
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
BACK FROM THE
BEYOND

 


Published by Baron LeSade at
Smashwords

 


Copyright 2013 Baron
LeSade

 


All rights reserved. No part
of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval
system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, internet,
electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise,
without the prior permission of the owner.

 


This ebook is licensed for
your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re—sold or
given to other people. If you would like to share this book with
another person, please purchase and additional copy for each
reader. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it
was not purchased for your personal use only, then please return
and purchase you own copy as you are breaking the law. Thank you
for respecting the hard work of this author.

 


Liability

All characters appearing in
this work are fictitious and those involved in sexual situations
are over the age of eighteen. Any resemblance to real persons,
living or dead is purely coincidental. No responsibility or
liability is assumed or accepted by the author for any claimed
financial losses and/or damages sustained to persons from the use
of the information used in this publication, personal or otherwise,
either directly or indirectly. While every effort has been made to
ensure reliability and accuracy of the information within, all
liability, negligence or otherwise, from any misuse or abuse of the
operation of any methods, strategies, instructions or ideas
contained in the material herein, is the sole responsibility of the
reader. By reading past this point you are accepting these terms
and conditions and acknowledging that you are eighteen.

 


All the fictitious
characters in this story who are involved in sexual situations are
over the age of eighteen.

 


A free short story…

 Back from the Beyond

 


How would she ever be able
to get over it, Dora asked herself lying in the dark thinking back
on Mike's tragic death? He had been taken at such an early age.
Taken in the prime of his life. How could God do such a thing? And
it was such a fiery end. Maybe death had been a blessing, because
had he lived, he would have been terribly disfigured.

Clunk!

The sound immediately drove
all thoughts of her son from her head. What was that, she fearfully
asked herself? Sounded like it came from out in the kitchen.
Timidly, she reached over and eased the drawer of her nightstand
open. Quietly, she reached in and wrapped her hand around the
handle of the small revolver that lay in the drawer. Easing the gun
out, she flicked the safety off, turned on the lamp on and slowly
slipped out of bed. Fearful of what she would find, she padded
across the cool linoleum floor toward the door of her
bedroom.

Clunk!

There it was again, she
told herself as the hairs on the back of her neck stood up. What
was it? Was it the Nightshade Prowler who had been sneaking into
homes and raping women in the neighborhood? Well, if that were the
case, she frantically thought, she would make an easy target
running around in her skimpy baby doll gown with nothing on
underneath it. Why the thing barely covered her private parts, she
complained to herself. But it was too late to worry about that now?
She had to find out what or who it was that was making the sound.
Reaching around the doorframe, she flicked the hall light on.
Peeking around the doorframe, she saw nothing amiss so she
tentatively stepped out into the hallway.

Clunk!

Jumping back, she knew the
sound was louder and was definitely coming from the kitchen. Maybe
whoever it was, was having a snack, she crazily thought. This is
insane. Just call the police and let them handle it, she thought in
a panicky muddle. This is stupid, she told herself as she looked
down and saw that her hand was shaking so bad, she was afraid the
gun might go off on its own. And whoever or whatever it was, it
would be able to see everything I have through the see-through
lingerie. Going to have to buy me some flannel jamas, she told
herself, taking another timid step down the hallway.

It took her a whole five
minutes to make it down the hallway to the door leading into the
kitchen as every time she heard another clunk, her feet would take
a frightened step backward. The door was open and she could see
inside the room, but the light streaming in from the hall only lit
up a narrow sliver of the kitchen. She couldn't see anything
obviously out of kilter, so she took a deep, shuddering breath and
shot her hand out to the light switch. Quickly flicking it on, she
glanced about fearfully as the room was suddenly awash with light.
Frantically, she searched for the intruder.

Nothing!

Clunk!

There it was again. Her
eyes flashed around the room searching for the cause of her weird
sound. Then she saw that she had left the window open above the
sink. And the little wooden gingerbread man that Mike's father had
made for him when he was a little boy was being blown back and
forth by the breeze coming in under the window. She had hung it up
as a sort of a memorial of Mike and his father, to remind herself
of them. As it swung back and forth, it occasionally clunked up
against the window frame, making the weird, clunking
sound.

