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Chapter 1

Clarence kneeled on the cold tire floor, his knees red and aching, his back sore from holding the position he had been taught by his Mistress, Doctor Madison Lee. His cock hung limp and useless in front of him, as it had for nearly two months thanks to the injections his Mistress forced on him if he wanted to remain hers. There were moments of clarity when he realized he was destroying his life and that he needed to walk away, but everytime he tried he found himself losing ground as she taunted, degraded, and manipulated him into walking further into her web.

The worst part was, despite his complete emasculation, his arousal at what she had done to him, and the way it kept him emotionally on edge, the way it made his heart beat so loud he thought people across the room could hear it, he needed it. He needed it more every day. She taunted him with that too. She knew she had him, that he couldn’t escape. And now, he realized to his terror, she was going to make that a permanent reality, one way or the other.

Their relationship had progressed from flirting and dirty texts, to him completing degrading tasks, to him taking pills she prescribed which ruined his sexuality completely in the span of weeks. It had gone from that to even more degrading tasks, as well as serving her in person, and monthly injections that made it impossible to masturbate, or to please his wife. Now he was here, kneeling in a janitor’s closet inside a medical facility, while Dr. Lee talked to his wife, and was about to reveal everything to her.

The janitor at her facility, he had learned over time, was her ex-husband, and formerly a doctor in his own right. He was still technically a doctor, but his ex-wife, and now owner, refused to let him practice, at least not professionally. She also made it clear to him that he sometimes played a role in her extra curricular activities. Their relationship had started as a very light femdom marriage. He eventually got bored and cheated. She, of course, found out and had been punishing him ever since.

She laughed as she had recounted to him how her foolish ex-husband thought the punishment was going to be over with the divorce. Little did he know that she had plotted not just the end of their relationship but his total destruction. He could leave with nothing, not even his career, or he could submit to her in ways he had never even imagined.

Now, five years later, he was her eunuch slave. She had tortured him and emasculated him so completely that he wouldn’t leave even if he was given the chance. She had not simply castrated him either. She had surgically altered his cock so that it was basically a micropenis. Just a cock head and a small area that, if he still had his balls, might try to get erect. She loved making him show it to people. After she had made him show Clarence she had informed him that his future might be even more extreme. She then used a prostate massager to force a weak, watery, orgasm out of him and forced him to lick it up. It was the only kind of release he had had in nearly three months.

His Mistress had made it clear, she was tired of half measures, she was taking control of his life completely and his wife could be a part of it, or not, as she chose. Clarence still could have walked away. Instead he sealed his own fate, making the appointment and telling his wife that the doctor who had been treating his sudden impotence and erectile dysfunction wanted to meet her. Little did Cathy know that she was about to find out the awful truth, that this woman had destroyed her husband, and was perfectly content to destroy her marriage. Worst of all, she was going to find out that her husband was too weak, too much of a pervert, to stop it from happening.

All he could do now, locked in the closet, was wait.


Chapter 2

“Eunuch,” get in here, Dr. Lee’s voice was shrill and loud from her office and she quickly heard the footsteps of her slave, and ex-husband, coming towards the door.

“Did you just call him a eunuch?” Cathy Jeffries looked at the doctor incredulously. Honestly, from the moment she saw her she was unhappy that this is who her husband had been seeing for help.

Dr. Madison Lee was tall enough to tower over both Cathy and her husband without the red-soled heels she was wearing, which Cathy thought was plenty unprofessional for a doctor. Beyond that, the woman’s chest was nearly bursting out of her shirt in a patently obscene manner.

“No Ms. Jeffries, I called him Eunuch, that is his name.” Dr. Madison Lee smiled at her, her voice dripping in condescension.

“His name?” Cathy asked her.

“Yes. His name. I had it legally changed.” Dr. Lee sat back in her chair and smiled as her ex-husband shuffled into the room.

Cathy looked down at her lap, and picked at her nails. She did not like this woman one bit. Her strange mannerisms and attitude seemed out of place in a doctor’s office. It took her a moment to fully comprehend what the other woman had said.

“Wait,” Cathy looked up at her. “You had it legally changed?”

