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she was exhausted.
' ! F,

"Iacksmn,"f-thank -'i,r_uu _wEfy ‘much for
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For You A

Gabrielle walked out of the shop with her
dress in her hand. It was quite late, and

accompanying me to buy the dress

today. It's getting late..."

'"Treat me to dinner then. You said you
were poor and couldn't afford such an
expensive dress. I already helped you on
the reimbursement from Jason. You
should have enough money to treat me
to a meal, right?" Jackson had always
been straightforward. He never saw the
point in beating around the bush. He was

known in the office for being direct.

Gabrielle initially wanted to tell him that
it was time to separate and go back to
their respective homes. She wasn't tired

because of the shopping itself but the

people she had to deal with while buying

a dress.

She was surprised when jackson told her

m4d |II
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him te dinner. So even though
. ‘was dead tired, she had no
reason to refuse him, It was a small favor,
after all. A 1 N

Of course she had money for a meal. She
wasn't thai_t impoverished.

Besides, ]Eickson helped her a lot, so it
‘was a small thing to,buy him a meal. She
' owed him that at least.

"Okay, sure. You can pick the place,
Jackson," Gabrielle agreed readily. She
was actually surprised that Jackson
wasn't as insufferable as other people in
the studio made him seem. @

Anyway, it was just a dinner—nothing
special. @

The place where Jackson picked was cozy
and quiet. He didn't lke Noisy

establishments.

He drove directly to a restaurant that
didn't have plenty of patrons dining at
the time. It was private, and not

everyone knew about it.

The owner of the shop was an old
his. He was an

acquaintance of L
d man, just like

enthusiastic middle-age
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ith a huge smile on his face.

"Jackson, 1 see _I‘.ﬁat_?yc?"ﬂ‘re not eating
alone here today. Finally! It's the first
time you're here with a girl for dinner.
Welcome, welcome you two! Come in
and have a seat. Your usual spot has

~ been reserved for you," @

the man greeted them warmly. He even
patted Jackson's back as he led the way.

Gabrielle was shocked by the man's
enthusiasm. He didn't treat her as a
typical guest. In fact, he looked at and
talked to her as though she was his

daughter-in-law.

Anyone watching Jackson and the man
could see that they had a close
relationship. Jackson, who was usually
cold and distant, was clearly comfortable

speaking to him.

"Talon, this is my colleague, Gabrielle.
Gabrielle. this is the owner and chef of
this private restaurant, Talon," Jackson
said. Talon puffed out his chest, proud of
the way Jackson introduced him.

+ they Were
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nothing more thar golleagues, so Talon
didn't think muchabout it. &=

Stilir'. Talon couldn't sto grinning, The
[acj: remained that }aéts{n brought a girl
to his restaurant for the first ever—it was
quite an improvement. He had been

dining alone for so long.

oy

This was a good start. With his hands
" clasped behind his back, Talon quietly
observed Jackson's companion.

She was beautiful, warm, and gentle—a
total opposite of Jackson's icy demeanor.
Jackson had his default frown on while

Gabrielle was smiling sweetly.

Maybe they had chemistry—it was to0
soon to tell. But Talon thought there was

hope for them in the future.
"Hello, Talon. I'm Gabrielle—Jackson's
colleague,”

Gabrielle greeted Talon, reaching out to
shake his hand.

"Okay, okay. Hello. You and Jackson
should have a seat first,"

Talon said happily.

jackson led Gabrielle o 2 private room "

RA 24.9% )
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and ¢ T handing a vintage

handmade menu to Gabriclles Fhe pages

wete tanning, and Jackson probably held

it §0 many times ath{. "Have a look.
t do you want to eat?"

" allergic to seafood. Apart from
seafood, anything else is okay for me,’
Gabrielle told him calmly.

| "They don't serve seafood here, only
homemade dishes,” Jackson responded
indifferently. He always liked to talk as
though he didn't care either way.

"Then 1 have nothing to woITy about. 1
know you and Talon are pretty close.