"Oh, for heaven's sake,"
she fussed out loud as a wave of relief washed over her buckling
her knees monetarily.

Then, with a tear running
down her cheek, she stomped over to the window and slammed it shut.
Then she lovingly ran her hand over the little, red gingerbread man
before she turned and crept over to the back door. Reaching down,
she checked to make sure it was still locked.

It was!

Well, I've had my scare for
the night, she shakily thought. Plodding across the kitchen, she
could feel her big tits bobbling up and down heavily under the
thin, baby doll gown. I sure would have made an easy target for a
rapist, she told herself, flicking the light off and heading back
down the hallway.

Snapping the light off in
the hallway as she stepped back into her bedroom, she started back
to her bed, but saw her reflection in the big, full-length mirror
that sat by her dresser. Pausing, she stopped to study the image
staring back at her. Yeah, a prowler would have gotten a charge out
of what he saw, she thought. The sheer baby doll gown hid nothing
from view. Not bad for forty-five. Maybe five or six pounds
overweight. But most of that's in my tits. Right where the men like
it. Still holding the gun in her hand, she reached under the gown
and cupped one big, heavy tit in the palm of one hand and lifting
the other on the wrist of her gun hand. They are definitely big
ones.

Then, she dropped the
massive mountains of tit flesh and plodded over to the bed. Leaning
down, she watched her big, dangling breasts jiggle and bobble as
she opened the drawer of her nightstand. Easing the safety back on,
she carefully laid the gun back inside it. Then she cautiously
pushed the drawer closed and crawled back into bed.

Lying on her back, she
reached out and flicked the dangling chain on her lamp and the room
was suddenly plunged into darkness. Strangely, her thoughts didn't
return to her son for the first time in three months. The episode
with the gingerbread man had remarkably cleared her head of her
son's image. In its place was a feeling of emptiness and need. She
needed someone to make her feel wanted and needed again. She needed
a man to make her feel like a woman again. She had been too long
without.

As a single, lone tear
slowly formed in her eye, a hauntingly familiar, sweet smell
suddenly filled the room. What is that, she asked herself, starting
to reach for the lamp? But her hand stopped in midair as she
recognized the fragrance. It smelled like after shave. But not just
any after shave, it was one called "Jock." It was the after shave
that Mike had worn. She had always thought it was a little
overpowering, but she had never told him that. She hadn't wanted to
hurt his feelings. But what? How? Or was there really a prowler in
the house and by some strange coincidence, wore the same cheap
after shave her son had worn?

Another spurt of adrenaline
poured into her brain as fear clutched its fist around her pounding
heart. The tear had finally made its way out and was now slowly
trickling down her cheek. As it did, something gently brushed over
cheek and delicately wiped the tear away. WHAT WAS THAT? WHAT'S
GOING ON? She frantically asked herself shooting her hand to the
lamp and jerking it on. As the light filled the room, she glanced
around fearfully trying to find out what had touched her in such an
intimate way.

Must have been a moth, she
tried to tell herself. Yeah, that was it. A moth had landed on her
cheek. It just happened to land in the exact same spot where the
tear was.

Then she saw the bottom hem
of her baby doll gown slowly raise a couple of inches in the air as
she gawked on in fright. It was like someone had intentionally
lifted it and was now holding onto it. BUT THERE WAS NO ONE THERE!
The hair on the back of her neck suddenly shot up again and goose
bumps the size of goose eggs shot up all over her body.

Running her hand down, she
abruptly pushed the material back down onto her thighs.

What in the hell is going
on, she nervously asked herself? Staring down her body, she watched
to see if it would happen again?

And sure enough, the gown
lifted again. This time it was lifted with more force. Lifted and
peeled back up off her tingling pussy. Now her goose bumps had
goose bumps of their own and it felt like her hair was standing on
end. What the fuck?

Starring down at the gown
as it hovered a good six-inches in the air this time, she didn't
know what to do. But whatever was happening, it was getting more
than a little scary.