“Yes,” Dr. Lee’s face twisted into a predatory grin. “As part of the terms of our divorce. Though as you see he stuck around as my faithful servant.”

Cathy stood up, her hands shaking. “I think we should end this appointment. Can you tell my husband to meet me in the car?”

“Why would you do that, you haven’t even learned about your husband’s affliction?” Dr. Lee stood up as well. “I really think you should sit down so I can explain what is going on.”

“If you are going to tell me about what is going on with my husband, shouldn't he be here with us?”

“Honestly, I think it is better if he isn’t, and he agrees.” Dr. Lee put her hands out as if to calm the other woman. “These things can be a bit embarrassing for men.”

Cathy thought she had a point there. If there was something wrong with her husband, down there, he might not want to be there when Cathy found out. Still, this was all very odd. And what did this odd, sad, man have to do with any of it.

“Okay,” she said, sitting back down, “tell me what is wrong with my husband.”

Dr. Lee remained standing, and gave her a half-hearted shrug. “Honestly Ms. Jeffires, nothing, at least not physically. I think the problem is all in his head.”

“So there is nothing wrong with him physically?” Cathy squinted at the woman, not understanding. “I thought you were a medical doctor.”

“I am. And I can tell you that there is nothing wrong with your husband from a physical perspective. His blood work his fine, his parts are fine. By every normal standard his genitals should be in good working order.”

“Should be?” Cathy was becoming more confused, and annoyed, but the second. “Then why aren’t they?”

Dr. Lee smiled. “That is why I asked Eunuch to be in here. He and your husband share the same afflictions.”

“Afflictions?” Cathy’s head was spinning more by the second. “I thought you said he was fine.”

“Physically. He is fine physically.” Dr. Lee’s voice took on the condescending tone it had had a few moments before.

“Then what are these afflictions?” Cathy practically sighed the words.

“Well, there are two of them.” Dr. Lee grinned at her again, clearly taking pleasure in something. She leaned forward as if she was about to share some kind of deep secret with the other woman. “Are you sure you want to know what they are?”

“Yes!” Cathy practically shouted, then covered her mouth with her hand, surprised at her own volume.

Dr. Lee chuckled. “Well, like Eunuch here, your husband is a pervert. That is the first affliction.”

Cathy wanted to punch the woman right in the face, but she was also not sure the other woman wouldn’t get the best of a physical exchange. There was also the other affliction to hear about.

“Ignoring that my husband is not a pervert, what is his other affliction?” Cathy seethed.

“Oh, that is simple.” Dr. Lee looked down at her sharp red painted fingernails and let a truly sadistic smile spread across her face as she looked up at the other woman. “The other affliction is me.”

Cathy wanted to scream. She wanted to fight the other woman. She wanted to run. Instead she sat, frozen by the other woman’s maniacal, sadistic, grin. She didn’t even move when the other woman stood up from behind the desk, walked slowly around it, trailing one long nailed finger around the edge as she did so.

She positioned herself directly in front of Cathy and sat herself on the desk. Cathy looked at the other woman, taller than her, probably stronger, certainly more attractive. She felt her breathing become hard and ragged, and knew from the heat she felt in her cheeks she was blushing deeply.

“Eunuch,” Dr. Lee beckoned her slave over with a single crooked finger. The man shuffled over, head bowed. “Why don’t you show Cathy how your time as a man ended so we can talk about her husband in peace.

Cathy finally started to argue. “I don’t need to see anything. I need to take my husband and leave.”

Dr. Lee put out one finger, and for some reason it silenced Cathy, who turned her attention to the man who was disrobing in front of her. She took in the sight with a mixture of horror and fascination. The man’s legs were covered in thin white scars from knee to thigh, his cock did not hang at all, it stuck out, maybe a full inch, from his groin. Below it there was nothing, not balls, not even an empty scrotum. Cathy felt her breath catch in her throat.

“You see, Cathy, this is, or was, the other Doctor Lee. He was my husband, and a fine surgeon, until he cheated on me. We had always played kinky bedroom games but he decided he wanted more and began sneaking around with a nurse. He wasn’t as smart as he thought he was though and this was his punishment.”