You can order anything you like. I'm not
a picky eater,” Gabrielle said casually.

She kept looking around the intenors,
admiring how everything Wwas put
together really well.

It was the first time she had dinner with
Jackson. She Wwas nervous, especially
because he could be rTude and

unpredictable.

Her workmates always spoke about him
being the most difficult person to get
along with In the studio. Even SO,
Gabrielle had to acknowledge that he had
been patient and accommodating with B
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At least in Gabrielle's mind,’ﬁ was S0
much better than_,ﬂman. That woman
was a thorn in Gabrie ;Lﬂlde

',‘,?‘u:e you are not picky about food, then
I'll order for you." Jackson spared her a

glance but didn't say anything more. He
_laid down the menu on the table and
- went out.

There was no waiter here. The customers
would have to go to the kitchen and tell
Talon what they wanted to eat. They
could even order dishes that weren't on
the menu—just as long as Talon could

make 1t.

Talon had been working as a chef for
twenty or thirty years, and he was good
at cooking homemade dishes. He was
fiercely proud of the foods he served.

As soon as Jackson went out, Gabnelle
felt like she could breathe again. She
didn't realize how tense she was until he
left her alone. Then, a shrill sound
pierced the silence. She looked at her
phone and saw that Westley was calling

her.

After hesitating for 2 while, Gabrelle W



"Where are you now?" Westley asked her
directly.
K %

Eere am 1?' Gabrielle ran her fingers
through her hair; her face screwed n
frustration.

She actually didn't pay attention to the

' road signs. Jackson was driving, and she
didn't even bother looking at where they
were headed.

'I'm having dinner outside," Gabrielle
could only answer vaguely. She honestly
didn't know her exact location.

"wWith whom?" There was an anxious lilt
in Westley's voice.

Gabrielle had guessed what caused
Westley to worry. He wasn't the type of
guy who constantly checked on her
whereabouts. Besides, he sounded like he
was more concerned about who she was

with than where she actually was.

He probably heard some rumors, which
wasn't exactly surprising.

She immediately thought of Mindy, who
she saw in the clothing Store. That i\
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woman ,_,u'_f_!:.--. atenied Gabrielle that she
would tell Westley-about Jackson:

Mindy wasn't abeve spreading false
stories, so Gabrielle ?as&:med she told
Westley that Gabrielle was out with
another man. '

There waé seriously something wrong
with Mindfgr. No one in her right mind
~ would resort to something this desperate
—all for one dress.

"I'm having dinner with Jackson in a
private restaurant. Why? Did you receive
any message or photo about us?"
Gabrielle asked frankly. She didn't have
time to entertain Westley's silent
accusations, so she went straight to the

point.

After a short silence, Westley breathed a
sigh of relief and chuckled. "Yes, 1

received a message a minute ago from
an anonymous sender. There is a photo
attached in which you were shopping

with a man. Is it Jackson?"

"Yes, it's him." Gabrielle closed her eyes
and pressed her finger on her lids. Mmfiy
surely didn't waste any time sending

"proof" to Westley.
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satened Gabrielle that she
estley-about Jackson.

Mindy wasn't abeve spreading false
stories, so Gabrielle ?as&:med she told
Westley that Gabrielle was out with
another man. '
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There waé. seriously something wrong
with Mindy. No one in her right mind

~ would resort to something this desperate
—all for one dress.

'I'm having dinner with Jackson in a
private restaurant. Why? Did you receive
any message or photo about us?"
Gabrielle asked frankly. She didn't have
time to entertain Westley's silent
accusations, so she went straight to the

point.

After a short silence, Westley breathed a
sigh of relief and chuckled. "Yes, 1
received a message a minute ago from
an anonymous sender. There is a photo
attached in which you were shopping

with a man. Is it Jackson?"

"Yes, it's him." Gabrielle closed her .eyes |
and pressed her finger on her lids. Mm@y
surely didn't waste any time sending

"proof" to Westley.
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Gabrielle didn’t even know when Mindy
took the photo. That an was
stealthy; Gabrielle had to give her that.

