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[bookmark: _GoBack]She would have to admit that the music that she was hearing at that moment caused her to wish that she were somewhere else, though she would also have to admit that it had less to do with the music itself and more to do with how loud the sounds were. Indeed, as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, she would have to admit that there was a part of her that wished that she could find some sort of refuge, but she realized that she was not going to find one here.
The smile that appeared on her face at that moment was something that even she would have labelled as a forced expression, though she doubted that anyone would have realized that such was the case. Indeed, she would have to admit that there was a part of her that was sure that the people who were around her would have labelled the expression that appeared on her face at that moment as genuine.
Joanne Victoria ‘Ia’ Martinez would readily admit that the smile that she was wearing on her face at that moment widened even more, and this time, even the black-haired woman would have to admit that the look that appeared on her face at that moment was somewhat genuine. The voice coming from the back of her head told her that she should have expected the music that she was hearing at that moment, before she mentally shook her head.
As she did that, she turned her attention toward the direction of where a group of men were clustered together, with their glasses raised above their heads, and the expressions on their faces were the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that they intended to party hard. As that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Ia would have to admit that the smile that she was wearing turned just a bit more genuine.
It was true that the smile that she was wearing on her face at that moment did not widen any more than it already had, but any person who could have seen the expression that she was wearing at that moment would have been able to tell that the look that she was wearing on her face turned just a bit more genuine.
Of course, Ia would have to admit that the expression that she was wearing faltered slightly, a few moments later, when she realized that a group of women was approaching the group that she was watching, though even she would have to admit that as she watched what was happening, she found herself focusing her attention toward one man in particular.
She did not bother to allow the question that threatened to come to the forefront of her mind – about why she focused her attention toward that one person – to fully coalesce before she shook her head – and there was nothing mental about the action that she had taken – even as she remarked to herself that it was but natural that she would focus her attention upon the man in question, after all, the man in question is her husband.
As that thought entered the forefront of her mind, she returned to the present as she then went out of her way to focus her attention toward the direction of her husband. While it was true that a frown did appear on her face earlier when she saw the women who were approaching the group that he was a part of, the smile returned to her face as she watched him refuse the advances of one of the women who had approached him.
Of course, there was a part of Ia that had to wonder whether part of the reason her husband had refused the woman's advances was the realization that she was watching him. There was no need for her to make sure that shaking her head at that moment was a mere mental action because she was sure that, despite the number of people on the dance floor, no one was watching her.
Indeed, that thought remained at the forefront of her mind even as she began to walk toward the direction of the table where her husband and his group were gathered, still engrossed in the celebration that they were engaged in.
As that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Ia would have to admit that she remarked to herself that her husband and his friends deserve the celebration that they are having at that moment. From what he had told her, his team had managed to finish a deal worth in the billions, and the commission that he is going to earn from that sale would be in six digits, though he had yet to inform her of just how much that would be.
There was a part of Ia that would have to admit that she does not approve of her husband partying and already wasting the money that he had earned, but even as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Ia would have to admit that her husband and his friends are not the ones who are spending.
She turned her attention toward the direction of a table that seemed to have been placed a bit away from the other tables around the dance floor, and the man who was seated at the table. He seemed to be alone at that moment, but the expression that he was wearing on his face at that moment was the only thing that Ia needed to see for her to be sure that the man in question was watching everybody even as he sipped from his whisky glass.
The dark-haired woman was still looking in the direction of the man in question when she was forced to come out of the trance that she had not even realized she had fallen into. Even she would have to admit that what made her return to the present at that moment would be the realization that he was now looking in her direction.
Given the distance involved at that moment, even if he had wanted to say something at that moment, she doubted that she would be able to hear the words that would have escaped from his lips, and naturally, the same was true for her. Even if that were the case, however, he allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen as he inclined his head toward her.
No words may have escaped from his lips at that moment, but she was sure that he was greeting her at that moment. If she were being honest, however, Ia would have to admit that she was not sure how she should respond to the actions that he had taken, until the moment that she was forced to change the expression that she was wearing on her face into one that advertised the surprise that she felt.
