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  Chapter One


  Melanie climbed the long flight of stairs finally reaching the stuffy attic. She was thinking that it was foolish to retreat to the sweltering hot room on a day like this; but it was her place of solace, and the only place that could soothe her at the moment. She immediately went to the half moon window, undid the latch and pushed her shoulder against it. The creaking old frame, with its uniquely cut pieces of glass finally gave way, even though at first it seemed determined to remain shut tight, as it had for so many years.


  The attic had been used as attics are, for storage, and little more. It consisted of one large unfinished room, with exposed beams, creaky floors and dust everywhere. There were dozens of packing boxes from several generations of her family, several pieces of old furniture, a smattering of useless knickknacks and two old trunks that held Melanie’s greatest interest, because they belonged to her Aunt Daisy, whose house this was.  


  When Melanie first started retreating to this haven so hidden away from everything else, she’d brought the vacuum up the narrow stairs and cleaned every nook and cranny. Though now it seemed her efforts were wasted, the dust too thick and old and defiant to be so easily swept away. So, Melanie made due wearing her oldest clothes to her favorite place, deciding to enjoy the dusty smells of her family’s history.


  The first waft of outdoor air that greeted her nostrils was thick with summer heat and moisture, quite unlike the refreshing breezes she remembered from the early spring. Plugging in the antique fan, its noisy rotor jerked to a start and began to move the hot air around the room enough to make it bearable. Collapsing into the over-stuffed chair like a weary rag doll, Melanie let the lumpy old chair and its musty perfume ease the tension that had been brewing in her all day.


  The oppressive day had been made all the worse by her argument with her husband, Tony; one of many they’d had in recent weeks. It seemed she was always interrupting him in the middle of his work; and anymore, he was furious with her, even when her interruptions were about things she considered important. Of course that was the problem, they didn’t see eye to eye about what was really important.


  Melanie closed her eyes and leaned her head back against the soft cushion, replaying the most recent altercation in her head, looking for some hint of how it might have gone differently. It was a simple power struggle over nothing, she decided. If he’d just answer her questions, he’d save a whole lot of time and anguish. She couldn’t understand why he was so fanatical about his work. After all, when they took over the house, he decided to work at home, just so he could be there. If he wasn’t going to help her out, why then did he bother to stay at home?  


  The dilemma was perfectly simple to Melanie. But try as she would, Tony just didn’t see things her way.


  Melanie pulled at a tuft of stuffing coming out of a faded red flower in the chair fabric. She wondered about Aunt Daisy, who had once lovingly picked out this pattern of roses on the dark green background. Melanie loved living in her Aunt’s grand home, even though it was tattered around the edges, and the renovations had put such a strain on her relationship with her husband. 


  The only thing Melanie could do was to put the disagreement out of her mind, and think of other things … . 


  She had such delicious fantasies that were much more appealing to her now; thinking of the fine parties she’d have in her newly decorated home, thinking of a dashing Tony—out of the memories of their courtship—standing with her on those great front porch steps greeting their guests. She smiled to herself as the pleasant pictures of marital bliss filled her. She even imagined Tony carrying her away in his arms, and making love to her in the gazebo that was in the backyard.


  Looking out of the attic window, Melanie could see the grim trellised structure. Time worn, like everything else, the floor now sloped so badly that Tony demanded she quit using it for fear that she’d run a foot through a rotting board. That was so silly, Melanie thought; she’d danced her way about that gazebo hundreds of times in her growing up years, playing “princess in her castle”. The gazebo seemed no different now, just in need of a good coat of paint and a few well placed nails.


  Melanie remembered her Aunt Daisy serving tea to her garden club, in the once elegant backyard. In her memories, she remembered her Aunt as an older woman, well past the youthful romantic she liked to imagine—the young woman that used to wear the flowing flowered dresses that were packed in her trunks.


  Leaning forward in the chair, Melanie pulled her favorite trunk closer to her, and jiggled the familiar latch until it at last gave way. Opening the creaky lid, she gazed admiringly at the dresses inside. Melanie was about to pull out her favorite, when she noticed that the inner lid looked strangely cockeyed. Tapping on the upholstered piece of wood with her hand, she tried to push it back into place; but instead, it suddenly gave way, spilling the contents of a secret compartment onto the dresses below. Melanie’s eyes widened as she discovered a packet of letters and a book. They appeared to her like buried treasure, suddenly unearthed from a different time. The letters had been written on some fine tissue paper stationery, and now tied with a faded blue ribbon, she thought them too fragile to touch, let alone open. The book, on the other hand, was bound with a leather cover, and appeared in good condition. While the inside had yellowed some at the edges, and the paper crackled softly when she turned the pges; it seemed resilient enough to withstand some inspection.


  Opening to the first page Melanie read:


  Daisy Markham—1939 


  The words were neatly printed with a fountain pen. A quick look revealed that this was a diary filled beginning to end with Aunt Daisy’s flowing penmanship. From the center of the book dropped a photograph, a black and white on hard cardboard backing, with two young faces staring back at Melanie like ghosts. Melanie recognized Aunt Daisy’s soft blonde curls, neatly tied back with a ribbon. Behind her was a young dashing man with dark eyes and curly black hair, his arms wrapped around her then svelte female frame. 


  Aunt Daisy’s sailor, Melanie immediately thought, seeing the neat uniform the young man wore. Melanie had heard of her Aunt’s beau, only in whispers and half phrases, the man who’d claimed her heart, and whose mysterious disappearance had haunted her family history for years thereafter. Melanie had only known that her Aunt’s beau had been a sailor; and though she’d gone on to marry another man, she’d secretly pined for the sailor until the day of her death. Melanie often imagined Aunt Daisy thinking of him, when in later years, she found her Aunt gazing off into no where with a winsome smile on her face.


  Cautiously turning back to the front page of the diary, Melanie’s hands were actually trembling, thinking of what Aunt Daisy might reveal about her life before Uncle John. Perhaps this book would explain what was behind the hushed gossip about her scandalous past. Melanie felt a little guilty reading the personal words, but then who could it possibly hurt with Aunt Daisy, Uncle John and no doubt the young sailor, long dead.


  Excited about what she might discover, Melanie began to read.


  I hesitate to even write these things, but I am compelled to do something with the private thoughts I have, especially those I hold of my dear Joseph.


  “Ah yes!” Melanie exclaimed aloud.  The sailor’s name was Joseph!


  How strangely different our friendship is from anything I’ve ever known, or even heard of.  Even the magazines I get from the East Coast do not tell of such things, but when I think of the bliss I have with Joey, I cannot imagine life to be any other way.  He’s able to make claims on me in ways I never believed possible.  Not that I’m such an experienced woman, I am older than so many friends who rushed off to marry after high school.  Those high school boys were so silly, with their anxious eyes and easy grins.  Oh yes!  Some made me blush, especially Victor Hodges, but he’ll never be anything but a farm-boy.  I can’t imagine dusting off farm dirt from my shoes all my life!


  Joseph is different than all of them, so calm and reasoned.  He makes me feel like a woman, like a real woman, not a giddy school girl from a small town—which I fear is exactly what I am.  He makes me shiver so when I’m with him.


  That first dance, he was the only man I could even look at.  He stared at me from across the room.  I was laughing so hard at Gracie’s joke, when his eyes caught mine.  He made me stop laughing with just that once glance.  His broad shoulders, that curly dark hair and his olive skin.  It’s because he’s Italian.  I’ve never known an Italian man before.  He says his parents were born in Italy, that’s so romantic in itself.  He’ll take me there some day to ride on the gondolas in Venice.  I think of him like a movie star, that’s how different he is from the other boys I know.  He’s so worldly, coming from New York; to me that’s like coming from a foreign country.  


  I felt so foolish when I fell down in my fit of laughter.  I really just stumbled over Gracie; but then Joseph was there offering me his hand, as I looked up at him through my giggles.  He was so serious, almost like I was a naughty girl having done something terribly wrong.


  But then he smiled at me, and I thought the whole wide world was opening.  Joseph is always like that, one moment almost threatening, the next surrounding me in his broad arms and smiles.  It makes me blush to say how I feel when he holds me.  There’s a knot in my stomach, and a sensation that seems very carnal.


  But I’m digressing to avoid why I’m really writing.  I know I have to tell someone and these blank pages are the only listener I have.  It’s such a strange story, I still don’t know what to make of it.  I thought that writing it down this way would help me make sense out of this tale.


  I suppose this came about with Joseph, because I’m so often stubborn and pigheaded.  And of course, I have such a temper, it’s often gotten me in trouble.  Daddy’s always said, I would be one miserable handful to any man that would have me.  


  Anyway, it all started yesterday when Joseph picked me up at the dress shop at 5:00, as he always does.  My day had been a hectic one, and I was already out of sorts; though I didn’t realize how much so, until Joseph told me that we were going to his Uncle Zito’s house before we had dinner.


  “Oh, please, no,” I whined at him.  I couldn’t bear the thought of an evening in that smelly old apartment, with Uncle Zito and his pipe, and his loud voice blaring some stupid thing in my ear.


  “Daisy?” Joseph looked at me surprised.  I’d never countered him on anything, I’ve never had reason to.


  “I don’t want to see your Uncle Zito,” I said, trying not to sound too angry with him.


  “Oh? Why not?” he asked.


  “I’m just so tired, couldn’t we just have dinner?”


  “It won’t take but a minute,” Joseph said, and taking me by the hand we walked in silence the three blocks to his uncle’s apartment.


  By the time the “minute” turned into an hour I was fuming.  As we were out the door and on the way to the restaurant, I heard Joseph whisper something about not being such a whining brat.


  “I am not!” I said, indignantly.


  “Oh?” he said, looking at me with one fixed eye.  Sometimes Daisy Markham, you act more like a twelve year old than a grown woman.”


  Melanie shivered reading those words, as they reminded her of Tony’s accusations about her.


  Joseph led me to a small diner just down the street, while I smoldered in my incensed state the whole way.  In the restaurant I refused to talk to him, and that only made him look at me all the more irritated.


  “Would you settle down, so we can enjoy our dinner,” Joseph said.


  “What do you mean settle down, I’m just fine.”  There was a very deliberate snarl in my voice.  Sometimes I’m so foolish, the little things that bother me end up being so small.


  Joseph looked at me as if he didn’t know what to say, he was appalled that I was acting this way with him.  Usually my childish moods vanish in a few minutes, but this one was lingering on dangerously.


  “Would you please talk to me?” he finally said, when my bristling silence had bothered him enough.


  “If you don’t like the way I am,” I said, “then I’ll leave.”  I grabbed my purse and started toward the door.


  “Oh no you don’t!” Joseph said, pulling me back.  “We just ordered dinner.  You’re not going anywhere.”


  “You think you can treat me like a child,” I said.  I was very angry, and my raised voice was beginning to draw attention to our argument.


  Joseph flashed those dark eyes at me, and I should have realized how upset he was then, but I HAD to stamp my foot, and pull away from him.  I walked out leaving him with two uneaten dinners to pay for.  I can see now why he was so upset.  Then, I thought I was perfectly justified in my attitude.  


  When Joseph caught up with me, he grabbed my hand and held it tightly, so there was no way I would get away.  He didn’t say a single word, all the way home, but when we got to my bungalow his next measures stopped me cold.


  Following me into the house, he stood for some seconds in the midst of the living room.  


  “Do you have a hairbrush, Daisy?” he asked.  His question took me completely by surprise.


  I told him yes.  Of course I have a hairbrush.  


  “Go get it,” he said.   The tone of voice was so demanding, but I was still too naive to realize what he planned to do with it.  I ran off to my room and retrieved my hairbrush, thinking that Joseph simply wanted to brush his hair.  But when I handed the black lacquer brush to him, he took it in his hand and walked toward the dining room where he pulled out one of the dining room chairs.


  “Come here,” he ordered me.


  I was flustered, as it dawned on me what he had in mind.  I felt just like a little kid again, as well I should, the way I was acting.


  Joseph didn’t wait for me to respond, but closed the several steps between us and pulled me by the arm toward the dining room chair.  I’m sure I shrieked out loud, but I remember now so little of what happened.  I do remember that Joseph was more serious than I’d ever seen him.


  “You behave like a brat with me, I’ll treat you like one,” he said. 


  I was trembling all over; but it was so strange, I didn’t have the courage to offer a protest.  I was simply stunned.  No one, not even my father has ever stood up to me this way.  I still don’t know what to make of it.


  “What are you going to do,” I asked, as if I didn’t know.


  “Spank you,” he said quite calmly.  His cold strength was so compelling I couldn’t do anything but submit, as he sat down and pulled me over his lap.  He immediately administered several hearty smacks across my rear end, the hairbrush giving quite a good sharp smack.


  I was so shocked, I didn’t utter a word until the second half dozen smacks.  Then with my wits about me, I began to wail like the dickens, kicking and screaming with all my might.


  “Joseph, you have to stop this!” I cried.


  “I certainly do not!” he insisted.  He let that brush land harder still.


  “Stop it now!” I tried again.


  “Hush!” he blared at me, as he continued to lay the horrible thing on my bottom. 


  I quieted at least for a moment, though I continued to try wiggling away from him.  That only made Joseph spank me harder.  And with his free arm clamping itself about my waist, my furious struggles were all the more pointless.


  The brush came down with such fury that I thought he’d never stop.  Before long, my bottom seemed to burn, each new smack just adding to the ever growing warmth in my rear.  I was so humiliated, I was no doubt blushing, though neither of us would know that right then, since my face was nearly on the floor.


  I couldn’t believe how much this hurt.  I imagined my poor bottom glowing rosy red under my skirt.


  “Joseph, please,” I wailed, very loudly.


  “If you don’t be quiet my love, I’ll pull up your skirt and get a little closer to your bare skin!” he informed me.


  That quieted me altogether, I couldn’t imagine anything more horrible, or more improper; though I have to admit that there was a certain fascination with the possibility.


  The hairbrush continued with an amazing steadiness, until I thought I could stand no more.  And just as I was about to squeal loudly again, Joseph stopped.


  “Now,” he said, as he pushed me back to my feet.  I was about to run bawling to my bedroom, but his voice leapt out at me and hauled me back.


  “Don’t you go anywhere,” he said, very sternly.


  I shrank back, embarrassed to let him see my tears and my red nose, rubbing my poor wounded rear.  It still felt mighty sore, though the burn was beginning to subside, leaving me with the most lovely warm feeling on my punished rear cheeks.


  “Don’t you ever pull a silly stunt like that again.  Do you understand?”


  “Stunt?” I questioned him foolishly.


  “Making a scene in the restaurant, and walking out on dinner,” he reminded me.  “You’re much too old to act like that.”


  He was completely right, I know, but there was just enough defiance left in me to scowl at him nastily.


  “I’d better get an apology Daisy, or I’ll start again.”  He waved the hairbrush in his hand.  I knew he wasn’t kidding.


  “I’m sorry,” I said at last.  “You were right.”  I believed every word I said, and I hoped he heard the sincerity in my voice.  I guess I was still so stunned by the whole thing, that I couldn’t believe it had happened.  Even today, I still don’t know exactly what to make of the amazing incident, or my dear Joseph, but strange as it seems, it’s only made me love him all the more.  


  After my apology, Joseph came to me and put his arms about me and held me.  I didn’t say a word, and neither did he.  Explanations were unnecessary, as if the treatment was normal and perfectly appropriate for a courtship like ours.


  When he finally spoke, he was as loving and tender as he’d always been.  All the horrible irritation and anger had vanished, and I could only remember the sweet things about our time together.  


  I cooked him scrambled eggs and potatoes, and he said it was the best meal he’d ever had.  I don’t know if he was telling the truth or not, but it didn’t seem like honesty was quite as important right then, as the quality of affection we had for each other.  And mine, as bizarre as it may seem, has risen by leaps and bounds, in this short time.


  “Melanie!”  


  The young woman jerked, awakened from Aunt Daisy’s world into her own.  The harsh sounding tone in Tony’s voice concerned her.


  “Melanie, where are you?” 


  Melanie snapped the book closed and pushed it back into its hiding place, along with the packet of letters.  She could hear Tony’s step on the stairs, and didn’t want to be caught with the dairy in hand.  It was a foolish worry, since Tony couldn’t care less what she was doing, but Melanie felt she should guard her Aunt’s privacy as if the woman was still living.


  “Melanie,” Tony said, stepping up into the attic.  Seeing him there in the shadowy light of the entry, she was instantly reminded of Aunt Daisy’s description of her Joseph.  They would be about the same height, with the same muscular Italian build, dark curly hair and gleaming black eyes.  Melanie closed the lid of the trunk slowly as Tony peered at her from the gloomy stairwell.  She hadn’t realized until that moment how much the light of day had dwindled away.  Long shadows would suggest a summer evening about 8:00 p.m., though nothing had happened to change the stifling heat.  The fan still hummed along noisily; though suddenly its sound grated at her ears like nails on a blackboard.


  “Haven’t I told you about that old thing,” Tony said, as his eyes followed hers to the squealing metal appliance.


  Melanie was feeling such blissful thoughts, that the reality of Tony’s irritation surprised her.  Then she remembered that this was how things often were between them anymore.


  “It works just fine,” Melanie said, “I haven’t had a problem with it.”


  “You keep using that old thing, you’ll likely start a fire and burn the place down.  But then, maybe that wouldn’t be such a bad idea,” he mused.


  “Tony no!” Melanie fumed at his attitude.  


  She watched as her husband walked toward her, snatched the fan cord and yanked it from the socket.  Then jerking the cord from the machine, he showed her the fraying end.


  “Humph!” was all the response she could give.


  “It’s nearly 8:00, Mel, I was hoping for a little dinner?”


  “I’m sorry, I just get lost up here sometimes, with these old things.”


  Tony nodded absently, and turned to leave, as Melanie was pushing the old trunk aside.  It held more treasures than she ever imagined.  Her curiosity was peaked, as she wondered what other tales her Aunt would tell on the pages of her diary.


  Melanie made dinner in a hurry.  She was thankful that she had all the ingredients for Tony’s favorite salad, and she served it to him as he waited not so patiently at the kitchen table.


  They didn’t speak while they ate, the silence unusually uncomfortable between them.  Melanie hoped to pacify Tony with a little dinner, the way Aunt Daisy had pacified Joseph, but her husband seemed so out of sorts.  She was about to clear the table after they’d finished eating, when Tony interrupted her.


  “You know, Melanie, things aren’t going very well between us,” he said.  He seemed collected and not at all angry now; though the truth was, his well practiced cool scared her, so much so, there was a lump in her stomach.


  “What do you mean?” she asked cautiously.  


  “Maybe I was too old to marry, too set in my ways.”


  “What! You’re only thirty five,” Melanie said incredulously.  


  “I know that, but there’s a difference between us, in the way we see things.   Perhaps there’s just nothing we can do about it.”


  “You’re really scaring me Tony, I don’t understand.  What is it that I do that bothers you so much?”


  “This morning,” he started immediately.  “You interrupted me five times, five times,” he repeated for emphasis.  “I can’t get any work done.  And they all seem like such ridiculous things.  I really thought this house would keep you busy, you were so inspired to renovate it, quitting your job and all that.  But it’s taking time away from my work.  I can’t have that!”


  “I’m sorry,” Melanie started to apologize.


  “No, that’s not enough.  I’ve told you this before, but no matter what I do, you don’t hear me.  You didn’t used to be like this at all!”  His voice was rising in tenor just a bit.


  Melanie bit her lip, holding back her immediate response, and her hurt.  Oddly, her thoughts immediately recalled Joseph’s solution to his troubles with Aunt Daisy: the spanking.  She shook her head, as if to shake away the thought altogether.  It was too ridiculous to even mention, and why in heavens name would she have even thought of it?  Spanking was an antiquated throw back to some Neanderthal time, hardly a modern solution to a real relationship dilemma.  It might have been okay in Aunt Daisy’s day, but certainly not now!


  “I’m sorry Tony, I really am, I’ve just had such a problem making decisions about this house.  With you here, I guess I forget you need to work.”


  “Exactly,” he agreed.


  “I’ll try.  I’ll really try to be more considerate.”


  Tony didn’t look relieved.  In fact, his jaw seemed set in concrete, and his jet black eyes pierced her so thoroughly that she had to look away.  Her heart was pounding, as her mind worked furiously to find the right thing to say to appease Tony’s concerns.  She couldn’t bear to lose him, he meant far too much to her, but this sudden seriousness scared her.  Always before, she could flirt her way back into his good graces, but now, she couldn’t even fathom making a sexual advance.  


  “It’s a whole attitude Melanie, I can’t put up with your questions, and then your pouting and running off, disappearing upstairs where you moon about God knows what.”  Tony gestured with his usual Italian flare, his temper showing more and more, where he’d once been so calm.


  “I just get so overwhelmed,” she tried to explain.


  “You’ve never been overwhelmed by things before.  I don’t understand, this is what you wanted!” Tony said pointedly.  He looked at her and sighed sadly, a sullen mood replacing his irritation.  He rose from his chair, and going to his office, he closed the door with an emphatic finality.


  This Tony took Melanie by surprise.  Suddenly so distant, he didn’t even seem like the Tony she loved so much.  She was scared.  


  That night, she slipped into her sexiest nightie and waited for him in under the covers; though she fell asleep before he came to bed, sometime after two o’clock.  The next morning, Melanie woke by eight o’clock, but Tony was already gone.  She wondered if he’d slept with her at all, except that the tell-tale signs, the wrinkled sheets and bunched up feather pillow, suggested he’d been there.


  Melanie avoided Tony all morning.  It wasn’t hard to do as long as she didn’t knock on his door.  He didn’t come out once, and his closed office door was a sure indication that he wanted to be alone.  


  While she waited for the right moment to initiate some reconciliation, Melanie plunged into her work: making phone calls to decorators, going over paint samples and trying to make at least some of the millions of decisions that she faced.


  At noon, she stopped to fix lunch.  By that time, her stomach was doing anxious flip flops, as she considered how Tony might greet an interruption.  She hesitated for nearly ten minutes, hoping that he’d come out on his own, but finally gave the office door a timid tap announcing her presence.  She heard his muffled reply and opened the door.


  “I thought you might want lunch?” 


  “Ah, yes, I am hungry,” he said.  He seemed pleasant enough.


  Melanie took his reply as an invitation, though the two ate in silence, Melanie not knowing what to say.  


  “Thanks for the sandwich,” Tony said, when he was finished.  He remained as distant as he had before.  Passing the plate to Melanie, he turned in his chair and went back to work at his computer.




  Chapter Two


  Melanie spent the afternoon just as she had the morning, feeling lonelier by the minute.  She could hardly concentrate on her work for thinking of the horrible impasse between she and her husband.  By four o’clock she wandered back to her attic perch, sitting down in the old chair with the diary in hand, ready to dive into a world that seemed much more pleasant and exciting than her own.  Though she’d only spent a few hours with her Aunt’s amazing journal, it was already a prized possession, the smell of its leather cover and the soft pages, delivering a perfume of another time to tickle her nostrils and her romantic sensibilities.


  I can’t believe I’m writing about this once again, but I don’t really know how else to unburden myself.  These empty pages seem the only solace and friend I have in this amazing escapade of my love affair!


  Oh! And it is a love affair, I tremble as I write this, but it is so true.


  Everything Joseph has done has only made me love him all the more, even though his lessons are quite painful.


  After that first spanking, I’ve been more cautious of my snappy tongue when I’m with him.  If I should get a bit cross, it only takes one stern look and I’m quickly reminded of how harsh my words sound.  But tonight I was so terribly foolish.  I treated Joseph very badly, and I have to agree that I deserve the treatment he gave me.


  In my defense, my day had been very rushed, and I was so looking forward to an evening with Joseph.  He planned to take me dancing at the social in the basement of First Presbyterian.  I was excited to see him as I always am, and when he called to tell me that he couldn’t make it, I was crushed.


  “Go on ahead without me,” he said.


  But I got very upset.  I didn’t want to go without him, what fun would that be?


  “Daisy, you’re being childish,” he told me, warning me with “that tone of voice”.


  I told him I was sorry, that I was simply going to miss him so much.


  “Well, I might show up, so you be there.  Have some fun with your girlfriends and we’ll dance when I get there.”


