TO HELL AND NOT COMING BACK

CHAPTER 2 

It happened on a Friday night and although she'd tried hard she would never forget a single detail of that nightmare. It was also the last night she'd seen her husband alive. 

It was their third wedding anniversary. She'd expected Gerald to be home by eight and had prepared his favourite meal but by ten o'clock it was hopelessly overcooked. She waited apprehensively for his return knowing that whenever her husband was this late he would almost always arrive drunk and, despite her efforts to please him, he would always end up abusing her mentally and physically.
Although a bag of nerves she fell asleep but woke up when she heard the crunch of tyres on the gravelled driveway. It was almost midnight as she hurried into the front hall. The front door opened with a bang and her husband staggered in followed by a glamorous blonde.

“Hellooo...darrrlinng!'” His words were slurred

Her worst fear were realised...he was very drunk and she shivered with fear.
“I..I... would like...would like you to meet...to meet my secretary, Sharon. Sharon meet my...” Gerald mumbled obviously very drunk.
As if it was a normal social encounter the two women shook hands. Elaine felt a strange sensation, at the touch of the soft, cool, feminine hand, sweep through her body as if someone had walked on her grave. The large blue eyes of her husband's secretary were scanning her body and she was shocked to note the sneer of contempt on the woman's face. There was a hint of cruelty in the curve of the full mouth as if the woman knew something that Elaine didn't and her anxiety increased.
“Deaaar posh wifey...I haven't forgotten that it's our wedding anniversary...our bloody wedding anniversary...and I've brought a surprise for you and a present for me!”
Elaine looked at her husband with eyes filled with fear. There was something about the way he was looking at her which made her even more apprehensive than normal. It was like a snake measuring its prey. She was aware that the blonde seemed to know something she didn't about his plans.
“Come!” He said as he took his wife's hand in his and pulled her along so that she was being dragged forcefully as he mounted the stairs. 

Elaine's bedroom looked out over the vast, tailored garden. It was large and airy with cream furniture and pink wallpaper, a lady's bedroom feminine and neat and softly lit...a retreat  where she felt safe as Gerald hardly ever came into this room. Her husband had insisted, right from the start, that they had separate bedrooms and would summon her to his room whenever he wanted sex. 

Sharon strode into the room behind them and looked around as if measuring the room prior to claiming it as her own. Elaine stunned by her husband's boorish behaviour wondered what the blonde was doing in her bedroom. She felt as if her privacy was being soiled by the woman's presence and her anxiety increased. She tried to figure out why her husband had brought the slutty blonde home on their wedding anniversary and had invited her to invade her private domain. 

She was soon to find out!
“I think it's time, my darling, love of my life...for my surprise!” Gerald said in a voice tinged with cruelty and sarcasm. His face was flushed but there was a deadly coldness in his eyes as he stared at his beautiful wife.

Elaine looked at her husband with fear lurking in her large green eyes because she'd recognised the crazed violence lurking beneath the surface of his words. From the first time she'd met him he'd held a weird kind of power over her which she was unable to resist. She'd been in a cold sweat of fear ever since he'd arrived, accompanied by the dyed blonde and now her legs felt like rubber and she was shivering all over.
Gerald saw the fear in Elaine's eyes and he could almost smell it and it sent a surge of sadistic pleasure through him making his penis twitch with anticipation. For him this was the epitome of sexual power and the ultimate thrill to have complete power over a woman of class, a daughter of an aristocratic family who was not common like Sharon but an educated lady with class. He well knew that she'd agreed to marry him because he was rich and her family had fallen on hard times and were about to lose the ancestral home. He'd liked that because it gave him power over her and he really didn't care whether she loved him or not as long as she did as told.

“Surprise! Sharon is your anniversary present, my dear. You're going to perform for me with Sharon! You're going to suck her cunt while I watch! Aaaahhhhaaahhhh!!!!”
It took some time for the words to register. “Nooo! Get out of here!” Elaine sobbed, her entire body shaking with fear and revulsion. “This time you've gone too far. This is my bedroom get out! I won't have any part of such disgusting acts. Now get out both of you!” She shrieked. Her eyes flared with anger and her heavy breasts heaved under the silk blouse as her face flushed red with fury. 

Gerald was delighted by her reaction and licked his lips thinking that she'd never looked more ravishing now that she was really angry. Ravishing is what he intended doing this night, he thought, and he chuckled wickedly at the unintended pun.

