TO HELL AND NOT COMING BACK
CHAPTER ONE

Although it was her twenty-ninth birthday Elaine Ford didn't feel as if she had anything to celebrate. Widowed for just over five months she still had not come to terms with being on her own and though her husband's death had left her extremely well off it had also left her very lonely and psychologically damaged. Her husband had been a bully, drunkard, sadist and wife-beater but at least she'd not been alone and for someone having been brought up in a dysfunctional, upper class family being alone was worse than being beaten and had been one of the reasons why she'd absorbed the constant punishment Gerald had handed out, both physically and mentally. Having been abused by her uncle, from the age of nine, had left a legacy of pain and degradation which replaced love and tenderness. In the end it wasn't she who'd left but Gerald who'd left her by driving into a lamppost and killing himself and surprisingly he'd not been drunk at the time. She'd sold the manor which had been in her family for hundreds of years and bought a large modern apartment in the centre of town as she wanted to be surrounded by the hustle and bustle of the city. 

She realised that she should have been happy now that she was on her own without any ties or commitments instead she was desperately lonely and miserable. Her memory blanked out the bad times and boosted the few happy moments she'd enjoyed with Gerald causing her to miss him.

Damon Sheard, her next door neighbour, had conducted business with Gerald although he'd disliked him and it was he and his wife who'd helped Elaine find an apartment in their luxury block. Realising that it was her birthday and that she was on her own the couple had invited her to a party they were hosting. At any other time she would have refused, as she was still finding problems interacting with people. but she couldn't face the idea of being alone on her birthday so reluctantly she'd accepted. She’d gone through at least three changes before she finally decided to wear the proverbial black dress. She'd spent a long time on her make-up but still felt awkward and ugly and it took all her courage to walk along the corridor to her neighbours' apartment. 

Because of her low self-esteem Elaine didn't realise that she was a beautiful woman with a sensational body which no dress could hide and it was only the sad expression on her face which detracted from her beauty. However when she looked into the mirror she didn't see the physical beauty reflected but the inner turmoil of a damaged soul and her courage was at very low ebb.

The Sheard's apartment was much bigger than her one bedroom apartment and furnished in a modern manner. The living room seemed larger than her whole set of rooms leading to a balcony which was almost as large and overlooked the river. Her apartment, though smaller, was on a corner so that she had views over the river and the adjoining park. She knew that her neighbours were part of a lively social circle and she could see that the room was crammed with well-dressed people, most of them good looking and everyone seemed to be having a good time. The women were wearing the latest fashions and attracting the admiring glances of beautifully attired men. Against a far wall she saw a bartender, behind a temporary bar, opening bottles of champagne and filling glasses as quickly as they emptied.

As she stepped into the apartment Damon came up to her and, taking her elbow, steered her through the crowd toward the bar having sensed her nervousness and believing that a drink would help settle her nerves. He could hardly keep his eyes from her heaving bosom because her large breasts strained against the top of her dress perfectly outlined by the slick fabric. He handed her a glass filled to the brim with the bubbling golden liquid as he stole surreptitious glances at the bulging globes and he decided that the dress must have been bought sometime ago when she was slimmer but since being widowed she'd put on a couple of pounds and now the dress was a size too small causing her large breasts to be pushed up so that an enticing expanse of her upper globes and the deep cleavage between them were exposed above the dipping neckline.
“I'm glad you accepted our invitation, Elaine. You've been spending much too much time on your own. You must put your tragedy behind you and start living again and. I hope tonight will be the start!”  Damon said as he toasted her birthday. 

“Thank you, Damon, but please don't tell anyone it's my birthday. I don't think I could cope with the attention.”

“Of course I won't but have a good time, won't you?”
Elaine downed the glass and immediately Damon handed her another full one. Being nervous she drank that one down also as if it had been lemonade and almost immediately felt the warmth begin to spread through her body dispelling her nervousness. Her host refilled her glass then, spotting some new arrivals, excused himself and disappeared into the crowd.

As he walked away from Elaine he wondered what she would be like in bed. One thing was for sure, as far as he knew, she'd been without a man since that bastard Gerald had smashed into the tree and killed himself and she must be frustrated as hell. He'd done business with the man and knew Gerald's obsession with class divide and remembered noticing the bruises on Elaine's aristocratic face and body when he and his wife had dined with the couple.

Elaine felt alone and panicky after Damon had moved away and frantically looked around but didn't see anyone she knew. It was almost as if she'd strayed into a room where everyone else spoke a foreign language and she was invisible. As she looked around she realised that the dress she was wearing, which had cost a small fortune when she'd bought it almost two years previously, seemed old-fashioned compared to what the other women were wearing. Even the men seemed better dressed than she was and it added to her sense of being an alien in a strange land further fuelling her anxiety and damaging her self-esteem further. She was so wrapped up in her misery that she didn't notice the lust in the men's eyes nor the envy in the women's as they studied her realising that she was such an extremely beautiful woman that she made the simple dress look fashionable. 

Wishing that she'd stayed at home, even if it was her birthday, she wondered how she could leave without running into Damon or his wife, Harriet. She was standing alone drinking her fourth glass of champagne feeling the alcohol begin to spread and relax her when she saw him. It was a tremendous shock like a nightmare in which someone you hated and who you believed was dead and buried suddenly shows up unexpectedly just when things were going your way and spoiling everything. She felt faint and had to lean against a wall for support as the blood drained from her face as she stared at the apparition without blinking.
Had she not identified the corpse she would have believed that it was her ex-husband standing there talking to a startlingly beautiful blonde. It took her some time to gather her wits and realise that it was her husband's twin brother, Bruce, and not a ghost come back from the dead to haunt her. She'd not seen Bruce since the funeral although he'd been in partnership with Gerald and was the executor of his will.  His was a familiar face among strangers, a man who knew her name and someone who'd once had made a pass at her while his brother was away and though she'd slapped his face he'd not seemed to bear a grudge and had continued flirting with her whenever they'd met. It was he who'd made the funeral arrangements and settled Gerald's affairs for which she was grateful.
Grabbing her fifth glass of champagne she sidled her way through the dancers quickly realising that she was somewhat less than sober but the alcohol gave her Dutch courage. She'd almost reached Bruce when she realised that the blonde woman with him was Sharon, her husband's ex-secretary, and she stopped in her track not wanting to face the woman but Bruce had seen her as she'd made her way towards him. A warm smile of greeting lit his handsome face and she knew that she couldn't turn around and walk away without appearing rude.  Taking a deep breath she joined them and Bruce placed his arm around her shoulders and gave her a warm hug.
“Hello Elaine. What a pleasant surprise, I didn't expect to see you here. You were never a great one for parties as I remember, or was it because my dear departed brother always got smashed then started fights?”' He said jovially.

The remark hit home and she blushed fiercely.
“You've met Sharon haven't you? She used to work for Gerald.” Bruce said and there was a knowing look in his eyes. “Now she works for me and I've got to give my dear departed brother credit he did train her well.”
Elaine knew what he really was saying as she remembered the last time she'd seen Sharon. 

The blonde looked at Sharon with a supercilious expression on her lovely face obviously also remembering their last meeting and her part in it.

The noise in the room faded away as memories of that unforgettable night flooded into Elaine’s mind.