  I wasn’t happy about it, and mumbled some answer and hung up the phone.  I made up my mind right then that I’d indeed go to the dance, and if Joseph thought I’d just sit around and giggle with the girls, he had another thing coming!


  Oh! how foolish I am sometimes!


  I went to the dance, tagging along with Gracie and Meg and their beaus.  I felt rather triumphant when I accepted another man’s invitation to dance. (He couldn’t hold a candle to Joseph, but he was handsome enough.)  


  At first, all I could think of was Joseph, I missed him.  But as time went by, I became a little more comfortable.  I danced with my young man for nearly an hour, and was doing a rather fun fox-trot, when I happened to glance at the sidelines, only to see Joseph staring at me.  I couldn’t tell what he was thinking, for there was no way to describe the expression on his face.  Neither happy nor sad, neither hurt nor elated; the closest explanation of his look was perplexed.


  I continued glancing at Joseph now and again.  Much to my growing discomfort, he continued to stare at me in his vacant way.  I’m not sure why I continued to dance, I suppose it was a little bit of defiance, just doing it to spite him.  I knew I’d pout a bit, and then forgive him for not being there in the first place; but things didn’t go quite the way I planned.


  When I finally stopped dancing, I thanked the nice young man and excused myself; only to brush by Joseph with a sassy smirk on my face.  “You said to enjoy myself, didn’t you?” I told him, assuming he was angry with me.


  “And so you did this to bruise me?” he asked.


  “Maybe.”  I was being very snotty.


  Joseph followed me to the punchline, while I remained aloof.  I guess sometimes I can’t help myself, little irritations get in the way of my better judgment.


  “I think you’ve said enough,” Joseph warned.


  I didn’t give up then, and I imagine if I had, I might have avoided the sore bottom I have right now; but that’s not how the story goes.


  “And whose to say I’ve said enough,” I snapped at him with a hearty dose of sarcasm.


  With that, he took me by the arm.  The moment he did, I felt a surge of emotion pass between us that was startling.  


  Though he was very firm, he held me gently, pulling me from the dance floor, out into the hallway.  Whisking me around, he held my shoulders in his hands with a tight grip.  His dark eyes looked as if they’d drill holes right through me.  I shuddered seeing how furious he was, though I was still angry myself, and not about to admit that I was behaving like a brat.


  “Suppose you tell me what’s wrong with you,” Joseph said.


  “Nothing’s wrong,” I charged, my voice very haughty.


  “Then why are you are being so nasty with me?”


  “Are you accusing me of something?” I asked in return.


  “Not in the slightest, but I’m about to take you outside and paddle your bottom.”


  “Here? You wouldn’t do that!” I protested.


  “Not another word,” he warned.


  I fumed miserably as I looked back at him.  I can’t imagine I could communicate so much with my eyes, but apparently I did, for it was enough to make Joseph pull me out into the warm night and lead me to the back of the church property, where there was an old picnic table hidden in the shadows of an enormous willow tree.


  “Please Joseph,” I said, trying to kick myself away from him, I knew exactly what he had in mind.  Even as I tried to get away however, I had this strange surge of feeling pass through me.  I still can’t quite identify its source, but I know that it almost takes my breath away, it’s so strong.


  Unfortunately I kicked him in the shins, and he stopped short of the table, and turned to me with his eyes steely cold.  They were bearing down on me like two daggers.  “For that Daisy,” he said, “you’ll get spanked on your bare behind.”


  I was so shocked I couldn’t even begin to think of a reply.  Before I knew it, Joseph dragged me into the shadows, sitting himself down on the bench, my body going over his lap in seconds.  


  “This, young lady, is going to hurt a whole lot more than the last time.”


  “Please Joseph, I’m so sorry.”


  “I’m sure you will be,” he advised me.


  I hoped that he wouldn’t really go through with this, but even though our romance was only months old, I should have known that Joseph was not the kind of man to change his mind. 


  When he lifted the hem of my pink skirt, I know I blushed, even though he probably couldn’t even see my rear end in the darkness.  To my further horror, Joseph tugged at the waistband of my underwear and lowered them so that my bottom was completely bare.  I couldn’t believe this was happening.  We were practically in a public place.  Thank the lord for a dark moonless night!


  His hand came down on my bottom with a dozen quick smacks.  I would have yowled from the beginning, except that I knew my cries might be heard across the church yard.  This was hardly something that I wanted published to my friends.  After the first round, Joseph continued smacking my poor rear with one blistering whack after another.  He was quite right, it hurt much more than the hairbrush had hurt me through the protection of my clothes.


  My only response was tears, big huge sobbing tears that formed in my eyes and ran down my upside down cheeks.  I whispered to him  “please stop”, but my pleading was to no avail.


  “I should get a switch and really give it to you,” he said, when he momentarily paused.  


  I said nothing, hoping that the switch was just a passing thought.


  I could hardly believe how much his hand burned my skin, when at other times it could be so tender and loving.  And yet, even as I was in such terrible pain, I realized the justice of his punishing me.  I deserved it for treating him so shabbily, and while this seemed at the time, a totally barbaric thing to do, I was submitting, almost grateful, and glad that he cared about our relationship enough to do this.  


  “I’d better have a well behaved girl friend after this,” he advised me.


  I truly hoped the steady smack, smack, smack couldn’t be heard beyond the trees.  It sounded so loud, I was certain that everyone inside the church could hear it!  But no matter how I worried and cried, Joseph was determined make sure I learned this lesson well.  


  “Oh, Joseph, please stop,” I finally wailed.  My bottom was on fire, but Joseph wasn’t listening.


  He must have spanked me for nearly five minutes, hardly giving us a breather.  But as he appeared to finish, his smacks were less harsh and the tempo less vigorous.  It was then that I felt that strange feeling again, that wild churning in my loins.  It was so alarming, I was quite grateful that just moments later he pushed me back to my feet.


  I stared down at Joseph, as he still sat on the picnic bench.  The sky had cleared just a little, so I could see his face in the starlight.  I’m sure he could see mine.


  “I think sometimes, Daisy, you just beg to be paddled,” he said.


  “Beg?” I was astounded by his charge.


  “You’re normally not an ill-tempered woman, but sometimes … .”


  I know I blushed then.  I have to admit, I was feeling much like a child, a spoiled brat actually.  Thinking back to the incident that started all this, I was even more ashamed of myself.  I apologized again, and his face broke out into the most pleasant smile.  He took my hand, and pulled me down next to him on the bench.  I winced a little, and Joseph snickered knowing why.  


  “Hurts, doesn’t it?” he said.


  “Yes,” I admitted.


  “Looked mighty red too,” he said.


  “You saw my bottom?”


  “Not much, but enough.  I imagine it’s a nice shade of crimson, just like your face.”


  I tried to smile.


  Joey told me I’d better get used to it, if I was to continue being his girlfriend.


  Oh my! The sweetest things followed.  Joseph was so tender and loving.  We talked for sometime time about my nasty streak, and about spanking.  He explained that a good hard paddling was one way to get two people beyond their differences quickly, especially when that one person had a habit of behaving like a naughty brat.  It didn’t seem strange at all that he should take it on himself to make me behave properly.  


  I’m afraid that I still don’t understand this queer affair.  But I have to admit that these two spankings have turned out to be rich experiences that I can hardly describe in words.  This has made us far closer than I ever thought I could be with any man.  I talk to him about things that I might otherwise only talk about with my girl friends.  I don’t know where all this is leading, but I know that I’m hopelessly in love with him.  I really cannot imagine life without him.


  The date of the entry was July 12, 1939. 


  Melanie closed the book.  There was much more to read, and she could have gone on all night, except that her Aunt Daisy’s diary touched her so deeply that she needed some time to let the feelings sink in.  


  Reading the words was almost like reading her own mind.  Melanie would have those same thoughts.  She could feel what the woman felt, wondering to herself just what it might be like to be taken in hand by a powerful man, and made to mind by a firm whacking of her rear end.  Her own bottom tingled at the thought.  For an instant, she imagined Tony spanking her; but it was such an absurd idea, she knew he’d say “she better get a grip on things” (Tony loved to use that phrase), and quit romanticizing her life.  


  Tony would be appalled by spanking, the way he was such a champion of independent and assertive women.  He’d taken such pains to support Melanie in her own pursuits, insisting that she have a rich life of her own, and not feed off a man’s, like women did a generation ago.  If she mentioned spanking, he’d likely think that she’d gone round the bend.  Melanie could just see the dumbfounded look on his face.  


  Even so, she couldn’t help but envy her Aunt, that she was born in another time, when relationships and roles were so much easier.  Yes, she wanted to be an independent woman with her own pursuits.  And in fact she had been quite independent before she married Tony, with a great job as an interior designer.  Now of course, she had the house, her garden and the cookbook she was planning to start when the renovations were over.  She had plenty in her life to be independently fulfilled.


  The Aunt Daisy thing was something altogether different.  There was still a side of her nature that was compliant, that wasn’t independent at all.  There were times when she wanted a man to be bold, decisive and even dominant.  Spankings?  Maybe that too.  There was a childish streak in her, and the whole idea of being set in her place by a good firm paddling was  thrilling, even as it was absurd.  


  Melanie sighed deeply, as she put the diary away and locked the old trunk.  From below, she heard Tony call her and she scampered downstairs to be with him in the real world, away from this curious fantasy life.


  When Melanie entered the kitchen, she realized that the afternoon had indeed vanished, and she’d again missed the normal dinner hour lost in her secret world.  However, Tony seemed less distant and irritated this night, much to her great relief.


  “What is it you do upstairs?” he asked pleasantly, when they were eating.


  “Oh, just some …” she was really unsure about what to say.  If she mentioned the diary, Tony might want to see it.  He had a passing interest in antique books.  


  “Some what?” he looked up at her curiously, wondering why she was so suddenly flustered.


  “Some old papers, there’s really nothing there, but you know how much I like old things.”


  “So, when is the plumber coming, this downstairs bath is really bad?” Tony asked, changing the subject.


  “Oooo, I forgot, I was going to call him this afternoon.  I’ll call him first thing in the morning.”


  “I’m beginning to think maybe I should put you on some kind of schedule with this house Melanie.  I’m not sure it will ever get done if I didn’t.”


  Melanie wasn’t sure if he was irritated again, or just being helpful.  She decided to change the subject.


  “Say, I stayed out of your way today, how about being together tonight? I’m really missing you.”


  “I have some work to do, but I won’t be late.  I’ll be up by eleven, just don’t you fall asleep.”  He was almost kidding with her, and that lifted her spirits.


  She watched Tony rise from his chair, wishing that they might have talked more.  But at least the “ice” had been broken, and her husband was no longer in that dour mood where she thought he was about to leave her.




  Chapter Three


  The next morning, Tony was in his office early, and Melanie was feeling happy as a lark.  The way he made love the night before was reminiscent of earlier in their marriage.  His hands were all over her, his mouth, his tongue, his every move made her body sail into some erotic high, she’d not felt in some time.


  She wished he’d been even more aggressive, a slap or two, a firmer squeeze, an even darker sex—she knew there was more simmering under Tony’s tender surface. What would make him more commanding, willing to break a few love making rules?  She wasn’t sure yet, but she was certain that there was something that would push him over the edge.


  In any event, Melanie was feeling that old familiar tingle right down to her loins; and with the sun shining brightly and a cool breeze clearing out the humid air, she thought it was a great time to take a look at the old gazebo and appraise the repairs it needed.


  Inspecting the gazebo was like going back in time.  The vines had grown up over the sides, making the interior dark, and sweet smelling with the fragrance of honeysuckle.  As she gingerly stepped up on the now slanting floor, she instantly recalled her Aunt and times they had there.


  Walking about the creaky old place, she was so taken with the sumptuous memories, that she wasn’t careful where she stepped.  Suddenly, her foot dropped out from under her and she fell awkwardly to the floor.


  “My god,” she shrieked.  She immediately wondered if Tony had heard her.  “He’s going to kill me, if I hurt myself out here,” she mumbled.


  She extracted her leg from the hole, discovering just a few scrapes.  No doubt there’d be a few bruises too by morning.  But, having all the information she needed for her plans for the gazebo, and being quiet so as not to disturb Tony, she made her way back to the house.


  Melanie’s perusal of her wounds revealed little to worry about.  She cleaned and bandaged the scrapes and one deeper cut, thinking she’d better wear jeans for a few days, so that Tony wouldn’t notice.  Then deciding she needed to relax, she retreated to the attic, planning to be there just a half hour or so to regroup.  After a little rest in her favorite place, she could change into something presentable for Tony and fix them both a little lunch.


  Opening the truck, she pulled Aunt Daisy’s diary from its hiding place, and settled down to read again.


  “Things are changing fast.  I think that Joseph is going to ask me to marry him.  I can’t imagine that I’d say no, he’s the very best thing in my life.


  We did have one skirmish yesterday, in fact that led to all these thoughts of marriage… .


  We were on a picnic.  It was a glorious sunny day, and we spread a big blanket in a lovely meadow.  We were having just a regular conversation when all of a sudden we started arguing.  I can’t even remember what it was about, except that Joey was very unhappy with me.  I saw his eyes flare the way they do when he’s angry.  It makes me shiver.  


  “You know I have a good mind to paddle your bottom,” he said.


  “You wouldn’t dare!” I challenged him, knowing full well, he would do exactly what he wanted to do.  I think I might have even taunted him because I wanted him to spank me.  That’s hard to admit, even to myself!  But the glorious thrill I have when he takes me that way is so remarkable, I can hardly help myself.  


  All of a sudden I took off running across the meadow, and would you believe it?  Joey ran after me.  At full speed he tumbled me to the ground on the edge of the woods, and then proceeded to drag me to my feet.  To my further astonishment, he picked me up and carried me over his shoulder into the trees.  Then he set me down on an old stump.


  “Don’t move,” he said.


  “What are you doing?” I asked, feeling scared.  He had that very dark aspect about him, that I was becoming accustomed to before a spanking.


  He didn’t answer.  But I could tell that he had something specific in mind, the way he searched through the woods until he found what he wanted.


  I watched with a fixed stare, as Joseph held a long lean switch in his hand.  He worked quickly, stripping the thing of all its leaves, so that a smooth surface remained.  My next instrument of punishment!  


  Once he finished preparing the horrid thing, he let it fly through the air, the nasty switch singing with a terrifying noise.  I couldn’t imagine that he would use this on my bottom.


  “Joey, you can’t,” I protested.


  “Oh, I can and I will.  You’re an unruly brat, Daisy Markham, and you’re going to learn to behave!”


  Joey unceremoniously grabbed me by the hand, turned me over the old tree trunk, lifted my skirt, and pulled down my panties.   In the light of day, Joey would have no problem at all this time, seeing my naked rear end.  It was mortifying, my creamy rear cheeks exposed right there before his eyes.


  However, he didn’t take much time to appraise my state of undress, as he proceeded immediately with the switch.  His strong arm came down with a fierce cut right across both of my rear cheeks.


  I howled loudly.


  Another cut screeched through the air, and landed next to the first.


  “Please no!” I wailed.


  “Hush,” he ordered.


  Another and another landed with efficient purpose.  I could tell he was putting a good deal of energy into his strokes, because each burned so fiercely.


  Another two cuts landed on my rear and I howled again, while I imagined the half dozen cuts across my bottom, leaving horrible red lines, that would stand out for days.  By then, I thought he certainly must be done with this ruthless punishment.


  “Please Joey, please,” I tried pleading with him.


  “You’re getting exactly what you deserve,” he told me, as he brought the switch down another three times very quickly.  


  “Yeeeeewww gawd! Stop!”


  “You’ll have a full dozen by the time I’m done,” he vowed.


  That meant three more, and I didn’t think I could stand them.  My bottom felt like it was being punished with arrows.  It must certainly be raw by now.  


  “You’re going to leave marks!” I tried another line of protest.


  “All the better,” he told me.


  “You can’t mean that!” I blared.


  Another cut landed, and I yowled again.


  “Daisy Markham, someone should have done this to you a long time ago.  And if it leaves marks, well so be it, though I doubt these will last very long.”  He punctuated his words with the eleventh cut.


  I was beside myself, but thankful that there was only one more to go.  That was the worst of all, and I howled and cried like a baby.


  Joey didn’t say a word all through my mighty protests.  He just waited for me to stop.  I knew he was finished, and was very grateful when he finally dropped the switch next to me, but I still didn’t dare to rise, since he was standing over me.


  “My your bottom looks lovely,” he finally commented.


  “Joey please!” I managed to say.  This was so embarrassing.  But even with my embarrassment, there was a strange feeling of satisfaction filling me.


  “You know, this is the first time I’ve seen your pretty bottom in all its well punished glory.  It looks most satisfying with your twelve red marks across it!”


  “Please can I get up?” I begged.


  “When I’m finished admiring it,” he answered.  “You know, I think we’ll have to do something to make this arrangement between us permanent.  I’m afraid I’m thinking of all kinds of indecent things right now.”


  “Joseph!” I complained, blushing.


  “Don’t you worry, my intentions are totally honorable, Miss Daisy,” he said, as he quickly restored my panties to their proper place and pulled me to my feet, so that standing, my skirt fell down over my exposed rear.  “But I will have all of you, Daisy Markham, and very soon.”  Joey put his arms around me and kissed my lips.  


  I know what he was thinking.  My heart soared, but I remained silent, knowing that a proposal of marriage was not far away.


  Melanie shuddered reading the words.  This was as good as any romantic novel, her anticipation mounting with each entry she read.  She knew at least part of the ending, for her Aunt ended up marrying her Uncle John, and not Joseph, but she still wondered why.  


  Even though she vowed to make this trip to the attic a quick one, Melanie could not stop reading.  She just had to find out what happened next, especially when she turned the page and read the next entry. 


  My God! Joseph’s joined the Navy!  I know he’s going away.  I’m so scared, I don’t know what I’ll do without him!  There’s nothing else to write now.  I still hope we’ll be able to marry, but I’m so afraid that things will never be as they have been for us …


  There was more, but Melanie was forced to wait, when she suddenly heard Tony’s footsteps on the stairs.  It sounded like he was taking them two by two, he was moving so fast.  When he burst through the door, Melanie could see his temper flaring like a Spanish bull. 


  “I figured I could find you here, it seems to be the only place that you ever are,” he charged.


  “That’s not true, I just came up here,” Melanie fought back.   She fought back tears and words and a healthy dose of fear, having no idea what she’d done to incite his wrath.


  “Well, get the hell downstairs, we have things to talk about.”  He turned on his heel and left the room.


  Melanie’s heart was pounding furiously.  Her mind raced through a hundred scenarios all at the same time, trying to figure why he was so angry.  


  “You were in the gazebo today,” Tony accused her, when she was finally face to face with him.


  “No,” she lied, without even thinking.


  “I saw you there, perhaps you want to change your story,” Tony said.  His eyes were boring holes through her.


  She gulped, her face beginning to redden at the same time.  Looking down, Tony noticed her bandaged leg.  


  “You fell through and didn’t tell me?” he said shocked. 


  “I didn’t want to bother you.”


  “Did you go to the doctor too, without telling me?” he asked.


  “No, I didn’t go to the doctor, I cleaned the scratches and that’s all it needed.”


  “There were rusty nails in that hole.  I saw them.  Did you scratch yourself on them?”


  “I don’t think so, this isn’t serious at all.  I cleaned it.”  


  “Let me see your leg.”  He didn’t let her balk.  Pushing her down on the couch, he ripped the bandage from her leg and examined it carefully.


  “We’re going to emergency and get a tetanus shot,” he announced.


  “Oh, for heavens sake, Tony, it’s not necessary,” Melanie protested.


  “How long’s it been?”


  “I don’t know, an hour I guess,” Melanie shrugged.


  They were on their way before she could protest further, the two making a long uneasy ride to the emergency room.


  ***


  On the way home, Melanie was silent.  There was not one thing she could say that wouldn’t infuriate Tony.  He’d lost half a day’s work because she’d refused to listen to him about the gazebo; and she’d tried to care for a deep wound that the doctor shamed her into seeing how serious it was.  Now she really wished he would spank her.  It might vent his anger, and ease the prickly tension between them.


  When the two got in the door, Melanie was ready to slink away like a cat, figuring it was better to stay away from Tony, than try to pacify him.  Only time would do that.  Yet Tony had other ideas.


  “Don’t you dare go up to that attic of yours,” he said.


  Melanie turned on the stairway and stared at Tony’s dark expression.


  “What do you want?” Melanie asked sheepishly.


  “I want to know what to do with you,” he said.


  “Do with me?”


  “Perhaps you have some ideas.  I feel like I’m living with a child, not a woman.”


  “Then maybe you should spank me,” Melanie suggested boldly.


  He looked at her thoughtfully.  “You know you certainly deserve it. If you were younger, I would,” he vowed.


  What did “younger” have to do with it, Melanie wondered.  She shivered 


  excitedly, amazed that he’d even considered it. 


  “So?” she asked hopefully.


  “What we’re going to do is tear down the gazebo,” he stated flatly.


  “NO!” she shouted.  “You can’t!  I’ll fix it.  I’ll hire people to do it, and I promise I won’t go near it, until it’s done.  It’s my Aunt Daisy’s, and that’s really special to me.”


  Tony stared at her for sometime, looking as if he was collecting his thoughts, organizing his mind and about to make some important proclamation.


  Melanie waited with baited breath.


  “You’re obsessive about your Aunt, aren’t you?  What is it about her that’s so appealing to you?”


  Melanie thought of a dozen things to say to him that might brush off her fascination with Aunt Daisy in single stroke, but that wasn’t what came out of her mouth.


  “It was her relationship that intrigues me.”


  “Oh?” Tony’s face changed abruptly.  Something about the way his wife spoke piqued his interest.


  “I’ve been reading some of her papers, and … .”  She wouldn’t admit to the diary for fear that he’d want to see it.


  “And what?” Tony asked.


  It wasn’t a question that she could avoid, especially the way he looked at her. It was uncanny the tension between them, the expectancy that was written all over Tony’s face, like he might already know what had been burning in her heart for days.


  Melanie thought for sometime, trying to find the right words to ask for what she wanted. Never in her life had she wanted anything so much as she wanted Tony spanking her bottom right now. But could she possibly ask for that and not have him rolling on the floor in a fit of laughter?


  “Melanie?” Tony asked again.


  She shook her head.  “It’s too hard to explain,” she answered. “Let me go get us some lunch and I’ll call the contractors about the gazebo this afternoon.” She didn’t like changing the subject, but she felt that she hadn’t much choice.  Even given his unexpected interest in spanking moments earlier, she knew it was merely a fluke.  He wasn’t the same man as Joseph, and there was no use thinking that he might be.  Perhaps he was right, she was spending much too much time musing over her Aunt and her romantic life.  She needed to spend more time getting the house completed and less in a useless dream world.  That would certainly make Tony happier, even if it didn’t make her any happier.


  Melanie gave her husband a gentle smile and took off for the kitchen, where Tony heard her rattling pans and opening the refrigerator.  She’d changed the subject of their conversation—something, that on most occasions, he would have let go without another word.  But there had been a strange look in her eye, something he’d never seen before.  A look as if she was haunted by something from the past, or something in herself.  And this odd talk of spanking, she sounded as if she really meant it.  


  Tony had the strangest suspicion that the answer was upstairs, in the attic.  Maybe it was time to do a little research to find out what captivated his wife so much.  Just as soon as he had a moment,  he planned to take a really good look at her Aunt Daisy’s world, and find out just what was the mysterious fascination.




  Chapter Four


  The Dairy was open in the middle.


  This is such a long amazing journey.  I don’t know where to begin this time.  It’s been weeks since I’ve written and I can hardly keep up with the changes that have taken place in my life.  But I’ve got to put some of this down on paper, perhaps it will help me be more at peace with everything that has unfolded.


  I know it was Joey’s call to duty,  Such a intensely loyal man, it shouldn’t have surprised me when he enlisted in the Navy.


  But the shock!  Seeing him in that fine uniform just sent my blood boiling.  All the feelings I’ve had for him raced through me, I felt as if I was soaring.  My only worry was that his talk of marriage would suddenly be forgotten in the mad whirlwind of this great change.