If pressed, Ia would have to admit that the surprise that she felt at that moment resulted from the fact that he turned his attention away from her so that he could look at the other people on the dance floor, even as he turned the expression that he was wearing into a more neutral expression.
Although it was true that the man in question was no longer looking in her direction, she would have to admit that she found herself staring for just another moment or two longer than even she would have thought necessary. Ia blinked at that moment, forcing herself to return to the present, even as a voice coming from behind her head remarked to her that there was something familiar about him.
She had to push that thought to the back of her mind, a few moments later, even as she returned her attention toward the direction of her husband, it would appear that he must have realized that she had already arrived because when she turned her gaze toward him, Lawrence was looking at him with a wide smile on his face.
Ia allowed the smile that she was wearing to widen as well, but even if it was true that such was the look that appeared on her face at that moment, she would have to admit that there was a part of her that had to correct the thoughts that had just crossed the forefront of her mind.
As romantic as telling herself that her husband had realized that she was close to him, Ia would have to admit that it was probably just a coincidence that saw him turn his attention toward her. Indeed, the expression that was on the face of her husband at that moment did include some that convinced her that he felt surprised at that moment, but she was still staring in his direction when that look disappeared from his visage.
Lawrence soon allowed the smile that he was wearing to widen, and though it was true that he did not allow words to escape from his lips – because of the distances involved, even if he said something at that moment, she still would not have been able to hear anything – that expression that he was wearing was more than enough to tell her what kind of words would have escaped from his lips at that moment.
In the end, Ia simply allowed the smile that she was wearing to widen, and after he reacted to that expression that she was now wearing, she proceeded to walk over toward where he was waiting for her. The fact that he was focusing his attention toward her direction at that moment meant that he could not see what the other members of his team were doing, but the same cannot be said about Ia.
She had no problem seeing the amused expressions that most of them were wearing, but she soon pushed that thought to the back of her mind as she found herself in the arms of her husband. She had no problem seeing the smile that widened on his face at that moment, though that expression that he was wearing soon disappeared from her view as she crashed her lips against those of his.
The kiss lasted for just a brief moment, but it was still more than enough to cause his friends to let out loud cheers. Considering that they are looking in their direction at that moment, Ia was forced to conclude that the cheering sounds that were coming out of their lip were intended for her and her husband, but considering the place where they are at that moment, it was also understandable why the attention of the audience was not focusing on them.
“I missed you,” she said as soon as the kiss ended, and even she would have to admit that there was a part of her that could not help but remark that the words that escaped from her lips at that moment as an almost automatic reaction on her part.
Lawrence had a goofy – and there was no other way for her to describe that expression – on his face when she turned her attention toward that direction, and if she were being honest, Ia would have to admit that while it was true that there was a part of her that would have said that the look that he was wearing was inappropriate, she could not help but mirror that look that he was now wearing, a few moments later.
“Gentlemen, my wife,” the words that escaped from the lips of Lawrence at that moment was what force Ia out of the trance that she had not even realized she had fallen into, but even she would have to admit that even though it was true that she had fallen into a trance at that moment, the look that appeared on her face when she returned to the present already reflected the pleasure that she felt at hearing the words that escaped from his lips.
The catcalls and cheering that came from the friends of her husband served only to fuel the expression of amusement and pleasure that was on the face of Ia. As that thought entered the forefront of her mind, the black-haired woman would have to admit that there was a part of her that could not help but remark to herself that she also felt no small amount of contentment at that moment, though she soon pushed that thought to the back of her mind.
If she were being honest, Ia would have to admit that she was so lost in the thought that came through the forefront of her mind at that moment that if she were to be asked what her husband and his friends were discussing at that moment, she would not have been able to give an answer.
Of course, as that were the case, the sounds that the people she had now joined at that moment would not have been able to force her out of that trance. Even if that were the case, however, she was forced to come out of that trance, a few moments later, as a waiter approached her.
