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Thomas is your typically middle-aged, upper-middle class guy. He wears a suit to work. He has a wife and family. He has a mortgage.

And he has developed an insatiable lust for a young man named Lee that he has met on the Internet.

Thomas longs to be with Lee and when the chance comes, they become lovers. But while Thomas thought he would sell his soul for one night with Lee, was that truly the price?

As Thomas and Lee become play things for a pair of well-endowed shemale demons, Thomas realizes he has condemned both Lee and himself to an eternity of torment and suffering.

Only one person, Sister Diana, can save him and his lover with her faith and the power of her prayers.

Except nothing is what it seems. While Thomas has fallen into the hands of demons, these are the kind that walk the earth and are driven by greed.

In The Day of FemDom Judgement, Syndie explores the consequences of unbridled but forbidden lust crossing paths with unbridled and conniving greed. It was partially inspired by a rather wild scene from a private haunted house she and a few friends put together for Halloween. This short story will take you on a journey to hell and back leaving you to wonder if maybe the shemale demons will be coming for you because of your naughty thoughts and deeds. If so, expect no mercy…


Torment

The heat was unbearable and the dim, flickering red lights disoriented Thomas’s senses. Sweat and tears dripped. Gore and gallon-sized wads of cum littered the floor.

Lee laid there motionless. His ass was impaled by a cock the size of a baseball bat that had swung in front of the shemale demon before she had raped the beautiful young man. Blood flowed from Lee’s ass and mouth.

A second shemale demon laughed at Thomas’s distress. Her cock was equally as large and she aimed it toward Thomas’s face. Suddenly a giant white wad of come was fired, hitting Thomas in the face. He struggled to breath and the taste of sweet, salty come filled his senses as he nearly drowned in her demon seed.

This was hell.

He had lusted for and taken the virgin fruits of the young man on the floor. In doing so, he had condemned them both to an eternity of anguish and suffering. 

Thomas lost hope as he felt his own ass being violated by one of the demon shafts.


The Search

Carol hated her job. In ways it was rewarding and important. But it was so fucking boring. Every day she showed up at the state police headquarters building, walked through security, stuck her lunch box in the refrigerator of the breakroom, and spent hours chatting to freaking perverts online.

It may sound like she was being lazy, but in fact she was part of a team that spent their days trying to draw out sexual predictors, traffickers, and other scum. At any one time she might be involved in chatting with a dozen different people while she assumed a variety of roles, ages, and gender.

They did keep score. On average she escalated 7.3 cases each day for further evaluation. Of those, 6.7 were deemed solid enough to pass to an investigator. She often worked with the investigators by continuing to engage the other person in conversation. They would set up meetings and when someone showed, they were busted. Carol’s cases averaged 4.2 arrests a day which was about twice the average for the team. Convictions weren’t really part of what she was measured on, but everyone knew that of those arrested based on Carol’s leads, around 95% were convicted. The previous year she had been able to crack a case that involved hundreds of perps and victims.

Important stuff, but boring.

Carol was 35 and had been doing this for 11 years now. Her plan was to achieve a comfortable retirement at age 40. She actually already had the four million dollars she thought this would take spread among several retirement accounts. At the rate things were going, she would probably retire with more like five or six million dollars in the bank.



Presently Carol was pretending to be a young gay male in one of the conversations she had going on. The man she was chatting with called himself MoneyMan. She had assumed he was probably interested in hiring an escort and since he was in a chat room that was for “Daddies seeking Sons” he was probably looking for someone young.

Pure sex for money was usually not worth pursuing by the authorities. This guy could be in another state and they would have to work with law enforcement there to set up a sting. For a misdemeanor soliciting charge against a john, it just took more effort than it was worth. Unless…

The big caveat was if the guy seemed to be looking for someone underage.

Carol pretended to be a young man named Lee and MoneyMan was asking for pictures. When she hinted she might be a bit young, MoneyMan had made it clear that he was only interested if she was at least in her twenties. That would normally have been the end of it and she would have moved on to the next potential predator.

But the name intrigued her. After sending a few photos and talking about how she (who was pretending to be a he) was looking for someone gentle and understanding because he had never been with another man, MoneyMan opened up.

