TO HELL AND NOT COMING BACK

CHAPTER EIGHT 
Elaine woke up suddenly. One minute she was asleep dreaming of running barefoot through a meadow strewn with wild daisies and the next she was wide awake to discover bright sunlight streaming through the bedroom window and painting the bed in a golden radiance. The light was so bright that she had to blink her eyes painfully for a few seconds to adjust them. Strangely she felt disoriented and wondered where she was but looking around she could see familiar objects but somehow they didn't seem to have anything to do with her. It took her some time before she allowed herself to remember what had taken place the previous evening with her ex-brother-in-law and the recollection of her lewdness caused her to blush fiercely. How could she have allowed herself to act so shamelessly she asked herself. She'd never fallen into bed with a man so easily before because she wasn't that kind of woman and before Gerald there had been only one other man and that had been a teenage fiasco. Her husband for all his faults had been her first real lover. Once the initial embarrassment, which followed remembrance, had faded she  lay gazing out of the window at the fluffy clouds sailing on the azure sky while remembering the wonderful lovemaking and the fantastic way Bruce had made her climax so many times. She remembered that when he'd first courted her Gerald had been the perfect lover so unlike the brutal beast who'd forced unnatural sex on her in the later years but Bruce was even better.

Although Elaine was now twenty nine she suddenly realised that she was thinking like a teenager and fantasies of romance and knights in shining armour flooded into her mind. She realised that she was halfway to falling in love and for the first time in years she felt alive and happy. Blithely she swept away the nagging voice which kept reminding her that Bruce was happily married.

She rose from the bed only realising that she was stark naked when she felt the heat of the sunlight on her bare skin. She again blushed for she always wore a nightgown because sleeping in the nude had always seemed to her as being slightly degenerate. Determined not to let the past spoil her mood she allowed herself the freedom of being naked and instead of covering her body she strode across the bedroom and stood in front of the mirror and saw the reflection of a beautiful, naked woman looking at herself wonderingly. The woman's hands were sliding along the lightly curved stomach till the tips of the fingers brushed through the crinkly triangle of sparse pubic hair. A glimpse of pink flesh was visible at the lower end of the triangle. Her boldness scared her and guiltily she moved her hands upwards resting them on the rib cage below the base of the jutting breasts. Her hips were rocking gently from side to side as her legs spread wider allowing even more of the pink flesh to be exposed as it nestled among the curls of wiry hairs. She was ashamed of her behaviour and knew that she should close her eyes to banish the lewdness of her actions instead they were slotted enough so that she could see her reflection in the mirror as of their own accord her hands moved onto her breasts. Her lips parted as a sigh of pleasure slipped through as her fingers began to knead the firm elastic flesh. Her breathing gradually became more erratic and ragged as with one hand on each breast she began to fondle them and gripping the nipples between fingertips and rolling the swelling buds until they were as hard as pebbles. Shivers of pleasure swept through her as her hands moved sensuously and slowly over the heavy globes and her hips writhed even more sinuously. Her buttocks rotated as they clenched and relaxed, again and again as her eyes stared at the reflection of her face and saw her tongue flickering over her red lips. She bent her knees and pushed her pelvis forward raising her sex forward so that the pink folds were now fully visible in the mirror.
Elaine was swept into in a world of her own, a place of sharp desires as she relived how Bruce had seduced her and it made her feel breathless. Her full lips parted as she tried to get more air into her lungs as sweet pleasure resonated through her body. Soft moans of delight escaped from her open mouth before she suddenly came back to earth and again she blushed furiously as she realised that she was acting like a wanton especially considering how sated she'd felt after Bruce had left. Taking so much pleasure in the sight of her naked body was obscene, she thought, and guiltily she pulled her hands away from her breasts as if they'd suddenly become red-hot. Quickly she stepped into the bathroom but the warm water of the shower only seemed to aggravate the heat coursing through her body so, trying to stifle the growing fires in her groin, she turned on the cold water and gasped as the force and coldness of the shower caused her skin to break into goosebumps. She swiftly towelled herself dry making sure that she could not see her reflection in the mirror then chose her dreariest underwear and a loose frock to wear going into the town centre.

After paying a visit to the bank she went on a shopping spree. She'd not meant to do it but she found herself buying sexy underwear and a couple of dresses which showed off her curvy figure then, casting aside the shadow of guilt, she treated herself to a lunch at a small Italian restaurant and lapped up the flattery of the waiters. For the first time in ages Elaine felt happy, carefree and vibrant and excited.
She hurried home. She was expecting a call from Bruce that evening but went to bed disappointed. The next day she stayed at home but he did not phone her so, plucking her courage, she phoned his office the next day. Sharon told her he was in a meeting but she would pass on a message then put the phone down while Elaine was still speaking. She waited anxiously but he did not return her call that day or the next and, being a proud woman, she decided she wouldn't ring him again because if he wanted to see her again it was up to him to ring her. She kept thrusting away the thought that he belonged to someone else and was not free to court her. She liked Stephanie, who'd always been nice to her, and knew that it would be morally wrong for her to see her Bruce again but deep down she knew that he only had to crook his finger and she would go running.

