leaving a fresh, earthy scent Imgenng in the alf fro
last night's rain.

As guests streamed into the hall, men in sharp suits |
and charming women mingled, discussing topics from
the stock market to finance, exchanging resources and
contacts.

Amid the crowd, Mrs. Lawrence made her way to the
stage.

Clad in an elegant white evening gown, her appearance
epitomized grace. The gown, adorned with bright
embellishments, sparkled under the evening lights, its
sleek fabric hugging her figure perfectly.

A dazzling gem embedded at the chest drew all eyes
to her.

As she ascended the stage, the crowd watched in awe.




though he felgned indifference.

At that moment, Mrs. Lawrence signaled to Janet, who :!
then made her way to the stage under the watchful |
eyes of the audience.

Taking Janet's hand warmly, Mrs. Lawrence introduced
her. "Allow me to introduce Janet Larson from Rowena
Studio, the designer of this stunning dress I'm wearing
tonight.”

With a swift motion, Mrs. Lawrence removed a
shoulder accessory, revealing a long scar.

The sudden exposure sparked a murmur of whispers
throughout the crowd. ‘

‘Unfazed by the murmurs in the crowd'
_*pﬂ riled graciously.
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sgracefull What kind

. i

ely inappropriate!"

Mrs. Lawrence looked at him with cool disdain. "Really ,_
/hat troubles you more? The dress or me?"

Mr. Lawrence, hands in his pockets and o0ozing
arrogance, retorted sharply, "What are you wearing?
You should be covering that scar, not flaunting it at
our guests. Put the accessory back on now!"

Mrs. Lawrence sneered in response, then bowed her
head, seemingly to compose herself.

After a moment, she lifted her gaze back to the
audience and spoke into the microphone. "Please
excuse me. | invited you all here today because | have
a significant announcement to make."

Janet noticed her hands trembling slightly.

From this moment forward, the assets of the
Lawrence family will be divided. The presidency of the
company will no longer be held by my husband. | will .
take over as president.”