There was a part of Ia that was sure that the man was going to ask her what it was that she wanted to get for herself, and it was because such was the case that she had to blink when she realized that the waiter was already placing a drink in front of her. The black-haired young woman blinked at that moment, and because she thought that there was some sort of mistake, she turned her attention toward the direction of the waiting staff.
“Compliments of Mr. Dunaway, Ma’am,” the waiter said as he inclined his head toward her, and the way that he spoke at that moment made Ia realized that the waiter was confident as to what the question that would have escaped from her lips at that moment would have been, even if it was true that no words did escape from her lips at that moment.
Ia blinked in response to the words that she heard, but rather than focus her attention toward the direction of the waiter, she instead turned her attention toward the direction of the man who was sitting alone and whom she had marked earlier. Not even Ia can be sure why, but she had the feeling that the drink that had been placed in front of her was from him, something that she was then able to confirm when he inclined his head toward her.
If she were being honest, Ia would have to admit that there was a part of her that would have to say that it was inappropriate for a man to order a drink for a married woman in this day and age, but before she could delve deeper into that line of thought, she was forced to return to the present as she realized that her husband had seen what she was doing.
Rather than irritation, however, the tone that Lawrence used at that moment was the only thing that she needed to hear for her to be sure that he was merely curious. Indeed, the next words that escaped from his lips made that even more poignant as he asked her, “Are you familiar with the Big Boss?”
Ia returned he attention toward the direction of her husband, schooling the expression that she was wearing so that it was the only thing that he would have needed to see for her to be sure that she wanted to ask him a question, but while it was true that the look that was on the face of Lawrence told her that he was aware of what she was about to do, he still cut her off with the words that escaped from his lips.
“You should be familiar with him, Ia, he graduated from the same High School as you, and in the same year too,” Lawrence said, before the smile that he was wearing on his face widened and he allowed more words to escape from his lips, “I would have been familiar with him if I had stayed in that school too.”
Ian blinked in response to the words that escaped from the lips of her husband at that moment, and before she had realized it, the dark-haired woman had already turned her attention toward the direction of the man that her husband had referenced.
This time, it would appear that he was not looking in her direction, as it would appear that he had resumed watching the people who were mingling on the dance floor. If she were being honest, Ia would have to admit that she cannot help but feel grateful that such was the case, after all, it allowed her the time to study him, even as she recalled his face.
Within another moment or two, Ia blinked, and even she would have to admit that there was a part of her that could not help but admonish herself because she realized that she should have known the man that she was now looking at, after all, he is the cousin of her grade school best friend.
Indeed, as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, she blinked, though even she would have to admit that it was not thoughts about the man that she was now looking at that occupied the forefront of her mind. If she were being honest, Ia would have to admit that the thoughts that were at the forefront of her mind at that moment were the question of what had happened to her childhood best friend.
“Why is he sitting apart?” Ia asked, before she then blinked as she realized that the question that escaped from her lips at that moment might be seen as offensive, if not by her husband, then at least by the other people who were with them.
A smile appeared on the face of Lawrence, however, and that look that he was now wearing at that moment was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he did not find the words that she uttered offensive. After another moment or two, he inclined his head toward her before he then allowed more words to escape from his lips, “He said that we deserve to celebrate as a team, and he did not want to spoil that,” her husband said.
Ia would have to admit that even before her husband had finished pushing the words out of his mouth at that moment, she had already returned her attention toward the direction of the boss again, and before she realized what she was doing, she blinked.
She did not even bother to turn her attention toward the direction of her husband before she allowed more words to escape from her lips, “Do you think he would mind if I spoke with him?” she asked.
Even as those words escaped from her lips, Ia would have to admit that there was a part of her that would have already said that the answer would be in the negative. It was that part of her which caused that surprised expression on her face, a few moments later, when she saw the expression that was on the face of her husband.