"He went shopping \lnt?)l you and paid
the bill? Where is the card 1 gave you?
Why didnlt you use it?" Westley's voice
became increasingly colder. Gabrielle
knew where this conversation Wwas

' headed.

She could tell that he was getting
jealous. She didn't know whether she
should be amused or irritated.

So. Westley didn't take 1ssue that
another man accompanied her while she
went shopping. However, it bothered
Westley that Jackson paid for her dress.

Westley probably wondered how close
she was with Jackson for the latter to pay

her bill.

"I didn't have the card with me when 1
went to the mall. Besides, 1 was there to
buy a dress because [ have to pick up our
guest at the airport. It's a work-related
purchase, so the studio will reimburse

me. I don't have to pay for it myself. See,

B estley? I actually saved some of your
was soft and

RA n - i -
money." Gabrielle's tone€
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was trying to make him see her

]DW. = EI‘__ W el

point, She didn't want thisgto-escalate

inte another genseless fight.

The last sentence made Westley happy.
She was willing to save his money and

not gpend it carelessly, which meant that
Gabrielle really treated him as her own
man. She wouldn't care that much if she

‘ didn't.
This made Westley hap

know why but it warmed
know how Gabrielle felt.

py. He didn't
his heart to

I don't need you 1O save
e, I make enough mMONEY
buy anything you want. It
doesn't matter how much. If you want it,

estley reminded her. It

you can buy it," W
apparently otill irked him that another

man paid for Gabrielle's dress.

"Gabrielle,
money for m
that you can

His wife, of course, could spend the

money he parned any way she wanted
ro. He could afford it if she decided 1O
live luxuriously. In truth, she didn't need
someone else buying her clothes for her
__even if it was for work. Westley made

so much that he could have bought it for

her in every color.
ded his love and W

- A A
g )44

But his wife only nee
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hlm—‘-*ﬂ;ﬁt | luxur;,r ~~bags op expensive
clothes. As for Westley, he didn't need
others spending mahe.y qP Gabrielle,

"D]:aj-,r | see!" Gabrielle agreed. Over time,
she had learned to pick her battles. This
time, she ]mew it would serve her if she

simply relented.

"Send me the restaurant address. I'll pick
you up in half an hour." Westley dropped
the subject and decided to change the
topic. Anyway, Gabrielle already agreed
with him. There was no point making it a

big issue.
"No, thanks. It's too far if you come here

from the company..."

"Gabrielle, I'll pick you up,” Westley

insisted. He heard her sigh on the other

end.

Gabrielle had no choice. Again, it wasn't
worth fighting over.

"Okay, I'll wait for you. " Gabrielle looked
for the address and gave it to him. Even

while she sounded annoyed, it warmed
her heart that he was offering to fetch

her.




-”'5 d}r hung up the phone.
With a small smile, she put -her own
phone on the table.

As soon as Jackson ‘came in, he was
surprised to see a fant smile on
Gabrielle's face. He sat down and raised

his brow.
"What's the good news? Why do you
look so happy?" asked Jackson. He was
genuinely curious.

"Someone will pick me up later. You
don't have to bother sending me home,"
Gabrielle said. With her elbows on the
table, she rested her chin on her hands

as she continued to survey the
decorations.

"Who? Your husband?"
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1apter 342 The First
Woman He Brought Here

+_ husband?’

Gabrielle hardly stopped herself from
making a sudden, surprised movement.
The way that she never disclosed her

marriage in the studio and yet Jackson
knew about it was no small thing. Even
jason didn't know that Gabrielle was in

wedlock. If there was someone aware of
it at all, it was only Austin.

'Nevertheless, Jackson actually knows.’

Gabrielle was almost frozen. Her
stupefaction wasn't hidden at all.

"Don't give me that surprised look. Your
kind cousin told me, thinking that | had
an affair with you," Jackson scoffed,
sarcasm evident in his cold tone.