This time she shoved both
hands down and pushed the gown back down onto her thighs. Pushing
it down, she held her gown pressed against her legs as she waited
to see what would happen next.

All at once, she felt
pressure against the skin of her wrists. It felt like fingers were
wrapping around them. Then she felt her hands being lifted into the
air and pushed down onto the bed beside her hips. Her heart was
threatening to explode out of her chest as she watched the hem of
her gown lift back up into the air. This time it was jerked a good
foot up in the air and shoved all the way up to her chin exposing
her pussy and breasts both.

She started to reach up and
pull it back down, but just as she did, the gown came whispering
down around her neck and shoulders. Suddenly, she felt the pressure
of fingers on her wrists again. As she waited fearfully, she felt
her arms being lifted and pulled up over her head. Then as she lay
with her arms extended straight up over her head, she felt the gown
lift and go slithering up them.

Oh, God, what is happening,
she frantically asked herself? Whatever it is, it's taking my gown
off. Why is this happening? What is happening? A dream? It must be
a dream. That's it. I'm dreaming…

Then as she lay on her back
with her arms stretched out over her head, she felt the fingers or
whatever the fuck they were touch down on her breasts. She stopped
breathing, waiting as the thing quickly found her big, jutting
nipples and began to roughly pluck and pick at them. Squeezing
them, the invisible fingers quickly tweaked and teased them into
excited hardness.

How can I let something I
can't even see get me excited, she dizzily asked herself? This is
too fucking crazy. But all the mystery and commotion was having a
bizarrely profound effect on her. She suddenly found herself
growing more and more aroused by the touch of whatever it was. As
the fingers continued to tease and taunt her nipples, she dropped
her hands down and cupped her huge breasts. Then she began to
squeeze and fondle them as the plucking fingers tormented her
nips.

Then, as she was nearing
fever pitch, the fingers moved off her tingling nipples.

"No, no, don't stop," she
whispered, hoping whatever it was that was creating such a furor
inside her head would go on.

But even as she spoke, she
felt the pressure of the fingers, or whatever they were return. But
this time they touched her pussy.

"Oh, God, yes," she hissed,
throwing her legs apart for the whatever it was as she found her
nipples with her own fingers.

The fingerling apparitions
inquisitively explored her pussy, fingering and toying with the
thick, meaty lips that encircled her womanhood for several seconds.
She couldn't believe how soft, yet how forceful the touches were as
the fingers made their way up toward her jutting, throbbing
clitoris.

Whatever the thing was, she
giddily thought, it certainly knew its way around a woman's
body.

Then the pressure grew more
and more insistent as the fingers ruthlessly attacked her clit,
pushing, poking and roughly rubbing on it.

Dora grew more and more
animated as the ghostly fingers ravaged her clit, bringing her
closer and closer to an orgasm. Tearing her hands away from her
tits, she flailed her arms about, beating her hands down on the bed
as she humped her primed pussy up at the thing's dancing fingers.
She slipped closer and closer as the fingers grew more and more
insistent as the pressure built down inside her empty
womb.

Then a fireball of ecstasy
burst down deep inside her clutching pussy drowning her in a fiery
blast of pleasure so deep and profound, she felt like she was
drowning in it.

"Oh, God, you, I, oh fuck
cominggggggg," she wheezed out, as her whole body began to shiver
and shake.

The fingers savagely
attacked her clit as the waves of pleasure washed over her again
and again, until there was no more left inside her. She was
emotionally and physically drained as she lay on her back staring
up at the ceiling.

How could that have
happened, she asked herself looking around the room for some
supporting evidence that it had really happened. As her eyes roamed
about, they suddenly saw two depressions in the bed between her
legs as if something was pressing down on it. Stunned, she kept
looking down her body and then saw the bed by her shoulders dip and
sink in the same bizarre manner.

"Oh, God," she gasped,
knowing that whatever the ghostly apparition was, it was standing
over her on its hands and knees or flippers or whatever kind of
appendages it sported.

And speaking of appendages,
she dizzily told herself, did it have a penis? Did the thing,
whatever it was have a penis? Because if it did, it must be getting
ready to use it on her.