No words may have escaped from his lips at that moment, but the look that was on his face was the only thing that she needed to see for her to know what the answer that would have escaped from his lips at that moment would be. Of course, he soon placed a serious expression on his face before he asked her, “Do you need me to join you?”
Ia allowed the smile that she was wearing on her face at that moment to widen before she shook her head, “No, you enjoy your party,” she said, and though it was true that she paused at that moment in case she would have wanted to say something, it would appear that there was nothing else that she would have wanted to say.
A few moments later, Ia smiled at him before she made her way toward where the bespectacled man, who was the cousin of her childhood best friend, was seated. As she did so, she noted that while it was true that he would occasionally turn his attention toward her, his gaze never lingered, and she realized that he was still engaged in people watching, and Ia would have to admit that there was a part of her that had to wonder if he was even aware that she was approaching.
It was only when she was probably five feet away from him that he finally turned his attention toward her direction. There was nothing about the look that he was wearing on his face at that moment that seemed to suggest that he had to search his memory for her name, and if she were being honest, Ia would have to admit that she blinked when she realized that such was the case.
She pushed that thought to the back of her mind, however, as she then remarked to herself that it was probably to be expected that he would know her, after all, he would have done his research.
As that thought came and went through the forefront of her mind, she allowed a small smile to come across her face before she inclined her head toward him, and while it was true that there was a part of her that hesitated considering the fact that the man that she was planning to address casually is the boss of her husband, she still allowed the words to escape from her lips.
“Hello,” she said, and while it was true that she paused at that moment, even Ia would have to admit that the only reason that she had done that was so that she could prepare for the next words that were about to escape from her lips, “You’re Alex Dunaway, right?”
The smile that appeared on his face at that moment would have made Ia flinch, but she refrained from doing that. The fact that she was able to control herself at that moment was something that she took pride in, as it meant that she was able to see him widen the smile that he was wearing on her face, and at almost the same time that look appeared there, he removed that expression from his face.
Even Ia would have to admit that she can detect the amusement that figuratively dripped from the words that escaped from his lips, but at the same time, she knew that what he was feeling at that moment was not directed toward her as he asked her, “Yes, but was that something that you have realized for yourself, or did your husband have to tell you?”
The dark-haired woman blinked in response to the words that escaped from his lips at that moment, and if she were being honest, Ia would have to admit that part of the reason that she reacted that way was that she was not sure what to feel at that moment.
Of course, as she was looking in his direction at that moment, she saw the smile return to his face, and she realized that he was not that interested in hearing the words that would have escaped from her lips at that moment. That was made more poignant, a few moments later, when he then lightened the expression that he was wearing on his face before he inclined his head toward the chair in front of him.
“Please,” he said, and even though Ia would have to admit that she already knew what the words that would have escaped from his lips at that moment would be, she waited for him to push the words out of his mouth, a few moments later, “Sit.”
The expression that he was wearing on his face was one that even she would have labelled as a smile, and yet, there was also something about that look that he was now wearing that emphasized the fact that she had the choice to refuse. If she were being honest, however, Ia would have to admit that she cannot imagine why she would refuse to take the seat in front of him when she was the one who had gone to him.
Ia would have to admit that she would have wanted to be the one to shatter the relative silence that had descended between them at that moment, but it would appear that she was not going to get what she wanted, because it was the words that escaped from his lips which soon echoed around the two of them.
First, he inclined his head toward her, before then then allowed words to escape from his lips, “I heard that you prefer the nickname ‘Ia’ nowadays,” he said, before he paused so that he could display the smile that appeared on his face, and if were being honest, Ia would have to admit that the look that appeared on his face at that moment was the only thing that she needed to see for her to suddenly feel herself relaxing.
Indeed, it was because such was the case that before she had even realized it, she already found herself in the middle of relaxing. She probably would have done so as well, if not for the fact that he cut her off from that route thanks to the next series of words that escaped from his lips, and the words that he uttered at that moment took the form of a question, “May I call you that?” he asked.