  Oh! It was horrible, I cried for days before and after Joseph left.  He was angry with me for being so selfish and petty.


  “There’s a war going on Daisy,” he said taking my shoulders in his hands, and forcing me to look at him.  “Do I have to spank you, or are you going to buck up and be brave?”


  “I’m trying,” I told him.  “But our plans?” I asked with my most pitiful look.  He had no idea how devastating this was for me.


  “Plans change,” he reminded me.  He looked at my distressed face, and his own stern one began to brighten.  “Now don’t you worry, Daisy Markham., you will be my wife.  I’m not going to have spent all this time and energy keeping you in line for nothing.”  He gave me a little pat on my rear to accompany his knowing look.  “I’ve invested far too much in this bottom, and that pretty head, to run out on you now.  But we do have to wait.  I have to ship out tomorrow, so let this be a good night.”


  He put his arms around me and held me tightly to him.  We kissed long into the night.  I just didn’t want to say good-bye.  I think I might have let him spend the night with me, but he wouldn’t do that.


  “I won’t do anything to smudge your reputation, as much as I’d like to go to bed with you,” he said.


  When we parted, I was close to tears again.


  “Now don’t you start, or I’ll give you something to really cry about,” he warned me.


  At that point I was almost ready to ask him to spank me again.  We would have at least been together for a few more minutes.  Another trip over his firm strong lap would almost be pleasant.  I imagined that fine broad hand of his coming down on my bottom.  It would burn terribly, but all that pain would be worth it, just to feel that powerful sensation that passes between us after he’s finished.


  But alas, Joseph left before I could kick up enough of a storm to warrant a spanking.  I watched him walk down the street.  He turned and waved to me, then walked on until he was just a tiny speck in the distance.  I was so afraid I’d never see him again.


  The three weeks that followed that goodbye were sheer torture.  I heard nothing from him and was beginning to think that he’d forgotten me.  I know he was in training and that he’d have a problem getting time free to call, or even write me; but I was so anxious, I couldn’t stay at home any longer.  I had to do something.


  “You’d better not go traipsing off to some city you know nothing about,” Mrs. Darnell told me, when I announced that I was taking a week off to visit Joseph.  “You’ll regret it young lady,” she warned so sternly, it almost sounded like Joseph’s stern admonishments.


  “Maybe, but I can’t stay here and wonder.  It’s just a morning’s bus ride.  I have the money.  Certainly a quick trip to reassure myself would be all right.  Then I’ll come home.”


  She shook her head the way she does, all exasperated with me.  It was too bad, I was going and that was it!


  The bus ride was horrible.  I was sick to my stomach when we finally reached the bus terminal.  There were nasty fumes because the bus was having some kind of mechanical trouble.  We were suppose to arrive by one o’clock, but we didn’t get to our destination until 6:00, and I had to scurry to find a room at the YWCA.  There was no way I could look into Joey’s situation until the morning.


  When I called the Naval base bright and early the next day, I got no where with the officer on duty.  Apparently Joseph was on some kind of maneuvers and couldn’t be reached.  He asked if this was an emergency, and I couldn’t lie to him, as much as I was tempted to.  If Joey found out that I was fibbing just to get a hold of him, he’d be furious.  I wasn’t sure if he wasn’t going to be furious with me anyway, just for making the trip without his knowing.


  I had to wait two days in my room by the phone, hoping Joseph would get my messages and call.  But the longer I waited the more anxious I got.  I was about to march off to that base and knock on a few doors when the phone finally rang.


  “Daisy?” I heard his voice, it sounded so welcome and so sweet.


  “Joseph, I’m so glad you called.”


  “What are you doing here?”  His voice changed almost instantly to one of concern, and irritation.


  “I had to come,” I told him.


  “You didn’t get my letter?” he asked.


  “No. Nothing.”


  “I can see why you might be worried, but my love, you’ve been very foolish.”  I could tell by his tone that I was in trouble.


  “I had to be sure you’re okay.  I have to see you!” I pleaded my case.


  “I’m fine Daisy, but I’m very busy, and I don’t have much time.  I want you to go back home right now.”


  “Not until I see you,” I told him, with every ounce of determination I could muster.


  “Daisy you’re being unreasonable.  I won’t be able to get to see you until at least Sunday.”


  “Then I’ll stay until then.”


  “You’re being a stubborn brat,” Joey said.  I could hear that old familiar sternness that he uses just before he’s about to punish me.  Oh! How it makes me shiver!  “Daisy, you’re going home.”


  “I’ll book a ticket for Sunday night,” I told him. “You just tell me when I can see you Sunday.” Joseph may think he’s adamant, well I can match him easily!


  “Daisy,” he said, in that warning tone again.


  “Yes,” I answered.  I stood my ground.


  “I’ll have to call you later in the week, when I find out if I can get off,” he finally relented.


  I breathed a sigh of relief and smiled to myself, knowing that I’d have my way.  I’d likely pay for it, but that didn’t matter.  At least I’d see him.


  I cooled my heels in town for three days.  Joey called very briefly Friday afternoon to tell me I could see him on Sunday at Chapel, 10:00.  Then he had until 2:00 in the afternoon before he had to get back.  It wasn’t much time, but it was all I was going to get, and the way I was feeling, I was happy for any time I could spend with him.


  Sunday was glorious, and Joey was all smiles when I met him.  He whisked me up in his arms and kissed me very hard.  He looked so handsome in his starched white uniform, my whole body pulsed with such lively lust that I blush just writing it.


  After chapel services, Joseph took me into town and we had the most romantic meal, even though it was at a corner diner. I wished I could serve him a full meal, but this was as perfect as it could possibly be, just because we were together.


  He told me a lot about his work.  I knew right off that it would take him away from me for a long time; but then I also knew that this horrible conflict is going to require sacrifice from us all!  Oh! How I wish those Germans would fall into the sea, that they’d be drown in some ocean!  Such a terrible cost already.  I tried not to let my concern for Joey’s welfare show.  I only wanted to think of the positive even though I knew that there were many dangerous times ahead.


  After our meal, Joseph and I strolled along the main thoroughfare of the once quiet coastal town.  It was now bustling with activity.  There was a curious prickly feeling in the air.  Excitement and yes, fear.  I guess like every place else, it’s hard now not to be wrapped up in the war effort and all that it means.


  I’d love to have taken Joseph back to my room at the YWCA, but I was afraid we might get caught if I tried to sneak him upstairs.  He could get in trouble for that at the base.  Instead, Joseph and I were content to enjoy the lovely day, arm and arm.  We found a park with some lovely shade trees and benches along a path that meandered through the grassy areas, and then into some denser woods.


  As we ambled along the path, I was beginning to sense that Joseph had some purpose in mind for this increasingly ambitious walk.  When we were well into the woods he stopped beside an old but sturdy wooden bench.


  “Well now,” he said, turning me around so I faced him directly.  I looked up at him seeing a very grim expression.  “My dear Daisy, I think it’s time to get your due for this little fiasco of yours.


  “Oh?” I said innocently.  I knew exactly what he was going to do, and as much as I always want to protest, I think I might have been disappointed if he hadn’t punished me that afternoon.


  Joseph sat down on the bench while I stood in front of him, looking down into his dark and very determined eyes.


  “You have no idea how angry I am with you for making this foolish trip.”


  “But Joey, I protested.  “I hadn’t heard a thing from you.  I was getting scared.”


  “I told you when I left that it might be a while before I could reach you.  I really wasn’t suppose to get the day off today, then what would you have done?”


  “I would have waited until I could see you,” I told him.


  “And that would have wasted your money.  Daisy Markham, you were wrong to have pulled this stunt, and you deserve every bit of the spanking you’re going to get.”


  Even though I expected this, I couldn’t believe the way Joseph’s eyes flashed when earlier they had been so soft and loving.  I knew he must have been storing up his irritation with me, and like opening a nest of angry bees, I was going to feel the sting very soon.


  “I just did it for us, don’t you care about us?” I protested.


  “Of course I care about us, and especially you.  But this is not the time for you to be running around the country.  You could end up in some kind of trouble.”  He pointed a finger at me, his eyes becoming more and more intense with every word he spoke.  It all went straight inside me as I began to appreciate how serious he was about this.  “You get over my lap right now,” he ordered, and before I could say a word, he’d grabbed my wrist and pulled me over his knees, across his uniform clad legs.


  “Please, Joseph, not here!” I wailed.


  Joey ignored me, and I felt his hand go down to the bottom of my pleated plaid skirt.  Drawing it up over my legs to my waist, I felt so exposed in just my thin slip and panties.  But of course he didn’t stop there, for he raised the slip too, so that my legs were completely bare.  Then he lifted the elastic edge of my panties, and very slowly pulled them down over my bottom to my legs, so that my rear end was naked right there for him to see.  A wild tingle raced through me, the one I was sure was associated with my carnal urges.  I was embarrassed, the ideas that were going through my head at the very thought of Joseph seeing my white rear cheeks again.


  Apparently Joseph wasn’t concerned about such things, because he wasted no time at all delivering several stinging wallops to my poor cringing rear.  He had punishment in mind, nothing else!


  “Sometimes, Daisy Markham, you’re a foolish silly girl.”  His hand kept coming down on my rear end, and I was in tears right away.  Stroke after stroke, I cringed with each new blow vibrating through me.


  “Oh, please, Joey, no more,” I must have begged a dozen times.


  But he was deaf to my wails.  After a time, Joseph stopped and placed his hand on my hot bottom.  I was sure that he was finished, the way he gently massaged my burning cheeks; and I groaned softly realizing how this simple gesture was really arousing me, especially as the pain was diminishing and the welcome rush of warmth was beginning to permeate my whole back side, and even the mellow spot between my legs.  I’m glad no one else reads this journal, because certainly they’d think I was some kind of loose woman to respond like this to being punished.


  But then, all erotic thoughts aside, Joseph surprised me with another hearty smack, and then he was pelting my rear end more ferociously than ever.  I was wailing loudly, completely forgetting that I was in this semi-public place.  Any minute someone might happen by and find us here, me with my red bottom wagging in the breeze.  It seemed as if Joey would go on forever, one spank on top of the last, hurt on hurt.  I was sobbing, praying that he’d stop.


  “Please, Joey, I’m so sorry.”


  “Maybe you are,” he paused for a moment, “but I intend to make certain.”  He continued on, the rain of smacks accumulating into one horrible burn.  I didn’t know how I was going to take anymore.  As much as I squirmed and wailed, it seemed like Joey would never stop.


  Either I got used to the spanking, or Joey finally began to soften, for it seemed as if he was backing off, decreasing both the intensity and the pace.  Still, he didn’t stop, and I found the crazy glorious feeling of arousal again, and my plaintive cries changed into soft moans. 


  I’d never had my body respond so sweetly to be treated so brusquely, and the closeness I felt on Joseph’s lap was so special in those final moments of my punishment, I felt one with him.  I understood him, and he seemed to understand me.


  When he was finished, this time I knew the spanking was over.  He again laid his hand gently on my bottom and lightly caressed it.  I could almost sense a tentativeness in his gesture, realizing that Joey was unsure how much longer he should soothe me this way.


  “I’d better stop now,” he finally said, as he removed his hand.  I was sad.  I wanted to remain that close and intimate forever, knowing how my heart would be breaking in little less than a hour, when we’d have to say goodbye.


  Much more gently than he’d earlier dismantled my clothes, Joseph restored my panties to their proper place over my sore and aching rear end.  Then he lowered my slip and skirt.


  It was a surprise to me when I was on my feet again, and staring into his eyes.  The anger in them was certainly gone, but not the serious mood.  I think he was as sad as I was.


  “Sit down,” he said.


  That was difficult to do, but I obeyed, I wouldn’t even think of not minding him.


  “We’re going to be married Daisy, as soon as I have a decent leave and can arrange things.  It’ll be getting easier to have time to write and call, but I don’t, now you hear me well, I don’t want you coming down here again.  Unless I send for you.  Do you understand?”


  “Yes, Joseph.”


  “I could still work up another good spanking, but I don’t want to waste the time we have left being angry.  If we were going to be together for a few days, I’d have you over my knee at least twice a day for the shenanigans you pulled.”  His eyes bore into me, “you had better behave, because next time, I will not forget the hairbrush; and you’ll have the devil of a time sitting down for a week, I’ll blister your bottom so hard.”


  “You did very well for yourself today,” I reminded him, as I squirmed uncomfortably on the bench.


  “I hope it burns ALL the way home.  Maybe then you’ll remember, and think twice the next time you think you want to go running off on a whim.


  I wanted to explain myself again, but I bit my lip knowing that he would not be pleased, after he’d already made himself very clear.


  “We are going to get married?” I said changing the subject back to a much more delightful topic.


  “Absolutely.  But if ever there was a time to be patient, now is the time.  You’ve got to grow up, be brave and pray a lot because everything is moving very fast.”  He had his arm around me, holding me.  The sunshine had reached into the glade where we sat, and all the cold shivers at such talk seemed to be “warmed” away in a few brief seconds.  Nothing else mattered, just Joseph and me.  I felt as though eternity was spent in that time, an eternity that I would hang on to forever.


  I didn’t cry as I waved good-bye to him on the bus.  I watched his face disappear as the big coach pulled away from the station, and then turned the corner on its way back home.


  I didn’t cry all the way home, it already seemed as if I’d cried enough while Joseph spanked me.  And while those tears were justified in immediate response to the pain on my bottom, the feelings I had leaving Joseph at the bus station wouldn’t be well served by tears.  My life with the man I loved so dearly— so bright and promising as it seemed—is destined to be filled, at least for a while, by the melancholy of sad partings, thrust upon us by a time that is fated for such unrequited longing.


  Tony closed the journal, just halfway through Daisy Markham’s chronicle.  It was all he needed to read that afternoon, and indeed it had taken up the better part of his day.


  He heard some birds squawking just outside the window and thought that there was likely a bird’s nest in the corner of the roof.  Melanie would likely react to his cleaning them out, so he decided to let them stay.  They’d keep her company, he supposed.


  Leaning back in the dusty old armchair, Tony thought for a moment about the surprising journal he still held in his hand.  Then, after thumbing through the pages one more time, he carefully stored the book away in the trunk’s secret compartment.  Closing the lid, he pushed the creaky old piece back where it belonged.


  Realizing that his stomach was growling from lack of food, he decided to go downstairs and open a can of soup.




  Chapter Five


  Melanie looked out at Nell’s lovely backyard and its manicured garden, thinking how her own garden at home might look one day.  It certainly didn’t come close to resembling this beautiful one, though in her mind she could see it all perfectly arranged, just as her Aunt once had hers so perfectly arrayed.


  Yet, she wondered what price she might be paying to have this little piece of perfection: her Aunt Daisy’s estate restored to its once immaculate state.  Two days before, she and Tony had another major donnybrook.  The two of them engaged in the worst screaming fit of their four year marriage—all concerning the house, the gazebo and the estate’s endless need for repair.


  Days before their argument, Melanie had promised Tony she wouldn’t be stepping foot in the rotting gazebo where she’d injured her leg.  And on the whole, she’d kept her promise.  But a quick excursion through the decrepit old structure with one of the workmen she’d hired led to another near disaster, and another raging war of words and wills between Melanie and her hotheaded Italian husband.  The fight wasn’t just about the gazebo, but about the status of things in general around the house.  The workmen that Tony so desperately wanted there to complete the renovations were consistently making matters worse. Tony was blaming Melanie—she thought unfairly—for not keeping things under control.  In all fairness, she had often been indecisive and cranky and then given to “running away” to the attic to bury herself in her Aunt Daisy’s fascinating world.  But she could hardly be held responsible for the huge hole in the hallway door, the one half missing wall in Tony’s office, and the general chaos that reigned all day long, making it even more difficult for Tony to work.


  He was furious, she was furious, and it made Melanie cringe now thinking of the horrible things they’d said to each other.


  The tension between them at the end was so unbearable, that Melanie couldn’t imagine spending the night under the same roof with the man she was suppose to love.  Already spending two nights on the living room couch, because she refused to spend them in their bed, had only made Tony more furious.  But how the hell was she suppose to be physically close to him when they were warring at every turn!


  Another night like the last few was impossible, so she packed her bags and left for her sister’s house.


  Melanie went over the last few days a dozen times and the situation never looked any better.  The same horrible impasse stared her in the face; the same anger in Tony’s handsome features confronted her when her eyes were closed; and the same basic conflict over meeting their needs seemed to loom at her with no solution apparent.


  To make matters worse however, the one wildly unimaginable thought that appeared so boldly in Aunt Daisy’s journal loomed menacingly on the horizon, as one solution still possible for she and Tony.  She couldn’t fathom how this answer could really change things between them, but somehow she thought in some miraculous way, it might just be a cure for what ailed them in their marriage.  Melanie shuddered thinking of an argument ending in a spanking, the whole idea made her hotly excited.  Not only did she think of it as some magical solution to their domestic problems, introducing punishment into the equation of the marriage, but she found the whole idea very erotic.  She had no idea why the thoughts of Tony paddling her bottom would arouse her so much, but she knew they did.  And … if she read between the lines of Daisy’s Markham’s journal, it had sexually aroused her Aunt as well!


  Melanie missed the journal, it was the one thing she wished she’d brought from home on this brief vacation from her life.  But she’d left so quickly, she hadn’t even thought about it as she hastily packed under Tony’s watchful glare.  He wasn’t at all happy about her leaving.


  “You may think you can run out on your problems Melanie, but you can’t.  I’ll grant you a breather for a day or so, but you’d better come back with the idea of coming up with a solution, or I’ll leave you and this grand old house.”  He said that with particularly sarcastic twist.   “And you can moon over it forever, for all I care!”


  His words stung, yet his anger excited her.  If only … .


  Now lying back on the chaise lounge, in the quiet of the day, Melanie at last had some time to think about the many disparate thoughts that had thrown her into a mass of confusion, about Tony, marriage, the house, everything.


  What she couldn’t shake from her head was the image of herself being spanked: the thought of her husband fixing her with his dark eyes, his brows narrowing, his Italian temper wildly sparked as he ordered her to his side, then drawing her over his lap.  Melanie was shivering now.  How easy it was to bring the vivid picture to her mind.


  She imagined the feeling, being over his lap as he drew her skirt up to her waist and then lowered her panties.  She could see it in her mind clearly, as if she was able to move out of her body and view the whole scene, the picture of her naked bottom poised though wriggling wildly in Tony’s firm grasp.  She imagined his hand or hairbrush or whatever, coming down on her bare behind with a very firm smack.  He’d continue with stroke after stroke until her fair skinned cheeks were a bright rosy red hue.  She knew it would raise the most arousing sensations in her body, she could already feel it.


  The sensations produced by Melanie’s imagination were so strong that she opened her eyes to realize that she was gently massaging the moist hot place between her thighs.  It wasn’t the first time that her spanking thoughts had turned so erotic.  She seemed possessed by the thought and the way it ignited her passions.  Perhaps that was half the problem with things at home, she was living in one glorious erotic world of spanking desires, while having to hold back those feelings when it came to her interaction with Tony. 


  Yes, this was an impossible situation!


  And yes, Tony was right, there was no solution staying at Nell’s house.  Being here only made matters worse, distancing her from something she had to address first hand.


  Even as she wanted to play with herself more, she popped up from the chaise.  “I can’t stand it anymore,” she said aloud to no one.  She was alone in Nell’s house.


  A half hour later, Melanie was packed, in her car, a neat note taped to Nell’s refrigerator door.


  “I’ve gone home.  Thanks for the breather.  I’ll call soon. Melanie.”




  Chapter Six


  Tony finished off a second beer and tossed the bottle into a return box in the laundry room.  He returned to the kitchen and attacked the sink full of dishes that had been accumulating since Melanie left.  She was certainly a better housekeeper than he was, and a better cook.  He missed her though, not just because of those things; he missed her vitality and warmth, her beautiful face, her smile, her laughter and the fire in her eyes, her remarkable mind for creation, and of course the way she made love to him.


  Their stunning fights however had all too harsh an edge anymore, an unpleasant result, so it seemed, of their move to this house ten months before. Tony thought about his afternoon in the attic reading Daisy Markham’s journal.  He was sure now that it was the cause of the strange starts and stops the two had had in the last two months.


  Spanking, what an absurd idea!


  Was that what Melanie wanted?


  The thought amused him, but it also ignited a curious sensation in him, something he fought to control in a feminist world. Contrary to the sentiments of the people in his academic circle, he relished the idea of being a man’s man, with a commanding bearing and an authoritarian attitude with women.  The viewpoint was obviously antiquated, but it still held his fascination. And now, in light of the journal, he thought the idea of turning his wife over his knee and paddling her bottom fit his sense of perfect justice.  In his imaginary old fashioned world, it was the perfect solution to domestic crisis.


  Old fashioned that it was, could it be that Melanie was actually asking for just such treatment? Were all those afternoons spirited away in the attic—presumably with her Aunt’s journal—an indication that she had a real fascination with the prospects of getting her bottom paddled?  Days ago, before this last big fight, spanking had been mentioned in one heated moment. Had she been baiting him then, and he was too ignorant to understand her message?


  “Tony!” Melanie’s voice knocked him from his reverie.


  He turned around with soapy hands and gazed at the sight of his beautiful wife, her arms filled with luggage.


  “You were going to stay a week?” he said, surprised to see her after only three days.  Pleasantly surprised.


  Melanie winced a little, then a familiar angry scowl returned to her face.  “You want me to go back?’ she asked.


  “No,” he replied.  His body rushed a bit thinking how much he’d like sex right then; though he wasn’t sure it was a good time to broach the topic.


  Melanie tried a little half smile instead of the scowl.


  “You eaten?” Tony asked her.


  “No, I’ve been driving three hours. I’m kind of famished.”


  “I’ve been eating out of cans, you want to order a pizza in?” he suggested.


  She stared at him and then nodded.  Melanie wasn’t sure if it was just because she’d been away three days, but it seemed the room was bathed in a strange light.  Suddenly “coming to”, she noticed that the far wall of the kitchen had been ripped totally out, and in its place was a heavy tarpaulin protecting the room from the elements.


  “My god what happened!” she shouted.


  “You don’t want to know,” Tony said.  He knew she’d be upset about it, too bad she had to face it first thing.


  “Tony,” she said nastily, her irritation was showing already.  Her plan to focus on Tony alone vanished the instant she realized that the beautiful bay window she loved so much had been trashed.  Crossing the room, she looked out to see the remnants of the old window frame on the ground below, not yet hauled away.


  “Let’s not discuss it now, Mel.  You’re tired. There’s a lot to talk about, and I’d just rather we spend some quiet time together.”  He was very sincere.


  “I can’t NOT discuss it,” Melanie’s voice sounded much too shrill and she knew it.


  Tony cringed instantly.  He didn’t want to be angry, he’d told himself the instant that he saw Melanie.  He would at all costs be calm, cool and collected.  He wasn’t going to explode, he wasn’t going to charge in with all the annoying things he’d had to take care of in the past three days, because when she left he had strict instructions from her to “handle it yourself!”  No, he wasn’t going to explode even though he wanted to …


  But now, her instantaneous attitude, her snapping voice was all the spark required.  “Okay, you want to know,” he began, his eyes were flashing.  “There were termites, and the whole damned thing fell away when the carpenter started to work on the window ledge.  He said it had to be cut away, fumigated, taken care of before the termites eat the whole bloomin’ house!  And,” Tony emphasized as he roared on, “it’s another $2000 bill to replace the fucking mess!”


  Tony shook off his wet hands, and leaving the dishes half washed, he stormed out of the kitchen.  Reaching his study he slammed the door behind him.


  Melanie stood frozen beside the ugly remnants of the once beautiful window.  Nothing was turning out the way she’d hoped it would.  All her thoughts about her arrival home seemed to be dashed.  It was clearly her fault for going off half cocked about the window, though it was obvious that Tony had not yet spent his anger.  She was enough of a psychologist to know that his rage went far deeper than just this one thing.  The problems that had caused her to leave, certainly hadn’t changed or vanished.  She only hoped that they weren’t so bad that there would be no way to repair them.  She remembered Tony’s edict before she left.  That she’d better be able to resolve things when she got home, or he would leave.  This first misstep certainly wasn’t a very promising sign of mending things between them.


