
        
            [image: cover]
        

    

 




[image: tmp_87dde1a0f3dc531c516c534c6ff59fa0_wIJdci_html_m632235e2.jpg]

 


 



 


[image: tmp_87dde1a0f3dc531c516c534c6ff59fa0_wIJdci_html_767cf5ac.jpg]

 


 


Published by Evernight Publishing at Smashwords

 


http://www.evernightpublishing.com

 


 


 


Copyright© 2011 Elyzabeth M. VaLey

 


 


ISBN: 978-1-927368-01-5

 


Cover Artist: LF Designs

 


Editor: JC Chute

 


 


 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

 




WARNING: The unauthorized reproduction or
distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. No part of this
book may be used or reproduced electronically or in print without
written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied
in reviews.

 


This is a work of fiction. All names, characters, and
places are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual events, locales,
organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely
coincidental.

 


 



DEDICATION

 


To my sister: Ha! and Thank You.

 


 



 


 


A DECADE OF LONGING

 


Elyzabeth M. VaLey

 


Copyright © 2011

 


 



Chapter One

 


Her lips quivered for a moment before settling into a
stunning smile.

He raised his eyes from her full lips. With a sigh,
he turned around, concealing himself behind the large
Greek-inspired column. How he longed to go to her and sweep her
into his arms.

A waiter passed by and offered him a drink. Accepting
with a nod, he took the opportunity to turn around and look at her
again. Her hair hung loose below her shoulders in soft brown curls,
highlighted with golden tresses. Her lips curved into a smile of
greeting as she waved at a friend. She stood tall, regal even, as
she made her way across the room saluting acquaintances. However,
even as she went about her duties, her eyes constantly scanned the
room as if searching for something––or someone.

He knew what she was seeking. She stopped to chat to
someone, turning her back on him. It was time. He stepped away from
the column and made his way towards her. As if sensing his
presence, she turned around, her eyes locking with his, her
acquaintance forgotten.

Neither of them moved. He noticed as her smile faded,
her lips parted slightly, and her chest rose as she drew a deep
breath.

He moved towards her purposely. She turned to her
friend and excused herself, then hurried forward. They both stopped
at the same time, barely two steps away from one another. He bowed
low and she automatically curtsied. He hid a grin and straightened
to his full height––she never forgot her manners.

“Alexander.”

“Alexander Huntington,” he interjected. “My dear
lady, such a pleasure to see you.” She smiled politely as he took
her hand and brushed it against his lips.

“Perhaps you would like to dance?” he asked, not
releasing her hand.

“No, thank you, sir.”

Alexander had felt elation at hearing her whisper his
name. She had not forgotten him. Even when he interrupted her,
giving her his new name; despite her initial rebuff, when he had
felt as if a thousand little needles had pierced through his heart
simultaneously, Alexander knew she was aware of him. The thought
urged him to pursue her.

“Please, my lady. I insist. I hear you are a
marvelous dancer.”

He would not take no for an answer. He refused
to surrender—not after so long, not after all he had gone through.
He hadn’t meant to bring up the past so soon. The way she paled
when he mentioned her dancing skills confirmed that he shouldn’t
have. Still, he could not help smiling in earnest at the thought of
the graceful way in which she moved on the polished ballroom floor.
When she nodded in acquiescence, he couldn’t believe his luck.
Afraid she would run away, he did not release his hold on her hand.
He had to have her near.

Together they moved toward the dance floor. Couples
moved to the final notes of a gay tune. They waited for the next
piece. Alex heard her gasp as a slow melody began to play. He
smiled to himself. This would enable them to talk. Taking her by
the waist, he led their movements.

“Look at me, Angelica,” Alex asked softly. She
avoided his eyes. He saw her discomfort, and part of him knew that
maybe it was better if he released her; if he forgot about her,
just like he should have done long ago. The other part of him
refused to give up, knowing what they had once shared was still
alive. With tenderness, he released her waist and lifted her
chin.

For barely a moment their eyes met. In haste, she
looked down again and curtsied. The song was nowhere near over, but
she ran off nonetheless. Alex bowed and watched in a daze as she
went. A pair of dancers collided against him, snapping him back to
reality. He followed her. He knew. He had seen. After ten years, he
could still read her eyes and know her heart.

As he approached the room she had entered, he heard
her stifled sobs. “Angelica.”

She moaned in distress.

“Angelica.”

“Please, go away, Alex,” she whispered.

“Let me in.”

He pushed at the door in an attempt to get in. She
pushed back, but he managed to open it enough to slide in. Once
inside, he locked the door behind them so they wouldn’t be
bothered.

“Angelica,” Alex whispered. The room was pitch black.
He could hear her sobs, but did not want to go near her––at least,
not until she calmed down.

“Go away, Alex.”

“No.”

“You have nothing to do here.”

