kihd-hearted woman who was gene.
». Why did she pointedly accuse her of theft todaY? T

'I'(ﬁstine didn't look at Fiona.
Nothing could be allowed to obstruct her ambitions.

Fiona's hope dimmed as she felt the weight of the accusation
against her.

Meanwhile, Madisyn seemed engrossed in her phone.

Lynda, having lost her patience with Madisyn, voiced her
displeasure sharply. "Madisyn, since you can't prove Fiona
didn't steal the necklace, you should apologize to your sister!"

Was Madisyn using her phone as an escape, avoiding the
confrontation due to lack of evidence?

This fueled Lynda's anger.
Suddenly, Madisyn looked up.

*|'ve restored the surveillance footage," she announced, holding
up her phone to show everyone the screen.

Kristine nearly scoffed at the claim. Restored the :
footage? Huh? Did Madisyn think it was mere
g to be fixed at will? ~




Madisyn descended the stairs an
ation before Fiona eventually left.

'héen responsible for the theft

Kristine’s mind raced as she watched the screen.
Fiona left?

Then who danced in the living room?

Her eyes flicked to Madisyn, suspicion mounting.

The footage continued, capturing Madisyn moving towards the
window

Kristine's anxiety escalated, her heart pounding as a startling
possibility dawned on her

Madisyn? Was she the one dancing?

At this critical juncture in her career, with Lynda about to
recommend her to be the youngest senior executive in the
National Dance Association, Kristine knew that she couldn't let
the truth come out now.

As these thoughts flooded her mind, her face drained of color.

?But the next second, the footage abruptly ended.




from the footage

cvhd
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t Fiona's tear-stained face and felt a deep

I .8
“Fiona, I'm truly sorry. We should have been more thorough. ['l
‘make sure you are compensated,” Elaine said, her tone laden:
with genuine regret. In fact, she had always been fond of Fiona.

Fiona dabbed away her tears, saying, "Mrs. Johns, it's clear
someone in this house was trying to frame me. | can't stay
under these circumstances. All | ask is that you take care of
yourself. | will pack my belongings and leave today."

‘Fiona..." Elaine's voice broke, her heart heavy with sorrow.

Over the years, Fiona's dedication and warmth had woven her
deeply into the fabric of the household, creating a bond that
transcended her role as merely a maid.

Madisyn's gaze, icy and pointed, shifted to Kristine. "Kristine,
don't you think you should apologize now?’

Kristine's posture stiffened under the scrutiny, but she managed
to muster an apologetic tone. "I'm sorry, Madisyn. | should have
investigated properly.”

"You shouldn't be apologizing to me," Madisyn retorted sharply.

Apologize to Fiona? But she was just a maid... Was that really
necessary? :




As she rose to leave, Madisyn interjected, "Just a moment.”

She stepped forward, a proposition ready. "Fiona, would you
like to stay and be my personal maid?"

Surprised, Fiona looked at Madisyn. The first time she saw
Madisyn, she had found her endearing.

After a brief consideration, Fiona agreed. “Sure!"

Madisyn's slight smile was mirrored by Elaine's pleased
expression. "Fiona, you are attentive and considerate. We'd
hate to see you go. So from now on, you'll look after Madisyn."

‘Thank you, Mrs. Johns," Fiona responded gratefully.

Elaine then turned a stern gaze on Lynda. "Lynda, | know you're
close with Kristine, but | treat all my children equally. | have full
confidence that Madisyn isn't the type of person to harm
another.”

‘I understand,” Lynda, embarrassed, murmured.

While Elaine resolved to uncover the true thief,
immediately volunteered, "Mom, let me make things
doing the investigation personally.” i

- "Very well!" Elaine agreed.

weight of awkw




go ahead. I'll stay here," Elaine responded, "e v
carrying a note of understanding. "Just make sure t 1
driver.”

“Alright!”

Soon, Madisyn arrived at a skincare store where her friend,
Susan Riggs, worked as a saleswoman.

Susan's face lit up at her arrival, and she handed Madisyn some
new product samples. "Try these out. They are from our latest
line," she suggested enthusiastically

In front of her friend, Madisyn's usual reserve melted away,
revealing a side of her that was seldom seen—a softer, more
genuine Madisyn.