  But she wasn’t about to give up easily.  There had to be an answer and they were both going to face it NOW!


  Putting down her luggage, she immediately went to Tony’s study and walked in.  That in itself was a bold move, since she always politely knocked.


  “If you don’t mind Melanie, I’d like to be by myself,” her husband said looking up from some papers on his desk.


  Melanie could tell that he was simply looking busy, there was no way he was already deep into his work.


  “Well that’s not what I want,” Melanie replied, her sassy edge still showing.  If he wanted a show down, now was the time.  “You said you didn’t want me running away from our problems, so don’t you start.”


  Tony looked genuinely startled by the mild attack.  “Listen Melanie, you came home, much to my surprise, I welcomed you thinking we could have a nice repairing evening, and immediately you hit the roof over this damned house.  Don’t go attacking me because I’m a little pissed at your attitude.”


  “So what do you want?” Melanie asked.


  “A little apology to start might be in order.”


  “For what?”


  “For being so damned crabby.”


  Melanie pouted at him for a minute, thinking about her options.  “I really don’t feel like apologizing. I’m sorry if I offended you, but it pisses me off, first, that you didn’t consult me on the repairs and then you expect me not to be upset when I see my beautiful kitchen torn apart.”  Melanie looked as if she wanted to cry.  The truth was, she didn’t know what else to do.  She was so at an edge, and filled with the tension of the homecoming, she didn’t know more to say.


  “Tell me then,” Tony said. “What am I suppose to do with you?”


  Melanie didn’t say a word.  She didn’t move, she hardly breathed at all, she simply remained frozen in her tracks, totally unthinking.  She had no idea what to tell him.  And there Tony sat, not so angry looking anymore as nonplused.  He had a vacant, distant look on his face.  It wasn’t like him, taking on such a stern detachment.  She felt a little like a student in front of an accusing teacher.  The feeling made her shiver strangely.  “What do I want you to do?” she repeated his request.


  “Yes, tell me?” he asked again, his expression remaining unchanged.


  She paused, trying to form some reply, but before she could say anything, Tony answered for her.


  “A spanking perhaps?” he said, almost before he could appreciate what he was saying. “A turn right over my knee with a paddle punishing your rear end,” he added for good measure.


  Melanie dropped her jaw.  “You’d do that?” she asked breathlessly, her voice was so hushed.


  “It’s exactly what I feel like doing to you now.  I can think of nothing I’d like better than taking you over my lap and turning your bottom scarlet.”


  Another shiver raced through her.  This time, she knew exactly what it was all about—a wild, rollicking, crazy, wicked, blush producing, thigh dampening shiver. Tony’s air of command left her dumbfounded and tongue tied.  All she could do was stare at his flashing Latin eyes, the shock of unruly dark hair, and the way his face was so very determined.  He became something very different in her eyes that moment.


  “Come here,” he ordered.  His tone was no nonsense.


  But Melanie couldn’t move.  All the petulant, tempestuous emotions that so filled her husband, left her mesmerized.  How many times she’d dreamed of this instant since she’d been reading Aunt Daisy’s journal, and now that it was really happening, she was too petrified to move.  Was he really going to do it?


  “Come here,” Tony repeated, his voice deeper, even more stern than before.


  “You really mean this?” she queried cautiously, trying to figure why now?


  “Your Aunt Daisy’s secret,” he said, thinking it was all he needed to say.


  “You know?”


  “Come here, Melanie,” he ordered again. “We’ll talk later.”  


  Melanie’s heart was thumping so rapidly, her bottom mysteriously beginning to burn without even a hand laid on.  She wouldn’t remember how she made that fateful journey to Tony’s side, but before she could catch her breath, she found Tony’s strong hand pulling her down over his lap, her bottom exactly where she imagined it so many times.


  Wearing a pair of lycra exercise shorts and a T-shirt, all Tony needed to do was pull up the T-shirt to see Melanie’s lovely round bottom perfectly outlined by the tight cloth of her shorts, right down to the indentation of her ass cheeks.


  Beginning briskly, Tony began to spank his wife’s bottom.  Alternating sides, he slapped first one cheek and then the other with a purposeful firm stroke.


  These first smacks were like heaven to Melanie’s aching body.  She’d waited so long to feel the sensations of her husband’s fury on her, that she was relishing every minute, even to the point that the sting was fast beginning to rise on the surface of her bottom.  The longer he spanked her, the more exciting it was becoming.  She squirmed, but not with pain, she was loving every minute of it.


  The longer Tony went on, the more he settled into a steady even rhythm, giving her fine round bottom exactly what he needed, and what she apparently wanted.  Yet after a good five minutes, Tony’s hand began to ache and he realized that if he was to continue, he would have to find some other implement to use, instead of his hand.  Stopping all of a sudden, he pushed Melanie from his lap.


  “Go get the butter paddle from the kitchen,” he ordered.  It was the first thing that popped into his mind.


  “The butter paddle?” she said looking down on him in surprise.  Her face was flushed and beautiful.


  “You heard me.”


  Melanie started at his grim retort.  It was exactly the way she wanted him to be, not giving an inch, demanding, not cajoling.  She was on fire from the very core of her being.


  “Now!” Tony reminded her, when she didn’t move immediately.  Melanie realized that all her excitement had made her hesitate.


  “I’m sorry,” she managed to whisper and she left the room on the way to the kitchen to retrieve the implement he wanted.  Finding the butter paddle in the drawer by the stove, she hardly had time to think about it before she was at Tony’s side again.


  “Thank you,” he said, when she handed him.  Only then did she observe the nasty thing.  Never having really thought about the possibilities of the kitchen utensil, it suddenly took on an ominous quality.  The five by seven size business end was perfectly carved to do the nasty deed that Tony wanted it for.  It had a functional handle that fit perfectly in Tony’s hands.


  Without saying a word, Tony laid the paddle down on his desk next to him, then pulled Melanie back over his lap.


  “Let’s do it the right way,” he advised her.  To her surprise, he lifted the waistband of her lycra shorts and began to pull them down over her hips.  She shouldn’t have been so surprised, but everything was happening so fast, she found each new step almost too much to bear.  “No panties?” Tony said, noticing that she’d hadn’t worn any underwear that day.  “How immodest.  Perhaps you were expecting this?”


  She couldn’t respond.  Certainly the idea had crossed her mind that he’d spank her, after all she had been obsessing on the idea for weeks.  But never did she believe that it would actually happen.  Assuming that he’d leave her shorts at her knees, Melanie was again surprised when her husband pulled them all the way off, leaving the lower part of her body naked.  Not that Tony hadn’t seen her naked, she was hardly a modest wife, right now she was totally humiliated, realizing that this wasn’t just a game they were playing.  Tony was very serious.  This was punishment, no different than that punishment applied to her Aunt’s youthful rear end many years before.


  SMACK!


  The first smack of the paddle shocked her, and she gasped some unrecognizable cry.  The smack stung to high heaven.  This was nothing like the earlier admonishment he’d given her with his hand, through the protection of her shorts.


  SMACK!


  One stroke after another the paddle came down hard, stinging immediately on impact.


  “Oh, my god,” she cried after he’d spanked her a good dozen times.  She groaned lustily, her body gyrating under his grasp.  


  From Tony’s point of view, it was difficult to tell if she was still enjoying the treatment or if it was really beginning to hurt.  In any event, he ignored her comments, and continued on, letting the butter paddle do the talking.  He was realizing for himself that this was a sweet and well deserved justice.  Why hadn’t he thought of it himself a long time ago?


  “Tony, please,” Melanie pleaded more.  Her body was still wiggling, her voice hardly distressed.  Though she seemed to be protesting, she was certainly not in agony, not yet. 


  Wanting the message he was giving his wife to be very clear, Tony increased both the tempo and the force, so that the spanking was turning into nothing but a spirited punishment, not something either of them would consider a sexual turn on. 


  “Oh, my god, Tony, please, isn’t that enough?” she finally wailed.  The pain was becoming almost more than she could bear.  She struggled against him, even though she was going no where.


  “Hurts, doesn’t it?” he said, pausing briefly. “It’s suppose to.” 


  Melanie supposed he was right, a spanking was suppose to hurt, but all of a sudden, she realized that real punishment didn’t bear any resemblance to the fantasies she had in her head.  What had started out as a vibrant erotic moment had become very painful.  And with Tony showing no signs of letting up, her only choice was to endure the painful reality of the paddle on her fair skin. 


  When Tony was finally finished, he put the paddle down on his desk, and laid his hand on Melanie’s burning bottom.  It amazed him how warm her skin had become, and how lovely that warmth felt.


  Melanie continued to sob for several moments, but as she became aware that the punishment was over, she too began to appreciate the fine feelings that were beginning to rise in her.  Her husband caressed her very gently, the feelings very soothing to her sore bottom.  


  “I’m not sure I’m finished for tonight, but I think we both need a break,” he told her.  He continued to run his hand along her bottom ever so carefully.  


  “You’d start again?” Melanie asked.


  “Maybe,” he said.


  Melanie flinched at the thought, but she wasn’t sure she could take another round of smacks, even though the warmth that followed was quite a thrill.  


  Rather than being able to bask in the excitement of the gentle massage however, Tony had a purpose for this extended moment across his lap.  He had quite a few things to say to his wife, and this was as good a place as any.  “There’s not going to be any more fights, Melanie,” he started.


  “I agree,” she replied.  


  “And there’s not going to be anymore running off to your sister’s house in a fit of tears.”  He gave her bottom a little pat for good measure.  “You understand that?”


  “Yes,” she snuffed.


  “You’re going to behave like the woman you are, and we’re going to take care of this house in a mature and responsible manner.  Is that understood.”  His voice was very stern.


  “Yes,” she snuffed again.


  “And if there’s anymore lying, avoiding, running off, or bitchy nasty attitudes about the house, my work or anything else, you’re going over my lap again.  I’m not going to put up with your foolishness any more.  We love each other and we’re going to get along.  If this is what it takes for us to make our marriage work, then so be it.  Are you hearing me?” he said.


  “Yes, sir,” Melanie replied.  She couldn’t help herself, using the term of respect.


  He was massaging her bottom more eagerly all the time.  Feeling his hand on her, Melanie was reassured.  She felt a quality of love from Tony that she’d never felt before.  It was sweet justice done, exactly as she wanted it.  Why it was right for him to paddle her for behaving so badly, she didn’t now.  She simply knew that it was.


  “We’re going to leave the butter paddle in my office where I’ll have it handy for another time.”  Tony seemed very pleased with himself.  “But for now, I’ll put it away, and we’ll have our next session upstairs.”


  “What?” Melanie gasped.  He gave her rear several good squeezes, which made her gasp even more, half from pain, and half from the arousal which was all too apparent.  “Now, stand up and let me see you,” he said.


  Melanie rose and stood in front of her husband,” her head submissively bowed.  She was feeling flustered, a little ashamed of herself, and most definitely excited, unsure where this whole scene would be leading.  But another punishment on top of this one, she wasn’t sure she could take it.


  “I want to see your bottom,” Tony said, making her turn around.


  Melanie felt strange showing off for him. 


  “You’re really going to spank me again?” she ventured meekly.  


  After you’ve taken the time to think about you and me and what this means.  While you’re at it you might take a look at your bottom yourself, and appreciate the red blush you earned so well.  I’ll be up later to finish it off.”


  She turned back around.  His eyes were still fiercely lit, though the dark angry glimmer that had been there earlier was much more subdued.  His firmly set jaw was exactly what she expected, and it gave her a whole new thrill inside just looking at his handsome but very stern face.


  He didn’t say another word, expecting her to comply with his request.  And once realizing this, Melanie turned and left, her red bottom slipping quietly from the room, as Tony admired the lovely glow.


  Inspecting her rear end in the bathroom mirror, Melanie felt a wild rush race through her looking at the blotchy red surface of her rear cheeks.  As much as the punishment had hurt, now the feeling was amazing.  So warm and tingly.  She could think of nothing better than to have Tony race upstairs after her, the two of them falling into bed, restoring the magic of their sex lives with a rousing sexual romp.


  To her dismay, that was apparently not in Tony’s plans.  There was another punishment awaiting her; and she was afraid that her husband had something even more severe in mind.  She waited a least a half hour, taking time every few minutes to look again at her bottom, seeing the once bright blush fade to pink, and then disappear altogether.  Except for a little soreness, it seemed the effect of the punishment was fading all too fast.  With the immediate rush of excitement vanishing as well, all she could wonder about was what would happened next.


  She stewed in her own juices for sometime, finally pulling off her T-shirt and donning her blue satin robe.


  And beginning to think that he never would return, Melanie was pleased and anxious when Tony at last walked in the door.  Looking up at him expectantly, she wasn’t sure whether she looked forward to another spanking right off, or if she hoped he’d changed his mind.  One thing that hadn’t changed was his look.  Still so stern and dominant, it immediately made her feel submissive, giving her a pleasant little jolt right between her legs.


  “As much as I was enjoying the paddling down stairs, I remembered something I found upstairs.”


  “Oh?” Melanie asked curiously, wondering what he meant.


  From behind his back Tony pulled out a leather spanking paddle, at least that was what it looked like.  “I suspect that this was your Aunt’s?” he asked.


  “I really don’t know.”  Melanie had never seen it before, but from what he was suggesting, it was clear that Tony knew at least as much about Aunt Daisy as she did, maybe more.


  “I found it in one of the trunks, not the one with the book.  The other one, with the blue dress?” 


  Melanie knew the one.


  “It was wrapped very carefully, as if your Aunt had saved it for some particular reason.  I found it hidden in a secret compartment, much like the compartment in the other trunk.”


  “You really think this was hers?” Melanie said staring at it.


  “What do you think?”


  “I don’t now, it’s a likely explanation, but I haven’t read anything in the journal that talked about it.  You did read the journal?” Melanie said.


  “At least half,” he said. “Of course the initials might also suggest that this was especially made for her.”  He turned the spanker over and showed her the DM very distinctly carved into the thick piece of leather, right where the hand met the business end.


  Melanie nodded her agreement as she stared at the leather instrument.  


  “I think we should try it, what do you think?” Tony asked.


  He was giving her a choice?  


  Strangely, she had no idea how to reply to his question.  Did she want it or not?  The fascination with Aunt Daisy aside, she still wasn’t certain if she could physically or mentally take more punishment in one night, though she was afraid Tony wouldn’t give her a choice.  


  Not surprisingly however, the decision was withdraw as quickly as it was given.  


  “Come here,” Tony told her.  He was already sitting down on the bed.


  Walking gingerly to his side, Melanie was pulled over his lap, her robe pulled away to reveal her naked pink bottom.  Raising the spanker, he brought the implement down for a first fierce smack.


  “Ah,” she groaned, feeling a sensuous warmth everywhere on her backside.


  The spanker landed again.


  “Oh, yes.”  The leather felt nothing like the harder wooden paddle.  An even dozen smacks on her rear and her bottom burned, but nothing like it had before.  “Oh, my god,” she cried.  Tony continued, though it was becoming clear to her that her husband had other things in mind than just punishment, just as she did.


  Finally putting down the spanker moments later, he was massaging her bottom in earnest, his hand readily slipping between her thighs, to where her sex was simply clawing with need.  Falling into bed together, they had their hands all over each other.  Tony for good measure smacked her bottom as they made love, though these smacks were for arousal only.  


  The two couldn’t get enough of each other’s bodies, relishing the sudden surge of pent-up need roaring its way through them both.  


  He was sweet and harsh at the same time.  He touched her with a delicate hand until she tingled all over, then he spank her bottom with a playful slap, and her sexual arousal would climb higher still, charging through her wildly.  The mix of tenderness and command, Melanie was in love with him all over again, thinking that there was nothing now to ever separate them the way they had been before.


  She could go on all night long making love, and she wouldn’t have minded.  


  After they finally exhausted each other, they lay together sometime in a peaceful silence.  There seemed to be lots to say, yet there was no good place to begin.  


  “You really surprised me,” Melanie said at last.


  “I did?” Tony answered.  He’d been drifting along in the calm that filled him.  For the first time in months, he really felt some sense of peace inside.


  “I know you read Aunt Daisy’s Journal, but it still surprises me that you’d spank me,” Melanie said.  It was a moment of boldness.  She found it difficult to talk about the punishment.  But in the dark, where he couldn’t see her face, and she couldn’t see his, maybe she could venture this much.


  “I’m not going to question this any more than you should.  If it works Melanie, then we’ll continue.  If it doesn’t, then…well…”


  “Well what?” she asked.


  “Let’s not even consider the other possibility,” he suggested.


  That sounded like reasonable advice, Melanie thought.  She didn’t want to know what he was thinking.


  “Just expect another spanking if you misbehave,” Tony added.  He was sounding almost like a father in a way, or perhaps just a very stern lover, and that pleased her.  She smiled to herself realizing that she was getting exactly what she longed for so much.  It had to work.


  “I liked what you said about our loving each other,” Melanie added, as she found herself drifting off, sleepily.


  “I think we forget what really matters sometimes,” he said.  “We have so much going for us to end a marriage over a stupid thing like this house.”


  The comment about the house wasn’t particularly appreciated, but Melanie was willing to forget it, for the terrific peace that was pleasantly surrounding her as she fell asleep.




  Chapter Seven


  The next morning Tony was already out of bed when Melanie woke up.  Thinking about the night before she smiled to herself happily.  Nothing in the world could have happened that pleased her more.  She felt her bottom, realizing that as hard as Tony had spanked her, she couldn’t feel a thing.  Maybe a little soreness, then again, maybe it was her imagination.  


  She played the confrontation and spanking scene through her head a couple of times, each time finding herself getting more excited, wondering what would happen next to ignite the same fireworks.  She wasn’t prepared for it yet, but surely last night’s escapade would be something to think about that would generate a host of welcome feelings in her.  Just the thought of Tony taking charge of her sent new shivers through her system.


  Bolting from the bed, Melanie donned a pair of shorts and a T-shirt and was about to go down to see her husband when she thought of Aunt Daisy again.  She’d read nearly half of her Aunt’s journal, and was thinking how much she wanted to return to the book to see the outcome of that amazing story.  


  “Just a few minutes, won’t matter,” she thought to herself.  And she snuck off to the attic to take a peak into the beloved book.


  Once in the attic it seemed as if she’d never been away.  The feeling and thoughts she’d nurtured so dearly were all coming back, with the one addition of her own spanking story to tell, one that was even more special than her Aunt’s for the erotic twist that it had taken.  She blushed, wondering if her Aunt would ever confess to the kind of arousal that she’d experienced.


  Opening the journal in her lap, Melanie turned to that place where she had left off reading, that place just after Joseph had punished Daisy for running off to find him at the naval base.


  I have the most exciting thing to write about … I want to sing from the rooftop, but alas, I can’t.  We have to keep our marriage a secret.  Yes, I did say marriage!  What a perfectly wonderful word that is.


  It all began last Thursday night … .


  Melanie’s heart was racing fast reading this entry.  Aunt Daisy married Joseph!  To her knowledge, no one in their family knew of this.  Could it really be true?


  Shaken by the shocking discovery and desperate to continue reading, Melanie was suddenly jolted away by strange sounds coming from downstairs.  She listened attentively, wondering what in heaven’s name could possibly be happening in her house.  Gazing from the window, she looked down to see three trucks sitting in the driveway and several workman, complete with all their workmen paraphernalia going to and from the back door.


  My god! What’s going on? she wondered.


  Throwing the journal back into the truck, she pushed the old thing out of her way with one strong shove, and raced down the stairs going light speed all the way.


  In the downstairs hallway there were two men carrying a ladder through the back of the house into the living room.  One quick perusal showed that all her furniture had been pushed into one corner and was now covered in sheets, while a wallpaper steamer was plugged into the wall, and a workman was steaming off the faded blue paper.  In the kitchen she heard the sound of the plumber doing god knows what to her sink.  One look outside, she saw a landscaper tearing up the old brick path that Tony said was too dangerous to even walk on anymore.


  None of these projects had been authorized by her.  What the hell was happening!


  Storming into Tony’s office, her husband whirled around in his chair and gave her a pleasant good morning grin.


  “What the fuck’s going on?” she demanded to know.


  “Hadn’t you better watch your tongue, my love, you don’t use that kind of language.”


  “I do now!” she shouted.


  “What’s your problem?” he asked as if there was nothing wrong with a dozen strangers traipsing everywhere about her cherished house.


  “These men, these people,” she gestured outside and behind her, where they could both hear the sound of hammering, noisy machines and the banging of pipes.  “Who brought them here?”


  “I did.”


  “You?”  She could hardly believe what she was hearing.


  “I thought you said you had a problem with the bay window in the kitchen, you didn’t tell me about this.”


  “Last night wasn’t the time to talk,” Tony replied.


  “So is this all termites?”


  “No, not at all.  I decided if I was going to be inconvenienced by these renovations and all the noise involved, I was going to get it all done at once.”


  “You were going to get it all done at once?” she questioned him.
“That’s right.”


  “But it’s my job,” Melanie protested.


  “It was your job.  I’ve taken over the project.”  He seemed thoroughly pleased with himself.


  “You can’t mean that?” Melanie protested, she was nearly in tears.


  “You’ve had ten months to take care of things.  That’s plenty of time, and now your time is up.”


  “Well, I’ll just take it back, now that I’m home.”


  “No, you won’t,” he said without a trace of anger, though he was completely firm in his statement.  “You’ll just have to find something else to keep you busy, because I’m managing this.  I have things well under control and I expect that the entire job will be done in less than six weeks.”


  “Six weeks!  That’s impossible.”


  Tony said nothing, just stared at his wife pleasantly, then went back to his writing.


  Melanie tried to say something, in fact she started to twice, but there were just no words to express how completely lost she felt, on this, which should have been the best day of her new life with Tony.




  Chapter Eight


  “At least I can walk around in here now,” Melanie told her husband, as she strolled around the newly refurbished gazebo.  The planks still smelled like fresh cut pine trees, they were so new and clean; their pale tan surface was such a contrast to the old squeaky boards that were now thrown in a heap at the far end of the yard.  She missed the quaint antique feel of the older gazebo, this was practically a different species altogether.  Nice, but not the same ambiance that would transport her into another world.  


  “It’s sturdy, and once the painting is done it will look almost like the old one,” Tony pointed out.


  “I guess.”


  “Hey, why the gloomy face?” he asked.  He pulled his wife to him, surrounding her in his arms.


  “I don’t know, this is all going so fast, I can’t keep up.  My mind is reeling.”


  “I took over this project just so your mind wouldn’t have to reel.  You have better things to do than let yourself run around in circles over this house.  I think the way things have turned out is a stroke of genius.”  He reached down and patted Melanie on the bottom.


  She smiled softly, though she wasn’t sure if she agreed with Tony’s evaluation of the most recent turn of events in their marriage.  The spanking, well … . it was quite a rush.  Finally having relinquished herself to it, it provided an extraordinary erotic turn on, as well as satisfying a need in her to have her sometimes sullen behavior checked.  At least that’s what she presumed.  The few times over Tony’s lap, had all been met with the same wonderful, but curious mixture of feelings.


  “I guess I’m still a little resentful of your control,” she admitted.


  “You’d better not be,” Tony warned.  “I’ve heard enough of your complaints.  You’re making some choices in the house, color, wallpaper, all those things, but I’m taking care of everything else, and you’d better accept that!”


  She started to pout, even as she remained securely in his arms.


  “Don’t start,” he warned, his pointed index finger tapped her lightly on the nose.  He’d never figured that he’d have such opposition to his plans to take over the renovations.  It seemed that Melanie just couldn’t let go of the house and the strong meaning it had for her; as if she really wanted to build it again all by herself, brick by brick, board by board, nail by nail.  It had been three days since their last fight, the spanking that followed and the stunning announcement of Tony’s plans.  She was still pouting.  “I want you to cheer up,” he said sternly.  “Stop whining about this, and go on to something else.  You hear me?”


  Melanie liked hearing him talk to her that way, adamant and forceful.  It gave her a brief shiver every time he lowered his voice in that warning tone.  There was tension already building in her again, and though she tried to fight it, she couldn’t seem to help herself.


