“Sorry, Janet. | messed up. | had a bunch of JJ j
finish the other day, and | got so caught up in wrapp
them up that | forgot to return the call. | feel ¢
about it. | am really sorry." '

Her words came out between sobs, each one hea 1
with regret.

In that moment, she felt overwhelmed by the weight
of her mistake, realizing the trouble it had caused for
the studio.

Seeing Lexi blame herself, Janet held back the words
of reproach that hovered on her lips.

"Hey, enough of that. Let's focus on fixing this issue
first." '

‘She handed a cup of coffee to Lexi and passe
another to Tasha.




‘Tasha picked up the sketch, noting that it was Jar
‘current project, already halfway completed.

"I'll focus on Mrs. Blake's order first. I'l put in some
extra hours tomght to get it done. The other orders
not that urgent."

‘Thanks, Tasha," Janet said with a grateful smile.

Despite Janet's attempt to remain composed, both
Lexi and Tasha were visibly on edge.

With this setback, they knew they might have to work
overtime urgently to fix the mess. They didn't mind the
extra effort, but they were worried about potentially
upsetting clients and jeopardizing their hard-earned

reputation.

Janet noticed the concern etched on their faces,
feeling a twinge of worry herself. She flashed a
‘comforting smile and reassured them. "Don't worry.
We'll handle this by apologizing to our clients first
Most of them w1l| understand If not, weII have to le

off the Milan Fashion Week could hurt uss '
choose wisely."

With her gyes | monst Lexi askg
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~ After arranging everything, Janet picked up the coffee :
and entered the office.

Seeing this, Lexi stood rooted to the spot, lost in a
haze of guilt and worry

She blamed herself for the mess, fearing her oversight
could upset the Milan Fashion Week or their clients.
Yet, Janet hadn't blamed her at all.

Tasha let out a sigh; ready to tackle her tasks, and
spotted Lexi still standing there lost in her thoughts.

She nudged her and said, "What are you waiting for?
Get moving. Just don't let it slip your mind again.”

Lexi remained baffled, turning to Tasha with a puzzled
expression. "Why didn't Janet blame me? And why is
' she planning to apologize herself?"

| Tasha returned to her desk, setting the coffee aside
before sorting through the design sketches.

~ "She must have her reasons. Let's just follﬁgws;h'