“Eunuch, do you wish you had just left when you could instead?” Dr. Lee sneered at the broken man.

“No Mistress,” The man sniffled. “Cheating on you was the worst mistake I ever made. I am so glad you kept me as your gelded slave.”

The man looked at the ground, not daring to look either woman in the eyes.

“Does he mean that?” Cathy asked, her voice soft.

“He does, and so will your husband.” She waved a hand. “You are dismissed, Eunuch.”

“What do you have planned for him?” Cathy asked, not sure why she was entertaining the thoughts she was.

“That is up to you, dear.” Dr. Lee slipped a foot out of one of her heels and propped it on Cathy’s chair. “You can have him back, if you want. But there is a cost and that cost is his balls. I am firm on that. There is nothing you can do to change my mind. Or you can simply leave and file for divorce and never see him again. Then it won’t matter to you what I do to him, although whatever your mind comes up with I promise what I do will be more depraved than that, and I promise he will accept it all willingly.”

“So if I say I want to keep my husband you are going to castrate him. What if he says no?”

Cathy was incredulous, she also felt heat in her nether regions to match what she felt on her neck and face, she wondered what made all of this so fucking erotic.

“He won’t say no.” Dr. Lee moved her foot imperceptibly closer to Cathy, she could feel on her toes the heat emanating off the woman and was sure that Cathy’s panties were soaked through, just as she intended. “If I am being completely honest I bet I could tell him I was going to kill him and he’d accept it just to find out if I would go through with it. Not that you have to worry about that!”

“So those are the only two choices?” Cathy squeaked.

“No. There is a third.” The doctor smiled at her and she could almost convince herself it was a tender smile. “You see, after I first met your husband I snooped around his social media and I came across you. You are such a perfect flower and I have never had another woman submit to my control. That is your other choice.”

Cathy took a deep breath and felt her head swimming and her cunt dripping relentlessly into her panties. This woman had ruined her life and thrown her into an ocean with no lifejacket. She was completely lost.

“Cathy,” Dr. Lee whispered, “I’ll make it easy for you. If you want to take the third path just strip out of your pants and panties and sit there. I will do the rest.”

Cathy looked at the other woman with glazed eyes and her hands moved almost of their own accord. She lifted her butt partially out of the seat, just enough to slide her pants and panties down to her ankles. Her mind fogged over completely with confusion and lust as the other woman pushed her bare foot into Cathy’s wet, waiting, hole.

She gasped, and the woman pushed further into her, forcing her lips to spread and her flower to open. When Dr. Lee’s toes hit her clit she screamed, now too lost in pleasure to remember that she had been angry just a few minutes before.


Chapter 3

By the time it was over Cathy was curled up on the floor covered in tears and sweat and her own juices. She had just allowed this other woman, who had destroyed her marriage, to fuck her to several orgasms with nothing but her foot. Now Dr. Madison Lee was standing over, she used her bare foot to turn the other woman on to her back. Then forced the same toes that had just fucked Cathy senseless into her mouth.

She gasped and gagged and tried to fight, but the other woman was too strong. She surrendered and allowed it, her mouth becoming a gaping hole for the other woman’s toes.

“Clean your cunt juice off my foot, bitch.” Dr. Lee barked the order at her, knowing that the other woman had no choice but to comply, and would probably not struggle even if she did. “While you are down there let me tell you what is going to happen now.”

Cathy looked up at the other woman as she sucked her own juices off the woman’s perfectly manicured toes. Despite having multiple orgasms just moments before her arousal was as high as it had ever been all of her rage lost to lust, confusion, and a need to see where this was all going.

“Your husband is kneeling, naked, in a closet. He has been there since he got here for his supposed tests earlier today. He knows you are here only because I had Eunuch go tell him. He knows this is the end of his old life, and now the end of yours as well. You are going to become my slave wife, doesn’t that sound nice Cathy?”

She mumbled around the toes but it was nothing but intelligible and Dr. Lee laughed gleefully. “I am going to assume that you were agreeing with me. If I am wrong don’t worry, I have plenty of ways to convince you.”