"l..." Gabrielle stuttered, thinking how

Jackson must be feeling, "I'm truly sorry
that you heard such ridiculous rumors

because of me." She felt no need to
explain herself and just made an

apology.
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A mind whir towards

Mindy, Gabrielle sighed. couldn't
doubt that Mindy wouldn’t scheme

against her in everyl possible way. Of
course, Mindy wasn't able to digest
ngrielie's pureness, the reason she was
always busy making it muddy in front of

the world.

" And this time, Mindy thought that
Gabrielle was having an affair behind
Westley's back when she saw her with
Jackson in the mall. 'Dirty brains think

dirty forever!'

Surely, Mindy's next aim was to tell
Jackson that Gabrielle was a slut who
changed men like clothes and that he
was her next target. Mindy must have
wanted to warn Jackson away from
Gabrielle, ruining her reputation in s

eyes.
'Mindy is exceptional in thinking evil.

"Don't be sorry. After all, we don't share
that kind of a relationship. Plus," Jackson
said, looking Gabrielle in the eyes, and
making himself as much straightforward
as he could. "You're not my type, and :
since you're married, you can TNever
provoke my interest.”

N ]
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Those wWords might have been prickly for
another girl, 'Bgﬂ to Galﬁe, 3:heir
explicitness was rather amusing, "I guess
I am relieved to know!tHat I am not your
type then." Gabrielle stopped a smile
gﬁénmg to her lips before continuing,
"Jackson, you disliked me from the

'DEgmmng,lden t you?"

"Well," Jackson paused before continuing
to explain his divergent thoughts. "It's
not that I disliked you particularly,
Gabrielle. I just don't like people who try
to approach me. Also, I don't much love
teaching new disciples. So you can say
that I'm halfheartedly doing it just
because Jason forced me to do so,
Jackson explained calmly.

It was who he was. He didn't like to aim
at someone and make them feel bad. He
just didn't like getting too close to

anyone.

"I understand. And I know 1it's not your
fault that I lack in experience and
knowledge and that you have to teach
me everything,' Gabrielle honestly

admitted.

Being well aware of her strengths and
flaws was a virtue Gabrielle used



. > — _
"That's nice to hear that youd know your
liabilities." Jackson felt relaxed to know
how well Gabrielle had a clear estimation

ﬂf.-ijI;Erself.

ﬁiéraring him, a small smile appeared on
Gabrielle's| lips. "I'll take it as a
compliment."

"So," Jackson started the topic again that
kept intriguing him. "What in heaven's
name went so wrong that you decided to

get married at such a young age? But, if
you think you won't be comfortable

telling me, don't tell me. I am surely not
interested in talking about your private
issues." Jason asked, curious but

resistant because of asking about a
personal matter of someone else, "And I
guess No one, even Jason, knows about
your marriage in the studio, right?"

Nevertheless, the idea of a young girl
getting married at the age when most
girls desired dresses, outings, freedom,
and endearing romantic relationships,

seemed quite contradictory.

Gabrielle was just twenty, a college
student who should enjoy her life, but
surprisingly enough that Jackson asked,

B a4
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 been wedded.

, 1 may feel better E we won't
al life. Whether I

]

“I ackse
talk about my perso
am married or not, I n‘t think it should

affect my prufes'sinna}l life in the studio.
No one said that mdrried women can't
work, after all," Gabrielle gaid in a
confident tone, avoiding showing her

heartfelt guilt.

She came as a bachelorette employee in
the studio but within a flash, Gabrielle
got married. Her marriage was too much
for her to take, let alone for her to spread
the fire of it in the studio, the reason
why she thought the better of it than

telling everyone.
"I have no objection with that." Jackson
didn't control the faint smile coming to
his lips.

Of course, he wasn't one of those old-
fashioned people to whom work was a
ban for married women.

