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The sprawling French window, stretching oy er
30 feet, showcased a bevy of luxurious dresses:
| that sparkled with unparalleled elegance under

the focused embrace of white spotlights. Even

from a distance, the minute diamonds

hemming the dresses twinkled Ilike a

constellation, bestowing ‘a faint celestial ;

luminescence.

Such was their allure that they threatened to
eclipse everything else. Their grandeur, albeit
bordering on flamboyance, was undeniably
regal, resembling garments sewn exclusively
for ethereal princesses. .
‘ heart thudded with an intensity tht
tened to deafen her. An overwhelmin
urge of passion coursed through her vei
eld these masterpieces,
ind entranced.
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t she been a de
of amnesia consumed her? V
ever crafted such captivating creatic

is thought cloaked her in a mantle of sorrow

Struggling with the chains of her memory, she
regretted that she probably couldn't even
thread a needle now, let alone sculpt art with
fabric.

Yet, despite his own weighty contemplations,
Brandon perceived Janet's rapt attention and
the unwavering gaze she fixed on that
particular window. With a slight squint and an 1
authoritative gesture, he commanded, "Pull

over."
“As you wish, Mr. Larson."

. Once stationary, Brandon reached for a pair of
L chic sunglasses, presenting them to Janet with
a tender smile. "Fancy a closer look at those_1

sterpieces? Perhaps we could even add one

eks flushed with a mix of su 'f




net's attention was diverted to the
O ‘tslde the shop. The formidable presenc
'wo bodyguards and the ceremonious disp]

' of invitations by each entrant hinted at a posﬂl

event in progress, one not open to the

uninvited.

Hesitating, she said, "It seems there's some
exclusive event ongoing. Without an invitation,

I doubt they'll let us in."

Brandon, amused by her hesitancy, countered
with a confident grin, "With me by your side, do

you really think any door remains closed?"
"But—”
. He interrupted, gently fitting the sunglasses

L over her eyes. "Trust me." And with that, he led
. her confidently towards the boutique.

1

As they neared the guarded entrance, Janet's

p on Brandon's hand tightened, her voice a
A

end of excitement and trepidation. "How do
on getting us in? We aren't plan
ng the place, are we? The




means of entry?“

e werry,” she stammered,
nce. "So, what's your strategy?"

:ndon quirked an eyebrow, his lips cur ling
into a sly, knowing smile. Wwith a flourish,
tapped his impeccably chiseled cheek and

" boasted, "This face is my passport.”
"Huh?" Janet barely had time to process his

cheeky statement, for Brandon was already

guiding her towards the store's gilded entrance.

She hesitated, her mind whirling. With each
step, she sent a silent plea to the universe,
hoping to avoid the mortification of being

1 turned away.

As they reached the door, the vigilant.

b dyguards promptly intercepted them. "Excuse

sir, ma'am," one of them said. "An_

nvitation is mandatory for entry. Do you




then, with a reverential bow and a hint of

fh‘e said, "Ah, Mr. Larson, of course. Invitatio

are just formalities for someone of your stature.:

| Please do come in."

Could it be? Had his audacious strategy truly
paid off?

Janet, her eyes wide with a mixture of J
astonishment and relief, allowed herself to be

ushered in by a rather pleased Brandon.




