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“You shouldn't have tried to drug me. That was really stupid.”

The naked man bound to the gurney moaned through his gag.

“Did you really think I wouldn't notice that tablet you slipped in my drink? No, obviously you didn't. You didn't notice when I switched our drinks.”

My captive's eyes darted around wildly, then returned to my face. I struggled to remember his name. Mark. Yeah, I'm pretty sure it was Mark.

“You're not too fucking bright, are you Mark?”

Anger flashed in Mark's eyes. I laughed. He tugged on the ropes looped around his wrists and ankles. Rage was quickly replaced by fear.

“How many women have you sexually assaulted?”

I unfastened the ball gag.

“None. I swear! You were the first! I've never done this before. And I never will again! I promise.”

I could tell he was lying. I wondered how many women's lives this creep had destroyed. Mark watched me intently. He could tell I wasn't buying his horseshit. He tried to look nonchalant, but I could feel his fear edging higher.

I lowered my gaze to the would-be rapist's exposed crotch.

“I can see why it might be hard for you to get much action with a penis as small as that.” Contempt dripped from my voice. “How big is that thing when it's hard? Two inches?”

Mark glared at me defiantly.

“I asked you a question, bitch.”

I grabbed his sack and gave it a slight squeeze. Mark yelped.

“Three inches!”

I laughed out loud. I couldn't help it.

“Three inches? You sure about that?”

“Well, two and three quarters.”

I laughed harder. Mark's face reddened. But I noticed that his cock had grown a little. The little pervert was getting an erection!

“That's really small, Mark. I've read of girls with clits bigger than that.”

Mark's blush deepened. His gaze returned to the cinder block walls surrounding us. Decaying cardboard boxes were stacked almost to the ceiling. An old skeleton was propped in a corner, covered in cobwebs. Mark's clothes and shoes were piled on a wooden chair between two stacks of files from a bygone century. A faint odor of mold hung in the air.

“Where are we?” Mark was trying hard to sound calm, but his voice came out as a squeak.

“In the basement of the medical school where I teach. In an old storage room that no one uses anymore. A place where no one will ever find you.”

Silence hung in the air as Mark digested this.

“What...what are you planning to do with me?”

I grinned.

“Sexually assaulting women is never acceptable. Even if your pecker is too small to satisfy a poodle. There is no excuse for what you did.”

Mark swallowed nervously.

“You need to be punished. You need to learn a lesson.” I cupped Mark's chin and turned his head back toward me. I lowered my face to his, staring into his eyes. I was careful to stay just out of biting range. I didn't think he had the cojones to try to bite me, but I wasn't taking chances.

“Don't you agree that you need to be punished?”

“Yes. Yes, what I did was wrong. I deserve to be punished.” The words were flat and empty, merely echoing back what Mark thought I wanted to hear.

“Say it like you mean it, bitch!”

“Yes, yes I should be punished!”

“Good. I'm glad we agree on that.” I released his chin and stepped back.

“I'm going to give you a choice, Mark. I can turn you over to the police. Did you know that they toughened up the penalties for sexual assault a couple of months ago? You're looking at ten years minimum. Assuming this is your first conviction.”

“Please, I didn't mean any harm. I promise--”

“Shut the fuck up.”

Mark wisely stopped talking.

“Things don't go well in prison for sex offenders. Did you see on the news what happened to that serial rapist who got beat up by three other inmates last month? They knocked one of his eyeballs right out of his fucking head....”

Mark was looking a little green.

“Do you want to go to prison, Mark?”

“No”

“I could punish you myself. I would quite enjoy that, actually.”

Mark did not look at all enthusiastic about this idea. Silence hung in the air for a long moment.

“Naw, I'll just let the cops deal with you.” I pulled my phone from a back pocket.

“No! Wait! Please, I don't want to go to prison.” Mark looked like he was on the verge of tears.

“How badly do you want to stay out of jail, bitch?”

“I'll do whatever you want. Just please don't call the police.”

I grinned. This was the answer I'd been hoping for.

