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"I'm sorry, Mr. Hart, but we're looking for someone with more established connections." The
woman's voice was polite but final, her gaze already drifting toward the door, signaling his
dismissal.

Grayson maintained his professional smile as he gathered his portfolio. "Thank you for your
time," he replied, voice steady despite the familiar disappointment settling in his stomach.

Outside Bergman Events, Philadelphia's rain matched his mood—persistent, gray,
unavoidable. Two years post-graduation, and this was his third rejection this month. His
résumé detailed event coordination experience from university jobs, a business degree from
Penn, and a year at a small local venue. Impressive enough, but lacking the crucial
ingredient: connections.

He ducked under an awning and checked his phone. A text from his roommate: Rent's due
tomorrow. You covered?

Grayson exhaled slowly. His bank account was dwindling faster than opportunities were
appearing. He scrolled through his contacts, pausing at Professor Lattimer's name. The
business ethics professor had always seen something in him, had written recommendations,
had encouraged his ambitions.

It's just networking, he told himself as he pressed call.

Thirty minutes later, he sat across from Lattimer in a quiet café, rainwater still clinging to his
jacket.

"Foundations take time, Grayson," Lattimer said, stirring his coffee. "Especially when you're
building from scratch."

"Time requires money I don't have," Grayson replied. "Every firm wants connections I can't
offer."

Lattimer studied him. "Perhaps you're approaching this backward. Instead of trying to join
established firms, why not create something unique? Something that bridges the gap you're
experiencing?"

"Start my own business? With what capital?"

"Not all capital is financial." Lattimer slid a business card across the table. "Meredith Silva.
Former student of mine, runs a small gallery downtown. She's looking for someone to handle
their event series on a contract basis. The pay won't be fantastic, but the exposure might be
valuable."

The following week, Grayson met Meredith in her modest gallery. The space was
unconventional—a converted warehouse with exposed brick and industrial lighting—but it
attracted an interesting crowd: young professionals, emerging artists, and occasionally,
bored socialites looking for something "authentic.”

"I need someone who can make these events feel exclusive without being pretentious,"
Meredith explained. "Our audience spans tax brackets—they want sophistication without
stuffiness."

It was a delicate balance, one that matched Grayson's unique position—someone who
understood both worlds without fully belonging to either. He took the contract.



His first gallery opening exceeded expectations. Working with minimal budget, he
transformed constraints into creative advantages. Instead of expensive catering, he
partnered with a culinary school looking for showcase opportunities. In place of elaborate
floral arrangements, he designed minimalist installations using materials from local artisans.

The event attracted attention not because it mimicked high society functions, but because it
reimagined them. People who attended traditional galas found it refreshingly unpretentious.
Those usually excluded from such events felt specially included.

Word spread. Three months later, Grayson received a call from the marketing director of a
tech startup.

"We've heard about your work. Our investors' dinner needs to balance innovation with
tradition. Interested?"

One contract led to another. Grayson began building a reputation for creating events that
bridged worlds—maintaining enough familiar elegance to satisfy traditional expectations
while incorporating fresh perspectives that made even jaded socialites take notice.

He called his growing business "Threshold Events," a name that encompassed his
philosophy. Each event was a threshold between worlds, a space where boundaries blurred
just enough to create something authentic.

A year into his venture, Grayson stood at the back of a charity auction he'd organized,
watching Philadelphia's elite mingle with emerging entrepreneurs and artists. The event
combined traditional auction elements with interactive installations that encouraged
genuine interaction beyond performative philanthropy.

"Impressive work," said a voice beside him. Grayson turned to find Julia Mercer, whose
family name adorned half the cultural institutions in the city. "You've created something that
feels both familiar and unexpected."

"That's the goal," Grayson replied, maintaining professional composure despite his internal
celebration.

"We're hosting a private dinner next month for our foundation partners. Our usual
coordinator is unavailable. Would you be interested?"

The Mercer contract marked a turning point. Suddenly, Grayson found himself moving
through Philadelphia's elite circles, not as wait staff but as a valued professional. His
calendar filled with events for families whose names he once only knew from buildings and
plaques.

Still, he noticed the subtle distinctions—the way conversations sometimes paused when he
approached, the surprise when he demonstrated knowledge of their customs and protocols.
He was in their world but not of it, invited but not initiated.

One evening, as he coordinated a gallery opening featuring art from Philadelphia's sister
cities, he overheard a conversation between two society women.

"Hart does excellent work, though his background is rather... ordinary." "That's precisely
why Charlotte hired him for her daughter's debut. He brings fresh perspective without being
radical."



Grayson kept his expression neutral as he adjusted a display. Their words didn't sting as they
once might have. He had built something valuable precisely because he straddled worlds.

Later that night, alone in his small but now-affordable apartment, Grayson scrolled through
social media. An advertisement caught his eye: Westwood Estate Annual Masquerade Ball,
the pinnacle of Philadelphia society events.

He paused, memories from university flooding back. Logan Westwood, moving effortlessly
through spaces Grayson had worked in but never belonged to. The invisible barriers that
separated their worlds.

Grayson had built bridges between those worlds. He had earned respect, created a thriving
business. But even now, some doors remained closed to him—not because he lacked talent,
but because he lacked the right name, the right history.

The masquerade stared back at him from the screen, tantalizing in its exclusivity. A ball
where identities were concealed, where for one night, the only thing that mattered was the

mask you wore, not the life you came from.

His finger hovered over the screen. A dangerous idea began to form.



	Copyright ©2025 by Ryan Moore
	No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