“Yes, I do.”

Alexander couldn’t take it anymore; he hated to see
her like this. Following the sound of her sobs, he took her into
his arms before she could protest. For a second, he felt her body
stiffen at his touch before it relaxed and fell limp against him.
She hid her face in his chest, her heart-wrenching tears falling
onto his shirt.

“Shhhh, my angel. Shhhh.”

Alex pressed her harder against him. His heart raced,
both for the anguish at seeing Angelica in such distress, and the
happiness of being able to hold her in his embrace again. After a
few minutes, she relaxed and pushed him away. He did not budge. She
pushed him again and he reluctantly released his hold on her.

Angelica stepped away and he heard her take in a
shaky breath. Alexander waited patiently as she fumbled in the
darkness, looking for a match to light some candles.

“Here,” he offered, his voice breaking the
penetrating silence. Angelica took his lighter and illuminated the
lamps.

“Angelica.”

“No.” Angelica turned around to face him. “Listen to
me, Alexander,” she whispered. “I don’t care why you’re here…I
don’t care what you’ve come to do…I don’t care that you’ve changed
your name and somehow befriended my husband, so that you would be
invited here. I don’t care.”

Alexander opened his mouth to speak, but Angelica’s
eyes opened wide in warning.

“You have nothing to do in this household, and I
request that you please leave.”

With a final nod, she turned around to leave the
room, but he grabbed her wrist and pulled her towards him. His
mouth found hers. It was warm and inviting, as tender as he had
remembered, and sweeter than he could recall. He let his tongue
slide across her lips, beckoning her to open them for him. She did
and he plunged in with gusto. He heard her stifled moan as his
tongue explored of its own volition, tasting her. Her free hand
entwined around his hair, pulling him closer. Her tongue darted out
and began to battle with his. This time, he was the one that had to
suppress the urge to groan.

He released her wrist and pulled her closer. Her hand
went to his chest. With a hard shove, Angelica took a step back and
slapped him firmly on the cheek.

“How dare you!” she cried through clenched teeth.
“How dare you come back here and pretend as if nothing had
happened!”

“Angelica.”

“How dare you come here and pretend that we could
repeat what we did ten years ago. Ten years ago, Alexander, you
left me. You abandoned me. I’m a married woman, now. You have
nothing to do here. You don’t belong here. You never should have
come back.”

“Angelica, I know. I know––” Alexander began. She cut
him off.

“Go away, Alexander Adalsteinn. Go away, and don’t
come back. You never should have come back. I can’t have you. I
don’t want you.”

“Angelica, you are being irrational.”

Angelica couldn’t help raising her voice. “I’m being
irrational? Me? The woman that you swore you loved, and then
abandoned after using her for your own pleasure? Go away,
Alexander. Don’t come back. I don’t love you.”

“You are lying.”

“It was a mistake, ten years ago. You didn’t love me,
and I didn’t love you. I don’t love you now, either.”

Alexander grabbed her wrist again and looked into her
eyes. Her big brown eyes––the ones that had betrayed her love for
him mere minutes ago; the same ones that had overflowed with tears
because he was back––were now cold and detached. He saw nothing in
them.

Angelica laughed; a haughty, rickety laugh. It was
not a pleasurable sound. It was the laugh of someone who was on the
verge of despair. “I am not the child you left, Alex. The young
Angelica was destroyed ten years ago. I will ask you one more time,
before I call my husband and accuse you of trying to seduce a
married woman––go away.”

Alexander said nothing. He looked into her cold eyes
one more time and turned around to leave. Slowly, he unlocked the
door. He opened it and turned back to look at the woman whom he had
loved through the ravages of time. “You are wrong. I know that
beneath that armor of yours, my angel still resides. Your actions
have betrayed you, my angel.”

With those words, Alexander exited, softly closing
the door behind him. Staying behind it for a moment, he heard the
rustle of skirts as Angelica hurried towards the door and threw the
bolt. His heart broke at her wrenching sobs . He knew that perhaps
he should have been angry at her words, but he couldn’t be. He knew
that she was lying. It was true, what he had told her; her actions
had betrayed her from the start. Alexander had seen the way
Angelica’s eyes had recognized him––the love in them, the care in
them––and the way she had kissed him. He licked his lips in
remembrance. She tasted better than he’d remembered; so real, so
alive.

He would not leave her; not again. Never again. He
knew she was married, and yet he was willing to do whatever it took
to gain her back.

****

Angelica stared up at the ceiling. She tried not to
think as her husband pumped into her. She opened her legs a little
wider, hoping to aid Ferdinand’s access. Within minutes, he had
released his load into her, turned over and was fast asleep. As
soon as she heard his first snore, she got out of bed and threw on
a silk robe.