Satisfied with the job that was done on her toes she pulled her foot out of the other woman’s mouth, and watched as she stretched her jaw and tried to find some comfort in what had just been done to her.

Finally Cathy looked up at her, still not having moved from the floor. “What about my husband?”

Dr. Lee shrugged, “well, you are going to divorce him obviously. He will sign everything over to you, and I mean everything. Of course, since you are going to sign a contract with me, and marry me after the divorce, I guess it will all really be mine. Before all that though, you are going to help me castrate him.”

Cathy sobbed in shock. Despite everything she loved her husband and this seemed barbaric. Before she could say anything the other woman pressed her foot back down into her face.

“I don’t want to hear any arguments. This is what is happening. Besides, he already knows and has accepted his fate and will be quite happy as our completely dehumanized, castrated, gimp. You will still get to spend plenty of time with him, you will get to use him for pleasure if you are good. If you are bad, well…don’t be bad. My punishments tend towards the permanent, as you might have noticed.” She removed her foot from Cathy’s face and helped the other woman to her feet.

As Cathy got to her feet she looked at the other woman and almost broke down all over again thinking about what had happened and where it was all going. She knew she would never feel the same way about her husband, or really anything, after what had just happened. She looked into the taller woman’s eyes and felt like she could get lost in them.

“Wha-what did you just do to me?” Cathy breathed.

Dr. Lee just laughed. “I showed you your true place, and you loved it. Admit it.”

Cathy gulped and looked at the floor. “I really did,” she said quietly.

“Good, because you are stuck now.” Dr. Lee took her new pet by the hand and led her out of the office. “Let’s go see your husband.”

Outside the closet door she made Cathy kneel at her feet before opening it. Bright light flooded into the closet and Clarence covered his eyes as much from the sudden brightness as out of any fear or shame at what was about to happen. When Cathy saw him kneeling there she gasped. She had known what she was going to see but was still unprepared for it.

Suddenly she was overcome with rage and started to stand up. A hand on her shoulder stopped her, and Dr. Lee, her new Mistress, looked down at her. “You will stay until I tell you otherwise, pet.”

Now Clarence looked up at his Mistress. “No! Not her. Leave her out of this, please.”

Dr. Lee rolled her eyes before taking a single step forward and kicking him squarely in the nuts. He crumpled at her feet, his hands instinctively covering his groin as he did so.

“Shut the fuck up slave. You don’t have a say in this. And your wife has already decided her fate, and yours.” Madison looked back at the other woman, still obediently kneeling at her feet. “Haven’t you pet?”

“Yes, Doctor,” Cathy responded, her voice quiet.

She looked at her husband crumpled there, crying at the feet of the woman he had welcomed into their life, and allowed to destroy it. Suddenly she felt the rage rising up in her again.

“Just so you know Clarence, Dr. Lee gave me more pleasure with her foot, that’s right her foot, than you have given me with any part of your body in years.” She remained on her knees but was shaking with anger. “We are getting divorced. I am marrying Dr. Lee. Do you understand?”

Clarence’s head was still buzzing from the pain of being kicked but he heard what his wife was saying and could barely make sense of it. He struggled to get back up to a kneeling position and looked at his Mistress.

“She is divorcing me, and marrying you?”

Dr. Lee crouched down and looked her slave in the eyes, she wanted him to see her malice, and the pleasure she was getting from all of it. “That’s right, pig. The best part is, I can tell that if you could still get hard you would be right now. You love this.”

He hung his head in silent shame, knowing he couldn’t argue with her. 

“Don’t worry though, after you sign over everything to her along with a few other special documents you can take your rightful place as our gimp slave. Isn’t that lovely, pig?” She reached out and forced him to raise his head, to look at them again. “Unless you’d rather just walk away and start your life over? I could let you do that.”

Clarence kneeled in front of her looking at her, and his soon-to-be ex-wife kneeling behind her and didn’t know what to do. Shame, lust, and utter helplessness all coursed through his body creating a cocktail of hormones and emotions that seemed to dull everything around the edges, he could barely make sense of what was happening but he did understand that life, as he knew it, was over.