He had never done anything like this before. He lived in a small town where everyone knew what everyone else was doing. He was married and his wife was a cold fish. He had never found anyone he was comfortable meeting. He was a bank executive and scared at even the slightest hint of a scandal.

“Bingo,” Carol muttered.

She pushed a few buttons and had a wealth of information that would help her and her friends track the man down was saved off to the thumb drive she was not supposed to have with her.


Hook, Line, and Sinker

He did not look like you would expect someone named Gus to look.

He was beautiful. There really was no other word. Lean with light brown hair that covered his ears and feathered out like small wings. Green eyes that seemed large enough to draw you in. An easy smile and a way of slightly parting his lips that showed his perfect white teeth in a sensuous way.

Man or woman, the first word that came to mind with those who met him was “beautiful”.

Prostitutes trade sex for money. While Gus made a living by selling his body for use by others, his rates were like his looks; far beyond what most would find imaginable.

Carol had forwarded the information about MoneyMan to Gus and one other person.

Gus took over, becoming the “Lee” that MoneyMan continued to chat with.

He found out that MoneyMan’s real name was Thomas and that he lived in Tucker Ridge, Arkansas. They lamented together about how frustrated they were to have to hide their wants and desires from the world.

After they had exchanged several emails daily for a month, Lee told Thomas that he was taking a trip to visit a sick cousin. He would be passing near Tucker Ridge. Lee said he had never done anything like this, but would Thomas like to meet in person.

Thomas assured Lee that he had never done anything like this either and that he would love to meet the young man.


The Preacher

Diana Engles traveled the country going from small town to small town with a devoted group of followers. Where she could, she would hold revivals and preach god’s word to those seeking salvation.

There were four women who traveled with her to each of the revivals. Gus usually was tagging along, but not openly.

No one of the group was particularly religious, but the pay was good.

Like her twin sister Carol, Diana wanted to retire early and with enough money to enjoy life.

Diana had read Carol’s original e-mail and had followed Gus’s progress in building an email relationship with Thomas.

Once it appeared things were going to fall into place Diana contacted the three small churches that called the town of Tucker Ridge home. She explained that she would be passing through and would like to host a revival. They would split the offerings they brought in with the local churches. They included a number of letters from other churches that had found this to be a positive and lucrative arrangement. All three churches enthusiastically agreed.


Forbidden Lust

Thomas Lincoln was nervous. He felt ill and was shaking. He had wanted to do this for so long, but now that the time was approaching, he was not sure he could really go through with it.

Gus, or rather Lee, knew the man was likely to be in this state and they had agreed to meet in the parking lot of a grocery store. It would not do for Thomas’s car to be seen in front of the motel on the edge of town. The other reality was that the quicker Thomas was in the car with Lee, the quicker Lee could take control of the situation.

Thomas parked his car and almost immediately Lee pulled up beside him. Thomas glanced around to make sure nobody was watching and climbed into the passenger seat of Lee’s car.

“I’m so nervous,” Lee lied in a quavering voice.

“Me to,” Thomas confessed in honesty.

Thomas could not take his eyes off of Lee. The young man was even more beautiful than he looked in the pictures. Lee pulled to a stop sign and glanced over a Thomas. He smiled and Thomas thought it was the most incredible smile he had ever seen.

“God,” Thomas said. “You are so sexy. I have waited for so long, but I would have waited however long it took if I had known I would get to be with you.”

They pulled up in front of the motel. Lee’s room was on the end and the sun was setting. Lee and Thomas discretely slipped into the room.

As soon as they were in the room, the two embraced. Lee kissed Thomas and that let go a torrent of emotions and action. Lee gracefully and quickly stripped. His body was perfect. His cock was large and erect. His pubic hair was carefully and neatly trimmed. His ass was as round and as luscious as any forbidden fruit.

Lee laid down on the bed and Thomas began to awkwardly strip while beginning to suck the young man’s cock. It was so beautiful and the salty hint of precum was delicious. Thomas savored it as he tried to take more and more of Lee into his mouth. He began licking Lee’s shaft and his tongue played with Lee’s balls.

Thomas had wondered what being with another man would be like. With Lee, it felt so perfect.

Lee was moaning and squirming as he feigned interest and excitement. Having some old fart slobber on his dick was not something that particularly excited him. Lee was, however, surprised when Tomas gently flipped him over, spread his ass cheeks, and began rimming Lee’s ass.