  “I need to feel useful here, Tony, and since I don’t, I was thinking perhaps I’d take a real trip.  Spend a week or two doing some shopping for the house, and let this work get done.”  She looked at him hopefully, thinking the offer sounded reasonable.


  “You will not go anywhere!” he immediately replied.  “You take off, I’m going with you.”


  “Then go with me,” she suggested.  “We could have a little vacation, we certainly need it.”


  “You know that’s impossible,” he replied.


  “Well then, let me go, I’ll be out of your hair.”


  “I don’t want you out of my hair, I want you here.”


  “But I’m so useless.”


  “Only because you’re making mountains out of molehills, and far too much of this damned house.”  His voice was rising in anger, a sharp edge that should have made her stop, but it didn’t.


  “I’m NOT making mountains out of molehills.  You want to keep me captive in this place, shove the whole damned mess in my face, gloat like the devil over your triumph.”  She was sounding shrill.


  “That’s enough!” Tony said.  His look was devastating.  He pulled away from her, peered at her with one eye, as she watched his chest seemed to expand, all puffed up with his brewing anger.


  “Is that so?” she replied haughtily.  Closer to the steps of the gazebo than Tony, she suddenly bolted out the opening, and dashed toward the house.  She was going upstairs to pack.


  Tony looked at her shaking his head, wondering what to do with his perplexing wife.  He sure as hell wasn’t going to let her get away with disappearing at the drop of a hat.  If another round over his lap was necessary, then so be it.


  Melanie had the suitcase on the bed, and a bunch of her lingerie thrown inside when Tony stormed after her into their bedroom.


  “What the hell are you doing?” he asked.  He hoped he would find her pouting, not ready to leave.


  “Going on my trip,” she announced plainly, with just enough of a petulant tone to make her husband more furious.


  “You little brat!” he seethed.  His eyes were flashing wildly.  It was so startling, Melanie had a hard time concentrating on her own “justified” wrath.


  “Call me anything you want,” she answered sassily.  She was taunting him shamelessly.  Maybe it was a test of Tony’s resolve.  Maybe this was to define the limits in the changing complexion of their marriage, maybe it was simply foolish; but she knew that she was bringing the moment to an explosive head with every snappy retort she ripped off her tongue.


  “Unpack now!” Tony demanded.


  “No,” she answered defiantly.  She went about pulling things from her dresser, and throwing them into the suitcase.  She was so on automatic that she wasn’t even considering the things she was packing.  It looked more like she was leaving for good than just a few days.


  “You’re not giving me much choice, are you?” Tony said.


  “Choice?  What do you mean?”


  Tony didn’t waste any more words.  He whipped around and pulled open the top drawer of his bureau and pulled out the spanker that he had discovered in the attic.


  Taking Melanie by the arm, he pulled her to the bay window in their room where there was a chair just waiting for him.  Sitting down, he pulled his wife over his lap and pulled up her cotton shift, revealing just a pair of cotton panties underneath.  


  Briskly tugging at the waistband, he yanked them down.


  “Ouch!” Melanie protested.  “You stop this now! This is NOT the time to paddle my bottom.”


  “It most certainly is.  You’re going to stop this pouting, and whining, and bratty nonsense once and for all.”


  Seeing Melanie’s quivering white bottom, he could think of nothing but the delicious sight of her ass cheeks covered with a blushing red burn.  Raising his arm with the spanker in his hand, he brought it down firmly on his wife’s behind.


  SMACK!


  The sound was remarkable, the explicit snap of the leather seemed to echo through the room.  Bringing his arm back again, he gave her another fierce whack.  And then another and another.  A regular cadence of smacks resounded through the cool morning air.  And in no time, her beautiful posterior was quivering madly and blushing with a soft pink glow.


  SMACK, SMACK, SMACK!


  At first, shocked by the sudden explosion of anger the two had unleashed, Melanie said nothing.  Indeed, the first smacks of the leather, while their noise vibrated through the air, weren’t all that painful.  They were sharp and quick, instantly making her body heat rise deliciously, but they hardly hurt.  


  Yet, as Tony continued with the spanker, another snap of the leather and another still, the sensations turned into something altogether different.  And Melanie, regaining some sense of what was happening, began to wiggle against her husband’s legs and groan nastily.  Her anger poured out all the more; and she began a spirited protest, as if she could throw herself from Tony’s lap and get away.


  “Stop it now!” she roared.  The burn on her bottom was becoming ferocious.  But, it was clear that Tony wasn’t going to obey her command.  Then again, he never did, why would he now?


  “I’m stopping when I want to stop,” he reminded her.  “And you might want to lower your voice, unless you want the whole house to know that you’re getting spanked.”


  Tony’s reminder came none too soon.  Melanie was about to cry even more loudly, but the idea that the workmen below might hear her vociferous wails above the noise of their hammers scared her into smothering her cries.  Instead of crying, she wiggled and squirmed until Tony’s right leg went over her flailing lower limbs to hold them down, so she was completely pinned.


  The spanker came down again and again, Tony not letting up for even a second.  With no other choice but admit she was conquered, her body ended its pitched battle.  


  Responding to the change, Tony slowed his furious pace, and with a few well aimed smacks to her wild red rear, he then stopped, and laid the warm spanker on her bottom.


  Trying to calm herself, Melanie sobbed for a few seconds when she realized that the spanking was finished.  Tony still held her fast, perhaps in anticipation of another battle, but there wouldn’t be one.  She’d given up, and the accompanying feeling was quite pleasant if she admitted it to herself.  The burning sensation on her bottom was fast becoming a warm sensuous experience, that she might have relished, if Tony had encouraged it.  Unfortunately, he didn’t.


  “There now,” he announced, as he pushed her from his lap.  She slumped to the floor and looked up at him, waiting for him to speak.  “Are you going to stop this nonsense about leaving?” he asked.  


  “Yes.  I’m sorry, I was just so tense with all the change.”


  “Well, you’d better get used to it,” he said, referring to the spanker that was still in his hand.  He waved it in her face in a threatening gesture.  “I’m not going to put up with you acting like an immature spoiled brat, which is exactly what you’ve been acting like the last three days.  Do you understand?”


  “Yes,” she replied.  


  “A grown woman has no business behaving as if she was some hormone crazed teenager.”


  “I’m really sorry.” He was very right, even though it was painful to admit her silliness.


  “You’re my wife, and you’ll stay right here where you belong?” he continued scolding her.


  “Yes,” she answered.


  “You don’t leave,” he enunciated.  “You don’t go running off, and you quit acting as if I’ve suddenly ruined your life by taking over a project that you couldn’t handle.  You have lots of things you could be doing, I suggest that you dive into those and forget about the house.  If I have any questions I’ll ask you, otherwise, you pleasantly watch the renovations take place, and enjoy the process, instead of treating it as the worse disaster of your life.”  His last fierce stare punctuated his message.


  “You think I’m too attached to this house don’t you?” Melanie suggested.  


  “You’re damned right.  It’s not healthy for you, or me or our marriage.  Now find something to keep you happily busy.  You think you could do that?”


  “Sure,” she replied.  He was very sexy when he was pissed off.  The last half hour was going straight into lust.  Melanie couldn’t wait for the pleasant finale.  She placed her hands on Tony’s muscular thighs, and massaged them gently, as she looked longingly into her his eyes.


  “Maybe we could really patch things up now … . ” she offered with a seductive look he found hard to ignore.


  “Not now, I’ve got work to do,” he said, even though he really wanted to drop everything and screw her silly.  “Besides, I want you to realize that your spanking was punishment, not sex.  As long as I’m going to use this on your misbehaving behind, you might as well understand that I’m not just playing around.”


  Melanie tried to smile.  She was about to cry again, but she didn’t want to show him her tears.  She was so mixed up inside.  If he’d make love to her, then maybe it would be okay.  But to be punished the way she had been, with no sexual interlude following, really rankled her.  He was making her look at her behavior and see it for what it was; and it was not a pleasant look.


  She watched as Tony rose from the chair and returned the spanker to his bureau drawer.  Before he left the room, he turned back to her.


  “We’ll be together later, but I think it’s time you gave a few things a good hard look,” he said.  “And put these things away right now.  You make another move to leave here, and you’ll think the smacks you got just now were love taps.”  


  Melanie nodded to him as she watched him leave the room, closing the door behind him.


  ***


  Melanie cleaned up the bedroom, put the suitcase and all her clothes away.  She knew that her rash move was silly, but she was still so confused she wasn’t sure what she thought about anything anymore, least of all her husband, and the control he suddenly exerted over her.


  She finally left the room determined to find something to keep her occupied that would suit her, and keep her out of Tony’s way.


  Downstairs, she was on her way to the kitchen, when she heard voices coming from Tony’s office, and she stopped to listen.  The door was half open, but she was out of Tony’s sight and could hear the conversation without being seen.


  “Quite a battle with the misses.” Melanie recognized the voice of one of the workman speaking.


  “Yes, but I think things are handled.”


  “She’s quite a spitfire, a bit like my own Beth,” the man went on.  She knew exactly who it was that was talking to Tony.  Their conversation confirmed her worst fears, the paddling had not gone unnoticed by the others in the house.  How embarrassing!


  “You spank your wife too?” Tony asked the man, curiously.


  “Yeah, when she gets to acting bitchy.  She seems to really need a good taste of my belt.”


  Melanie shivered at the thought of the man removing his belt from his trousers, doubling it over, and using it to punish his wife’s upturned rear end.  Beth.  She said the name to herself, realizing that she knew the workman’s wife.  What a coincidence!  At least she wasn’t alone with this strange spanking aspect to married life.


  “You been doing this a long time?” Tony asked, genuinely curious.


  “Few years.  It’s good for our marriage, and even better for the bedroom.  If you know what I mean?” the man continued.


  “I know exactly what you mean,” Tony replied.  “The practice seems a little archaic, but it was Melanie’s idea in the first place.  I think we’ll be glad we discovered it, as long as we can get through the next few weeks, and all the hassles with this house.”


  “You’ll be glad,” the man assured him.   “A good blushing bottom is the best thing for an unruly wife.”


  “Let’s hope this does some good this time,” Tony said, as if he still wasn’t sure.


  Melanie, frozen in her tracks, could hardly pull herself away, but she didn’t want to be discovered eavesdropping.  The potential for embarrassment was mounting each minute.  Thinking that the workman was about to leave Tony’s office, she scampered up the back staircase.  Not stopping at the second floor, she went straight up to the attic, and didn’t stop moving until she plopped herself down in the overstuffed chair by the half moon window.


  Sitting down, she could still feel her bottom; the lovely glowing warmth of her punished cheeks had not completely vanished.  It was a comforting feeling, but the thoughts that accompanied the foray with Tony were not comforting at all.  She had the sneaking suspicious that she opened, or rather Aunt Daisy had opened a can of worms, and she would not easily extricate herself from this spanking domain.  Yet, even though she thought it was horrible, she loved it, and that was at the heart of her mixed feelings.  Maybe she never would want to stop.


  At least for now, the attic was safe.  It was the one place in her house where the workmen had not yet gone.  She was sure that Tony would eventually bring them up here too.  Looking around there were a number of things that needed to be repaired in the highest place of the house.  She only hoped that it wouldn’t be today, wanting the time alone, and this the only place she could find any peace.


  Melanie stared for sometime at the gazebo outside.  It really was very pretty.  A fresh coat of white paint, and she wouldn’t be able to tell that it was new.  The exterior still had much of the old structure, since it was just the foundation that needed repair.  The workmen had even tried to preserve the lovely vines that were entangled about it, giving it even more shade from the heat of the summer sun.  She imagined the cool breezes hitting her face as she rocked in the repaired swing.  She could even imagine Tony joining her on that swing, the two of them spending a romantic evening in the midst of that special aura.


  Turning away from the view, she glanced down to see her Aunt’s trunk sitting to one side, exactly where she’d pushed it a few days before when she’d tried to read another except from the journal.  So swiftly rocked from the peace and quiet of the moment by Tony’s startling actions on the house, she hadn’t had the time to go back to the book she treasured so much.


  Now was the perfect moment.  She’d be out of Tony’s way, out of the workman’s way, and away from the eyes of anyone that had overheard the spanking.  She couldn’t think of a more perfect solution.


  Opening the trunk Melanie found the journal where she left it thrown against the dresses stored there.  Opening the book, she shuffled through the old pages and came to the place where she’d last read.


  It all began last Thursday night … 


  Yes, her Aunt had announced that she and Joseph had been married!  She read on.


  Joseph arrived at my door step.  He was on leave, much to my great surprise and pleasure.  I still swoon so much when I see him, especially now when he’s in that great Navy uniform.


  I could feel this fire inside him.  I’m not certain what it was all about, but I knew that there was something special in the wind.  There was a determination and strength I felt from him, something unique, something I often felt when he was about to put me over his lap and spank me.  Even so, this was different than that.  There was a darker air about him, I’m still not sure what it meant; but I think he’s afraid, afraid of this war and of our not being together.  To add to that, there was a melancholy that I’ve not felt from Joseph before.  I think perhaps the “times” are getting to my normally sunny, self assured love.


  “I want to marry you tonight,” he announced.  


  “Tonight?” I was dumbfounded.  I could hardly believe what I was hearing.


  “Yes, tonight,” he repeated.  “I have three days, and I want to be with you Daisy Markham.  I don’t want to wait to have every bit of you.  Not anymore.”


  “You’re scared, aren’t you?” I asked him.  I moved out on the porch and pulled him with me to a bench where we sat down.  He held my hand in his and spoke from his heart.


  “Maybe I’m scared.  But it’s more than that.  We have to live for now sometimes, because the future is so very unsure.”


  “You’re worrying me, Joseph,” I told him.  “Is there something you’re not telling me?”


  He shook his head.  “I have times, darling, when I’m not too sleepy, and I lay there in my bunk at night and dream about you.  There are already men going overseas and dying.  Not coming back.  I’m going eventually, we both know that.  I can’t imagine leaving you, and never returning.  And what’s worse, I can’t imagine shipping out, and my never having known you completely.”


  “Please don’t say that,” I said.  My heart was beating so rapidly, I could hardly contain myself.


  “Usually, you’re the one’s that impulsive, my dear, but tonight I am.  Will you marry me now?”


  I think I was already crying from happiness.  Happiness and trepidation.  This was a big step, one I’d contemplated endlessly for weeks.  But so suddenly!


  “Of course”, I finally gasped through my tears.  Joseph’s face brightened when I agreed, as if he thought I might just say no.


  “That’s great!  There’s a Justice of the Peace just south of here.  I know it’s not the fancy wedding you wanted, but we’ll be together and that’s what really counts.”


  “It doesn’t matter, Joseph,” I assured him.  “I want you.”  He hugged me so tight, I thought I might pass out.


  An hour later, Joseph and I were in his borrowed car, racing down the highway to our wedding.  He never did tell me how he’d arranged all this, and I wasn’t asking.  I thought we would have plenty of time to talk about such things later … like a whole lifetime.  


  The small house where we found ourselves was quaint and homey.  They’d even made the ceremony room look like a chapel, with lovely windows and a small pulpit.  The Justice’s wife had placed fresh cut roses on a table nearby, so the fragrance of roses will always remind me of that night.  I almost felt as if I was in church, but it wouldn’t have mattered, I knew this was the most right thing I’d ever done, even though we seemed to be doing it in secret.  Just Joseph, me and these two strange people that made it all legal.


  Joseph was so strong, standing there next to me.  Everything I loved about him seemed right on the surface, vibrantly emanating from his commanding form.  There was nothing subdued, nothing hidden away, nothing held back.  He was taking control of our lives in a time that seems so often out of control, and I will always relish that moment of decision.


  When we walked out into the night again as husband and wife, it seemed that I breathed differently than I had before.  The air smelled different, the night looked more robust, the world seemed more in order, like this was the way things should be.  I had something at last that I could count on.  I’ve never felt quite like that, and it was glorious.


  Mrs. Darnell would likely say that this was the first flushes of that amorous “husband- wife” feeling, but I know that it was more than that.  


  I have to admit that I had terrible jitters as we made our way further down the highway, toward the small motel where Joseph arranged for us to stay.  It was an absolutely perfect place tucked away in a lovely forest.  We had a little cabin all to ourselves, so I could almost imagine it our first home.  I’ll never forget it.


  The tension was mounting in me, raging like some out of control beast.  Every time Joseph touched me, I tingled everywhere.  He carried me across the threshold and we landed on the bouncy big bed, laughing and kissing all the way.  


  Married! I couldn’t believe that it had just happened, and we could breach that final gap in our lives.


  And oh, what a racy moment it was!


  Joseph was gentle but firm, slowly removing my clothes, my dress first so that he held me while I was just wearing my silky slip.  His hands were places they had never been before, against my breasts and hips and upper thighs.  The flood of energy that filled me sent me to some place I’ve never been, some place so out of my mind, all I could think of was going farther still.


  I caressed my husband back, relishing the strength of his muscles, his firm hard chest, and arms.  There were still places that I was too tentative to explore.  Such a novice I am at making love.  I felt a little foolish not knowing what to do, though that didn’t seem to matter, following the pleasurable impulses was all that Joseph could ask.


  Removing my slip, I watched my husband’s eyes.  He backed away for a minute, and looked down at me.  Slowly, with deft fingers he removed my bra.  My nakedness was new to us both.  I shouldn’t have been so shy, since he’d already had such an intimate knowledge of my bottom, but I still was.  All this was for different purposes, a new kind of intimacy that we were sharing.


  He loved my breasts as if they were some special treasure; and he fondled them very carefully, almost as if they might break.  And then, removing my panties, Joseph didn’t wait to see what was underneath in the dim light that surrounded us.  Instead, he parted my thighs, and I found him seeking entrance to the soft juicy place between them.


  I hurt, and that surprised me, though he was very gentle, easing off and being careful.  We rocked tightly together for a long time, until I was more comfortable, and my own body was moving to some end it craved.  I cannot write everything that happened; there was so much, so much to share all at once, I was overwhelmed.


  We slept for a while after the first time, then stirred all through the night, picking up where we’d left off, and beginning again.  I couldn’t get enough of his flesh, nor he of mine.  


  When we woke the last time, there was a stripe of sun across the bed, its hot fire burning my naked thigh.  I jerked for a moment realizing where I was and what I was doing, sleeping with this man I loved, my husband.  Married! I could hardly believe it.  This was the first morning of a very new life.


  Melanie looked up from the book realizing that she was playing with herself, the erotic tale had so inspired her, she was fingering herself so she was nearly orgasmic.  There was a hot lust in that love of her Aunt Daisy and Joseph, something she’d known many times with Tony, even though her love seemed a little clouded at the moment.


  Unable to stop reading, Melanie continued on, letting the words of the journal continue to arouse her.


  I should have guessed that before this honeymoon was over that Joseph and I would have some spanking altercation.  After all, we never went too many days together that I didn’t do something that would infuriate my love, and send me swiftly over his lap.  Being married wouldn’t be any different.


  It was just so unexpected, after all the robust love making and tenderness we were sharing.


  Toward the end of the second day of our marriage, I knew that this time together was fast approaching an end.  The following day, Joseph had be back at the base by five o’clock, which meant that he’d have to have me home by mid-afternoon to make it back on time.  The thoughts of leaving him were making me edgy.


  Joseph had returned to our room from the diner with our evening meal; we didn’t want to leave our lovenest, it was much too sweet there to ever leave.


  “You want the turkey or the ham?” he asked when he spread the sandwiches out on the table. 


  “I wanted roast beef,” I told him.


  “Darling, they didn’t have roast beef,” he answered kindly.  I think he already knew that I was on edge about parting, but he remained patient with me.


  “Of course they had roast beef, you just forgot to ask.”


  “Daisy, I’m sorry, but this is what we have.  You want me to go out again?”


  I was pouting nastily.


  “I don’t think I’ll eat anything.  I’m not really hungry.”


  He looked at me a little disgusted, and opened the turkey sandwich and began to eat.  


  “That’s the one I wanted,” I suddenly shouted, seeing his choice.


  “I thought you weren’t going to eat,” he charged.


  “Later maybe.”  I was exasperating him, and I saw his jaw go tight.  He pulled out the ham sandwich and began to eat that one.


  “Here, how about the coleslaw?” he said handing a container to me.


  “Eeeew!” I turned up my nose.  “You know I don’t like that.”


  “I know nothing of the sort my bratty wife, but I do know one thing.”


  “What’s that?”


  “As soon as I’m finished eating, you’re getting dessert.”


  “Dessert, what did you bring?”  My eyes lit up curiously.


  He turned around in his chair, where his overnight bag was resting on the floor, and reached inside.  “This,” he said, and he pulled out a leather thing, and laid it on the table.  “I was hoping that I wouldn’t have to use this on our honeymoon, but I had a sneaking suspicion that I would need it.”


  I picked up the implement and stared in awe of it.  It was obvious this was for spanking me, the broad firm leather piece was fashioned as a paddle, with a handle and a generous punishment end.  At the base of the handle my initials “DM” were carved into the leather.  It was an awesome thing, and I trembled and put it back down.


  “Did you have it made?” I asked.


  “Just for you,” he said between bites of his sandwich. “The only thing I forgot was to add my initial after yours.  I’ll have to take care of that as soon as I have the chance.”  Joseph seemed much calmer since showing me the paddle, obviously making the decision to spank me had worked wonders on his disposition.  His expression was almost amused.


   I remained silent, watching him finish his meal while I was sitting there famished, too proud to eat what remained of the turkey salad sandwich I’d claimed, and the coleslaw that looked just like the kind I make.


  When he was done, Joseph rose from his chair, and pulled it to the center of the room. 


  “My wife, I suppose we’d better get this over now, might as well inaugurate the paddle, and our marriage with this maiden spanking.”


  “You’re making too much of a little thing,” I pouted.


  “That may be true,” he admitted.  “But ever since I started spanking your lovely bottom, I’ve wanted to really finish the job, and our relationship has prevented that.  Now is my chance, and I’m not going to miss it.”


  He was perfectly charming, his broad smile filling his face.  I should have been smiling too, except that I was going to have to face the paddle first.


  I was over his lap a few seconds later, and this time, we had a much different spanking experience, since there was no need to hide anything anymore.  I was wearing just a sundress so it was very easy for him to push it to my hips; but to my surprise Joseph pushed it all the way up over my head, so that it dropped to the floor.  I wasn’t wearing my bra, only the panties remaining on my scantily clothed body.  They too were quickly dispensed with, and for the first time, there I was completely naked over Joseph’s lap, about to get one hell of a spanking with a paddle he’d made just for me.  It was all so amazing.  Though I was scared to death, and I knew that the spanking would likely hurt like hell, I had to admit that my body was going through the same wild gymnastics that had been constant since we’d been wed the day before.  I was anxious to begin, anxious to end it, and anxious to be rolling around the bed again with my husband.


  This time, Joseph didn’t start the spanking right away, instead, he began to massage my bottom, kneading my flesh in the most delightful way.  I’m sure he realized the effect it was having on me, and that was a little joke in itself.


  “I just want you to know my love, that I’m still going to punish you when you act like a brat.  You’re still expected to behave yourself, and no nonsense or silliness.  You understand?”


  “Yes, sir,” I replied in a hushed throaty voice.  Oh, I wished he’d begin, I could hardly stand anymore waiting. “Joseph, please spank me!” I finally blurted out.


  He laughed at my predicament, but he accommodated me, beginning with the paddle, smacking my bottom with the firm broad leather business end.


  At first it was wonderful, the leather so much more yielding than a wooden hairbrush, but not so intimate has his hand.  It seemed to just accentuate the savage feelings that I was already having.  After a few moments of earnest smacking however, the sensations changed, and my bottom was burning nastily, the feel of the leather not so much different than anything else he’d used to punish me.  


  “Oooo, ouch, ouch!” I was peppering my moans with little protests.


  I wiggled against him, sometimes very rudely, though Joseph had me firmly in hand.  I was not going anywhere, and I knew it.


  He was most definite that this was going to be a long thorough going over.  He’d stop every few minutes, just so we both could rest and then begin again.  My bottom must have been a flaming scarlet, the more he laid on, the more it burned, the more I cried, the more he just kept up the well measured pace.