The tone that he used made it clear to Ia that he did not care what her answer to that question was going to be, and she would have to admit that the realization that such was the case made her blink. She was still looking in his direction when he then forced her to return to the present as he allowed more words to escape from his lips, “Am I not allowed to call you that?” he asked.
Even Ian would have to admit that the tone that he used at that moment carried with it a sense of disappointment, and it was because she realized that such was the case that she forced herself to return to the present. She allowed a smile to come across her face at that moment before she fixed her gaze toward him.
“No, please, you can call me that,” she said, and there was something about the smile that appeared on his face at that moment that she would have readily had caught her by surprise. Indeed, the surprise that she felt at that moment was such that before she realized it, she was already pushing more words out of his mouth, “It is the least that I could do for a batchmate.”
He widened the smile that he was wearing on his face at that moment, before he then inclined his head toward her, and as he did so, she found herself forced to think of another topic that she could delve into so that he would turn his gaze away from her. Even Ia would have to admit that there was something about that expression that he was wearing at that moment that unnerved her.
In the end, however, it was once more words that escaped from his lips which echoed between the two of them and which shattered the relative silence that had descended between them, “Your husband has been a joy to work with,” he said, “Incredibly competent and driven.”
Despite the fact that she can sense that there was something dangling – figuratively speaking, of course – with the words that escaped from his lips at that moment, Ia still cannot help but widen the smile that she was wearing on her face. At the same time that she did, the dark-haired woman thought to herself that there was no way that she would not be proud of her husband, and the words that escaped from the lips of the man in front of her just caused that pride to increase.
Ia would readily admit that more words would have escaped from her lips at that moment, but she was forced to pause when she heard him audibly clearing his throat. She would readily admit that she parted her lips at that moment, but he cut her off with the words that escaped from his lips again, “He informs me that you are trying for a third child?” he asked.
She found herself blinking in response to the words that had escaped from his lips at that moment, and while it was true that there was a part of her that had to ask why she thought it was the case, it was at that moment that she remarked to herself that the question that he asked felt personal.
Ia hesitated at that moment, but at the same time, she knew that she could not refuse to answer the question that he had asked. While it was true that she would admit that the question that he asked at that moment felt personal, she soon allowed more words to escape from her lips, “Yes,” she said, and because she did not want him to control the flow of the conversation, it was at that moment that she allowed words to escape from her lips, “What about you?” she asked.
Even Ia would have to admit that the question that escaped from her lips at that moment sounded personal, but then she saw the smile that he was wearing on his face, and that was the only thing that she needed to see for her to realize that he expected the question. Indeed, that look that he was wearing on his face at that moment was the only thing that she needed to see that he did not even need to think about this answer to the question that she asked.
For the first few moments after she asked that question, he said nothing, though he did immediately incline his head toward her direction. Ia blinked when she saw that look on his face, though even she would have to admit that before she could allow another series of thoughts to enter the forefront of her mind, she was forced to return to the present thanks to the words that escaped from his lips.
“I probably would if I were married,” he said, and Ia had to blink when she detected the amusement that was figuratively dripping from the words that escaped from his lips. Not even she was sure why, but she realized that the amusement that he was displaying at that moment was directed toward himself, and she could not help but flinch – or at least, she would have, if she had not controlled herself – as she then fixed her gaze toward his direction.
“Not even a significant other?” she asked, and not even Ia could have prevented the curiosity that figuratively dripped from the words that escaped from her lips at that moment. She was already looking in his direction before she had even realized what she was doing, and because that was the case, she had no problem seeing the smile that appeared on his face.
No words may have escaped from his lips at that moment, but that did not mean that he was going to keep his silence, and after another moment or two, he allowed more words to escape from his lips, with even Ia unable to deny the amusement that was figuratively dripping from the words that escaped from his mouth.
“I suppose that it would depend on how you define significant others,” he said, before he then inclined his head toward her.
There was something about the way that he spoke at that moment that set alarm bells blaring behind her head, but just because such was the case does not mean that Ia was able to stop the next words that escaped from her lips, or the tone that she used when she allowed the words to escape from her mouth.