But doubtless, to admit, Jackson met a
polar version of Gabrielle. Before today,
she was just an intern, a student of Jason,
and a hardworking girl who got too
;mmersed in work that she was seldom
noticed by others.
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But today, Jackson was quite stunned to
cnmpﬁhend her new identity,

'She has got some wits.' s

Since day one, Jackson had seen her as a
reticent girl who seemed to stay away
from any spotlight. But now he felt that
Gabrielle was quite cunning that she kept
. doing her job soundlessly, without

disturbing anyone else,

Right now, Jackson's wrong perceptions
of Gabrielle were quite visible, or maybe
she was well hidden under her mask. He

wasn't sure.

'She has the potential to win big dreams
if she tried though.'

"I feel like Jason is clueless about your
marriage. Am I right?" Jackson asked,
propping his chin on his fist,

"Only Austin knows," Gabrielle paused
before managing to explain herself
further, "When the time comes, Jason

will know too." 4

Hiding her marriage from Austin
would've been impossible since he was
Westley's cousin. Plus, Austin must be
going through a hard time accepting his

g ]
q 0710



o NN ¥
P

IR i
!1 '|1.-'

junior, Gabrielle,
Under the layer of selected words,
Jackson interpreted that Gabrielle was
restricting him  to ‘stop raking her
marriage. Whenever she would tell jason
1’.#23 Gabrielle's own problem.

18 his cousin-in-law,

——

Jackson, being the man who already was
the least interested in someone’s
personal matters, silenced the topic
finally. 'Of course, Gabrielle knows the
best she had to do with Jason.'

"Don't get bothered by me. I am already
too busy to question your life," Jackson
said. Then his mind drifted to the reality
that he had no time to think about
himself than to dare and extract time for

others.

"But," Gabrielle's face revealed a slight
uneasiness and curiosity as she spoke.
"Do you still dislike me?"

"Talk to me about liking you when I see
your designs. Does it make any |
difference if others dislike you since |
you're married now?" Jackson showed
his usual indifferent face that he wore
more often than usual.

¥ "That's not it. Others' opinions about my

n7:10 64.3° )44
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most, What people say gabout my

matriage or myself are of almost no
importance to me.*" {5

Gabrielle honestly smiled.” ®

Having Jackson ask her about her
personal Efe felt way better than anyone
else in his place, for he didn't keep on
 probing her. His, trait of not wanting
gossips made Gabrielle more relaxed.

At least she wasn't worried about finding
herself on a newsflash because of

someone's hearsays.

It surely wasn't Mindy's day to burn the

town with gossip because the guy she
met was a coldhearted apathetic person

who wasn't going to give rse to any
sparks.

As always, it was another one of those
pathetic attempts of Mindy in which she
tried to show Gabrielle her doom. This
time, she tried using Jackson, the utterly

wrong person and failed. |

"Let's continue to eat." Starting eating
again, Jackson said, "You may wait for
your husband after you finish."
Continuing with his food, Jackson didn't



say anything more

Wi = F—
His mind, though, still was on the way
Gabrielle changed most of his thoughts
about her. Yet, they dridﬁittle to no good

in improving his impression of her,
i |

With silence engulfing both of them,
they peacefully ate their dinner.

Talon, who was silently watching them
share a serene aura, couldn't help the
possibility of them having a chance

together.

When, after finishing their meal, they

were about to leave, Talon brightly said
to Gabrielle, "It will be an honor to serve
you again with Jackson, Miss Jones. I've
never seen him have dinner here with a
girl. You're the first." Talon smiled with

hopefulness.

"You know, Talon, Jackson is too busy to
tag along with me anytime I want. So,
preferably, I will bring my friends here to
devour over your deliciously cooked
dishes." Gabrielle returned Talon a polite

smile, 4

‘She's amazing! A pretty, innocent, and
kindly girl. I am not going to accept that
Ml the cold and arrogant Jackson mistakenly
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. |
"t's fihe so long as you accept to come,
alone, with or without fr3911d5 or Jackson.
You're always hea rtfly welcome, Miss

Jones." Talon was beaming. "Be careful
on your way back!"

e

"Sure, Talon, See you then. Bye!”
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