“If you agree to volunteer to demonstrate a few medical procedures for my students tomorrow, I might be persuaded to let bygones be bygones and let you go.”

Mark vigorously nodded his head. “Yes, yes, I'll do it. I'll do whatever you want.”

I smiled. I put the gag back in his mouth. He tried to speak, but his words were muffled and unintelligible.

“I'll be back tomorrow morning. Sweet dreams.”

I stepped out of the small room, closed the door, and turned off the light.

Mark had been charming when he'd tried to pick me up a few hours earlier. He was a little on the short side, and rather average looking. But he'd made me laugh, and I'd let him buy me a drink.

I hadn't been looking to meet someone. It was Tuesday night, and I just felt like getting out of my apartment for a while. I'd started a new teaching job at a medical school in a new city two months earlier, and with the long hours I was putting in I hadn't yet made any real friends in the neighborhood. I'd decided to pop into a local pub.

We'd been on our second drink when Mark had slipped his date rape drug into my margarita. He thought my attention was elsewhere, but I could see what he was doing in the mirror behind the bar. He  was charming and witty, but not terribly bright.

He soon learned that he picked the wrong girl to fuck with.

“I can't move my body!”

I laughed.

“The injection I just gave you will keep you paralyzed from the neck down for the next few hours. You'll still be able to feel everything, but you won't be able to move. I don't want you writhing in pain while I'm using you as a demonstration dummy. Some of the students might notice.”

Mark's fear was palpable. It was making me wet.

“Remember, you don't have to do this. No one's forcing you. Just say the word, and I'll have the police come and pick you up. Do you want to do this? I'm sensing some hesitancy from you. You need to convince me that you really want this. Cause I'm really tempted to just turn your pathetic ass over to the court system.”

“Yes, I want to do this! I'll do whatever you want!”

I gave him a stern look.

“Please let me do this. Please!”

“Alright then. We have a deal.”

I reached for the gag. Mark's eyes widened.

“You'll have to wear this. I don't want you crying out and drawing attention to the fact that you're alive. You'll still be able to make some sounds, of course, but the mike I'm using won't pick them up, and the audience won't hear them.

“If you decide you'd prefer to go back to jail than continue at any point, just nod your head from side to side. The top half of your body will be screened off from the audience by a curtain, but I'll have a monitor across from me that will let me see your face without the audience being able to see it.”

I slipped the gag back into Mark's mouth.

“I'm going to enjoy watching you suffer.”

Mark looked like he was seriously considering letting me turn him over to the police. But he didn't use the safe signal I had given him.

I circled to the head of the wheeled gurney.

“Let's get you to the auditorium. My students will be arriving in forty-five minutes.”

I was teaching a class of second year med students. There were about forty students in the class. Mark was on the stage, still strapped to the gurney.  His legs were spread wide in stirrups. A portable frame with a curtain hid his upper body from view. A camera was focused on his groin, which was displayed on a massive overhead monitor. A second camera provided a wider view of his lower body on a second overhead monitor. A third camera, hidden from the students' view, displayed Mark's face on a small monitor off to one side, which was angled so that I could see it but the students could not.

“Today I have the use of an exceptionally realistic medical dummy that was loaned to me by a colleague. As you can see, the penis is a lot smaller than usual. It borders on being a micropenis. Only about one in ten thousand penises is this small.”

I paused and smiled.

“I guess they were running low on material at the factory when they made this one.”

Several of the students chuckled.

“I'll be demonstrating several techniques today. We'll start with a basic manual exam of the testicles and penis for cancer.”

I gripped Mark's nutsack roughly. His eyes widened in fear. I felt the beginning of a wet spot in my panties.

“The testicles should be examined one at a time. Palpitate them between your fingers, paying attention for any lumps or other irregularities. Be careful not to squeeze too hard...”

I squeezed Mark's nuts. Not hard enough to do any permanent damage. But hard enough to make his eyes nearly bug out of his head. It took an enormous amount of willpower not to compress them even more, ensuring this worthless little fuck would be physically incapable of ever harming another woman. I resisted the temptation. Perspiration sheened Mark's forehead. He realized how close he was to being neutered.