Quietly, she sneaked into the adjoining bathroom.
After lighting some candles, she turned on the hot water faucet and
began to fill the tub. Angelica took off the robe and felt her
husband’s seed slip down her legs. In her mind, she thanked God
that he was sterile. She didn’t know what she would have done with
her life if she had become pregnant by Ferdinand.

She climbed into the tub and suppressed a sigh.
Leaning back, she soaked her hair and began to wash herself. Her
body began to respond at her soft massage. As her hand reached her
breasts, she squeezed them softly, enjoying the feel of her
hardened nipples against her palms. Angelica’s thoughts strayed and
she recalled the memory she always did after engaging in sexual
relations with her husband.

She was in a drawing room, lit only by the dim
firelight. Alexander had stripped her with shaking fingers, and she
had helped him undo her lace. Her own hands had travelled from the
lace of her corset to the lace of his breeches. Full of nerves, she
had undone them. She had gasped when his hardened cock had sprung
free. She had touched it with trembling fingers. Her grasp became
firm, though, as the softness of his member captivated her.
Angelica had stroked it until she had felt a single tear of
pre-come wet her hand, and Alexander had pleaded that she stop. He
had kneeled before her then, and she had gazed into his green eyes.
He had kissed her;, a clumsy, nervous kiss–– nothing like the way
he had kissed her earlier that evening.

All of a sudden, Angelica found her memory changed.
She was no longer kissing a clumsy, sweet version of Alex, but the
version of him she had seen mere hours ago. His long hair, dark
like coal, was pulled back. Some tresses had escaped, framing his
face and highlighting his green eyes. His lips were full, his nose
chiseled, and his jaw strong and firm. Angelica imagined her hand
stroking the body of a larger man. He was no longer thin and bony,
but firm and toned. She felt her pussy tingle. It was too late to
retreat into her dream; instead, she reveled in it.

Alexander swept his hands against her breasts,
squeezing them softly at first and then harder. His mouth lowered
to her nipples, taking first one and then the other into his mouth.
He sucked on them, lightly, then with more urgency, waiting for her
to moan and tremble against him.

Angelica slid a finger between her moist folds,
imagining it was Alexander doing it.

His long fingers pushed against her heat. His thumb
nudged against her clit, slowly at first, then faster and faster,
while she bucked her hips asking for more. He would solely stop
when he felt that she was near her pique. Only then would he
position himself before her and push into her womb with a single
thrust.

Angelica let out a stifled moan. Her eyes shot open
for a second, afraid that she had awakened her husband. Hearing his
snores, she closed them again and resumed her train of thought.

Alexander pushed into her as she clawed his back;
her body, a frenzy of emotions. He pushed harder and she bucked,
her legs entwining around him. She let herself go as she imagined
he whispered, as he had done ten years ago, “I love you, my
angel.”



Angelica dipped her head under the lukewarm water.
With a reluctant sigh, she stood up with shaking legs and got out
of the tub. She sighed again. Her fantasy had been so real. How she
longed to moan out in pleasure; to feel every fiber of her being
vibrating in unison with another––with Alexander. She shook her
head as she dried herself off. No, it was best she never repeat
this fantasy. It would never happen, and all it would do was harm
and depress her. It would be better if she resorted to the old
memory; the one memory that had been her link to sanity for the
past ten years, which she would always keep in her heart.

 


 



Chapter Two

 


Alexander stared at the door for a
few minutes. He closed his eyes, remembering the simplicity of his
plan. He would find out where Angelica
was and fetch her. He hadn’t contemplated whether she could have
moved away, whether she was married or whether she had created a
life beyond him. He never bothered to think about those things, or
the fact that she might no longer love him. The mere suggestion
drove him to despair.

As reality caught up with him, he realized his plan
had been selfish, unrealistic and foolish. Once he found out what
had happened to Angelica and had been so fortunate as to discover
that she had not moved far and her husband dedicated himself to the
same business he did, Alexander came up with another plan.
It did not work as he expected, so he ended up in
Stepwell befriending Angelica’s husband for the sole sake of
reclaiming her. And now here he was, standing before the door like
a dearest friend.

With a shudder, he rang the doorbell and the valet
showed him in.

Alexander entered the room. It took all his will
power not to turn around and look at Angelica. The men approached
him and he shook hands with them amicably.

“Let me introduce you to our wives,” Ferdinand said.
“This is Kate, Reginald’s wife.”

Kate curtsied. Alex bowed before giving her a kiss on
each cheek, as a sign that he was now part of this business
enterprise and group of friends. Kate was a pretty enough girl.
Shorter and fuller than his Angelica, her grey eyes were affable
and her smile kind.

“And this is my wife, Angelica.”

Alex forced himself to smile at Ferdinand. It was
impossible to miss the pride with which he introduced his wife, not
like someone he loved, but like something he possessed. He observed
her guardedly as she curtsied to him. She was truly a sight to
behold. Though he despised Ferdinand for treating her like a
material object, in a way, he understood that he did.