Between fantasies of lying in Bruce's arms she fought back tears of misery. Nibbling on her lower lip she told herself that she couldn't and mustn't get involved with a married man and that men did not give the same importance to the sexual act as women and for him that night of the party was probably just a casual if pleasant episode. She told herself that he had in fact given her a boost which had lifted her out of her self-pity and for that she should be grateful and not expect more and that there were plenty more fish in the sea.
Somehow she managed to get through the rest of the week and the weekend without losing her sanity and in a strange way it felt as if she was in suspended animation waiting for something to happen. She even managed to convince herself that the reason he didn't phone her was because he was scared that he was falling in love with her and knew how much it would hurt his wife.

Every nerve-end in her body craved for his touch and on Wednesday evening she could not bear the tension any longer. Having drunk three brandies and full of Dutch courage she phoned him at home and to her delight he answered the phone

“Hello...Bruce! It's Elaine.”  She said breathlessly as her throat constricted with emotion.

“Oh yes. What can I do for you, Elaine?”  He asked brusquely.

“Is this a convenient time or would you rather I phone back later?” She asked tremulously shaken by his curtness. ‘It must be because Stephanie can hear’, she told herself. There was a long moment of silence before Bruce answered

“Elaine, I don't think it's a good idea you phoning me. I mean it's just not a good idea and my wife would not like it.”
His harsh words seeped into her brain like drops of poison, slowly and relentlessly diffusing through her other emotions like virulent acid. “But...that...that night with me, you were so...so...”
“Now look here, Elaine!” His voice was now hard and scornful with impatience “We're both adults and what happened that night was just one of those things. You needed a man and I was horny and you were available and we did each other a favour. It was nothing more than you needed fucking and I'd always wondered what you would be like in bed and, by the way,...not bad and you could be fantastic with a bit of practice. Don't try to make it sound as if it was the start of a storybook romance....for goodness sake it was just a fuck and I'm married!”
“You bastard! You lousy son of a bitch! I hate you!” Elaine screamed into the phone. She'd never used that kind of language before and cursed herself silently for reacting in that way. The tears came to her eyes and she started sobbing and shaking, hardly able to speak. The next words to come out of her mouth shook her rigid. “Please...please, Bruce! I've got to see you! I'll do anything...anything you want but please let me come to you. I've never known a man like you and I have to see you again. I promise that I won't make a nuisance of myself. I just need to see you for a little while” She could hardly believe that she was begging a man to see her but at the same time she couldn't stop herself. “Please, Bruce, only for a few minutes! You have to see me or I'll die!” She really meant it. She would die if he refused to see her. She felt as if her life depended on getting him to agree to see her.

“Don't be such a drama queen! Did you say you would do anything, Elaine?”' He said, after a short pause. “I hope you mean it and are not lying to me because if you are you have no chance at all.”
He sounded interested and her heart leapt into her throat as she realised that the next few seconds would seal her fate. 
“'I believe I asked you a question, Elaine! Answer me right now or I'm putting the phone down!”
“Oh please don't! Yes...yes...yes...I meant every word, Bruce. I'll do absolutely anything you want if you agree to see me again. I swear! You know that I never lie. I will do anything you want...anything!”
“Make sure you really mean it. I'll be in touch. Think very carefully about what you've promised but in the meantime do not phone me. I'll phone you when I want to see you and if you disobey me I will never speak to you again...do you understand?”
“Oh yes! Yes...thank you, Bruce. I won't make any trouble for you but please phone me soon...please. I need you!” Elaine pleaded hating the way she was begging but unable to help herself.
“Don't push it, Elaine!' I'll contact you when I'm ready till then keep away”' He hung up without saying good-by.
Elaine slumped back in the sofa. She sipped water from a glass but had to hold her wrist with the other hand to keep it from spilling. She managed to put the glass down before collapsing on the seat and burying her face in her hands. She realised how she'd demeaned herself and she cried as hard as she'd done on the night Gerald had brought Sharon home.

The next week passed so slowly that it felt as if she was marooned in thick fog. Each day was more tense than the previous one as she waited for Bruce to phone her. His call finally came one afternoon, when she'd almost given up hope, and it felt as if the fog was being dispersed by brilliant sunlight as she heard his deep voice

Without preliminaries he summoned her to his office and she hated herself for the way she gushed out her gratefulness but she was beyond shame and the only emotion was one of elation that she was going to see him at last.

During the long days and nights as she'd waited for his call she'd tried to analyse what she felt for Gerald's brother. She knew that he made her feel like no other man had ever done before and after having been married to Gerald who'd used her body for his selfish pleasure she was starved for love and affection. The affection and caring she'd expected from a husband had been replaced by sadism and beastliness and her emotions had embraced masochism to replace love and tenderness and as a result pain and abuse had become pleasure. With Bruce it was completely different and she felt like a real woman for the first time in her life. Maybe this was what people called love.