  “Now that you’re my wife,” Joseph told me, during one of his brief pauses, “I have all the more reason to keep you in line.”  He started again with the paddle.  


  Each time he resumed it seemed that the sting was more fierce, but then, so were the sensuous fires inside me.  I didn’t know whether to cry or rejoice.  It was the strangest thing in the world to me, to feel such love from such fierce treatment, to feel such ecstatic arousing feelings at the same time I was hurting so badly.  


  At last, when the smacks finally softened, so that I could tell that he was beginning to stop, all my desire just burst in me, and I could feel that Joseph was bursting as well.  I could sense his manhood rising beneath my lap, and that only made me more excited.


  I don’t know why he stopped at the particular moment he did; but by some common agreement, we both fell into each other’s arms moving so swiftly to the bed, that I don’t remember how we got there.  I only know that we melted together, Joseph exploring me in ways I never dreamed it was possible to feel.  My body simply roared, and Joseph only roared back … .  


  ***


  Melanie, sitting in the soft light that came through the window had her hand between her legs, a surge of sexual energy taking her away as she read of her Aunt’s wild erotic moment.  She saw herself in Daisy’s place, the exuberance she’d described seemed so like her own, so like it was with Tony.


  She felt prickly all over, but then suddenly self conscious, she looked up to see Tony standing in the attic doorway.  In the dim dusty light, she almost had to blink to be certain that he was really there.  His expression was at once quizzical, affectionate and aroused.  Seeing him watching made her jolt with sexual electricity all the more.


  “Did she finally bed her sailor?” he asked, almost in a whisper.


  The question startled her.  Melanie almost expected him to be angry with her, as he always seemed to be when she was in the attic.  He would think she was avoiding her life, though apparently not this time.


  “Why yes,” she replied, only just realizing that her dress was parted, and he could see her playing with herself.  She quickly moved her hand away from her tingling sex.


  “Let me know how the story ends,” he said, with a touch of amusement.


  “I will,” she replied, still wary of his mood.  She thought the comment was a signal that he would leave, but he remained fixed in his spot, watching her with the most amazing expression.  For a instant she thought Tony might come to her, but instead, with his energy alone, he seemed to reach out and grab her.  She was mesmerized by him.  Something outside themselves, but very carnal was in charge.


  For Tony, the view was priceless, his dear Melanie reclining so seductively, he’d never quite seen her this way, in the light with such a lusty aura surrounding her.


  “So did Joseph spank her too?” Tony asked.


  “On their honeymoon,” Melanie replied.


  “Maybe I should have done that to you five years ago; maybe it would have avoided all this other nonsense.”


  “Maybe,” she agreed.  She wondered where this was leading.


  He stared at her for a few more minutes.  “Get up,” he said.  His voice was erotically mellow, like the way he looked at her.  She was glad he was making a move, thinking she couldn’t contain the feelings any more.


  Melanie rose, as instructed, but still stayed in her place in front of the chair and could do nothing until he gave her further instructions.  


  “Take off your sundress,” the instruction came.


  Melanie reached low and pulled the dress up over her head.  She thought of Daisy removing her sundress, how poetic …


  Melanie was naked underneath, as Tony suspected she would be.  Her body seemed to shimmer in the warm sunlight that was casting window pane shapes on her body.  Tony admired his wife as if he was seeing her for the first time all over again.  Their earlier spanking had aroused him as much as it did Melanie, and he didn’t see any sense in containing the feelings any more.  They’d waited long enough.  


  He eyed her breasts, the full pert handfuls of flesh that jiggled just slightly because she was swaying just a little.  The nipples were already scrunched into tight buds he wanted to tease with his tongue.  The lovely swell of her belly led to the soft triangle of neat silky hair between her legs.  It was already glistening from her play.


  “Turn around,” he told her.  “And bend over.”


  Melanie complied again, presenting her bottom for his view.  All the signs of the spanking were gone, not a mark, not even a little red, though the sight of his wife’s fair derriere still created a savage excitement that hit him square in the groin. 


  He moved forward and stood behind her, his hands moving on her soft skin.  “Does it still hurt?” he asked, taking a handful of flesh in his hand, and giving it a firm squeeze.


  “It’s a little sore,” she admitted, though she was not in the least protesting; her bottom gyrated to his gentle massage.


  When he smacked her, she jerked, but hardly lost a lusty beat; she almost cried out for another, though she didn’t need to.  Tony accommodated her need, knowing that she wanted this as much as he did.  He began a long slow spanking, finding with each deliberate smack, that Melanie was becoming more and more aroused.


  “Ah, Tony, take me, please!” she murmured, moving back against her husband’s hands.


  The more lustily she swayed, the more aroused Tony got; and finally holding back no more, he opened his trousers and let his cock penetrate her deeply.  His arms encircled her torso, his hands finding her breasts, eagerly fondling them, as he moved in and out of her willing body in long slow pulsing thrusts.


  “Oh, my god,” Melanie suddenly gasped, and her body tensed, moving against his fingers that had reached around to toy with her clitoris.


  He thrust harder still against her, his cry of finality surrounding her with its wild exuberant song.


  Then, almost weak from the climax, they tumbled into the chair, a pouf of dust from the old piece rising into the ray of sunlight that made their sweating bodies gleam.


  In time, Tony was awake enough to lick Melanie’s ear.


  “You want to get me started again,” she whispered softly.


  “Why not?” he asked. 


  “I thought you were busy,” she reminded him.


  “I am, with you,” he said.


  She didn’t argue.  They took a little more pleasure from each other before Tony finally stood up.


  “I fixed you lunch, just came up to tell you,” he said.  She was a divine mess, he could start all over again, but he wouldn’t this time.


  “Is it turkey or ham?” she asked.


  He looked at her puzzled.  “Roast beef,” he said, “from last night.”


  “Ah!” she said.


  He couldn’t figure why she was smiling so.


  “A private joke,” she explained, “I’ll tell you at lunch.  Be down in a few.” 


  Tony smiled, self satisfied, and walked out.




  Chapter Nine


  “So Melanie, what do you think now,” Tony asked.  It was two weeks since their last spanking foray, two weeks of busy activity on the house, and two weeks of almost marital bliss. 


  “Quiet,” Melanie replied.  “No hammers, no buzz saws.”


  “Is that all?’  Tony was proud of the work that had been done, the restoration complete.  It worked out easily with Melanie’s cooperation.  For a change, Tony was able to keep his wife from becoming consumed by the project.  Just a few threats of a turn over his lap had seemed to keep the peace.  Now that the last of the workmen was finally gone, Aunt Daisy’s house was looking like a sparkling jewel, set high on its own hill.


  “I can’t really say anymore,” Melanie said looking up at the attic windows, to the very top of the magnificent structure.


  “Well, it’s time to celebrate,” Tony announced.  “We’ll have champagne in the gazebo.  How about that?”


  “Okay,” Melanie answered, though the comment was hardly enthusiastic.  Her look was faraway, her eyes uncommonly vacant.


  “Mel, perhaps we should talk,” he suggested.


  “About what?” she said indifferently.


  “About you, right now, this strange mood you’re in.”


  “I’m not in a strange mood,” she answered.  “Maybe I’m just overwhelmed.”


  Tony watched his puzzling wife as she went inside the house, still looking very odd.  He shook his head in wonder, trying to figure what was going on in her mind.


  Melanie opened the door of the attic, immediately smelling the sweet musty smell of old things.  It pulled her back in time once again; she was instantly drifting off as she could so easily do each time she entered this inner sanctum.


  Since making love to Tony in the middle of their hideaway, Melanie hadn’t been upstairs to her treasured place.  It almost seemed that afternoon with her husband had violated the peace that was always present here, damaging the memories.  And yet, the sex had been so captivating, she could hardly get the interlude out of her mind.  Twice since, she’d awakened in the early morning, to pull her husband from a sound sleep so she could make love to him with that memorable day in mind.


  Instead of going to the trunk that held the journal, this time Melanie took a long lingering glance around the room, the lovely corner with her chair, the boxes, trunks and the old wardrobe at the other end of the large room.


  Venturing toward the wardrobe, Melanie opened the heavy rosewood doors, to view the dresses inside.  Many were lovely prints from Daisy’s youth; but many were just old ladies well dated suits and dresses smelling of lilac and age.


  From one back corner, Melanie pulled out a dress that was liberally splashed with blue flowers, and tiny pink roses.  She held it up to her in the mirror, wondering what it might have been like wearing this dress, what the times might have been for her, if she’d lived in her Aunt’s romantic day.


  The journal in the trunk seemed to be beckoning her to it, as if it had an answer for her; but she’d been reluctant to make that journey again.  She was almost finished with those finely written pages, and was now afraid to open it again, thinking that some disaster must certainly be chronicled in the final chapter.


  Quickly pushing the dress back into the wardrobe, Melanie, closed the door and left the attic without daring to climb inside her Aunt’s world again.


  ***


  Three days later Melanie was still in a blue funk.  If completing the house was suppose to be cause to rejoice, Melanie certainly didn’t show it.  In fact, she was being more miserable and depressed as the days wore on, much to Tony’s consternation.  He gave her space, since she was not inclined to talk about the problem with him, though her glum demeanor was beginning to get on his nerves.


  “How about that champagne celebration in the gazebo tonight?” Tony asked her at breakfast.  “I’ll whip up something simple, some light snack, and we’ll eat out there.  It’s suppose to be a perfect night.”


  “Okay, sure,” Melanie answered absently.  


  Her mind, as it had been for days, was elsewhere, likely in the stratosphere of some silly dream, Tony thought.  


  “I’m going upstairs, getting the rest of the closets cleaned out,” she said bouncing from her seat and taking the back stairs two by two.


  “More closets?” Tony called after her, it sounded like wasted movement to him.


  “Yeah!” she answered, turning around on the stairs.  “I’m almost done.”  She was at the top of the stairs and almost out of hearing.  He heard the door close after her, and he was left alone for another day.


  At six o’clock, Tony had everything set in the gazebo.  Preparing for a romantic evening, the champagne was cold, the coldcuts and bread were fashioned attractively on a plate.  It seemed a monumental effort on his part; something he rarely needed to do with his more romantic wife; but she wasn’t the one making the effort these days.  


  Tony had gone upstairs at lunch time and handed her a sandwich which she ate only half of.  He told her then that he’d have things ready for dinner at six, and she could be ready then, dressed in something appropriate for the occasion.  But since he’d not heard Melanie tromping around upstairs, there’d been nothing but silence all day, Tony went up to see where she was.


  “God Tony, I can’t now, hon,” she said, when he announced his plans.  There was a mess of boxes and an odd assortment of things surrounding her in one of the upstairs bedrooms; but it was nothing that couldn’t wait.


  “Nope, you promised,” he said, reaching out for her arm, and pulling her up.  He led her down to the first floor, thinking this mood of hers was going to change, and change now!  “You need a break,” he told her sternly.  “We both need one, and we need this one together.”


  She struggled a little with his grasp, but Tony was adamant and there was no getting away from this.  Leading her out to the gazebo, he sat her down in a wicker chair, and looked down at her with a grim expression of his own.  He’d expected that Melanie would be wearing something soft and summery for the occasion, but he’d just have to accept her with her T-shirt and grungy blue jeans.  Her hair was piled atop her head, now with locks all askew, and falling in her face.  There was dust on her cheek; but strangely the whole look was pleasantly appealing to him; and he could feel the arousal where it mattered most.  They hadn’t had sex in days, since Melanie had been so despondent.  Tonight would be the night.


  “Now, my dear, suppose you tell me what the hell’s going on,” Tony ordered.  He was trying to be kind, but he was also determined to get to the bottom of Melanie’s melancholy mood.


  “Nothing’s going on,” Melanie replied innocently.


  “Bullshit!” Tony swore.  He rarely swore and his expletive surprised her.  “You’ve been moping for days, resisting sex.  And just when everything should be perfect for you, for us, you’re acting like someone’s died.  Come clean now!”


  Tony could sense his suppressed anger rising at last, finally demanding some answer from his wife; though he’d really hoped that she’d just suddenly perk up, maybe whine a little about something insignificant, and they could be on to more amorous things.  That didn’t happen.


  “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Melanie said flatly.  Her eyes looked as dull as they had for days.


  “I want an answer, and ‘I don’t knows’ aren’t going to do.”


  There was an instantaneous flash in her eyes, but it quickly faded.


  “I guess I’m just not in the mood,” she said shrugging.


  “Well, maybe you’re in the mood for this,” Tony said.  Enough of being nice, tender and romantic.  Tony pulled his wife up by the wrist, and sat down himself.  In one quick sweeping gesture, she was over his lap, his hand making a quick exuberant journey across her jean-clad bottom.


  “Tony stop!” she shouted.


  It couldn’t have hurt her, there was too much padding between his hand and her skin, but she was flailing as madly as she would if he were using a paddle on her naked bottom.


  “Maybe this will spark you fires again,” Tony said, in response to her repeated protests.


  “You can’t do this,” she squirmed and wiggled, but Tony was well practiced now in holding her down.  Besides, she wasn’t really resisting all that much.  Her cries were certainly intent, but she was hardly waging a pitched battle.  She was raising just enough protest to sound good, but Tony got the impression that she wanted to be spanked as much as he wanted to spank her.


  For the first time in days, Melanie was feeling something.  She wasn’t sure herself what all the gloom and doom had been about; but she was sure now that both her emotions and her sexual fires were ignited, and that felt good.  A shock wave seemed to bolt through her, and she was on fire everywhere.


  With a quick jerk however, Melanie was on her feet again, a little shaky but staring wild-eyed at her husband. 


  “We’re not done,” Tony told her.  His voice was cold as ice, and his glare held her petrified.


  “No?” she inquired meekly.


  “Get me the butter paddle.”


  “No, not that!” she moaned.  


  “Yes, that.  If this little spanking worked a little, just think what the paddle will do?”


  “Please… .” she whined softly, hoping to change his mind, though Tony looked determined. 


  “If I have to get it, you’ll be very sorry,” he warned.  He was about to rise from his chair, and Melanie took off, scampering toward the house.  Maybe Tony was right, maybe this was what she needed.  Regardless, they were traveling down that path again, and there was little alternative.


  She found the butter paddle in Tony’s office where he kept it now, though he hadn’t used it on her since her first spanking.  Carrying it back to him, she acknowledged that while she was so depressed about “lord knows what,” she was now rising to the thrilling occasion sparked by the rash sensations racing through her.


  She hated the thought of the paddle on her bottom, but it seemed to be the one thing that made sense.  Returning to the gazebo, Melanie handed the requested implement to Tony.


  “Now, off with your pants,” he said, as he grasped the paddle firmly.


  “Here?” No panties?” she asked.


  “Here,” he confirmed.


  What a terribly nasty thought.  “Outside?” she questioned him again.


  “We’re hardly in the middle of a public place,” he reminded her.  The house and garden were well secluded from accidental onlookers, though that didn’t seem to make any difference to Melanie; anything outside, in the nude provoked the most deliciously decadent thoughts in her head.  She wished this was just going to be for erotic purposes, but she was sure that there would be much more than a sensuous spanking in store for her.


  Fumbling with the buttons on her jeans, Melanie finally pushed them down off her hips to her ankles, kicking them off to one side.


  “Those too,” Tony ordered in his solemn voice.


  Melanie removed her thin pink panties, and stood in front of her husband nude from the waist now.  


  “I suppose you might as well get rid of the shirt too.  I like the idea of full exposure.”


  Melanie did too, though she shivered wondering if she would be unlucky enough to have some friend driving up the driveway, just at that moment.  But putting that idea out of her head, she pulled the T-shirt over her head, and stood stark naked for Tony to view.  He seemed to like what he saw, but he didn’t comment on that, even though Melanie could detect the crotch of his pants rise just a little when he looked at her firm bust, and the sumptuous flesh of her thighs and pussy.


  “Perhaps a good dose of this will cure what ails you,” Tony suggested, waving the butter paddle at her.  


  “I think that’s hardly the cure,” Melanie automatically protested, even though she couldn’t wait to begin.


  “Too bad.  I’m going to do it anyway,” he replied.  “Over my lap now!”


  Relenting, Melanie went over Tony’s strong lap and waited for the first rude smack.


  With Tony’s initial burst of anger having passed fifteen minutes before, this spanking was much more deliberate and methodical than the first one.  Tony smacked her hard with several quick smacks, first on one wiggling rear cheek, and then on the other.  Alternating from cheek to cheek, he proceeded to give her a very sound punishment, until her bottom was glowing with a lovely red blush.


  “Oh, my god, this stings,” she wailed.   The wood felt so sharp and burning on her skin.  It was much more painful than the leather spanker.  She was grateful when Tony would stop for just a moment, and she could appreciate the feel of her well warmed rear.  But when she wiggled as if she wanted more, and Tony accommodated her readily, laying on the paddle for another sharp blast.  The swift journey over the reddened flesh aroused her more, even as the pain increased in degree.  


  With each new round, Melanie was so hot, she cried out louder than ever.  She was angry, elated, hurting, squirming, squealing, and completely undone, not knowing whether to hate or love it, try and bolt away, or yield and stay.  Her feelings for Tony were as mixed as they were for the spanking itself.  She could pummel him in an instant with a vicious wrath, or fall into his arms and make love, even as he continued to smack her bottom.  


  She was mixed up, happy and enraged all at once.


  But she certainly wasn’t depressed anymore.


  Tony had never seen Melanie like this, it seemed as if she was fighting herself.  Certainly there was a lot more going on than curing simple depression.  The quality of her protest was different than he’d ever heard from her, and though he was initially wary of its intensity, his gut told him that she would finally calm.


  After what seemed like an eternity, he could feel her finally relinquish.  Her protests turned to sobs, the thrashing finally ceased, and her whole being appeared to yield as he’d known her to before.  Seeing her bottom so wickedly raw, he had no desire to inflict more punishment.  Deciding enough was enough, he put the paddle down, pulled her into his lap, and as Melanie whimpered quietly, he gently massaged her bottom.  Letting her cry, he soothed her with his affectionate hand, and tiny kisses to her tear dampened face.


  “Hey,” he said softly, pulling back so he could look at her.  “You know now what’s going on?” he asked.


  “No,” she answered.  “I’m just glad you’re here, and that you spanked me out of that horrible gloom.  It’s just … .”


  “Just what?” he asked.  He thought perhaps the answer to her problem was right on the tip of her tongue.


  “Just that,” she looked at him so sheepishly, she didn’t know how to say what wasn’t quite clear to her.  “Finishing this house, just didn’t do it for me.”


  “Do what?” he asked.


  “Make me happy.  I thought it would.  I mean it’s gorgeous, beautiful, but what now?” she asked him.


  He looked at her impressed with the piece of self awareness that seemed to come out of no where.  He was impressed, but not altogether shocked.  It was obvious that she wasn’t happy when the house was done.


  “I think, my love, that’s something you’re going to have to figure out.” He wiped her tears away with his hand, and then pulled her closer to him.  Her naked bottom was still burning warm from the good abuse.  “At least we know that spanking you is good for something other than punishment,” he added.  He patted her softly.


  “I thought we already knew that it turned us on,” she said, switching gears rapidly.  She realized how aroused she was, realized that days without sex had finally caught up with her.  “You suppose we could have sex right here?” she said, slipping down between Tony’s legs.


  “I don’t see why not,” he said.  It’s just you and me and the bugs out here.” 


  She was already working on the belt of his pants.


  “Maybe sometime you could use this on me,” she said with a delicious gleam in her eyes.


  “How about tonight?” Tony answered.


  She smiled, seducing him with her dripping eyes, and her sweating naked body.  It was back to the Melanie he loved, with some added new twists.  


  There was a lounging settee just a foot away, where they could play to their heart’s content, or at least until they were chased inside by the cooling night air.  For the moment however, there was nothing but warm bodies, and a rising warmth between them, around them, and in every little space of that gazebo.  It took a long time to cool the heat, and expend the built up, raging fires.  But a little leather and a little more paddle, and a lot of savage screwing seemed to do the trick.




  Chapter Ten


  Tony watched his wife bustle about the kitchen.  She had a dozen trays of hors d’oeuvres lining the counters of the freshly remodeled room.  Melanie was a wizard when it came to cooking, and she usually breezed through such preparations; but it was clear to him that things were not going as smoothly as normal.


  “Can I help?” he asked.  They were still a half hour away from their guests arriving.


  “Yes, you can get out of my way,” Melanie said, pushing past her husband on the way to the other side of the room.


  “No cause to be snippy,” Tony said.


  “Please don’t start.  I’m still pissed at you for not telling me you invited ten more people.”


  “Mel, with all the trouble you were going through, it’s hardly a change at all,” he said.


  “You don’t think so, well I have another opinion on that!” she snapped.  Her eyes were sharp, her mouth frowning.


  “You want to go over my knee now, or later?” Tony snapped back.  He was tired of placating her; it was about time she got out of the her foul mood, and into the spirit of the night.  She had been barking commands and spinning in a tizzy for two days, and he was sick of it.


  “Don’t you dare,” Melanie blurted out.  Her hair was tousled and there was flour mixed with her make-up.  She really looked rather seductive through all her spit and fire.  Tony couldn’t resist what seemed like the perfect invitation to a spanking.


  “You really want to fight don’t you!” he charged.


  “I want you to let me finish my work.  We have guests coming in a half hour.”


  “Well, if I’m not done reddening your bottom, they can watch!”


  “You ass!” She yelled out, as she tried to move away from her advancing husband, but he was too quick for her.  Taking her firmly, he pulled her to a kitchen chair and sat down.  Over his lap a second later, he began to paddle her rear end with a wooded spoon he took off a rack of utensils on the wall.


  “Ouch, dammit stop!” Melanie wailed.


  “I think you’ve needed this all week,” he said, as the spoon came down hard on her wriggling bottom.


  He hadn’t taken time to pull down her jeans, but they would be off too, as soon as he’d given her the first enthusiastic blast.


  “You stop this, I don’t have time!”


  But the smack, smack, smack went on.


  “You have time for everything but being civil to me,” Tony said.  “And that’s going to end right now.” Pausing just long enough to unbutton her jeans and tear them away from her bottom, he began smacking her hard.


  “Ouch, dammit, you ass, stop it now!” she blared loudly, but Tony wasn’t listening.  The striking spoon emphasized his firm resolve.


  “You bastard, stop!” she cried, this time trying even harder to wriggle away.  Though Melanie’s spirited mutiny only made Tony more determined.  The spoon fired hot, hitting both red raw cheeks with lightening speed.


  “Yeeeeeooooowwwwwww!”  was all she could answer it hurt so much. 


  “You’d better stop acting like a first class brat, because I’m not going to stop, until you do!” 


  “I can’t stand it anymore!” she blared.  The fire on her bottom was excruciating, and still his brisk whacks blistered her naked rear top to bottom.  


  “You going to stop being a bitch?” Tony asked her.


  “I’m not a bitch!” she yelled.


  Tony let loose a flurry of stinging cracks in response.


  “You just aren’t going to learn, are you?”


  By then her bottom was so hot she was beside herself. “Please Tony, I’m sorry,” she pleaded with him.  She was at the point she would say anything to get him to end this.


  “You sure?” he ask, as he kept up a regular, but slowed pace.


  “Yes, please.  Please stop.”


  He thought her admission was a little too convenient to be believed, but he had to stop sometime; unless she really turned nasty again, he wasn’t going to do this in front of their friends.


  “Your absolutely sure?” he demanded one more time.


  “Yes.  I’m sorry, I really am.”


  After one last crack, he stopped and placed the spoon down on the counter, and his well-punished wife slumped against him exhausted.


  “Perhaps you’d better get yourself ready now,” Tony said at last, pushing her off his lap.


  Melanie stood up and looked down at him with a pout on her face.


  “You’re horrible, you know that?” she exclaimed.  There were tears streaming down her cheeks and she looked even more a mess than she was earlier.


  “You want to start again?” Tony warned, seeing that all the angry fire in his wife’s expression was not gone.  He might have made a temporary impression; but she was still agitated about something, and it wasn’t likely to go away until they had a repeat performance.