“Multiple partners?” she asked, and it took every bit of self-control that she could muster at that moment to stop herself from screaming at him.
As she realized just what it was that she was about to do, she blinked, and if she were being honest, Ia would have to admit that the expression that appeared on her face at that moment was one of embarrassment as she realized that she had just insulted the boss of her husband. It was for that reason that she schooled the expression that she was wearing into an apologetic look before she then turned her attention back toward him.
If she were being honest, Ia would have to admit that she was but a moment or two away from pushing apologetic words out of her mouth, but even if that were the case, she was forced to pause when she saw the expression that appeared on his face. There was something about that look that he is now wearing, which told her that he is happy that she blurted those words that she did.
“I am a slaver,” he suddenly said, and Ia would have to admit that she instantly understood what that word meant. It was also at that moment that she realized that it would be in her best interest to leave because she could not figure out why he would have told her that particular piece of information.
Less than a moment after that thought entered the forefront of her mind, the question that Ia asked herself was answered by the words that escaped from the lips of the man in front of her.
“And it would appear that I am a slave who had just found his next slave,” he said.
Ia did not want to pause at that moment because the only thing that she wanted to do was to place as much distance between herself and the man in front of her, but just as she was about to put that decision into action, she was forced to pause when he suddenly reached forward with his right hand.
She might have realized what was happening, but that did not mean that she was able to react to it. Indeed, the next thing that Ia knew, his hand was already wrapped around her right wrist, and while it was true that her first instinct at that moment was to scream and call for the attention of her husband, she saw the expression that the man in front of her was wearing on his face.
Ia flinched – and this time, she did not even bother to make sure that it was just a mental action on her part – when she realized that the look that he was wearing at that moment was the only thing that she needed to see for her to realize that such an action on her part was what he wanted from her.
That meant that he already had a plan for that, and the more that she looked at the expression that he was wearing on his face, the more that Ia realized that it would not be in her best interest – or that of her husband – to scream and call for the attention of everyone.
If she were being honest, Ia would have to admit that the horror that she felt at that moment caused her to let out a whimper, and judging from the smile that appeared on his face at that moment, it was clear that it was what he wanted to hear from her. He kept his hand wrapped around her wrist at that moment, even as he widened that smile, and as if to provoke her, it was at that moment that he inclined his head toward the direction of her husband.
Ia turned her attention toward the direction of Lawrence at that moment, but she just as easily turned her gaze back toward his direction, schooling the expression that she was wearing to reflect the anger that she told her she should be feeling at that moment, rather than the horror. If she were being honest, however, Ia would have to admit that the look that was on her face at that moment was theatrical.
She told herself that there was no way that he would have realized that such was the case, but even as she forced that thought to remain at the forefront of her mind, she would have to admit that as more time passed, the more and more difficult it was for her to convince herself that such was the case.
That thought was still at the forefront of the mind of Ia when she was suddenly forced to return to the present, thanks to the man in front of her doing something that she never expected. It was at that moment, after all, that he suddenly removed his hands from her wrist, and because of the surprise hat she felt at that moment, before Ia realized what she was doing, she was already looking in the direction of his face and the wide smile that he was wearing.
Ia knew from the expression that he was wearing that he was not yet done with her, and it was because she was so afraid of what is going to happen next – the threat to her husband, after all, had now anchored itself at the forefront of her mind – that even though it was true that he was no longer holding her, she still cannot bring herself to just run.
Even she would have to admit that she had not even realized she had fallen into a reverie at that moment, at least, not until she was forced out of the same when the man in front of her suddenly stood from where he was seated. As she was already looking in his direction at that moment, there was no need for her to turn her gaze anywhere else, and she was forced to watch as he allowed words to escape from his lips.
The tone that he used at that moment was the only thing that Ia needed to hear for her to know that the threat was still there, even though it was true that he did not voice it out with the next words that escaped from his lips.
“Follow me to the restrooms,” he said.
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