Suddenly, his Mistress pulled him close, embracing him in a way that she never had before. Her breath was hot in his ear as she whispered. “Clarence, I know this is what you want, you’ll be totally under my control and experience every sort of depraved fantasy you’ve ever imagined and many you haven’t. Just say yes. You’ll even get to watch while I turn your wife into a depraved fuckpig. You’ll be even lower than her of course, but you’ll love all of it.”

Clarence leaned into the embrace and let her describe the life she wanted for them both. Weeks earlier his Mistress had started describing how she wanted to seduce and destroy his wife as well. She even made him beg for it while forcing weak, watery orgasms out of him using a prostate massager. The truth was, even in his neutered state he had never been more aroused as when she described the total destruction of his whole life, Cathy included. Now it was all coming to pass. 

“What is it going to be, Clare? Are you ready to accept your fate?” His Mistress continued to hold him tight.

Finally he broke and collapsed fully into arms. “Yes, Mistress. Please. Please do everything you’ve said you want to do. To both of us.”

“Good boy,” she cooed. “Let’s get you ready for surgery.”

As soon as she said it he knew exactly what she meant, she had told him many times she was eventually going to take his balls. He had begged over and over for her not to do it. Now though, the thought was somehow intoxicating. Maybe it had been for awhile. Either way, he was too defeated to argue.

He passively let her help him to his feet. Cathy stood as he did, and their Mistress led them towards the back of her facility.


Chapter 4

It was only when he was strapped down for surgery, with bright lights shining down on him and his wife watching, raptly, in the background, when Clarence found some sense of clarity. His Mistress was approaching with a syringe, always the harbinger of his further descent into her control and her depravity. He started sobbing.

“Please don’t do this Mistress, anything but this. Anything. Please.” His words came out in a torrent, but, somehow, he was silenced by a single hand placed gently but firmly on his chest.

“Clare, my pet, you want this. You know you want this.” His Mistress looked down at him smiling. “Just think, you could go on being a somewhat average man with a somewhat average life, or you could experience things almost nobody gets to experience. How is that even a choice?”

Before Clarence could say anything his wife spat angrily behind both of them. “The only thing I want him to experience is pain and misery. I think you should chop off his fucking dick.”

Clarence was stunned by his usually demure wife’s sudden outburst of obscenity. This was nothing like the woman he had married a few years before. Contrary to how he felt when his Mistress targeted him with cruel words this felt out of place and caused a knot to tighten in his stomach. Still he said nothing.

His Mistress, on the other hand, had had enough. She whirled rapidly, surprising both Clarence and her new property, his wife. Without warning her hand flew across the space between them slapping the woman hard across the faith, causing her to bring a single hand up to rapidly reddening cheek. Cathy’s eyes went wide, whether in surprise, anger, or fear, it was hard to say.

“I think that is enough out of you,” Dr. Lee seethed. “Let me be clear. I own him and after our earlier activities I think you understand that I own you too. That does not mean I hate him. I am actually quite fond of him. If you can’t accept that, you can leave and we can discuss different arrangements for your impending divorce.”

Both Clarence and Cathy were struck dumb by what she had said. Clarence knew on some level that she enjoyed him, maybe even cared for him in her strange way, but never imagined her standing up for him. Cathy on the other hand thought she had found a co-conspirator in her rage over what Clarence had done to their marriage.

“He destroyed my life,” Cathy whisper-yelled. “How can you take his side?”

“First, it isn’t about sides.” Dr. Lee glared at her, and half gestured back to Clarence. “He cannot help what he is or that your marriage was ultimately unfulfilling to that. And yes, you have every right to be angry. But if you want to know the truth, he tried to stop himself. He tried to escape and go back to your boring, pointless, existence. If you want to be angry at someone you should really be angry at me.”

Cathy looked at the woman, this was not the same wanton seductress who drew her in and fucked her senseless with just her toes an hour earlier. She did not know what this was, but she didn’t like it.

“You?” She asked. “Why?”

“I told you I was the affliction that affected your husband and I meant it. From our first conversation I decided I wanted him. I seduced and manipulated him and every time he tried to escape, to come back to you, I found ways to pull him in further. He is mine because I made him that way.” Dr. Lee stood triumphant in front of Cathy, half expecting an attempted slap that never came.