Lee let out a genuine moan of pleasure at the feeling of the man’s warm, moist tongue probing on his forbidden man-love hole.

A few minutes later Thomas returned his attention to Lee’s cock. The man went to work in earnest. Lee focused on trying to cum. He let his mind fill with the images of the things that Thomas had no idea were going to follow. The images were twisted and wicked, but they excited the young man to the point of him soon reaching the edge.

“I’m going to cum,” Lee whispered and Thomas began to suck even more aggressively and with more urgency.

Suddenly Lee’s cock stiffed and then a wad of cum shot through the slit of his dick and plastered the back of Thomas’s mouth. The first squirt was followed by many more as the young man dumped a large load into the older man’s mouth.

Once he was drained, Lee knew that now it was time for him to really earn his money. Would the old man want to take him orally or anally? Lee raised his legs off the bed and grasped his own knees. His perfectly formed bubble butt and the tightly puckered hole were exposed, making Thomas’s decision easy.

Thomas again buried his face and began to eat Lee’s ass. Then the man grabbed a tube of lubricant that Lee had set on the night stand and prepared them both. Thomas slid into Lee and began to fuck the young man.

Thomas looked down on Lee’s beautiful body and face. He watched his cock slide in and out of Lee’s ass. He loved the way the taut skin around the young man’s asshole seemed to cling to his retreating cock. The way the young man’s now-limp cock swung in time with Thomas’s thrusts.

The intense look of pleasure on Lee’s face was also incredible. Thomas felt a sense of power and exhilaration knowing he could satisfy and excite a lover as beautiful as Lee. He bent forward and kissed Lee as he continued to plow the young man’s ass.

Soon he felt his own orgasm approach. He felt like he was on top of the world. He wanted to do this over and over. The feeling reached its peak and Thomas’s cock began to twitch and pump its load of cum into the ass of his beautiful young lover.

When Thomas was exhausted and empty, he laid beside Lee. He whispered about how great it had been. He suggested that maybe Lee could move so they could be closer. Maybe Thomas could get the young man a job at the bank if they were discrete. Thomas even though seriously about leaving his wife, but leaving her for a young man half his age would have been the end of Thomas’s career and he would have lost the prestige he valued so much. Still, he wished he could yell his love and show his conquest to the world.

A few hours later Lee dropped Thomas back at his car and drove away. Thomas drove home still intoxicated by the experience.

Lee had promised to try to return on the same route he was taking so that they could have more time together.

Thomas was so in love with the young man. He thought of Lee, sighed, and smiled as he drove home.


The Setup

When Lee had returned to the motel, he texted Carol and Diana that things had gone as planned. The young man showered to get the scent of the old man’s sweat and lust off of him. Lee got a few hours of sleep at the motel, but headed out well before dawn the next morning.

He continued to stay in touch with Thomas by e-mail. Lee talked about guilt and a darkness that had hit him. One day he mentioned having been to a revival the night before. He had asked the woman preacher who ran it to pray for him. For the first time he felt the load lifted from his shoulder.

But a few days later he began to talk of nightmares and seeing shadows in the dark.

As time passed, the intoxication of the young man’s beauty began to wear off. Thomas’s life went on as it had before. With some of the e-mails, he began to wonder if the young man had some type of mental issue.

But then came a plea from Lee. The revival would be passing through Tucker Ridge. Would Thomas do him a favor and ask Sister Diana to pray for him again.



In the days before the revival, one of Sister Diana’s followers showed up to help coordinate all of the last minute details. She also knew that Thomas had a wife and daughter. On the morning of the revival she posed as a door to door sales person giving out samples of several new snack treats. Thomas’s wife and daughter each tried several and were given a handful of coupons.

Also in return for their willingness to sample the treats, both became violently ill with a potent string of food poisoning that would keep them in bed and near a bathroom for several days.

That evening, Thomas would go to the revival alone.


The Revival

The large truck and the van pulled into a field beside one of the local churches that was on the edge of town. The weather was nice, so they had a local company places seats in rows out in the open. At the front was the trailer that had been behind the truck. A platform or stage came out from underneath this. There was a microphone, stairs, and a curtain that blocked the back of the stage from view.