Sharon stood impassively watching the power play between husband and wife. She'd become Gerald's mistress three months previously and had aspirations to become his wife and was prepared to do absolutely anything to achieve her goal. When he'd approached her with his wild, crazy scheme she'd agreed to play her part though she wasn't really a cruel or bad person but, being very ambitious, she intended to make sure that her boss was impressed even though the way he was talking to his wife gave her problems however it was not large enough that she wouldn't go through with what he'd planned.

Ssssmmmaaaccckkk!!!
Sharon winced as she watched Gerald's hand whip through the air and land on his wife's left cheek. Elaine's brief burst of courage vanished and she stood cowed before her husband with her face stinging and the cheek marred by the bright red imprint of her husband's hand. Her right hand was resting on her right breast in the classic gesture of a defeated woman as she looked down at her feet with tears rolling down her flaming cheeks.

Gerald studied his cowed wife as she stood before him quaking with fear. Her terror acted like an aphrodisiac and increased his sadistic pleasure. Tonight he would teach the snooty bitch a lesson she'd never forget and what better day than their wedding anniversary. He could feel his penis throbbing with power. 
Elaine looked up at Sharon with a silent plea in her scared eyes. Tears glistened as they rolled down her smooth cheeks

“You know, Sharon, my father...my father was a miner. I'm working class but without any class...aaaahhhh…aaaahhhh ...yet  here I’m married to high and mighty...snooty Lady Muck. Her father was a Lord but he was a lush and happy enough for her to marry me because he was stony broke. When I first met Lady Muck she was full of airs and graces...but she soon learned her place and has become quite servile...especially in the bedroom of what is now my house. Isn't that right, Elaine, in the bedroom you're like any other whore trying to please the man who holds the purse strings and owns the house you were brought up in?”
His wife gasped at the cruelty of his words. Her beautiful, full mouth seemed to drop as she heard her cruel husband revealing intimate bedroom secrets to a woman she didn't even know.  “No, please!” She croaked. Her body was trembling and her lips quivered as tears continued rolling down her cheeks. 

“Stop that caterwauling! Come on Sharon, this snooty bitch is waiting for her anniversary present and I’m dying to see her sucking a working class cunt. I sincerely hope you followed my orders not to wash your cunt after we fucked this afternoon and that it's really smelly!'” He asked as he glared at his secretary

“Who are you calling a working class cunt? Are you sure this is a good idea, Gerald?”  Sharon asked miffed that he was calling her working class and uneasy about his methods. “No I haven't washed my sex since this afternoon and some of your stuff is probably still swimming around in there...are you satisfied? Let's get on with it!”
Gerald didn't bother answering but turned to his wife and ordered her to take her clothes off. 

Elaine swayed with dizziness and had to steady herself by leaning against the dressing table. Tears continued rolling down her cheeks. ‘This can't be happening!’ her mind kept repeating over and over again. ‘This is not really happening I’m having a nightmare and will wake up any moment. Gerald is a cruel bastard but even he wouldn't go this far.’ The idea of undressing in front of another woman, to please her uncouth and unfeeling husband, was sheer torture, positively revolting and more terrible than being beaten. She wasn't going to do it! 

“I won't do it. I can't” She cried. 'I simply can't do it. Please don't make me do it! It's our...our anniversary please don't spoil it, Gerald!'” Elaine blurted out as she stamped her foot. Her fists clenched as the adrenalin flooded through her body. 

Gerald's handsome face was contorted with rage and his eyes blazed with manic fury as he bellowed. “Take your fucking clothes off! Get them off now before I tear them off you, bitch!” Turning to Sharon he ordered her to help his wife.

For a brief moment the blonde considered turning round and leaving the house but the expression of manic rage on her boss's face, allied to her own ambitions, overcame her qualms and she swiftly moved to stand beside Elaine and immediately started to undo the cowering woman's blouse. At the first touch of the woman's fingers Elaine shrank back in horror and, for a brief moment, Sharon felt sympathy for the woman but steeling herself she continued to undo the blouse.