“What about me?” The other woman squeaked silently, instead.

“I decided I wanted you to. What can I say? I am nothing if not greedy.” Dr. Lee shrugged. “It is your choice really. But make it now. Kneel and kiss my heel, and then wait there while I castrate your husband, or leave. Be part of his new life, or not, your choice.”

Dr. Lee stared at her, eyes boring directly into her making her feel as small and helpless as she had in the office not that long before. For a moment, just a moment, she thought Cathy was going to make the choice her husband was unable to make, but then it was like a wave broke over her and she dropped to her knees.

As she kissed Dr. Lee’s marvelously expensive heels she heard the other woman’s voice emanate from above her. “I think you get it now.”

Cathy wasn’t sure if that was true, but she realized that Dr. Lee was right about several things she said, including how boring and empty her life had really felt, even before the doctor’s intervention had caused her marriage to crumble.

“I’m sorry,” she mumbled from her knees. “I’m sorry.”

“Apologize to him too.” Dr. Lee commanded.

Cathy looked up at her, her face squeezed tight, silently begging to not have to do that. Dr. Lee stood firm and pointed. As ever, Cathy eventually relented.

“I’m sorry Clare. I don’t understand why you did this to us, why you let her do this to us, but I am sorry.” As she said it she realized she meant it. She didn’t know where her life was going, where their lives together were going, with this new person in charge of them both, but she realized, on some level, she couldn’t blame Clarence entirely for all of it.

Finally satisfied that there would be no further interruptions, Dr. Lee turned around to face her prey, still strapped down helplessly awaiting his final emasculation. She picked up the syringe once more and smiled down at him, playfully tweaking one of his nipples with her free hand.

“Unlike her, you aren’t getting the choice to escape my pet. This is it for you, your new life.”

Clarence nodded at her, trembling slightly. Something about her standing up for him and had permanently shifted his mindset and he knew it. This was no longer a game gone wildly out of control for him, his devotion to her was complete, even if he didn’t have the words to say it.

She plunged the syringe into the underside of his groin, just under his limp cock, though they both knew it would be rock hard if earlier interventions hadn’t made that impossible. Soon he felt warmth and numbness spreading throughout the whole area. His Mistress slapped at his balls, hard, and when he showed no reaction, she knew she could get started.

“You, bitch,” she motioned for Cathy, “come closer and watch.”

She then picked up a scalpel and made a careful incision into her pet’s scrotum. Squeezing lightly, she popped the first testicle out of the scrotum and placed clamp on the cord that held it to his body. She smiled as light glinted off the scalpel.

“Clarence, I want you to watch this, this is the true start of your life as my property.” He looked down and could see his testicle hanging out of his body, it caused his head to swim as reality began to sink in.

“Ironically, pet, when this is done you might have more erections than you have over the past months. Your sex life is going to be wildly different of course, but not without its fun, for all of us.” With that, his Mistress severed the first testicle from his body, placing it on a metal dish.

She then, slowly, savoring each moment, repeated the procedure with the second testicle. She then carefully cauterized each cord and trimmed the now unnecessary scrotum back significantly. After stitching him up she used a mirror to show Clarence the final results. His head swam and he dropped back against the surgical bed. It was done.

“What do you say, my pet?” His Mistress stood over him grinning. It was the second time she had castrated a piece of her property but she had enjoyed this time so much more.

For his part, Clarence stared at her dumbly for several seconds, opening and closing his mouth. Finally he found the words, and in them the absolute truth. “Thank you, Mistress. I am lucky to be yours.”

“You really are,” Dr. Lee replied.

Dr. Lee then turned and looked at Cathy, still kneeling on the floor, her face was inscrutable. But she no longer seemed to hold the rage she had held earlier.  Dr. Lee smiled down at her, deciding how to include her, belatedly, in the proceedings.

“We are going to get rid of your anger for good now, bitch.” Dr. Lee spoke, and Cathy looked up at her, head tilted in confusion.

Dr. Lee reached down and took both testicles and threw them on the floor between her and Cathy. I want you to stand up and stomp on them. Crush your husband’s now useless manhood, permanently. Cathy smiled up at her as she stood.