At 6 PM sharp, the music began. Over the next hour an audience gathered. Each of the local churches had urged their members to attend.

And while Diana was far from perfect, she could preach a sermon. She prowled the stage with her voice moving between a whisper that the speakers broadcast to the group of several dozen who watched to loud bellows that all could hear without the need for a microphone or speakers.

She quoted verses and told stories.

Suddenly the woman went to her knees in the middle of a sentence. Two of her assistants rushed across the stage to help her.

“No,” Diana said in a quiet voice that came over the speakers. “No! You can’t have him!” Her voice had rose as rage entered it.

Once again she went to her knees as if something had hit her, knocking her to the ground.

“I will do all in my power to stop you,” she said in a voice that was filled with determination.

She struggled to her feet again and looked at the crowd.

“Someone out there has a prayer request. It is for someone else. There is something… No someone… There is someone the devil wants, something he lusts for, something that is in his grip. And that grip is tightening.”

Diana’s face went red and she seemed to struggle for breath.

“No!” she shouted. “We will fight you! You might defeat each of us individually, but with god’s help and the angels that god will send to do battle with your demons, we will prevail!”

Diana tried to draw the audience back into the trance that had preceded the incident, but was only partially successful.

At 8:30 the offering plate went around. Several people wanted to talk to Diana. She had seen Thomas in the audience. She had seen the surprise and then the fear in his face.

The people dissipated and Thomas approached.

“You may not remember,” Thomas said, “but a few weeks ago you met a young man named Lee and prayed for him. He is a friend of mine and asked me to come here tonight to ask you if you would pray for him again.”

Diana nodded. “I know. He is who the devil’s workers want to take from us.”

She motioned Thomas and they stepped behind the stage. There was a silver tray with several small glasses and small pieces of bread.

Diana said, “Let me pray and then let’s take communion.”

She prayed for nearly ten minutes and while Thomas was not a particularly religious man he did not see how any god could refuse these heartfelt prayers.

When she had finished they took communion together. A few seconds after drinking from the small cup, Thomas dropped to the stage unconscious.


Gone to Hell

Thomas struggled back to consciousness. It was cold and dark. In from of him there was a mist and in this two men set and talked.

“He is mine,” said one who glowed a dull red color. He was dressed in black with black hair along with a beard and mustache. It was the devil himself.

“No,” said the other man in a kindly voice. “They are all mine. I will not let you have them.”

This man was dressed in a white robe with white hair. His voice was strong but kindly.

“”It is too late,” the devil said. “When they laid together they both pushed you away. I claim them.”

The other man shook his head and simply said, “No.”

“I will take them,” the devil said. “Try to stop me.”

“I will send archangels prepared to do whatever is necessary to stop you.”

“Good luck old man,” the devil said and he raised his arm quickly.

They both disappeared and the darkness returned.

Thomas had been shivering with cold but now was beginning to feel warm. Uncomfortably warm.

Suddenly there was a dim red glow that could barely cut the fog.

Thomas seemed to be lying face down on the top of a raise, flat rock. About ten feet in front of him there was a figure on its hands and knees.

“Lee?” Thomas said in a strangled voice.

A figure appeared in front of the young man. It was a woman dressed in a thigh red outfit. Except it was not a woman. Thomas stared in both horror and fascination at what dangled between the figures legs. It was a cock, but not like any of this world. It was nearly a yard long and four or five inches in width. Larger than a baseball bat, it seem to swell and throb in the dim light.

The figure laughed. She bent close and spoke into Lee’s ear.

“You liked to take him in your forbidden hole like some kind of man whore. Are you ready to take me into you now you pitiful mortal?”

Lee was crying and begging for mercy as the figure slowly walked behind him. Thomas tried to move but could not. He tried to speak, but his words never made it out his mouth. He could only watch in horror.

The figure was behind the boy now. It reached forward and grasped Lee’s hips. It threw back its head and laughed with glee.

“You tempted the other and pleasured him with your hole, now pleasure me man-slut!”

The figure grasped the huge dangling cock in its hands and began to guide it into the young man’s ass.

Lee let out a howl of anguish and pain.

“That is only the head. I am going to impale you on my cock. I will rip your bowels open. That seems a fitting fate for a man-whore like you who is condemned to suffer here in hell for eternity!”