I eased my grip and resumed the inspection, palpitating his balls one at a time with both hands. I handled him relatively gently from this point on, wanting my students to see how it was done properly. But he was still sore from the squeeze I had given him, and I could see the discomfort on his face. I lectured as I worked, elaborating on what one should look for and what steps should be taken if something suspicious was found.

“This dummy really is something,” I remarked as I completed the examination. “You'd swear these balls were real.”

I gave Mark's nutsack a playful swat that sent it swinging like a pendulum. Many of the students laughed. I liked to inject a little humor into my lectures, and they were used to my jokes and antics. Mark squawked like a Chihuahua being deflowered by a Great Dane. The sound was muffled by the gag, and too low for the mic to pick up, but I heard it. I got wetter. My nipples had become hard little pebbles beneath my lab coat.

“Next we'll inspect the penis for signs of cancer.” I gripped Mark's diminutive member with a latex-gloved hand. I tugged it hard enough to hurt but again not quite hard enough to cause real harm. Mark's eyes watered.

“The average size of a human penis is 12.9 centimeters—5.1 inches—when fully erect. I estimate this one would be less than 3 inches when fully aroused.” I grinned impishly. “Let's hope this dummy knows how to use his mouth.”

This got the most laughter yet. Especially from the female students.

“With penile cancers and growths, the patient will typically present with a complaint such as a lump...” I palpitated Mark's penis as I lectured. I could see the terror in his face. It made me wetter. He was getting hard in my palm despite his fear. I resisted the urge to give his nuts another swat. He was fully erect by the time I finished the examination. Not that anyone seemed to notice.

“This new model is unique in that it actually responds in a realistic way to manual stimulation.” I let out an exaggerated sigh. “It really is a shame that this thing is so tiny.”

More chuckles rose from the audience.

“Now I'm going to demonstrate the use of an STI swab.” I felt Mark's erection falter. I gave it a few subtle strokes to keep it hard. Pleasure and terror competed on Mark's face. I smiled.

I reached for the largest swab on the tray and brought it to Mark's cock.

“STI swabs such as this are used to test for several different diseases, including chlamydia and gonorrhea. To obtain a specimen, you insert the cotton swab into the tip of the penis like so...”

I pushed the swab into the slit at the end of Mark's dick. A pained look crossed his features, but he endured it fairly stoically.

“Remember, just insert the tip. Never ram it deep into the penis like this...”

I drove the swab all the way into Mark's tiny pecker. His eyes bulged, and a tear ran down one cheek. He moaned pathetically. It was music to my ears.

“Rather, you want to just insert it in the tip and roll it around a little, like this.”

I pulled it back up till only the tip was inside, then rotated it several times. Mark looked like he was in danger of fainting. I half-expected him to signal that he wanted to quit, but he didn't.

“Then we remove the swab, and seal it in a sterile bag or container...” I went on to talk about which diseases this method tested for and alternatives such as blood tests.

“Now I'm going to demonstrate the insertion of a catheter. This is significantly more invasive and unpleasant for the patient than an STI swab...”

Mark's cock started to shrivel. I discreetly stimulated it with my hand to keep it hard. There was no need for this. But I was enjoying tormenting the little fucker by getting him aroused and then making him hurt.

“Sometimes a numbing gel is used to reduce pain, but I don't have any handy, and since this is just a dummy we don't need to concern ourselves with pain...”

Mark gave me a pleading look. I suppressed another laugh. The wet spot in my panties was growing.

I talked about the importance of sterility to avoid introducing a urinary tract infection, and switched to a fresh pair of gloves that came with the catheter kit. I opened some lube and poured it into a plastic container and coated the end of the catheter with it. I described what I was doing and why I was doing it as I worked. I brought the catheter to the tip of Mark's abused penis and wedged it in. Mark grunted as the thick tube invaded his urethra.

I paused, then forced the catheter deeper. Mark let out a pained yelp that was not entirely muffled by the gag. Fortunately the mic didn't pick it up. I gave the catheter several more thrusts, driving it further and further. I felt it pop into Mark's bladder. Mark's eyes were bulging. A thread of drool hung from one side of his mouth.

