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With a perplexed look, Jennie fluttered her eyela
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‘But they're battling over you, aren't they? That's a :
indication of your allure and popularity, right?"

‘Loraine cast a helpless glance at her confidante,

exhaled a sigh, and patiently clarified the situation.

"But to them, I'm just a prize. They've disregarded the
basic decency that every woman deserves. Their fight
is centered around their absurd masculine rivalry, it's
not about me."

Jennie's brows furrowed in continued confusion.

Born into wealth, Jennie was used to being fawned
over by men. Pondering the deeper implications was
unfamiliar territory.

With a shake of her head, Loraine uttered in a soft
voice, "If they truly loved me, they would honor my
sentiments instead of indulging in their fight and
neglecting my wishes."

saying, "l don't quite get it, but | know
right! | believe in you!"

At this, Loraine brok
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They continued their conversation amid laughter. Then,. J
- resting her chin on her palm, Jennie's gaze fell o‘.,,.‘ :
- Loraine's neck and her eyes sparkled. "Lorrie, your

dress is breathtaking. It's just missing some
.adornment!"

Above all, the elegant curvature of her best friend's
neck, a perfect example of aesthetic proportion,
would be further enhanced by a piece of jewelry.

Suddenly, an idea struck Jennie. She scampered over,
pulled a necklace from her bag, and clasped it around
Loraine's neck.

With the necklace, Loraine's outfit was complete.
Overwhelmed, Jennie sighed, "Lorrie, if not for your
high status, I'd employ you as my model. You elevate
the stature of this jewelry!"

Initially, she thought the necklace might not be a
perfect match for Loraine, but the piece appeared
even more luxurious against Loraine's fair, elegant
neck.

Loraine brushed her fingers lightly over the necklace

necklace for now, since it adds
Let's h_ead.-out." -




‘Her red dress lent an ethereal paleness to Lor
skin, reminiscent of untrodden snow. Draped ar0un i
her graceful and slender neck, a string of emeralds;
cast a radiant glow. i
She seemed to embody the essence of a noble
member of royalty depicted in an ancient painting,
radiating elegance and nobility, yet remaining beyond
reach.

Casting a disinterested glance at Cayson and Marco,
Loraine paid them no heed as she strolled hand in
hand with Jennie, exuding the commanding air of an
unapproachable queen.

Jennie asked in a whisper, "Why haven't they left?"

Loraine's elongated eyelashes fluttered subtly in
response, but she neither answered nor glanced back.

Behind them, Marco and Cayson were entranced in
their musings. Coming to their senses t0o late, they
attempted to tail Loraine, resulting in an inevitable
collision between the two men.

Cayson shot a hostile glance at Marco”
managlng a smlle as he stated "Mr. Bryan




shadow crossed Marco's face.

| With a smug grin, Cayson left Marco behind and
_hurried to catch up with Loraine.

Marco watched them walk off and engage in a joyful
banter, his fists clenched in silent fury.

Perhaps Cayson had managed to sneak Jennie away.
Jennie was seen animatedly conversing with a waiter,
while Loraine and Cayson were the first to enter the
lounge.

Upon noticing Jennie alone, Marco promptly extracted
his phone and dialed Jimmie's number.

"JYou have unlocked exclusive
limited-time benefits>>

GO NOW
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‘the entrance to the ballroom,
ed on the fox mask Jennie had given her earli
eiling just a hint of her soft features and
~enchanting eyes.

The fox mask she wore was a perfect compliment to
her evening dress, making her an alluring spectacle in
the room. With her ivory complexion and elegant
stature, she resembled a striking fox once the mask
was set in place.

The sight of her caused Cayson's heart to miss a beat.
He complimented her quietly, "Lorrie, tonight's dress
truly complements you.’

Loraine, still perturbed by the recent incident,
struggled to spot Marco amidst the bustling crowd,
but failed. A growing wave of irritation swelled within
her, leaving her momentarily speechless. However,
she managed to offer a simple smile and responded,

“Thank you."

Just as an awkward silence was about to settle,
Jennie appeared wearing a delightful pink butterfly
mask. As she approached Loraine, she slyly handed

her a piece of candy.

~ "Lorrie, | noticed you didn't eat. If hunger s
 this should help.” s

A




 attention, she bit her lip
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Wi vthey didn't notice was that Paige tried to sneal "
into the venue right after them.

Dressed in an elegant gown and a carefully chosen

pgacock mask, Paige attempted to follow them in
unnoticed, only to be halted by a member of the staff.

"Excuse me, may | see your invitation, please?"

A wave of panic rushed over Paige. She had come
tonight, anticipating a grand masquerade filled with
wealthy and influential attendees. Her objective? To
find a suitable boyfriend to appease her disappointed
family.

Initially, things seemed to go according to plan, until
she unexpectedly crossed paths with Loraine. Her
best friend was supposed to guide her into the venue,
but now, left to her own devices, she had to figure out
a way in herself.

She gestured towards Loraine, offering a vague
explanation, "l was accompanying them."

Unexpectedly, the staff was not convinced and firmly
replied, "Apologies, Miss. Tonight's event is strictly
private. You cannot enter without an invitation."

Frustration building within her,
foot in annoyance, but mindful
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e ugged her dres:
sauntered towards

Meanwhile, inside the ballroom, lights sparkled
brilliantly. Masked men and women clustered on the
dance floor, seeking potential dance partners and
“admirers without a care.

Loraine donned the voice changer provided by the
organizers and positioned herself at the entrance of
the private room to observe.

Only upon her arrival did Loraine realize that the
partners for the ball were not predetermined. Instead,
they were drawn to each other based on their
individual charm and dancing ability, prompting
spontaneous invitations.