Angelica was beautiful. Her long brown hair was
pulled back into an intricate bun, highlighting her cheekbones and
framing her large brown eyes. Her lips were full and the color of
ripe berries. Her neck was bare and delicate looking. Even dressed
in the fashionable Victorian gown, full of lace and furls, her
curves were plain to see: full breasts, a slim waist, and an ample
bottom; he was sure her legs were slender underneath it all, as
well. She had been a pretty child, but through the years, she had
bloomed into a charming adolescent, and finally, grown into a
stunningly beautiful woman.

Alex bowed and bent over to give Angelica two kisses.
A whiff of the essence of her perfume caused a pang of desire to
rise in him. How he wished to pull her to him and kiss her until
she was breathless.

“Dinner is served, sir,” the valet announced.

“Angelica, escort Lord Huntington,” Ferdinand
said.

Alexander smiled. He was partly grateful to Ferdinand
for giving him the chance to touch Angelica again, but he also
hated the way he had ordered her to escort him, not asked her.

Alex offered his arm to Angelica. She took it
reluctantly. Ferdinand led the way, behind him walked Kate and
Reginald, and finally, Alex with Angelica. Alex observed the couple
before him. Kate was at least five years younger than her husband,
Reginald. An affable man, Reginald was in his forties. Stout, and
large, he always had rosy cheeks and a boisterous laugh. Alex
guessed that Kate was probably in her mid-thirties, and a sisterly
figure to his Angie. She spoke to her husband in quiet whispers,
while he laughed and patted her arm. Clearly, this couple––if not
married by love––had come to an accommodation that suited them
both.

“How long have they been married?” he asked her in a
conspiratorial tone.

“About fifteen years,” Angelica whispered back.

“Have you known them for long?”

“Ever since I moved here ten years ago.”

Alex swung his head to look at her, but she bowed her
head. They lapsed into an uncomfortable silence.


The intricacies of etiquette meant that since
Angelica had to escort Alexander, they would sit next to each
other. Throughout the main course he took the chance to observe her
and think of a way to engage her in conversation, for despite the
seating arrangement, Angelica promptly ignored him. Finally, as the
maid brought in dessert, Alex remembered something he had heard
from her husband.

“I have heard you do charity work, my ladies.”

Angelica and Kate glanced at Alexander. Kate gave him
a dimpled smile, which struck him as full of mischief.

“Yes, Lord Huntington, but you should really ask
Angelica about that. She does most of the work––I just lend a
hand,” Kate said.

“What kind of charity is it?”

“We organize activities and collect things for the
local orphanage,” Angelica replied, not lifting her eyes from her
plate.

“Orphans? Don’t you have any children of your
own?”

Angelica’s head snapped up, her eyes flashing at
Alex.

“My husband and I have been unable to conceive any
children, my Lord,” she replied, in a voice calm and loud enough so
her husband could hear. The conversation at the table ceased as all
eyes fell on Alexander.

“I apologize if I have touched a delicate theme,”
Alex said, turning to look at Ferdinand.

“I did not mean to pry.”

“No offense, no offense,” Ferdinand replied in an
airy tone, though his countenance was serious. He stared pointedly
at his wife for a moment, before turning to Reginald and resuming
his conversation. Kate went back to picking at her food, whilst
Angelica turned to her friend. However, before she could speak,
Alexander interrupted her.

“How can one participate in your charity work, Mrs.
Burgens?”

Alex swallowed the bile that rose in his throat at
calling his Angelica by her married name.

Angelica smiled at him. Could she still read his
feelings as she had done years ago? Yes, by her smile he would say
she could.

“Donating funds,” Angelica replied amicably.

“No, I meant, participate more actively.”

Angelica raised a questioning eyebrow.

“My business is mainly conducted by others, and I
only do the big deals,” he laughed.

Angelica raised another questioning eyebrow.
Alexander could tell she was not impressed.

“Anyhow, I have always wanted to participate actively
in some sort of charity work.”

“My Lord, perhaps your mother or your sister can
assist you in the charity work. There really is no need for you to
engage yourself in such activities; I’m sure you have much better
things to do.”

“My lady, I have no siblings. And as for my mother,
she died a year ago.”

Angelica stared at Alexander, their eyes locking. Her
eyes brimmed with tears and she quickly lowered her gaze.

“I am very sorry to hear about your mother’s death,
my Lord,” she whispered.

“It is all right.” Alexander’s voice sounded strained
to his own ears. He knew that Angelica had known his mother, and
just the remembrance of the woman that had given birth to him and
protected him as well as she could brought sorrow to his heart.

“Anyhow, like I was saying, only I can do the charity
work,” he cut in, before Angelica began crying in front of
everyone, giving away that
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