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exploring the psychologically complex realm of BD/SM for
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willing bottoms with an exploration of how we aficionados of
these painful pleasures got to be the way we are. She
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Preface
In 1253, five years after the bubonic plague outbreak in

Florence, Italy in 1248, Giovanni Bocaccio published ‘The
Decameron’. Written in vernacular Italian rather than the
Latin most books were published in at the time, it was an
unprecedented glimpse into the steamy lives of three young
men and seven young women quarantined against the
plague on a posh country estate. While they told a hundred
stories over the ten days of their isolation, we will limit
ourselves to a small fraction of that number in our own
illness-isolated cohort of the same gender makeup. May
these tales spice up your own pandemic isolation!
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Chapter One
Jason: The Naughty Boy
Jason Lindsay was a very frustrated young man. That

state was not at all something he was used to for the vast
majority of his twenty-one years on Earth. An unusually
auspicious roll of the genetic dice brought him into the
world in as advantaged a state as anyone could reasonably
hope for as far as brains, looks, charm, and athletic ability.
He was a solid six feet two inches of lean muscularity with
wavy blonde hair and a classically handsome face
highlighted by piercing blue eyes that caused young women
to swoon on a regular basis. Our hero was born an only child
to two highly successful and driven parents who saw no
reason for their son to be anything less than exceptional in
all of his pursuits. The precocious and anxious-to-please
child learned from earliest memory that he had better make
his best possible effort to meet the expectations most
especially of his Mother. She was in direct charge of him
since his father was usually travelling internationally to
foster his high-tech business empire. For if Mommy was
displeased, her devoted son knew that his poor bottom was
going to suffer the consequences.

Mommy was a firm believer, based on her own
experiences with strict parents who spared no rod and
spoiled no children, that childish misbehavior needed to be
nipped in the bud by the careful application of painful
stimuli to bared and squirming buttocks. Her parents passed
on to her their conviction that this part of the human
anatomy was ideally designed to receive punitive attention
without risking harm to the unhappy recipient. This plan had
worked to enable her grow into a stunningly beautiful
woman, to reach the top of her profession as an intellectual
property lawyer and to marry a handsome wealthy catch. So
she saw no reason why it would have any less success with
her adoring son. For Jason truly did worship his lovely
blonde Mother, whose glowing smile of approval felt as



delicious to him as her scowl of disappointment felt like the
end of the world. And indeed, for a toddler and small boy
the consequences of her disapproval did feel like he was
cast into painful and shameful misery by her spankings.

Receiving a spanking was a carefully ritualized occasion
for our hero during his childhood, just as it had been for
both of his parents. They believed that punitive discipline
should never be delivered by an angry disciplinarian, since
that emotion could cause harm by fostering the deliverer of
corporal punishment to be out of control. So when Jason
misbehaved as all spirited boys are wont to do, he would be
ordered to go to his room and think about what he had done
for an unendurable half of an hour while he got more
anxious as his Mother calmed down. Then stern but no
longer exasperated Mommy would come into his spotlessly
kept bedroom carrying the hated hairbrush she used each
night to brush out her long blonde mane (which was almost
always pinned up in a severe chignon emphasizing her
swan-like neck). She had often explained to her trembling
son that he was to be spanked with the very same
implement her own strict Mother had used on Mommy’s own
backside when she was a naughty girl. Somehow the
frightened boy failed to find this connection very comforting
given what he knew was coming.

After Mommy had seated herself on his armless desk
chair, the tearful boy would be made to stand in front of her
while she reviewed the nature and wrongness of his
misbehavior. Once she was clear that he understood and
was regretful, she would place on the desk behind her the
hardwood brush, which had been ominously tapping her left
palm during her monologue and his sparse and hopeless
replies. Then her cool lovely hands would reach out and
unbuckle his belt and lower his pants and underwear to his
knees. This always terribly embarrassed him as his naked
genitals would be starkly on display. She would always
sense this and often rub it in by remarking,



“It’s embarrassing to have your naked bottom and crotch
bared, isn’t it my naughty young man? That’s part of your
punishment which you have earned by disobeying your
parents who love and provide for you. And of course, you
must be spanked on your bare bottom so Mommy can be
sure to have administered just the right amount of
corrective medicine while being certain not to harm to your
bottom cheeks!”

Jason’s pants and underpants were left around his knees
to prevent kicking and ensure that his usual lively response
to being spanked would not spoil his tormentress’ aim. She
would then gently but firmly guide his naked bottom over
her primly skirted lap and order him to put his right arm
behind his back. There she would secure his wrist pinned
against the small of his back with her left hand to keep him
firmly held in place. This was necessary to keep her aim true
as he bucked and squirmed his way through the ensuing
ordeal. As well, this firm grip prevented his errant hand from
interfering with the proceedings as it very much would have
wished. Then the hated hairbrush would be taken up and its
hard wooden back vigorously applied to our hero’s quivering
clenching nates in time to a staccato lecture about the
wages of sin.