I demonstrated how to inflate and deflate the balloon via a secondary tube inside the main tube, and explained how this held the catheter in place. I then talked a little about the circumstances that would lead to a patient needing to be catheterized.

“Getting a catheter out is rather easier than getting one in. Once the balloon has been deflated, you just pull it out. The removal can be painful for the patient, though.”

I the catheter out with a single swift yank. Mark's eyes rolled into the back of his head for a second or two.

“Lastly, I'm going to demonstrate how to obtain a semen sample from a patient. In most cases, of course, the patient would be asked to do this himself. But there can be circumstances, such as physical disability, when this is not possible.”

I put on a new set of gloves and rubbed lube over them. I gripped Mark's suffering dong. His petite tool was entirely covered by my hand. I roughly massaged his cock. I gripped it tight enough to be painful, but not so tight as to prevent him from getting an erection. My hand slid halfway off with each upward pull, then slammed down onto his groin, hard enough to make his belly jiggle.

“As you can see, the process is not unlike milking a cow.” This drew more laughter from my students. Mark's face, contorted with a mix of pleasure and pain, frowned fleetingly as he heard himself compared to an ungulate. But his little cock remained stiff.

I sensed that Mark was getting close to release. I grabbed a collection tube and held it to the end of his penis. Moments later several spurts of hot cum shot into the plastic vial. I released his cock, gave it a playful swat that made it bob and caused Mark's face to contort yet again, and then sealed the container.

“And there you have it. Easy peasy.”

I gave Mark's balls another smack, making them sway to and fro. “God, his nuts remind me of one those sets of swinging pendulums I've seen on people's desks for stress relief.” I gave him another swat. “I think I've finally found a use for this dummy.”

A burst of laughter erupted from the students.

“That's it for the demo. I have to get this dummy back where it belongs.  Enjoy the rest of your morning.”





About the Author

Zoe DeNoir is a Canadian erotica writer. She is the author of multiple short stories and novelettes and one novel. Her works include:

Savage: An intense, sexy, and breakneck-paced zombie apocalypse erotica horror novel. An eclectic group of people are brought together as they attempt to survive the chaotic first night of a mysterious pandemic that is turning people into deranged killers. Among those fighting to stay alive are Bobbi, an amateur mixed martial arts fighter, Carlos, a long-haired young rocker, Luci, an exotic dancer at a seedy strip club, Jessica, an emergency department triage nurse, Jenny, a ten-year veteran of the municipal police force, and Jenny's rookie partner Jay.

Lilith's Daughter: Alexander isn't very good with women. He summons a succubus to become his lover, and discovers that she has her own ideas about the nature of their relationship and his place within it.

The Curse: Teresa's sister Sadie is an adept in the dark arts of the Left Hand Path who can summon demons and commune with the dead. When Teresa's boyfriend Trevor insults her, Sadie places a curse on Trevor and Teresa which causes Trevor to gradually shrink to the size of a sex toy while pushing Teresa's already healthy sex drive increasingly out of control.

The Favor: Nikki's best friend Samantha is in love for the first time in her life, but her macho biker boyfriend won't go down on her or any other woman. Samantha doesn't want to leave him, but is going crazy from the lack of oral attention. So Nikki offers to lend Samantha her own boyfriend for a night.

Roxana's Revenge: Bill shouldn't have cheated on his wife Roxana. He is desperate not to lose her, and willing to do almost anything to salvage their relationship. Roxana's best friend and former lover Natasha offers to help Roxana teach Bill a lesson. Natasha moves in, and the two of them make Bill into their personal sex slave. Roxana and Natasha decide the best way for Bill to learn respect for women is for him to become a woman—and to be used as a woman.

The author hopes you enjoy reading her work as much as she enjoyed writing it. She'd love to hear your feedback. You can reach her at:

zoedenoir@protonmail.com

cover.jpeg
THE PUNISHMENT

dom erotic horror short

4 _/O DENO'F