Gerald slumped in a spindly armchair, near the bed, and watched his wife and secretary. He'd made a lot of money, through wheeling and dealing, and had married Elaine because of her aristocratic background even though he knew that she didn't love him but had married him only for money so nothing aroused him more than seeing her being dragged down into the gutter where he felt at home. He was smiling and his sensual mouth was twisted in perverted pleasure as his wife's blouse parted revealing her delicate, lacy bra containing the large, firm, and conical breasts.
The fight had been knocked out of the sensitive, aristocratic woman and meekly she allowed her blouse to be whisked off quivering all over at the cool touch of the secretary's fingers on her naked flesh. Sharon whisked off the bra and dropped it on the floor and the large breasts drooped slightly then bounced back into shape and stood firm with the perfectly-formed, bright pink nipples pointing slightly upward making the breasts look young and nubile despite their formidable size. Sharon tweaked the nipples between her fingertips determined to give her boss the best show possible. The better the show the quicker she would oust Elaine and become Mrs. Sharon Ford and, for a brief moment, she fantasised about taking over this bedroom and redecorating it to her taste

“Come on, stop fucking around, what's taking so long, Sharon? Get the bitch naked!”
Sharon heard the menace behind the words and quickly pushed Elaine back onto the bed. The lovely, bulbous breasts quivered like jelly mounds as the secretary removed the skirt then the pale-blue panties leaving Elaine wearing only sheer, black, hold-up stockings which emphasised the ivory hue of her slim thighs.

Gerald licked his lips again as he watched his mistress undressing his aristocratic wife and could hardly contain his glee when he saw the expression of sheer horror on Elaine's face.  “Stand up, bitch!” He snarled at his wife.

Startled Elaine looked at him and seeing the naked savagery reflected on his face reluctantly stood up. She was shaking with fear as she teetered on high heels as her husband's gleaming eyes roved from the dark crest of her head, down to the beautiful, large breasts, the flat stomach, the bulging mound of her sex barely covered by sparse pubic hair then to the slim strong thighs and down her rounded calves to the small dainty feet. He estimated that her figure was as near perfect as a body could get and in fact to his warped mind was too perfect and seemed to beg for torture and punishment. How dare such a perfect body belong to someone of the ruling class, it seemed an abomination to him and he'd often used his leather belt to beat her and mark her skin so that she wouldn't be so perfect but each time the marks had faded leaving her body as sensuous as before. He continued looking at his cowed wife noting the fast rising and falling of her naked breasts before allowing his eyes to follow the ribs down to her tiny waist and the delicate belly button which punctuated the flat, muscular expanse of her stomach which was rippling with nervousness. The bulging mound of her sex was very pronounced and, because of its sparse pubic hair, seemed to provoke exploration. His drunken, sadistic mind filled with wild, obscene fantasies. He concluded that she was too perfect and that her body should be crushed in a wild belly-searing rape and he wished that he'd invited some of his friends over so that he could have watched them having their ways with his snooty wife. He could imagine seeing Elaine penetrated both back and front while having to cope with a hard cock driving into her throat. He was determined that soon he would arrange it. He would whip her until she was completely submissive then offer her body to his mates and encourage them to perform the most perverted acts on her perfect body. The fantasy fuelled his anger and lust . He shifted in the armchair as sweat broke on his brow while his chest rose and fell rapidly although he was trying to appear unaffected by the beauty of his wife's sensual body. His penis was throbbing wildly in his trousers even though, just before entering the house. Sharon had given him a blow job in the car.
“Turn around, Cunt! Turn around and let me see that fat arse of yours!” He snarled at his beautiful wife

Elaine turned slowly too frightened not to obey. For a brief moment she was in profile so that he could admire the forward jut of her large breasts and backward pouting of her bottom before he had a perfect view of her back, the narrowness from the shoulders to the rise of her buttocks, accentuated by the tiny span of the waist before the globes of her buttocks. His eyes alighted on the full, bulging creamy bottom with the deep cleft between the clenched buttocks and the long, tapering thighs which were his favourite targets for the leather belt he liked to use. Elaine was shivering all over as she turned to face her husband again

“The bitch is beautiful isn't she, Sharon? As much as she disgusts me I have to admit that I've never seen a more perfect body and you're going to have a great time!”
The blonde secretary, miffed by the admiration in her boss's tone, stepped behind Elaine and pinched one of her buttocks hard. 

“Aaaarrrggghhh!!!” Elaine shrieked and shuddered as the cool fingers of her husband's secretary slid over the gleaming, ivory surface of her buttocks before slithering between the thighs.

“Don't you wish you were a man with a big hard cock to shove into her cunt!”  Gerald growled as he watched his secretary handling his wife's body. 

Elaine shuddered with revulsion at her husband's words

Sharon muttered under her breath as she started warming to her task. “Smooth as silk but it won't be by the time I've finished!” She whispered as she stroked her hands up Elaine's back before leading her back to the bed where she pushed her down on top of the cover.