  “Please no,” Melanie was finally softening.


  “You think you can “can” the sarcasm, and the cheap shots at me, and your nasty glares?”


  “I am sorry,” Melanie offered.  Tony looked as if he was prepared to start the spanking again.  She was treading on thin ice.  “I still don’t know what’s the matter with me,” she offered, hoping the explanation might placate him.


  “We’ll talk after the party.  And if I don’t get some better assurances from you, I’ll be talking with this.”  He picked up the spoon just to enunciate his point.


  “Really, I’m sorry.” Melanie repeated herself, sounding more sincere.


  “Let’s hope so.”  He fixed her with his flashing dark eyes, and she began to appreciate the quality of his fury.  She was honest enough to admit that she really had been quite a bitch in the last two weeks, and it wasn’t all the open house that was just five minutes from getting under way.


  The door bell rang.


  “Oh, my god,” she went into an instant frenzy hearing the sound.


  Tony stood up and pushed his wife to the back staircase.  “Go get yourself together, and I’ll greet our guests.”  Melanie scooted up the stairs, while Tony darted to the front door.


  ***


  To both their satisfaction, the evening went along much more smoothly than the preparations had.  As polished charming hosts, Melanie and Tony looked like two happy lovebirds in their newly remodeled home.  Their guests, all their friends and work associates, were duly impressed by the beautifully renovated home, and the lovely party that Melanie had created.  But when it was over, and the last guest was out the door, Melanie breathed a sigh of relief.


  “My god, it’s over at last,” she said wearily.  She leaned against the front door looking weary and tired.  “Think maybe I’ll go finish up in the kitchen, and then I’m going to bed.”


  “Not so fast,” Tony said.  He pulled Melanie by the hand and led her into the living room, which looked a little worse for wear, with coffee cups and dirty plates spoiling the perfect decor.


  “Please not now,” Melanie implored him.  “I’ve got lots to clean up.”


  “I’ll help you in a minute, but we need to talk right.”


  “Not with the paddle, I hope.”


  “No, not with the paddle, as long as you don’t resist what I’m saying.”


  “I can still feel my bottom,” she informed him.  “You really raised a ruckus.”  


  “And a well deserved one,” Tony reminded her.


  “I suppose so,” she reluctantly agreed.  “I just wish I knew why I’m so out of sorts.”


  “That’s what we’re going to talk about.”  Tony made her sit on the couch as he sat down opposite her in an overstuffed chair that had become “his” chair over the last few months.  He looked very regal and commanding in it.  A look Melanie rather liked, at least most of the time.


  “This really isn’t a talk Mel, it’s a lecture,” he warned her in his most severe warning tone.


  “Oh?”


  “Yes.”


  “We finished so fast before the party, I didn’t want to let my message be lost.  I can see you’re not very settled these days, and we’re going to address this issue now.  I don’t think either one of us wants to live with the prickly tension anymore.”


  “You’re right about that,” she readily agreed.


  “I know I’m right.  This snappy, irritated, snotty attitude of yours in ending now.”


  “Yes sir,” she replied, trying to be appropriately sheepish for him, even if she wasn’t taking the conversation all that seriously.


  “You start with your whining and your sarcasm, and I’ll spank you.  Every day if I have to.”  He wasn’t kidding.  “Now you think about that!”


  “I will,” Melanie replied.  She wanted to leave the room, there was so much clean up to do, and she was dead tired.


  “Besides,” Tony lightened.  “Punishing your bottom was a good thrill tonight.  I didn’t want to let the moment pass.”  He had a downright sexy look in his dark brown eyes.


  “Oh?” Melanie replied, her interest suddenly piqued.


  “Come here,” he ordered her.


  She was wearing a pair of silk pajama pants and a loose fitting shirt that was nearly transparent.  Quite out of character, she’d even left the top two buttons unbuttoned so that the soft fabric draped against her breasts in the most sumptuous way.  He could see the swell of her lovely breasts when she moved.  He’d been watching her all evening long, from her grand entrance to the party as she descended the staircase, to the way she mingled graciously with their guests.  He found her enticing him in much the same way she had when they first met.  He was impressed, the way she recouped from the brisk spanking in the kitchen.


  “You’ve been turning me on all night, you know that?” he said, as Melanie stood next to him, swaying for him ever so slightly.


  “Have I?” Melanie asked, reading the lusty look in his eye.


  “Yes, that outfit is really … .” he nodded his head in approval, though he couldn’t find words to adequately describe what he was thinking.


  “Provocative?” she suggested.


  “That’s a good adjective.  I like the way it clings, everywhere important.”


  “It does, doesn’t it?” Melanie admitted.


  Tony ran a finger down the open front of the shirt to where her lace teddy showed beneath.


  “I was surprised the way you managed to pull yourself together so well after I spanked you,” Tony said.


  “Really?”  She teased him with her eyes.  “I have a secret.”


  “What’s that?” he asked.


  The smirk on her bright face was delightful, with just a touch of mischievous imp on the horizon.  “I masturbated before I came down.”


  “You what!” Tony was amused, amazed and just a little annoyed, all at the same time.


  She nodded her head.


  “You really did, you little tramp.  I was down here trying to keep our guests happy, and you were getting off?


  “Yeah,” she said, liking the naughty feel of it.


  Tony sounded stern, but he wasn’t angry.  He was more aroused than anything.  His cock was suddenly at attention in his pants, so much so that Melanie could see it rising.


  “Take off your clothes,” he told her, with his face casting a dark shadow of dominance on her.


  “You going to spank me again?”


  “Very hard,” he said in a purposefully sexual tone of voice.


  This time the treat made Melanie’s sexual desire soar by leaps and bounds.  If Tony was angry with her, he certainly didn’t show it, the look in his eye was pure lust.  Taking off her silk pants, she revealed just a pair of white lace panties underneath; and then unbuttoning her shirt, she showed her husband her breasts that swayed lewdly inside the soft lace of the low cut teddy.


  He pulled her down over his lap, letting Melanie rest on his hard muscled thighs.  He could feel the juices already flowing as he slipped his hand inside the panties, between her legs to her moist pussy, and the soft hole beyond.


  “All your ranting.  All those nasty vicious protests.  And you were really getting off!  I don’t know what to do with you, being so dishonest with me.”


  Melanie’s mind was racing, her body so aroused again she couldn’t help but churn against her husband’s invading fingers.


  But abruptly, Tony withdrew his hand and smacked her hard. 


  “You’d better let me know, next time you’re getting off to a spanking!” he warned her.


  He smacked her again, each jolt adding to the steady arousal.


  “Do you hear me?” he asked.


  “Yes, oh yes.”  She was practically mindless.  She groaned and wiggled and flaunted her raised bare bottom in the lewdest way.  


  Such a switch, Tony thought to himself viewing the glorious sight.  For good measure, he smacked her again a few more times so that her bottom was turning red.  But she didn’t just groan erotically, her groin pressed against his rising prick, making him ungodly hot.


  Everything was arousing her, and Melanie was arousing him.


  At last not able to stand anymore stimulation, he lifted her off his lap and carried her to his desk top.  Clearing things away with a quick sweep of his hand, he laid her down on the smooth surface, and parted her legs wide so he could enter the juicy hole between them.


  Planting his cock inside her, he grabbed the fleshy mounds of her bottom with both hands, and gave her a brisk rude pounding fuck.  The passionate cries filled the room with the sounds of satisfaction, as first Tony, then Melanie climaxed with several sharp shooting pulses.


  When he withdrew, he pulled her to her feet, and the two collapsed on the sofa, where they were blanketed by a well earned calm.




  Chapter Eleven


  Melanie woke with a noxious gnawing feeling in the pit of her stomach.  She tried remembering back to the night before.  Had she had too much to drink, or just too much sex?  Then again, maybe it was something else that was grabbing at her with such a vile hand.


  Tony was already up and out.  Sweet thoughts careened through her head, remembering the way they’d made love.  Their brisk moment on top of his desk was only the beginning.  If spankings were to continue to be this sensuous, she could hardly deny the effects any longer.  But despite the happy memories, the anxious feeling in her stomach continued.  It was obvious that it was about more than the spanking, though she wasn’t sure what.


  Melanie quickly donned her bathrobe, and going out into the hallway she listened for the sounds of Tony below.  Hearing nothing, she looked out to the driveway to see the garage door open, and his car gone.  She remembered that he had an early morning class at the University.


  Yes!  This would be the perfect time to make that trip to the attic that she’d been wanting to make for several days.  Plans for the party had really gotten in the way of her sensuous other worldly time-outs.  Then again, with the party now past, she realized that she had also been avoiding the attic.  She had the oddest feeling that something in the journal, above and beyond the account of her Aunt’s spanking escapades with Joseph, was there for her to see.  Its importance to her was crucial.


  Melanie knew how the journal would end, not because she skipped ahead to the last page as she might have done with a suspenseful book.  No, she knew because she knew her Aunt’s history, as she would any close family member.  


  Sitting down in the familiar old chair, Melanie pulled the trunk close, opened it, and found the journal right on top, exactly where she expected it to be.


  Opening to the last page, she read.  She was almost in tears turning back to the story she had cherished and thrilled to.  Seeing her Aunt’s delicate penmanship once more, she felt the lump quickly growing in her throat.


  I have not been able to write for weeks; but somehow I know I need to finish this story.  As if writing this down might help me now put aside this sad period of my life.  Some days, I don’t know how I can go on …


  I got word several weeks ago that Joseph was killed.  He shipped out as he feared, and as he also feared, he will not return to me as my husband.  I am officially a widow, even before I made an announcement of our marriage to our families.  My god, Aunt Josephine didn’t even believe me.  I had to show her the marriage certificate.  I don’t know why this would upset her.  Joseph was such a fine man.  Oh, it was an awkward moment, and so much to tell them all; and yet so much I could never ever explain about Joseph and me.


  We buried him in the cemetery at First Presbyterian, and now, all I have left is the chronicle in this diary, and the memories in my heart… .


  Melanie was crying as she imagined her Aunt had been crying when she wrote these last words of the journal.  Her Aunt’s faded script drifted away.  Perhaps she was too choked up to write more.  She could imagine now why she hid the journal in the trunk.  The secrets she talked about were not something the average person would understand.  Melanie was glad she’d understood them.  She felt closer to her Aunt than she’d ever felt.


  Closing the journal, Melanie laid it down, and pulled out the letters in the back that Melanie had failed to open all this time.  They crinkled in her hands, reminding her how old they were, at least fifty years.  It seemed so silly to be crying now; but then how many times had she balled like a baby over some silly movie plot about times that never existed?


  Melanie pulled a Kleenex from her pocket, blew her nose, then wiped her eyes, deciding at last that the blue crinkled papers were fair game.  She opened the first of three letters, and withdrew several sheets of paper.  It was a letter from Daisy to her uncle, written in the same lovely handwriting.  The letter talked to her uncle as a friend, telling of her brief marriage, and some, though not all of the curious events that had propelled Daisy and Joseph together.  She obviously wrote it as an explanation to a man she was now considering as more than just a good friend.  The first letter was dated eighteen months after Joseph died.  The second and third letters were like the first, though it was clear that as time went on, she was more and more fond of Uncle John.


  Melanie read in avid wonder, and when she finished the letters, she stuffed the pages back in the envelopes, and then in the back of the journal.  The entire packet she replaced in its secret compartment of the antique trunk. Then closing the heavy lid, she went downstairs to see if Tony was home. She had much to tell him.




  Chapter Twelve


  It was nearly eight at night and Tony was worried sick.  He paced the living room that still bore traces of the party the night before.  Melanie had not yet run the vacuum and that was just one of the many worries that had him troubled.  The kitchen was still strewn with dishes.  They hadn’t made a dent in the clean-up, when their passions claimed the rest of the night, and they left an uncharacteristic mess.  It was unlike Melanie to leave the house without putting everything back in order.  


  In the morning, Tony had to be at the University for a class.  A meeting afterwards lasted longer than he planned.  When he called at noon to let Melanie know he wouldn’t be home until after lunch, she didn’t answer.  That didn’t surprise him, she could be out shopping.  But coming home at 2:00, he found her car gone, and no note about where she was.


  Now eight o’clock, he was worried, furious and fast becoming deathly scared; a wild imagination did not help his shattered peace.


  He was in the kitchen making tea, about to settle down with Melanie’s phone book, to call her friends, when he saw her car coming up the drive.  He watched her quickly exit the vehicle and walk to the back door.


  “Where the hell have you been?” he roared, when she stepped inside.  All the emotion, the fear, worry and near panic channeled into a frenzied rage.  His dark Italian eyes were flashing darts.


  “Tony!” She almost looked surprised to see him.


  “Where the hell have you been?”


  In a split second it dawned on her the late hour, and the obvious effect it had on her husband’s mood.  Her mind was crazily working to formulate a suitable explanation; though her efforts were too late.


  “Go up to the bedroom and bring down the leather spanker,” he ordered her.


  “Tony, let me explain,” she urged him.


  He backed off only briefly.


  “Were you in an accident?” he interrogated her.


  “No.”


  “Was there some emergency?” he probed further.


  “No, but … .”


  “Did you forget to call?”


  “Yes, but … “


  “No buts, get the paddle.”  His eyes were so dark, his demeanor so intense, she knew he wouldn’t have listened to another word from her.  In the old days, before spanking, he would have been in his office with the door slammed in her face.  This should be an improvement, though not one she was looking forward to; not when Tony was so furious with her.  She’d never seen him so enraged, and she shivered with the chilling thoughts that played terrible games through her head.  This would hardly be a repeat of the lusty scenario the night before.


  Melanie raced upstairs, her heart pounding hard and fast.  Maybe this was a small price to pay for the great revelations she had had that day.  Tony was angry, and would likely be even more angry when she made her announcement.  Let him get this off his chest first.  Her mind raced with the thought of the stunning decision she’d made, while in her gut, she knew she was doing the right thing—the only thing she could do.


  Returning with Aunt Daisy’s leather paddle, Melanie slipped into Tony’s study seeing the light on.  He was waiting for her there.  


  “Do you have any idea how worried I was?”


  “I lost track of time,” she admitted.  She could have put up a better excuse, but she was a horrible liar, and was not too good at thinking on her feet.


  “Dammit, Melanie, how could you be so thoughtless?” he exclaimed.  He didn’t seem so angry as he appeared hurt.


  “I’m sorry.”


  His glare cut her to the bone.


  “I suppose I should ask you, why?” he said, as the first wave of fury was beginning to pass.


  “Maybe we’d both feel better if you went ahead and punished me,” Melanie offered.  She wasn’t ready to tell him the news, not yet.”


  “You mean, I don’t want to hear your explanation for your day?” he speculated correctly.


  “Maybe not.”


  His look became even more dour.  “Then bend over the desk, and drop your pants.  And you’d better not be thinking about sex with this one,” he warned.


  From start to finish, it was clear, the punishment would be severe.


  Once Melanie’s fair cheeks were bared and prominently displayed, Tony let the heavy leather implement fly.


  “There’s no excuse for your thoughtless!” he said angrily, as he laid on the first blow.  A dozen smacks followed before he said anything else.


  “Oh! Please!” she wailed.  From the very first, her bottom burned.  It must be all the guilt making it worse.


  The spanker came down hard with stroke after stroke, mainly in the very center of her bottom, though he managed a few sharp smacks lower, higher, and to the sides.


  “I was worried sick, damn you!  I can’t believe you just didn’t think to call!”  The more Tony talked out his anger, the more it vented on her bright scarlet mounds.  


  “Ouch, no please!” she cried.  She struggled a little to stay in one place, knowing attempts to get away would be pointless.  Tony would make her endure more.  Though she had to admit, this was one punishment she deserved.  


  The biting smacks peppered her aching rear, in what seemed to be a never ending cadence.


  “Oh, gawd! I’m sorry, I really am!” she managed to put the words together for an apology.


  “I’m sure you are,” he replied.  Though he didn’t for a second decrease the vigor of the paddling.  “If you don’t sit down for a week, I’ll be happy!” he told her.


  “Please!”  There were tears running down her cheeks.  She was exhausted, from her adventure, from the spanking, and from the wild ride of emotions that had characterized this odd day.  Anymore and she was afraid she might lose it all together.


  Tony finally seeing her distress, slowed the pace, and laid several final strokes that signaled a welcome end.  When he at last put the spanker down beside her on the desk, Melanie breathed a sigh of relief, though their confrontation was hardly over.


  Pulling her up from her bent over position, he turned her around, picked her up, and then sat her down on the hard unyielding desk surface with a emphatic jolt.


  “Ouch, that hurts!” she exclaimed.


  “Good!” he said, obviously still angry.


  “Now, before I turn you over my knee, and use the butter paddle on your bottom, suppose you tell me your story.”


  Melanie snuffed and wiped tears away with back of her hand.


  “Good god, Melanie, just because you’re acting so childishly doesn’t mean you can’t use a Kleenex,” he said, handing her one.


  She blew her nose, which gave her a few moments to think about how she would tell him.  “Well,” she sighed, and tried to smile.  Tony was looking straight at her with the most god awful stern expression on his handsome face.  This was even more difficult than she expected. 


  “Don’t mince words, just give it to me straight,” he warned her.  “It’s not the car is it?  I didn’t think of that one.”


  “No, no!” She was encouraged that was where his worries were.  “It’s not the car at all.”


  “Thank heaven for small favors, so what is it?” he prompted her.


  “Well,” she started again, “when you were gone this morning, I went to the attic and read the journal.  The end of the journal.  And then I read the letters that were with it … .”  She paused for a second.  “Tony,” she took a deep breath.  “I want to sell the house.”  She blurted the words out boldly, hoping he wouldn’t faint with the announcement.  


  “What!”


  “I don’t want to live here anymore.”


  “What?” Tony was dumbfound.  “Did you really say that?”


  She nodded her head.  There were more tears flowing again, and she could hardly speak.


  “After all this trouble, all the wars, and the shit, are you losing your mind?”


  Melanie struggled with a smile, trying to get him to lighten, even just a little.  “Actually, I think I’ve come to my senses.”


  “This is going to require one damn good explanation,” Tony advised her.


  “I think you’ll be pleased!” she said.


  He eyed her with the most puzzled expression, wondering what could possibly explain this abrupt change of heart.  “Well, if you can explain this one, you’ve got a lot of talking to do.  And while you’re at it, you’d better not forget to cover why you were so late tonight.”


  Tony pulled his wife off the desk, and set her down in a chair.  He sat on the other side of the desk from her, as if she was a student or employee that he was in the process of dressing down.  The placement kept him from simply taking her in his arms again and paddling her behind once more, a desire that was prevailing on him with tremendous fervor.


  “So start,” he said when he was ready to listen.


  “Well, it’s all because of Aunt Daisy.  Everything.  Her life was so romantic, the story of Joseph and all.  I was really swept up in it, as if somehow I could live her life for her again.  I know this sounds really stupid.”


  “Stupid maybe, but I can see why you’re saying it,” Tony agreed with her.


  “Joseph was killed in the war.   Their honeymoon was the only time they made love, and the last time he spanked her.  I was balling when I read about it; but then I read the other letters.” 


  “And … ?” Tony asked.


  She was having difficulty speaking, in tears again, her lip was quivering so, he almost felt sorry for her. 


  “They were love letters to my uncle.  Eighteen months after Joseph was killed, she met my Uncle John.  She fell in love again with another man.  It wasn’t like she had forgotten Joseph, but she was ready to move on with her life, move on to something else.  It wasn’t easy for her, but she put aside it all to be happy again.


  “The story is lovely, but what does this have to do with you?” Tony asked.


  “I can’t live in the past, any more than Aunt Daisy could.  I’m mean this house is a wonderful place, but it’s all the past.  I’ve been looking for it to satisfy me.  I’ve been living in Aunt Daisy’s world, not my own.  Reading her own words about putting the past aside, well … this started to feel really silly.”


  Tony chuckled.  Never in a million years had he thought he’d hear her say these things.  “So where were you all day?” 


  “I drove out to the grave.  I put flowers on it, and said goodbye.  I guess that’s the incurable romantic in me, but I needed to really bury her, and the past.”


  “You drove all the way to Springfield?” Tony looked at her astonished, knowing now why she had been so late coming home.  Three hundred miles round trip, and all this grand self revelation, her day had been full.


  “And when I did that, said goodbye …” Melanie’s eyes were dancing brightly, “something happened.  On the drive home, I realized that we need to sell this house, and put this aside.  I’ve invested too much time in the wrong things, in this romantic past we can never really have.  Aunt Daisy knew she couldn’t stay stuck in that romantic world.  Neither can I.  In fact, I’m almost embarrassed to admit that I’ve been wasting my time mooning over it all this these past months.”


  Tony was speechless.


  “We need to make our life together, not one that has Daisy Markham blazoned across it,” Melanie added.


  Tony stared at his wife for some time.  Like a fresh breeze of spring, Melanie appeared more tranquil than he’d seen her in months, maybe ever.  There was a rosy soft glow on her cheeks, her brunette hair, while now a loose pile of curls descending from the top of her head, was sensuous and seductive.  She was breathtaking in a way.  And her clarity of mind.  That impressed him most.  The constant agitation that had plagued him for so long was disappearing.  He was feeling more himself than he had in a while.


  Maybe he too had been swept up in creating this piece of Melanie’s history.  Was it possible that the exhausting effort was now over?


  “You’ve buried Aunt Daisy?” Tony said, repeating his wife’s words.


  “I have,” she confirmed.


  “Then we’ll sell the house,” he agreed.


  Months of tension vanished so quickly, Tony and Melanie thought they were floating on air.  It was astounding to them both that they could so easily have a change of heart.  Now was the time to follow Melanie’s prescription for happiness, follow their own path, not some antiquated rehash of the past.




  Chapter Thirteen


  Melanie moved about the bright shiny kitchen with its large gas stove and the extra large refrigerator, thinking she’d died and gone to heaven.  It was perfect, simple, functional, and free of all the sticky pangs of anguish that used to prevail on her every time she walked through her Aunt’s rambling old house.  This apartment was modern, with expansive windows looking out on the city, and furniture that she and Tony picked out because it was warm and inviting, while it was still modern in style.  She loved the airy rooms with views to the city below, the feeling of expanding her mind, not cramping it down in tight corners.


  She kept few things from the old house.  Just Aunt Daisy’s old chair that had been in the attic.  That she’d completely re-upholstered so it would go with her new apartment; it sat in one corner of the large living room, her reading corner, she called it.  That was all the remembrance of Aunt Daisy she really wanted to keep.  There were a few other things, but most were packed away in boxes in their store room.  A young couple with three small children were now living in the old house, and she wished them well.  She didn’t even care that she couldn’t make love in the creaky gazebo, when she had the balcony just outside her door, and an exciting city beyond.


  She considered her new life perfect.


  Rummaging around the kitchen, she opened the pantry and was shocked to see the unexpected sight of Aunt Daisy’s spanking paddle hanging on the door.  She hadn’t seen it since they’d moved, two months before. 


  “What is this?” she asked Tony, who was reading in the living room just over the counter from her.


  “You can’t tell?” Tony replied.


  “I thought we left all that in the past,” she said.


  He looked up at her, over the top of his reading glasses.  “I’m serving notice,” he said.


  “What’s that suppose to mean?” she asked suspiciously.


  “We’ve been having a second honeymoon.  These changes have done both of us a world of good.  But, the little squabble we had last night, I think we need to recall this one piece of the past.”


  Melanie remembered the squabble, as a quick bitter war of words that was soon forgotten, at least as far as she was concerned.  “Well, I don’t think we need this,” she said, suddenly angry.


  They’d put spanking in the category of the past, with all the other things that Aunt Daisy meant; though Melanie wondered all along if this one thing might not just pop up unexpectedly sometime.  For the time being, spanking was really not on their minds, simply because they were getting along so well.  Why would they bother to think of it?


  And yet, even now in their new home, there were times when she remembered their spanking sessions so vividly, she wondered if she really wanted to make it happen just as she had in their last months in her Aunt’s house.


