the

quditorium in a huff, refusing to honor the
bet.

| However, his path was blocked by the

| McLaren Senna.

; \eering, Henrik got out of the car.

= had expected Garry to sneak away, sO he




Garry quivered, afraid he would get beate‘n
“He didn't know if Henrik was good at fighting.
One thing was for sure, though. The moment

Trevor decided to take action, Garry would be
doomed.

"You guys! Stop them!" Garry shouted at his
men to go after Trevor and Henrik.

When his men charged at the two, Garry

~ immediately turned around to run away.

. Trevor kicked Garry's butt before he could
1 ‘run far, making the latter stumble to the

sground




|
|

' ds on his hips smugly. It had been a long

4 me since he had a fun fight.

i Trevor glanced at Henrik, brushing the d1rt

, ' off his hands. "I don't think Garry will let th1s 4

1

 off that easily."

| Henrik sniggered and titled his head with his

" brows arched haughtily. "If he has the guts to

| retaliate, he can just come at me!"




