
Jim struggled to focus on what Peggy was saying as electricity coursed through his testicles.  

“Anyway, we thought that we couldn’t let him just leave without doing a little something. I 
mean, Eric has been here like 15 years.  So, $5 for him and $5 for Sherri’s shower.” Peggy 
offered two large greeting cards for Jim to sign. 

Jim concentrated on keeping his face smooth as he took the cards, flipping open the first 
one and signing in a free space. It had balloons and storks on it and read For Your Special 
Delivery. “I don’t have any cash right now.” 

“Oh. Well, I suppose I can put in for you until tomorrow.”  

The current flowing through Jim’s balls spiked, letting him know that the person at the 
controls didn’t like that idea. 

Jim’s body tensed. The electricity felt like it should be accompanied by a buzzing sound. “N-
no … I can go to the ATM when I go out for lunch.” Jim rushed the words out. The shock 
lessened and Jim nearly sighed. 

Peggy was puzzling at his face. “Oooooo-kay. Are you feeling alright? You look like you are 
about to crawl up the walls.” 

Jim drew and released a deep breath, then smiled and nodded. “Yeah, I … it was a late 
night and I went a little nuts on the energy drinks this morning.” The electro-shock band around 
his scrotum slipped into a low, pleasant pulse.   

Peggy wrinkled her nose and shook her head.  “You need to watch it with those things.  I 
heard that guarana stuff was causing heart attacks and strokes in high school students.  We 
don’t let our kids near that crap.” 

Jim’s mounting excitement made his pants suddenly too tight, the additional pressure in his 
crotch adding to the torment. Jim pulled himself closer to his desk and quickly scrawled his 
signature again, then handed back both cards. “I’ll stop by your desk later.”  Jim spun his chair 
to face his computer and brought up the next service request in his ticket queue, hoping Peggy 
would take the hint and leave. 

“Oh. Okay. I’ll see you after lunch.” Peggy said to his back. 

Jim wasn’t sure if Peggy was put off by his dismissal and he didn’t care, as long as he was 
rid of her. He felt a trickle of sweat roll down his back. He glanced around to make sure no one 
else was near his cube, then put his ear buds back in and said, “Back.” 



The electricity dancing over his scrotum was joined by the buzz of the remote-controlled 
mini-vibrator strapped to his penis. “Welcome back Jim.” Her voice sounded like warm caramel, 
thick and sultry.  ”Were you a good boy for me?” 

“Yes Miss V.” 

“No accidents?” She spoke slowly and deliberately, over enunciating the consonants, 
reminding Jim of Eartha Kit’s cat woman. 

“No Miss V.” Jim spoke in a whisper, his voice breathy from the stimulation. He could hear 
his pulse in his ears and feel it in his neck.  

“Mmmm, that’s a good pet,” Miss V purred, her voice filling his ears. Jim could feel the 
devices strapped to him responding as she manipulated the controls.  “Do you like your new 
toys?” 

Jim shuddered. “Yes Miss V.” His voice sounded shaky to his ears.  Just the electricity 
swelled, making his testes ache and his head spin. He added hastily, “Thank you, Miss V.”  

“Hmmm. You didn’t sound very convincing,” she teased. She turned up the current even 
more.  

Jim realized that he had slid down in his seat and his screen saver had kicked in.  He 
squirmed back up and slapped the spacebar. “I love them Miss V!” It was hard to sound urgent 
quietly.   

Her voice turned cold “The only thing you should love is me. Not your toys. Not your mother. 
Not your job. Not your childhood pet.”  The vibrations on his cock grew more intense to match 
the shock in his balls.   

Jim’s legs were twisted under him, wrapped around his chair as he gripped the edge of his 
desk. Jim heard himself pleading, “I do Miss V. I love only you.” 

“I’m still not convinced.”  

Jim’s heart was pounding so hard he was sure one of his cube neighbors could hear it.  
“Please let me prove it, Miss V,” he begged. He couldn't disappoint her. 

“Hmmmm.” There was a pregnant silence, then: “Fine. Change your password to ‘I love my 
mistress.’”  



Jim was about to object when there came another wave of pleasure and pain in his genitals, 
followed by a definitive “Now.” 

Jim’s pulse quickened. This was way out of bounds for the relationship, but Jim felt his 
excitement build at the danger. It should be fine, right? She doesn’t know where I work. She 
never even asked what I do. It's only part of the game.  

“Jim.” 

“Changing it now, Miss V.” Jim typed in the new password. As an afterthought, he typed in a 
command that would send the server’s log to a hidden folder he kept. “Done, Miss V.” 

There was a long pause. “Good. Read it back to me exactly as you entered it.” 

Jim paused too. The hairs rose on the back of his neck. 

“Jim, do as I say, or I will turn this thing up all the way and go make myself some lunch.” 

Jim gasped, grabbing the desk for support as the devices sent a surge of sensation through 
him. It took everything he had to keep from climaxing as he read, “eye<3maiM155tr3zz.” 

“Cute.” The current and vibration inched up.  

Jim fought to maintain control. “Miss V, please!” he begged. I’m going to … 

Both the electric shock and the vibration ceased as one. Jim sat shaking on the edge for a 
few seconds before realizing what had happened. The phone call had dropped too. His thoughts 
raced. It's part of the game. She's teasing me.  

Three minutes later, all of the security servers in the data center rebooted. 