  This time however, she clamped her mouth shut, as a sudden vicious verbal attack was about to blurt from her lips, and she squelched it, in favor of caution.  She was determined that Tony would NOT be spanking her this night, no matter what she sometimes fantasized.  How dare he not consult with her before he hung the paddle in plain sight.  In her kitchen no less.


  Unfortunately, the abrupt appearance of the spanker right in the midst of her pantry seemed to be a constant reminder to Melanie of those times over Tony’s lap, and it did nothing but nag at her peace of mind.  


  She managed for two weeks to resist the temptation to do something about her spanking feelings; but couldn’t help herself when Tony was gone on a business trip one weekend.  Seeing the paddle for the hundredth time that day, she took it off its hanger, and sat down with it in the living room.  Her mind was suddenly so aroused she couldn’t stop the fantasies that poured into her brain.  Not only did she orgasm to the thought of being paddled, but she rummaged around through an old box of stuff, and found a spanking magazine that the two had stumbled on months before.  She found one of the personal ads especially arousing, striking at the heart of her fascination for this curious fetish.


  ***


  A week after Tony returned from his trip, Melanie was working in the kitchen on an intricate concoction she was trying out for her cookbook.  When Tony stormed in the door, she was shocked to see his face flushed with anger, his eyes shooting darts right toward her.


  “What are you doing home?” Melanie asked.


  “Needing to talk to you!” he said.


  “I can’t now. I’ll ruin the sauce,” she told him.


  “Too bad,” he replied.  He pulled her by the arm, while Melanie frantically reached for a towel to wipe her sticky hands.


  “Tony, what’s going on?” she cried in the midst of her bewilderment.


  “You’re coming with me,” he roared.  He was as furious as she’d ever seen him.


  “What have I done?” she demanded to know.


  “You know, Melanie, for an intelligent woman, you’re not very smart.”


  “What are you talking about?”  He was leading her into the living room, not letting go of her arm, despite her efforts to shake him off.  Letting go of her for just an instant, Tony pulled a letter from his coat pocket that Melanie recognized with shocked horror.


  “No wonder you always want to go to the P.O. Box to get the mail,” he charged.  The look in his eyes was alarming.


  “Where did you get that?” she asked.


  “I told you, you aren’t very smart.  I drove your car today, so I could have the oil changed, and I found this with some other mail loose on the floor.”


  Melanie’s face drained white.


  “Please.  It’s not what it seems.  It’s totally innocent.”


  “Things deliberately hidden from me are not innocent.  Your shame is written all over your face.”


  It was.  Melanie was blushing, her ears bursting, the blood pounding through her head made her hot.


  “Go get the paddle, we’ll settle first things first,” he announced.  “We’ll do what you’ve obviously been dying for, then we’ll talk about it.”


  “But …”


  “You know where it’s hanging.”


  Melanie retreated back to her kitchen where she smelled the overdone sauce; though by then her heart was sinking so fast she couldn’t hope to rescue anything, except perhaps her marriage.


  Retrieving the spanker from its place in the pantry, she returned to Tony.  Briskly pulling the implement from her hand, he sat down in his chair, and pulled her over his lap.  The leather was hot across her bottom in seconds, and once the first flurry of smacks was over, Tony pulled down her stretch pants and the real journey began. 


  “Oh! Please!” she wailed.  He was striking her so hard she was instantly in agony.


  “I can’t believe you’d be so dishonest with me!”  The spanker came down fast, Tony finding great satisfaction in seeing his wife burning bottom turn a rich scarlet.


  He went on for what seemed forever, until Melanie was kicking and screaming for all she was worth.  Then, to her astonishment he shoved her from his lap.  Melanie landed on the floor looking up at him dazed, while Tony still held the spanker in his hand, he wasn’t finished.


  “Suppose you tell me who Glen is?” he said.


  She was still red faced and looking guilty.


  “Please…”


  “I’ll start all over, if you balk again,” he warned, as he waved the leather in her face.


  She took a deep breath, and tried holding back tears she knew Tony would not appreciate.  “Remember the spanking personals you brought home several months ago?”


  “Yeah.”


  “Well, I wrote this guy that advertised in the magazine, and he wrote me back.”


  “And you were planning to meet him?”  Tony was livid.


  “NO,” she said emphatically.  “It hadn’t gone that far, I just did get his letter.”


  “But he’s obviously eager to make a date with you.”  Tony practically threw the crumpled letter in her face.


  “I didn’t really expect a reply.  It was kind of a joke.   But…”


  “It was a stupid, foolish dangerous stunt!” Tony glared at her angrily.


  “Maybe,” she conceded.


  Tony’s fury ignited again, he pulled her up and over his lap once more.  This time her pink naked behind had to withstand a bevy of smacks, the leather flying fast and furiously across her already punished cheeks.  Though she wailed and cried, the spanking continued until she was exhausted, he was exhausted, Tony’s anger was finally spent.


  “Stand up,” he ordered as he finally dropped the paddle to the floor.  She’d collapsed against his lap, but he was hardly finished admonishing her.  “Stand up!” he repeated, as he shoved her away.  


  Melanie struggled to rise.  Her pants were bunched at her ankles, and it was difficult to get her balance.  She looked a frightful mess.  Her hair once tied back neatly was completely undone, and her eyes were swollen and red from the tears. 


  “I can’t believe how totally irresponsible you were.  Do you have any idea what you’re playing with?”


  “I understand why you’re angry, but I don’t think it was as foolish as you think.”  She made a desperate try to defend herself.


  “Well, we can debate safety all day, my love, but what really pisses me off, is that you bark at me like a shrew for mentioning the “unmentionable” again, and then you turn around and contact a man to do the very deed you knew I’d be more than happy to do for you! Why?”


  His words stung as much as the spanking had.  She almost wished he’d just spank her again.  It might be easier than trying to find a way to explain this last odd development in the strange mix of desire, fantasy and real life.


  “I couldn’t bring myself to talk to you about it, after the move and all, and well, you were gone that weekend two weeks ago, and …”  Her voice trailed off.


  “Yeah.  Go on, you do better when you don’t hold anything back.”


  “I got horny?”  She winced as she said it.


  With his anger nearly vented, Tony could almost look on the confession with some amusement.  “You got horny,” he shook his head in amazement.  “Of course you got horny, that’s because spanking makes you horny.  It always has, and it always will.  You’re probably creaming in your pants right now!”


  “I don’t have on any pants right now,” she said.  There was a twinkle of light in her eyes.  All the sharpness was gone from them now; they looked softly muted and peaceful.  


  Tony reached out and pulled her to him, his hand going immediately between her legs to see if she was as aroused as he thought she would be.  She moved on him, his touch so very soft and stimulating it wasn’t seconds before he pulled her down to the couch. Throwing off his own clothes, he descended on her; and with his arms wrapped around her he entered her, and the two moved softly together, as the lust climbed in them both.  


  He explored her mouth, ran tiny kisses down her neck, played with her rear end, that was sore and hot and the center of her sexual heat.  She bucked against him wildly, every single touch, fuel to send her to the edge.


  Melanie was almost as vocal in her climax as she was while she was being spanked.  It had been so long since they’d combined their two favorite passions at one time.  It was bliss to remember.


  “I do love this,” she purred to him in the heat of the moment.


  He heard her vow, but he was too wrapped up in his own release to acknowledge the admission.


  The quick climax passing, the two tried remaining on the couch together, relishing the moment of peace in each other’s arms, though Melanie tumbled on to the thick shaggy rug on the floor.


  “Ooops!” she said laughing, as she lay back and looked up at her husband.  “Should have brought you down with me.”


  Tony turned on his side and looked down at her with a smile.  “You weren’t looking for another man, were you?” he wondered aloud.


  “No, no, no, no,” Melanie cried.  “Please don’t think that.”


  “Good,” he smirked.  “Let’s just be sure you remember who owns this ass of yours.”  He reached down and grabbed it, giving it a hearty squeeze.


  “Ouch, that hurts!” she shot back, though she wasn’t angry at all, it was feeling far too good.


  “Now, you’d better go rescue that dinner of yours, I’m hungry.”


  “You don’t want to eat that,” Melanie assured him, thinking of the ruined sauce, and half-baked meat.


  “Then make me a ham sandwich, I’m starved.  If get don’t get something to eat soon, I just might have to take a bite out of your ass!”


  “Coming right up,” Melanie said, with a little salute.  She jumped up, grabbed her clothes and scampered to the kitchen.


  “Hey,” Tony yelled to her from the living room.  “I’m still not done with you, by the way.”


  Melanie popped her head up over the counter. “What’s that suppose to mean?” she called out to him.


  “You’ll just have to wait and see.”  It was all the explanation she was going to get.




  Chapter Fourteen


  A day later, Tony came home to find Melanie again in the kitchen, no doubt working on another recipe.  


  “What’s up?” she said brightly.  She looked up to see an odd look on his face, when she was expecting something much more peaceful.  “Something wrong?” she asked.


  “Not at all,” he said, maintaining the inscrutable cool.  “I want you to call Glen and arrange for him to meet us at my office.  Any night this week, next week if that’s not convenient.”


  “What ever for?” Melanie blurted out flabbergasted by the request.  She watched her husband pull out the envelope and lay it on the counter.  It was the first she’d seen of it since Tony had thrown it at her when he was spitting fire the day before.


  “You know exactly what for,” Tony countered her.


  “But … “


  “Do it.”  His eyes narrowed darkly.


  Melanie couldn’t argue with his intentions.  He was serious and detached, as if he wanted to make certain that she heard his message and took it seriously.  Then settling himself in a chair by the window, he read the paper until dinner.  They didn’t say anymore about the direct order that night, though it had certainly had a distinct effect on Melanie’s attitude.


  This must have something to do with his charge the night before that he wasn’t “done” with her.  She winced to herself, knowing pretty much what he had in mind.


  The next afternoon, after a long period of agonizing over Glen’s letter, Melanie finally picked up the phone and dialed the man’s number.  She was shaking like a leaf the whole time, though there was a certain thrill to the bold move that she could hardly deny.  She supposed that it was time to quit denying any of her passions.


  “How about Thursday night?” Glen offered, when she finally got around to suggesting the meeting that Tony wanted.


  Just two days away.  That was far sooner than she planned.  She’d hoped to have the whole weekend to prepare herself, but then again, maybe it would be better to get it over with quickly.


  “Sure, that would be great,” she agreed.


  “You said in your letter that you like good hearty paddlings, you can count on me to provide that, Melanie.”  He was already sounding so stern!  She shivered again.


  “Well then, I’ll see you at Tony’s office, eight o’clock.”


  “I’ll be there,” he answered.  His deep voice was almost gruff, but it was pleasant enough.  She had no idea what she was getting into, but with Tony there, she felt safe enough to go through with it.  Of course, she didn’t seem to have much choice, since she was on direct orders from her husband.


  Tony was surprisingly brief with her about the arrangement.  When she announced the plans to him that night, he nodded, almost as if he was disinterested.  Then late on Thursday afternoon, he called her and said he’d be staying at the office until the eight o’clock appointment.  She could meet him there.


  “Tony, why are you doing this?” Melanie asked.


  There was silence on the other end that almost scared her.


  “Tony?” she prompted.


  “Why don’t you figure it out?” he suggested.  “I’ll see you at eight, and be there on time.”


  The phone clicked, and Melanie was left in an anxious stew, wondering just what it would be like to have another man spank her bottom.  She assumed that it would be bare bottomed, and that made it even more amazing.  Still, she couldn’t figure why her husband was insisting on this, unless it was simply revenge, and that was hardly like him.


  Melanie dressed for the occasion, wearing a black lace garter belt, stockings and a pair of plain black cotton panties.   She wore a slip and wool skirt and a sweater that didn’t look too demure.  She thought her attire was casual and sensuous, hoping both men would appreciate her efforts.  In his letter, Glen had talked about her being submissive, and she tried hard to present him with that picture.  She knew intuitively that this was what Tony expected of her.


  When she arrived at the University, she parked in a spot next to her husband’s, and walked toward the familiar building where she could see a light burning in Tony’s window.  The drapes were drawn, which she was glad to see.  It could be quite a sight if they hadn’t been closed.  The office on the first floor was a good deal higher than the sidewalk, but it was easy to see inside from the street.


  The trip up the steps, and down the hallway was one of the longest Melanie had ever taken.  She was very glad that they hadn’t waited a week to meet, the fear would have probably driven her crazy.


  She knocked on the old wood door, and opened it when she heard Tony’s “Come in.”


  To her surprise, Glen was already there, chatting easily with her husband as if they were old friends.  Glen looked as if he was in his late thirties.  He had short neatly trimmed blonde hair and clear blue eyes.  Quite a contrast to her husband, especially when he stood to shake her hand.  He towered well over six feet tall. 


  She gulped.


  “I was surprised by your call,” he said with a smile.  She wondered what he and Tony had been talking about, there seemed to be a lot in their expressions that she couldn’t explain.  It was rather curious to her that they seemed like fast friends, not two men who had just met.  “Tony and I have been talking about you,” he informed her.


  “Oh?”


  Glen sat down, while Melanie remained standing.


  “He told me all about your fall from grace.”


  She offered him a smile, thinking about the turn of his words, fall from grace.  Melanie took a seat in a chair opposite both men.  Tony was behind his desk, Glen to his left beside him.  The arrangement made her feel as if she was on trial.


  “Are you ready for this?” Tony asked her.


  “Am I ready or willing?” Melanie tried to clarify.


  “Willing or not, it’s going to happen.  And it’ll happen if you’re ready or not.”


  “I see.”


  “Sounds to me, after what Tony has told me, that you really deserve a good going over,” Glen interjected.  By the sound of his voice, it seemed that Glen was as experienced as his ad claimed.


  “Well, I had thought we’d already taken care of that,” she said, as she stared directly at her husband.


  Tony shook his head, a wicked gleam lighting his eyes, a firm sure expression on his lips.  But he didn’t speak.


  She looked back at Glen.


  “I think over the knee would work, don’t you?”


  “Whatever you say.”  Melanie had trouble saying anything.  This heart pounding experience was really making her so excited and nervous that she didn’t know how she’d hold herself together.


  “Suppose you come here,” Glen suggested.  “I don’t see any reason to wait.”


  “Now, right now?” she stalled.


  “Now.”  There was a tenor in his voice that was quite commanding.  Taking a good long look at the man, she wondered if he’d been a Marine, with the clean cut straight as an arrow look to him.  Her heart was pounding even more, thinking of that severe authoritarian image.


  “Now,” Glen repeated the command.  “You won’t want to know how rough I’ll be on you, if I have to come get you.”


  Melanie rose from her chair, and took a few awkward steps forward.


  “You were very deceitful with both Tony and me.  Do you suppose that we can let that go unpunished?” he said.


  She bit her lip.


  “I expect answers,” he informed her.


  “I suppose I do deserve it.”


  “And this punishment will serve notice for the future?” he suggested.


  “Oh, yes, definitely.”


  She was still several feet from the man, still feeling too nervous to take the final steps.  The whole episode was having a very strange effect on her.  It was not the same as with Tony; though it held her fascination nonetheless, maybe because she didn’t really know Glen, and had no idea how this session would play out.  Tony was a little predictable.  This man was certainly not!


  “You’re much too shy for a woman who’s as experienced as you are with spanking.  “Come here now,” he ordered sternly.  “I’m tired of waiting.”  Glen reached out and pulled her to his side, her body quickly going over his large firm lap.  She was surprised to note that his felt much harder than Tony’s.  He was clearly a much different man than her husband, in many respects.


  Glen wasted no time, carefully, but deliberately pulling her wool skirt up over her bottom.


  For an instant, Melanie almost regretted her impetuous move, wearing the stockings and garter belt instead of tights.  It seemed so risqué, as if she was deliberately flaunting herself for the man.  Would Tony think her choice scandalous?  And yet,  she didn’t have long to think about it, as Glen’s large hand slipped under the elastic of her panties, and was lifting them up, pulling them down off her bottom.  He didn’t let them rest at her thighs, but pulled them all the way off her legs.


  Melanie trembled, a jumble of thoughts careening through her mind.  What did Tony think?  What did Glen think?  What did she think of this amazing turn of events?


  Glen had his own paddle, a wooden implement made for smacking naughty bottoms.  It had a large round punishment end and a handle which was made for Glen’s large hands.  He gripped it tightly and brought it down with a firm sharp smack on one waiting cheek.  A second strike landed and Glen began the spanking.  He started out slowly going back and forth from cheek to cheek.  Melanie wiggled and groaned, though there was hardly a full scale protest, Glen was so calm and deliberate with her punishment.


  However, the longer he went on, the more her bottom stung, the more difficult it was not to cry out. 


  “Ah, oooh, no.”  She was beginning to really feel the sting rising on her rear.  “Please, please.”  She pushed against his controlling hand, though she was going no where.  Glen ignored her pleas, and the paddle continued to land to her increasing discomfort.  


  Tony looked on pleased as he could be.  It was quite a rush seeing another man spank his wife’s rear end.  He knew she was holding back her distress, her spanking etiquette much improved with a guest spanker wielding the paddle.  He’d have to remember that when they were together.


  Once Melanie’s bottom was a bright rosy red top to bottom, Glen began to lay a spirited brisk round of cracks right in the center of each cheek.  Melanie howled loudly, even though she was afraid she might be heard down the hallway.  It was burning hot, and she’d just about reached her limit.  But just when she thought she couldn’t take another crack of the paddle, Glen stopped.


  For a moment she remained on his lap too exhausted to move, though moments later, he gently helped her stand.  Melanie was thankful she had a skirt which instantly fell and covered her rosy behind, though to her dismay, Glen ordered her to turn around.


  “Let me see it,” he said.  


  “You mean my bottom?”


  “Of course your bottom,” Glen said sternly.


  Lifting her skirt, both men eyed the rosy cheeks one last time.  When she was allowed to turn back around, she dropped the skirt and found herself rubbing the sore cheeks, as she waited for someone to say something.


  “Well,” Glen said, “I think it’s time I left.  I do hope you two enjoyed the treat?” he said.


  “I certainly did,” Tony replied.  He shook the man’s hand, and the couple watched their “spanker for hire” walk from the room. 


  When Glen had disappeared, Melanie eyed her husband who still sat rather passively behind his university desk, looking rather professorial.


  “I suppose you really enjoyed it?” Melanie finally suggested.


  “Didn’t you?  It was your erotic fantasy.”


  She gave Tony a tiny trace of a smile.  “Maybe,” she replied.


  “Be honest,” he insisted.


  “Oh, okay, it was kind of exciting but …”


  “But what?”


  “I like you better.”


  “Oh, you do?” Tony said smugly.  “That’s good, because I planned to keep spanking you whenever I can.  It seems that when we get out of practice, you get into all kinds of trouble.  Right?”  He had a twinkle in his eye, but he was nonetheless serious.


  “Just one thing,” Melanie said.  She was as sincere as he was.  “Why?  Why did you have me call him?”


  “You still don’t know?” he said.


  “No.”  She shook her head.


  “I knew you wouldn’t do it yourself.  And I’m not going to let your desires go unrequited.  I don’t want you pining away for another man, thinking that there’s someone out there better for you than me.”


  “That’s quite an explanation.”


  “You have a problem with it?”


  “No, not really.  It makes you look very generous.”


  “Frankly, I know you wouldn’t like him as much as me anyway?”


  “And why’s that.”


  “You love me, that’s why?”  There was a sweet delectable smirk on his face.  “Anyway, it made me hot.  I mean really hot.”  There was a familiar look of lust in his eyes.


  “You’re still hot?” Melanie asked.


  He nodded, and moved away from behind the desk.  Approaching his wife and drawing her to him, he sat back down with her in his lap, and felt for her hot rear cheeks.  He squeezed them until she moaned a soft protest.


  “So, is your infidelity satisfied?”  he asked.


  “My curiosity is satisfied,” she said.  “It was hardly infidelity.”


  “And you’re not going into another massive denial of your spanking desires?”


  “No, not anymore.”


  “And you’re going to tell me when you’re itching to get spanked?”


  “Every time,” she vowed, even though neither one of them believed it.  She snuggled against him, and they kissed one wet hot sloppy kiss.  Her hands began to run down his chest, opening buttons, leaning in to kiss him.


   All of a sudden, he pushed her away.  “Nope, not yet,” Tony said, reading her mind.  “We’re going out to dinner first.”


  “Really?”


  “Yeah really.  You freshen up and I’ll meet you down the hall in five.  Melanie smiled pleased.


  Rising, she picked up her panties to take them with her to the ladies room, but Tony snatched them away.


  “Just in case you might be tempted to forget, I think I’ll keep these with me,” he said.


  “That’s pretty bold.”


  “All the better to please me, my dear,” he said.


  “Certainly not something Aunt Daisy would ever have done,” Melanie said coyly.


  “You’ve never been her, and you never will be,” he said with a smirk. “Isn’t that great?”


  It certainly was, Melanie thought as she walked down the hall to the ladies room.  She could feel her bare bottom caressed by the soft wool of her skirt.  She could feel the way her legs rubbed together so seductively.  Bold, scandalous, wanton, she rather liked the sound of those words, and the feel of them that raced throughout her aroused body.


  Tony was right, time to stop fighting what she loved, and get on with their life.  She could thank her Aunt for the sumptuous gift of spanking, and thank Tony that he knew exactly how that would play out in her life, and across her poised and naked bottom.


  
More Lizbeth novels you won’t want to miss …


  Old Affairs & New Found Lovers


  A mystery filled with suspense and lots of red-hot over-the-knee spanking and punishment!  A loving couple, detectives Kyle and Brett, attempt to unravel the mysterious disappearance of a valuable pendant while they attend a weekend spanking party at posh Heath Manor.  A host of fascinating suspects include the ruthless dominant, Victor, and his timid wife, Patricia; the saucy vamp Cassandra—who’s always looking for a new spanking lover; and Jenny who’s spanking past haunts her every move!


  Off The Beaten Path


  A fiercely independent bush pilot, Ashley Bloom, meets her match in Jess Barrow at an out of the way research station in the midst of a South American jungle.  Jess refuses to let the strong-willed woman ride roughshod over him, quick to take Ashley over his lap for a good sound paddling.  In a story that takes them out of the jungle and back to civilization, their future seems perpetually “up in the air”, but the taste of leather and a bare hand on Ashley’s bottom keeps their relationship hot, happy and under control!


  More Erotic Fiction by Lizbeth Dusseau


  Little Savage


  Naughty Baby


  In The Garden of Lust


  Seven Days in Cell Block 7


  Memoirs of a Sex Toy


  Innocence Defiled


  Honeymoon In Bondage


  Labyrinth


  Carly On Her Knees


  Taken Before Dawn


  Punishable Offenses


  Betrayal of the Virgin Bride


  Sexual Mischief


  Bounty Hunter


  The War of the Remingtons


  The Truth About Marianne


  Master For A Desperate Slave


  Poor Little Rich Slut


  The Humiliation of Hannah


  The Scandalous Demise of Lily Lake


  The Secret Sins of Lizzy Barton


  Pagan Dreams, Lesbian


  Outer Island


  Into the Dark Wilds


  Force Me To Obey


  These titles and many more!


  The War of the Remington’s


  Dante’s Heat


  Wild Roses


  Aunt Daisy’s Secret


  No More Secrets


  Wayward Angel


  Fire Under Glass


  Reckless Disregard


  Surrender, The Spanking Take


  Off The Beaten Path


  Shakespeare’s Brat


  A Midsummer’s Nightmare, Short Stories


  Burning Confessions


  Rough Justice


  Birches


  Cowgirl’s & Angels


  The Barmaid & The Blacksmith, Spanking Version


  Four Confessions


  Lizbeth’s Big Book of Spanking Stories I


  Lizbeth’s Big Book of Spanking Stories II


  For a complete catalogue of Erotic Fiction… write, email or call:


  Pink Flamingo Publications


  P.O. Box 632, Richland, MI 49083, 1-877-629-0051


  E-mail: catalog@pinkflamingo.com


  On-line:


  For Consensual BDSM, Spanking Fiction and General Erotica:


  http://www.pinkflamingo.com


  For our complete BDSM catalog:


  http://www.eroticbooknetwork.com 


OPS/CoverDesign.jpg
lizbeth dusseau

Auwnt

Daous %/)SS ecref