Mommy believed that a miscreant needed to be reduced
to helpless tears in order for a spanking to deliver its
intended lesson most thoroughly. She felt such an outcome
required at least a hundred burning kisses of unyielding
wood on all-too-vulnerable buttock flesh. Once the desired
effect had been achieved, which she could tell by the
cessation of her subject’s struggles indicating total
submission to her dominion over his bottom, his torment
would end. The sobbing boy would be helped to stand and
made to walk in hobbled steps to the corner of his room.
There he would spend ten minutes with his throbbing rear
end on display as his Mommy looked on triumphantly. Then



he would be allowed to pull up his pants and receive a
perfunctory hug before being left to do his homework.

These sessions seemed to happen about once a week
until Jason was about ten years old, after which his efforts to
avoid pissing Mommy off seemed to reduce them to once a
month. Unfortunately, when he was about thirteen she
noticed that his pubescent penis began to react to his
spankings by becoming partially erect. This prompted
uncomfortable inquiries into his masturbatory and fantasy
lives, of which she rather violently disapproved. He had
never mastered the art of successfully lying to her, so he
was soon back to weekly painful trips of his much larger
body over her firm lap to be chastised for his inability to
manage his nascent sexuality as she saw fit. This led to
what was for Jason a most uncomfortable standoff in which
he stubbornly refused to refrain from what she termed ‘self-
abuse’, and she delivered a hundred fearsome spanks to his
more and more manly buttocks every Sunday evening.

What Mommy didn’t know, though one wonders if on
some level she suspected it, was that Jason’s spankings had
formed a cornerstone of his developing sexuality. Because
she was not an affectionate Mother, these weekly trips over
her lap and the subsequent perfunctory hug were his only
physical contact with her most weeks. As developmental
psychologists long ago learned, a child learns to accept
whatever he is given by his parents as normal. Over time,
even painful attention from an adored parent becomes
desirable, even precious, if it is the only game in town. So it
was hardly surprising when adolescent Jason began to
eroticize his spankings by his severely beautiful Mommy
whom all of his classmates and teammates regarded to be
their favorite MILF. This rather inevitably led to one Sunday
when he developed a massive erection squirming against
Mommy’s hard lap for a hundred painful kisses of
adamantine wood against tender buttock flesh. She had
vaguely detected this situation while lost in her usual



punitive frenzy as she tried yet again to burn the horrid
male sexuality out of her handsome son’s poor bottom. But
instead, when she stood him up as usual, bobbing
insouciantly right before her eyes was the biggest hard-on
she had ever seen. An uncharacteristically flustered Mommy
stammered before stumbling out of Jason’s bedroom for the
last time,

“You’re getting too old to be spanked…”
The teenager was left in his own welter of conflicted

feelings, predominated by deep shame at the reality that he
was more turned on by his weekly trips over his attractive
Mommy’s lap than he was chastened by them. But his
aching erection demanded some sort of attention since it
seemed totally disinclined to depart on its own. So just as
he had for every night for several years, Jason jerked
himself off to the arresting image of his beautiful blonde
Mommy spanking his naked buttocks until he showered his
chest with a copious spend. And although his strict parent
never laid another violent hand on him from that day
forward, that image continued to dominate his fantasy life
to the beginning of our tale.

Just as Mommy had been a very successful ballerina in
her own girlhood and Daddy had been a national class
intercollegiate wrestler, their privileged son was expected to
excel athletically as well as academically. He was allowed to
choose martial arts and by the time he entered high school
he had earned black belts in both karate and aikido. As a
freshman the football coach saw infinite potential in the
handsome and well-behaved young man and recruited him
to play safety on defense, a position that could take ideal
advantage of his speed and toughness. By the time Jason
was a senior he was considered a five-star recruit nationally,
and was delighted to accept a full scholarship to Stanford.
His play on that team continued to be stellar, and by his
senior year he was considered to be a low round draft pick
for some lucky NFL coach. Then an illegal chop block



destroyed his left knee and required a full joint replacement,
effectively ending his dreams of playing professionally.

