stine stood frozen in place, a chill creeping through her |
entire body.

The one he loved?

Andrew, who had never even shown an interest in marriage,
was now speaking of love?

Could it be that someone had already captured his heart?

The idea that he might already care for someone else sent
a shiver down Kristine's spine.

No! She couldn't let that happen.

The man she had her heart set on for years—if she couldn't
have him, then no one else would.

Kristine stumbled back to her room in a daze, her mind too
scattered to even think about practicing the dance routine
Lynda had given her.

In another room, Madisyn sat at her computer, readin
email that had just come in. -

“Dear Madi, we sincerely invite you to be ag
- upcoming National Dance .Competi;to' (iR




mocked internationally. A series of scandals mvo ln
- Lorpond's top dancers had left the country without a
prominent figures in the art.

After some thought, Madisyn typed her response. "Sure,
but please keep my identity confidential." i

Thereplycamealmostinstantly, brimming withenthusiasm.
"Absolutely!!”

After finalizing the details, Madisyn headed downstairs to
grab some water.

"Miss, may | help you with something?" a maid asked,
glancing up from her tidying as she noticed Madisyn.

"Just getting some water," Madisyn replied.
The maid smiled warmly. "The kettle's right over here, miss.

| can pour it for you. By the way, I'm Fiona Huff. If you ever
need anything, please don't hesitate to ask."

Madisyn nodded, watching as Fiona cheerfu Y po
‘water for her.

-ionals eyes lit up with ex emer
te ,ake ~




good to me. I've been here since | finished my'edubéfl )
five years now, and | always try to give my best."

Madisyn nodded, a thoughtful expression settling on her |
face as she moved to the living room. i

Once Fiona had finished her tasks and left, Madisyn found
herself gazing out the large floor-to-ceiling window. A
sudden realization hit her—she hadn't danced in what felt
like forever.

On a whim, she stepped in front of the window. Slowly,
almost tentatively, she began to move, her body
remembering the rhythm, as she reconnected with the
dance.

Outside, the car engine fell silent as Lynda returned home
after a long, exhausting day.

She was eager to unwind.

With the National Dance Competition an the horizon, soon
ad !

been pouring all her energy into trai

desperately hoping to flnd a few promisi




: snapped out of it, the
heart was still racing. SUCh s |ﬂ‘-s

~ international stage!

Her worries about the upcoming competitions melted;
away, replaced by a surge of excitement. H

She never imagined Kristine had reached such an
exceptional level in her dancing!

Without a second thought, Lynda rushed inside the house,
certain of who it was.

After all, Kristine was the only one in the Johns family
besides herself who danced and had been under her
tutelage since childhood.

She hurried to Kristine's door and knocked eagerly.

After a moment, Kristine opened the door, her hair damp
as if she had just finished showering.

Seeing Lynda standing outside her room made Kristine
feel a twinge of guilt—she hadn't practiced dancing that i

~ evening. Was Lynda here to check up on her?
|




iti

posit the associatio

be a shame for you to remain jus
member!" i

Moreover, Lynda was even going to apply for a hig
position for her in the Dance Association? The idea o
becoming the youngest senior member of the Lorpond
Dance Association sent a surge of excitement through her.
Lynda's eyes sparkled with anticipation as she continued,
"By the way, could you show me that dance you just did?"