She slowly pushed forward. Thomas watched in horror and fascination. He heard a gurgling noise. Blood began to flow from Lee’s mouth.

There was another laugh. “You will choke on my cock even if I do take your eagerly offered ass instead of your mouth. Your mouth is free to scream in pain and torment. At least until I have fully impaled you my dearest sissy.”

With blood dribbling from his mouth, that is exactly what Lee began to do. The screams echoed in Thomas’s ears and he was helpless. Then they were cut off with a choking sound. The shemale demon had been true to her word and skewed the young man from ass to mouth.

And it was hot here. Thomas was sweating. The flickering red light. Hell? The demon had said they were condemned to hell. Was this hell?

He heard another evil chuckle and a second woman with an enormous cock strutted in front of him.

“To you, the nectar of your young lover was so sweet. Would you like to drink my juices?”

Using both hands, the figure raised the enormous cock. She looked into Thomas’s eyes and laughed again.  Suddenly a thick white cream spewed forth from the slit of her massive slab of meat. The first squirt had to be nearly a gallon and it hit Thomas in the face. It was like being slapped. He sputtered and tried to catch his breath. It was salty yet sweet.

Just as he was able to breathe again, a second wad blasted from the cannon like cock between the shemale demon’s legs.

Thomas felt like he was drowning. The she devil’s load was huge and seemed endless. He coughed and choked. He tried to get to his hands and knees, but could not.

“Watch as I finish this one,” said the demon who had penetrated Lee’s ass. Of the three foot shaft there was maybe another foot left. She thrust forward in a hard, swift motion.

Lee’s mouth opened to scream but all that came out was blood and gore.

They both laughed as they young man’s body go limp and dangle like some grotesque manikin on the demon’s shaft.

“Ah, what a shame,” the woman buried deep inside the young man said. “He died on us.”

Slowly she pulled out of Lee’s body. There was blood dripping from the massive cock that hung in front of her. A minute passed and then Lee moaned and began to move.

There was another laugh.

“In hell,” said the demon, “You die over and over. Are you ready to die to satisfy my lust pretty boy?”

“No,” yelled Lee. “Mercy. Please have mercy”

“There is no mercy in hell,” said the demon who had recently showered Thomas with her load.

The shemale behind Lee pushed her massive cock into the young man again. She stopped when she was about half way in.

“Maybe you would like to watch the man who debauched you and condemned both of you to hell take my sister’s cock.”

Lee looked at Thomas in horror.

“Why?” he asked. “Why did you do this to us?”

Thomas began to weep. He felt his own ass being spread. The penetration was sharp and painful. His own howl of pain escaped his lunges.

“Oh,” said the voice from behind him. “We have so much further to go. Now is your time to die. At least for the first time of many. Yes, many, many more times the pain and agony of death will take you both.”

To Thomas, it felt like the shaft that had violated him was swelling and throbbing.

He cried out again in pain.

Suddenly he heard a new sound. It was soft, but unmistakable. It was Sister Diana praying.

The she demon in front of him covered her hears with her hands.

“Stop,” she screamed.

But the sound of Sister Diana’s prayers became louder and more insistent.

“Even hell can’t hold those who are not meant to be here,” said a new voice.

It was another shemale, but this one was dressed in white. Her body was pail and seemed to glisten and glow. Its gently white light began to battle the darkness of the dim red light.

To one side Thomas suddenly saw the glimmering figure of Sister Diana kneeling in prayer.

The new angel approached Lee and ripped open her blouse.

“Suckle on the milk of life and of light young one,” she said as she stuff her breast into Lee’s face.

“No,” screamed the she-demon who was partially buried in Lee’s ass.

Suddenly the wicked shemale’s huge cock exploded sending blood and gore everywhere.

The demon stood looking at the torn and shattered end of her once mighty staff.

The angel pulled away from Lee and came to Thomas.

“Suckle at my breasts like a babe drinking the substance of life old man!”

Thomas did not need further urging. He took one of the angel’s breasts into his mouth and began to suck. He was reward with the flow of a sweet substance. He felt hope.

“Nnuuuugggggghhhhhhhh!” The sound came from behind him. He felt the demon cock buried in his own ass grow as the demon screamed in pain.

Then suddenly it was gone and his turd tunnel collapsed closed. Blood and gore rained down again.