Life at Stanford had been eye-opening to the handsome,
well-behaved young man. He had dated in high school and
gladly lost his virginity to a lovely girl a year older than him
when he was a junior. Mommy was of course aware of this
and frostily disapproving of another female having such an
influential role in her only son’s life. But after her spankings
ceased, she correctly surmised that her offspring was
increasingly willing to push back against her efforts to
control him. A few discussions with a counsellor convinced
her that trying to demand his celibacy was a losing battle.
As long as he was well-behaved and got good grades that
she was advised it was better to back off from efforts to
control his sex life. But the emotional withdrawal that was
Mommy’s only avenue of expressing her disapproval of his
erotic growth weighed heavily on Jason, who had steadfastly
adored her whether she was spanking him or not. He found
solace in friendships with girls who appreciated his
emotional depth while maneuvering for his erotic interest.
By the end of high school our hero felt confident in his
ability to either befriend or seduce any woman he fancied
(including his 25-year-old aikido instructor who gave him as
top-notch teaching in bed as she did on the mat). But no
matter how attentive a friend or lover he could be, all of his
coterie of adoring females felt that a certain part of him was
forever kept from them. This mystery only made him more
desirable, as each of them strove to be the woman whose
love could unlock his powerful defenses.

This situation persisted at Stanford, where Jason’s
precocious stardom on the football team made him a
particularly high value target for horny coeds. He
completely avoided the hookup scene, choosing to stick to
his established pattern of befriending girls as his lead in to
seducing them. But none ever got past the stage of friends
with benefits, to their growing frustration. Of course, the



benefits were so worthwhile, given his good looks, skill at
conversation, and well-trained sexual expertise, that almost
none of them ever dumped him before things just drifted
away. And not a single one of his many lovers ever
suspected that every single orgasm he ever had (whether
self-induced or communal) required him to imagine his
imperious Mommy blistering his buttocks with her infernal
hairbrush.

Jason’s knee injury was the crowning debacle in a senior
year fraught with tragedy. For a few months prior his
parents had been on a small plane taking them to an
upscale safari resort in Kenya when a sudden downdraft
caused a crash that killed all aboard. The newly orphaned
young man felt stunned but not nearly as undone as he or
all of his friends thought he should be. After all, his Father
had been virtually absent his whole childhood, and his
judgmental Mommy had withdrawn ever since he was in his
early teens. So it was not as though he had lost any
relationship of true closeness like he had learned to have
with his female friends and lovers. And to be sure, becoming
the sole inheritor of over 50 million dollars rather softened
any blow he might have felt from their deaths. And yet…a
part of him felt strangely empty and guilty that their passing
should affect him so superficially.

By his senior year, our hero had paid an outrageous
amount for an upscale condominium in downtown Palo Alto
where he had hoped to establish a love nest for the many
attractive young ladies glad of his company. His knee injury
and subsequent joint replacement surgery rather derailed
this plan as his time beyond that needed for the courses to
complete his Psychology major was now invested in rehab.
He became a frequent user of the lap pool next to his condo
as well as the first-rate gym in the basement of the
condominium complex. It was in these two venues that he
befriended the people who opened the doorway into our
story.



Chapter Two
Angela & Zelda: The Evil Twins
Living across the atrium from Jason’s condo were a pair

of identical twin sisters who were also seniors at Stanford.
They had noticed the handsome young man who shared
their major but he had never even flirted with them, much
to their chagrin. The twins were tall athletic brown-eyed
brunettes who excelled on the tennis team and had actually
won the NCAA doubles title the previous year. Like our hero,
they were the scions of big Silicon Valley wealth and
pursued their athletics out of passion rather than any need
to turn sports into a living. Their own childhood had been
rather complicated, to say the least. Like Jason’s Father,
Angela and Zelda’s Dad had made a killing as an early
employee at Apple, and had sold his shares at the peak of
the market when the girls were tiny. He then spent a
significant fraction of his wealth on purchasing and
developing into a true getaway palace a several acre
Peninsula jutting into Lake Tahoe. What no one knew at first
was that this highly secured retreat had been purchased to
enable their Dad to finally pursue his secret passion in
beautiful privacy. As soon as the construction was complete,
he filed papers to divorce their long-suffering Mother and
moved into the new home with his young Mistress,
Dominique. What no one in the family knew was that the
statuesque brunette had met her paramour in her role as a
professional dominatrix.

The girls soon became aware of this during their
visitation times with their Dad, who delighted in sending his
helicopter to fly them to the helipad on the Peninsula. They
were surprised by how much they liked their new
Stepmother, whose French accent and exotic beauty they
found totally charming. She could not have been more
different from their own beautiful but sad Mother whose
chronic depression could not have been a sharper contrast
to her replacement’s brimming vitality and youthful energy.



