The studio was abuzz with so many orders that they were
on the brink of being overwhelmed. Their own orders were
slated for scheduling next month, highlighting the lack of
time available for crafting the new design draft.

The realization hit Lexi and Tasha like a heavy weight, their
eyes betraying the deep disappointment they felt.

With a comforting touch on their shoulders, Janet stepped
forward, her voice gentle yet firm. "Lexi, please decline for
me. Explain that we fear our current capacity might not
meet the demands of such a significant event, sparing us
potentialembarrassment. Use eloquentlanguage, ensuring
no offense is taken."

“Okay," Lexi murmured with a soft sigh, her regret palpable.

- The missed opportunity weighed heavily on her, Ieavmg;.g-;

?her uncertain about when another: such :golden chance
might come their way. '
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'ofﬁce Lexi gazed at her resolute figure, her sigh echoin
her mixed feelings.

Tasha, with her open-minded nature, wrapped her arms
around Lexi's shoulders and offered comforting words.
“We're resilient. Trust me, they'll invite us again next time."

Lexi clutched the invitation tightly, contemplating its
significance. After a moment, she placed it on the table
with a determined nod. "Let's focus on our work for now.
I'll decline it in a few days."

Janet poured herself into her work, and finally, as the day
waned, she completed the design drawing.

Janet massaged her sore shoulders when a familiar
whistle caught her attention from outside. With a quick
glance at the design drawings neatly packed on the table,
she hurriedly left the studio, eager to see what awaited her

outside. =

~ During their journey home, Brandon couldn't help but st
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don gazed at her and inquire

“Elizabeth told me she's not ready to get married et
‘Janet looked to Brandon for advice, her concern evide
“What should | do? How do | break this to Frank?"

Brandon acted decisively, pulling out his phone and dialing :'
Frank's number without hesitation. ‘

Janet quickly reached out to grab the phone, clutching it
tightly in her hand, and questioned, "What are you doing?"

Withan innocent blink, Brandon replied, "Tell Frank to stop."

"You can't," Janet asserted firmly. "I've seen how serious
Frank is about this. If you tell him Elizabeth isn't ready for
marriage yet, it'll only frustrate him. How about we invite
him out for a face-to-face conversation?"

But before Janet could finish her sentence, a familiar voice
resonated from the phone in her hand.

“Why are you discussing things behind my back? Hang up
the phone first." dEi

the phone. She picked it up and saw only a line f
~ the screen indicating the call was with Frank. '