Those who secured an invite would receive a brooch
from their partner and the most sought-after duo
would be declared king and queen of the evening.

Then, the dance floor's focal point burst into vibrant
motion. A woman, bold in her revealing dress and
peacock mask, started swaying seductively. She
swiftly became the center of attention, captivating the
gazes of many who eagerly prepared to approach her.




"Here you are, Lorrie," said the man in the knight's
mask, handing her a drink.

The voice was distorted by a voice modifier, but
Loraine knew it belonged to Cayson. She accepted the
drink reluctantly, "Thanks Cayson, but I'm not parched.
Perhaps you should offer it to Jennie."

Not far away, Paige, under her peacock mask,
witnessed the exchange and gnashed her teeth in fury.
Despite her captivating performance, all eyes were
drawn to a woman who remained still. Envy surged
within her.

She'd charmed an older man to exchange his date and
secure an entrance to the ball. She had discarded him
as soon as she entered; she wouldn't let anyone else
steal her spotlight!

Recognizing Loraine’s evening dress fueled Paige's
animosity.

It was Loraine again!

With a determined grimace, Paige exited the dance

floor, swiped a drink from a waiter and marched

towards Loraine.

Meanwhile, Loraine politely declined C
to see him hea_d towards . :
was unaware of the
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Nil on the verge ¢
ure appeared out of nowhere and
her, preventing any harm from befall

~ The dark wine stained the man's silvery-grey outfit.
- Loraine looked up into the deep gaze hidden behind
“a silver fox mask, her surprise freezing her in place.

The man was impeccably dressed, his attire
screaming luxury. His cufflinks boasted a gem worth
a fortune. He seemed a prince from a fairy tale.

With his dramatic entrance and heroic save, he stole
the limelight even from the golden knight. The sight
was enough to make many of the women present hold
their hearts and squeal with delight.




Upon observing the man's luxurious attire, Paige
instantly deduced his affluent status, a realization she
quickly lamented.

Despite this, her determination was unwavering. With
‘her attire transformed and a voice distorter at her
disposal, she held the belief that she would remain
unrecognized. With a dash of sarcasm and an odd
voice modulation, she retorted, "Seems like our lady
here is quite the men's favorite. She probably has a
whole troop of them around her. She's a flighty
damsel, isn't she?"

In response to this, Loraine, who was nestled in the
man's arms, wrinkled her brows and detached herself.
Her gaze was riddled with suspicion as she scanned
the woman hidden behind the peacock mask.

Could this woman possibly know her? It appeared as
though she was intentionally causing trouble.

And the man who had come to her rescue... An oddly
familiar sensation made Loraine's heart throb.

The man towered over her, his silhouette casting a
shadow that vaguely reminded her of someone.

A gruff voice echoed from beneath the
mask, "Don't presume hiding behind a

the right to malign others. The

' details.”
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J|n the sea of people, Cayson located Jennie. He
4 requested her aid to pair him with Loraine, hoping

that she would consent to a dance. However, upon his
| _return, he stumbled upon this spectacle.

Being a bystander, Jennie prompted Cayson, “Caysont
Hurry up! Lorrie's about to be swept off her feet by a
stranger!”

With a frosty look on his face, Cayson extended his
brooch while locking eyes with the man in the silver
fox mask, not backing down in the slightest.

‘| apologize, but she is my acquaintance and also my
dancing partner.’

The man snorted, "The rules of the ballroom are clear.
The selection of partners is a fair game. Are you
blatantly disregarding the rules?"

Even before the ball officially commenced, these two
strikingly tall and regal men were vying for a lady.

The excitement of the crowd escalated, gathering
around the scene.

Paige was left with no other choice but to obse
Loraine bask in the limelight, Ieavmg
shadows. Her face, obscured by

i, .cnmson with envy.




“thrust r chest forward with a seﬁs'é, of
~importance, seeking recognition, but her efforts w
blatantly overlooked by the two men.

Y

One of the onlookers openly scoffed at Paige's '
‘theatrics. "Quit making a spectacle of yourself. It's
pitiful how you scramble for notice!"

Paige, steaming with anger, clenched her fists tightly.
She felt a pang of embarrassment. She was terrified
that she'd be left out from the dance floor that night.

Such an embarrassment!

The sting of this humiliation was too much for Paige.
She bit her lip. Would she really have to endure being
overlooked, ridiculed, and see Loraine soak up all the
attention?

Suddenly, the room dimmed, a sign that the ball was
about to commence.

Paige's eyes sparkled with anticipation.

Her moment was near!

As the ball began, the room would darken. To draw ;

material into her gown!

" The instant the room turned pitc
~ her time to dazzle! i




eyes closed in joy, she eagerly awaifed":ifl&?i

hcoming compliments.

A wave of admiration washed over the crowd, but not
for her.

anfused, Paige opened her eyes and followed
everyone's line of sight. Then, her eyes bulged in
astonishment.

Glistening golden threads on Loraine’'s gown started to
emit a chilly radiance. On closer examination, she
realized they were studded with numerous tiny
diamonds and pearls.

The natural brilliance of diamonds and pearls starkly
overshadowed her gown. Her fluorescent materials
now appeared cheap and subpar. Embarrassment
etched itself onto Paige's face.

Bathed in a radiant aura, Loraine looked like a divine
being amongst mortals.

Everyone was taken aback. Suddenly, a
knowledgeable onlooker exclaimed, "Hold on a
moment! Isn't this the dress that was showcased
during the fashion week recently? Cynthia, the

designer, is behind this creation. It's not even on sale

yet. How did she manage to get it?"

While the crowd admired her, Loraine wa
with another predicament. Ll
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