Angela and Zelda were thirteen years old at the time of the
divorce, and their fascinating new Stepmother had just
turned thirty, a full ten years younger than her predecessor.
The carefully seduced girls soon rather heartlessly declined
to live with their increasingly despondent (and alcoholic)
Mother in favor of moving in with their Dad and Dominique
on the Peninsula. Soon the divorce court Judge declared
them mature enough not to be compelled by the court to
live where they didn’t want to. Their abandoned Mother’s
subsequent death from an alcohol induced fall made them
both feel guilty for awhile, but soon their predominant
emotion regarding her loss was relief. Their inheritance from
her made them both independently wealthy in their own
right before they could drive. This no doubt contributed to
their rather narcissistic sense of entitlement to only the best
the world could offer.

Angela and Zelda were of course intensely curious about
the sex life of their Dad and his flashy new wife. It was clear
he was totally smitten with her, even subjecting his
previously nerdy dad-bod to intense workouts in order to be
more appealing to her, the girls suspected. They finally
worked up their courage to ask their new Stepmother, who
replied in her charming French accent,

“Oh, ma petites, you are too young to be exposed to the
details of your parents’ sex lives. Once you have turned 18
and are adults, I will answer any questions you have
completely, as I have only pride in how your Father and I
make love. But until then, especially as you become more
interested in matters of the boudoir, suffice it to say that I
believe that realm is far more magical if a strong woman
asserts her rightful dominion over her husband. I would
advise such pretty girls as you to never allow a boy to get
the upper hand over your bodies. Your beauty can give you
a great deal of power in matters carnal since many men will
desire you and this should enable you to set the terms for
your liaisons. You can read about such relationships in the



erotica section of the library here and find out what kinds of
sex seem naturally appealing to you until we can talk more
openly about such matters.”

This of course intrigued the twins, who were already
growing into their eventual high libido as they charged
through the heart of adolescence. They had long since
discovered masturbation and learned that discreetly playing
with each other was ever so much more exciting than self-
stimulation. So they hurried off to the spacious library their
Father had constructed and soon were immersed in classic
erotic fiction ranging from Anais Nin’s works through DH
Lawrence’s novels to the works of deSade and Masoch, as
well as the Story of O and Anne Rice’s naughty BDSM
classics. These last captivated them, as the idea of
dominating willing young men and women resonated
strongly with their natural inclinations to boss people
around. Of course, the sudden injection of new sexual
possibilities also spiced up their long-standing enjoyment of
each other’s bodies in bed. Soon they had added spankings
and rough nipple play and anal explorations to their private
canoodling, all of which heated things up nicely. Dominique
used the discreet security cameras covering every room in
the vast house to keep approving track of the twins’ erotic
development, which she heartily endorsed from a safe
distance. But the girls retained a fierce curiosity about what
their Father and Stepmother got up to in the Master suite,
which they knew had a large perpetually locked
soundproofed playroom in addition to its sybaritic bathroom
suite.

And then, within weeks of the twins’ eighteenth
birthdays, disaster struck again. The twins were at boarding
school in the Bay Area when they got a call from their
distraught Stepmother telling them that their Father had a
stroke and was being transported by helicopter to UC Davis
Hospital. He died later that night with all three women at his
side, stunned by the suddenness of his departure. The next



few days were a bleak series of hifalutin’ events as the tech
world rallied to bid farewell to one of its early stalwarts.
Within a week the furor died down and the girls and their
stepmother were left alone on the Peninsula except for the
house staff. Finally, as they were all staring morosely at
some content free reality show on television, Angela dared
to ask,

“So, Dominique, in your eulogy for Dad you mentioned
that he died in the place he loved doing what he enjoyed
best. Zelda and I were kinda wondering…what exactly was
he doing?”

The older woman sighed, realizing that her limit of not
discussing their Father’s sexual proclivities until they were
of age had been passed a few days earlier. So she took a
deep breath, asked if they were sure they wanted to know,
and once their assent was clear stated matter-of-factly,

“Well, he had his stroke in the midst of a powerful
orgasm I gave him with my right hand on his cock and my
left mashing his balls just the way he liked with a fierce pair
of clamps on his nipples and my largest vibrating dildo
buried to the hilt in his very well-spanked ass.”

Dominique’s large ironic grey eyes watched her
stepdaughters very carefully as they took in this
information. There was a long silence as it was digested
before Zelda spoke up with a quirky little smile on her lovely
face,

“Damn, we suspected you guys were into BDSM, so we
had a hunch something like that has going on. I say good for
him, and good for you to give him such a rousing sendoff. I
hope when the time comes I can go in my own version of
the very same kind of experience!”

The Domme’s relief was palpable to her and her
stepdaughters. She had so worried that they might blame
her for their Father’s death, and could not have been more
pleased with their reaction. Granted, she knew at least part
of their lack of grief had to do as much with how inattentive