The angel moved his nursing mouth to her other breast.

“The fight is not over,” the angel said gently. “Nurse while you can. There will be other fights. The devil will not let the two of you go without a struggle that is beyond anything you can imagine.”

Thomas drifted back off into darkness.


Salvation

Thomas began to struggle back to consciousness.

“Return him to us. He is not the devil’s to take. He and the other belong among us. Their lust might be forbidden, but the price for the weakness of their flesh is not their lives. Let them return. Bring them back among us and we will fight to keep them.”

Sister Diana was praying fervently, but her eyes opened and she looked down at Thomas.

“Praise be,” she said. “You are back.”

“What… What happened?” Thomas asked. 

He was fully clothed and lying on the grass outside the tent.

“The demons want you and Lee for their own use and pleasure. After you took communion, you started back to your car and they took you.”

Sister Diana looked at her watch.

“That was nearly an hour ago. You were dead nearly an hour. How do you feel?”

Thomas shook his head, “About like you would expect after being dead an hour.”

“Our prayer warriors have been praying and I knelt here beside you praying the entire time. Once it was almost like I was…”

“Like you were in hell?” Thomas asked quietly and Sister Diana nodded.

“You were Sister. Along with Lee and me. I heard you and saw you praying for us. An angel came. She offered us her…”

Thomas was not sure if he should mention exactly what had been offered and done on his visit to hell.

“Offered us another chance,” Thomas finished.

Sister Diana helped Thomas to his feet. His throat and ass were sore. He could swear he could still taste the demon’s cum. He wondered how badly his ass had been torn up. He also wondered about Lee.

After a few minutes Sister Diana helped him to his car. As he set in the driver’s seat he looked at the woman.

“You saved my life. You saved Lee’s life. How can I ever repay you?”

“It was not me,” she said gently. “I can only invoke the power of good that is already there. Do you tithe?”

“I haven’t,” Thomas said. “But I want to now.”

Sister Diana stuffed a flyer for the revival. “If you could help, it is always appreciated. Our prayer warriors are always ready to help if the demons visit again. The phone number is there.”

Thomas nodded.

He closed the car door and slowly drove away.

Sister Diana returned to the stage. She went behind the curtain and opened a door to the large trailer.

This was hell, although it did not look nearly as scary as Lee and the three women hosed and scrubbed away the signs of the earlier struggle under bright lights.

“He’s gone,” Sister Diana said.

“Thank goodness,” said Lee.

“Quit whining,” said one of the women who was using a cloth to clean a large, fake dong. Then she picked up a pair of fake breasts and let a stream of milk fly towards Lee.

“Let’s get finished cleaning and packing. I’d like to be on the road before midnight,” Sister Diana said.



Each month, Thomas wrote a check. In return, he always received a letter from one of the prayer warriors who continued the fight for Lee and for him.

There was also a small bottle of wine and a wafer that always came in return so that he could take communion to help protect him.

Once he was late sending the check and he began to see shadows lurking in his dreams. A sense of dread filled him. When he sent the check and was able to take communion again, the demons were gone.

He had no idea that the fear was a sign of withdrawal from the medicine that was dissolved in the wine. He would suffer from hallucinations and paranoia for months if he tried to go without the monthly ritual. The drug also had the side effect of making it nearly impossible for Thomas to achieve an erection or an orgasm, but that did not bother him even when he realized that he seemed to have lost his sex drive.



Lee e-mailed Thomas occasionally. Lee described a dream that matched what Thomas had experienced. Thomas was convinced they had faced the shemale demons from hell together.

When Lee told Thomas he was going to become a priest and work at a college, Thomas could not blame the young man.



In another city, the small group prepared for a revival. Gus, who was sometimes Lee, was hidden behind the curtain but could see the man he had met a few weeks earlier and was now in the audience. He was a jeweler. He had admitted he smuggled diamonds out of South Africa. He should be good for a chunk of change.

Carol could pick ‘em and Diana could milk ‘em, he thought. Just another year or two and a few more horny and gullible marks and they could all retire from this racket.

Sister Diana started to preach and Gus slipped back into the trailer. He began to strip while two women began getting into their costumes.

“It’s almost show time,” he said with a laugh.

One saluted him with the giant pretend dong that dangled between her legs and all three laughed.
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