She then made eye contact with her husband. “I want you to watch this Clare. Watch this because it is truly the end of our old life together. You were never really a man were you?”

Where earlier her words were filled with bile, she was much more matter-of-fact now, and Dr. Lee believed that she was at least beginning to understand how things really were. Clarence looked up at his wife, dazed. She carefully lined up her foot with the first severed testicle, and brought it down hard, they all heard an audible pop as it ruptured under her foot. Cathy giggled, audibly.

“One more!” She practically yelled. “Bye-bye to Clarence's manhood.”

She practically jumped on the second one and gasped at the splatting sound it made under her foot. Both testicles lay ruptured and ruined on the surgical room floor. Clarence dropped back against the bed, taking in the enormity of what had just been done to him, but more than that, realizing he was exactly where he wanted to be, even with everything it cost him.

He watched, passively, as Dr. Lee took two steps forward and grabbed his wife by the throat, pulling her into a passionate kiss. When it finally broke all of them were breathless for a moment. Clarence wondered if he had ever seen anything hotter than the woman who had destroyed his life passionately kissing Cathy, and claiming her as her own.

“You still need to be punished for your display earlier,” Dr. Lee whispered menacingly. “Beg for it, and call me Mistress.”

Cathy looked up at the other woman, feeling the hand held firmly around her throat, and how it all made her pussy leak anew into her already soaked panties.

“Please Mistress. Please punish me. Please teach me. Please make me your bitch.”

Dr. Lee smiled wider, feeling like Cathy really was getting into the spirit of their new life together.

“Good girl,” Dr. Lee said, still smiling before pushing the other woman, by the throat, back to her knees.

“I did this to your husband once, and he enjoyed it so much it nearly broke him. Let’s see how you do.” As Dr. Lee spoke, she removed her pants revealing her own glistening cunt.

Cathy leaned forward, thinking she was about to pleasure her Mistress.

Dr. Lee only laughed. “That wouldn’t be a punishment. That would be a reward. Then again, maybe you will come to think of this as a reward eventually as well.”

Cathy didn’t know what was happening until the first spray of urine splashed her face. She recoiled in surprise only to have her new Mistress grab her by the hair to hold her in place.

“You will stay right there. You will open your mouth. And you will swallow like the grateful bitch you are learning to be.” Dr. Lee growled at her.

Cathy looked up in shock at what was happening to her, and in even greater surprise that it was turning her on. She was starting to understand how Clarence fell so far. It was like this woman’s superpower was making people willing to do awful, depraved things.

When Dr. Lee started to piss again, Cathy opened her mouth and let the bitter, salty, spray cover her face, coat her mouth and flow down her throat. When Dr. Lee stopped, Cathy thought it was over, not realizing there was one final humiliation.

Dr. Lee again grabbed her by the hair, this time forcing her to the ground. “Lick up what you missed, piss slave.”

Cathy could not believe she was allowing herself to be so thoroughly degraded, but she couldn’t seem to stop it either. Trembling, tears fell from her face she took in her own demise. She carefully slurped up the bitter, and quickly cooling, piss from the floor, licking it clean as she did so.

Dr. Lee laughed as she did it, causing her to cry more freely. Her face reddened with shame. When she finished she did not get up from the floor, instead kneeling and looking up at her Mistress with a face covered in piss and shame.

“Good girl,” Dr. Lee cooed at her, “I think you are understanding now. And I bet if I checked your cunt I would find it sopping wet. You like being my degraded bitch slave.”

This caused Cathy to blush deeper. She felt the shame burning inside her, burning away the dignified parts of her in a conflagration of lust, shame, and most of all need. Dr. Lee watched silently, understanding that inside the other woman was crumbling completely and would never be the same, or want to be, after what she had done to her.

She turned and smiled at Clarence, still strapped helpless to the surgical bed. “I told you Clarence. I told you I would destroy you both, and that you would both thank me for it.”

He could only nod, shocked by all that had transpired, and somehow excited to see how much deeper they both would fall under the cruel tutelage of their Mistress.
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