 

Reaching up with trembling
fingers, she felt for it to see if she could determine what the
thing was. As she did, her fingers brushed over something vaguely
solid but with a flowing, unformed shape. Clutching at it, she
could feel it, but it seemed to ebb and flow before she could grasp
it.

But then she something
round and hard brush up against her pussy. It was much more
substantial as it poked and probed at her pussy obviously searching
for the opening to her sex. Yes, she thought, it was going to do
it. She was about to get fucked by something that she couldn't even
see.

Not thinking, she ran her
hand down between her legs to the thing that was probing the soft
flesh surrounding her vagina. She felt it. It was hard and much
more lifelike than the thing's body above her. And, she feverishly
thought as she explored it with her fingers, it was definitely
shaped like a penis. A penis. A big, hard penis. But it had a vague
cool touch to it.

Wanting to feel its energy
inside her, she pushed it down until its invisible roundness was
seated in her slippery opening.

Then she thought she heard
a ghostly grunt as the thing went plunging down into her
pussy.

She groaned as the ghostly
thing's giant appendage ripped down into her pussy filling it to
its very limit with its cool bulk. This was something weirdly
thrilling, she giddily thought. The things cock is cold. Big, thick
and cold. But not so cold as to hurt. Just cold.

Then, as she grew used to
the unfamiliar lack of warmth inside her, the ghostly cock began to
slide in and out of her cunt at furious pace. The thing had balls
too, she laughed to herself as they slapped up against her upturned
ass.

Suddenly it dawned on her
that there were no sounds being made as their bodies slapped
together. There should be all kinds of vulgar sounds coming from
them as they fucked, but the room was as silent as a
tomb.

In and out, in and out, the
thing's giant prick sloshed as she eagerly humped her cunt up on
the thing's penis, it that was what it was. Throwing her arms up in
the air, she was finally able to gain some kind of hold around the
ghost's whispery form. As it continued to pound it icy appendage
into her clutching cunt, she threw her legs up into the air and
began to flail her heels down at the unseen butt bounding up and
down above her.

Soundlessly grunting and
groaning, she fucked the thing back as good as she was getting from
it. And she could feel herself edging closer and closer to another
ghoulish orgasm as the apparition pounded its frosty appendage down
into her pussy.

She could feel the
intensity of the thing's attack growing more and more frenzied as
she strained toward the finish line.

Suddenly, just as the first
throes of her own climax undulated through her cunt, she felt the
creature plunge its monstrous thing down into her as deep as it
would go. As it did, the cold cock began warm as it jerked and
twitched down inside her. But when it did, there was nothing else.
No semen, no cum, no warm rush of heat from the sticky stuff
pouring out into her. There was only jerking and twitching which
went on for at least a full minute. Then, as quickly as it had
begun, it was over as she came tumbling back down from her orgasmic
high.

Then it was gone and she
lay on her back trying to catch her breath as she groped around for
the thing. There was nothing there. The only thing left was the
happy afterglow of her orgasm still flickering down between her
legs…

Clunk!

What was that, she asked
herself?

It couldn't be Mike's
gingerbread man because she had closed the window. But, it did
sound like it.

Throwing herself out of
bed, she groggily stumbled down the hallway toward the kitchen
throwing the lights on as she went. Reeling into the kitchen, she
flicked the light on and gawked over at the gingerbread man in the
window. It was slowly swinging back and forth gently bumping up
against the window frame. But how? How could that be? She had
closed the window before. But she saw that the window had been
raised again and the breeze was wafting in, rocking the little man.
Almost like it was rocking it to sleep. Then she saw it. There on
the table resting up against the salt and pepper shakers was a
picture. She was too far away to make out who it was, but it was
obvious that it was a picture of a boy or a man and it hadn't been
there before...

Reeling, she tottered over
to the table and with numb fingers reached down and picked up the
picture.

"OH, MY, GOD," she gasped
out as the picture dropped from her lifeless fingers to the floor
below.

It was a picture of
Mike.

And it was signed '"Mother,
I love you so much!'

It couldn't be, she told
herself as she staggered and fell to her knees by the
table…

 


The End
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