Edward the Confessor (F/m)

Edward is my stepson, he is nine years old and I love him
very dearly. In fact when he calls me "Mum"I feel like he is my own
child. His father, George, and I married four years ago. George is
much older than I am and has an important job in London. He spends the
whole week there and then returns home for the weekends.

I am still young. I am not even twenty six until August. I
have short dark brown hair and a face that sometimes I think is a
little plain. Although some people say I look beautiful when I smile.
I suppose that means I should try and smile a bit more often. I am
tall enough to be a model and I have a boyish figure. I mean by boyish
that I have smallish breasts and a small round bottom. I like to wear
short skirts which are very fashionable now. Not too short though
because although it may be 1966 in London, down here, in this little
seaside town we have some catching up to do. Besides I should hate
anyone to think I looked cheap and tarty.

Edward is a strange boy. Very loving and sensitive. Invariably
he does as he is told. However I have noticed that lately he has been
confessing to things. Very peculiar. One only has to say out loud "I
wonder who broke that cup" and the words are barely out of ones mouth
before he is saying
"Oh it was me Mum." The other day he confessed to breaking one of
the greenhouse windows when I know for a fact that the gardener broke
it weeks ago when he was moving some tools. Well I was getting a
little disturbed about this and I wondered whether I should discuss it
with George. The trouble with discussing it with George is he is
inclined to laugh, shrug his shoulders and say "Oh you know boys will
be boys my dear".

Well anyway Mrs Martin our next door neighbour came round for
tea yesterday morning and managed to solve the mystery for me. She has
a daughter, Sarah the same age as Edward, in fact they are in the same
class at school. Well two or three weeks ago, on a Sunday afternoon
both of them went to Sunday school. George and I are always grateful
to have a few minutes to ourselves before he has to catch the last
evening train for Paddington and doubtless the Martins feel the same
way. It was just like any other Sunday, I gave Edward his sixpence for
the collection and waved to him as he walked down the road with Sarah.
They looked as if they were meant to be together. Two pretty little
blonde heads. Like brother and sister with Edward just a shade taller
of the two.

Well that was the last we saw of them for nearly five hours
and when they eventually arrived home in the back of a police car, the
two of them looked very sorry for themselves indeed. . Apparently they
had decided to dodge Sunday School and go for a walk in the woods.
They got lost and ended up three miles outside of town where a
policeman found them. I had phoned the police about two hours earlier,
thank goodness, and they were on the look out for them. George missed
his train which meant he had to drive up to London. I was absolutely
furious with Edward. I didnt know whether to spank him or hug him. In
the end I hugged him because I was even more furious with his father.
In fact if George had been several sizes smaller than he actually is I
should have turned him over my knee and smacked his bottom bloody hard
because he refused to take the whole episode seriously and laughed
about it. Actually laughed about it when I was almost sick with worry.

Although Edward got away with just a telling off, Sarah
wasn't so lucky. Mr Martin, who is Sarah's stepfather, I must admit I
don't warm to the man at all, took her upstairs to her bedroom as soon
as everyone had left. He gave her the slipper on her bare bottom. And
very hard too according to Mrs Martin. Well the next day when Edward
found about it he was so upset. It didn't seem fair to him that Sarah
had been punished and he had just been packed off to bed with some
buttered toast and a hot drink. Mrs Martin overheard them discussing
it in Sarahs bedroom the day before yesterday and it was obvious that
all these phoney confessions were just an attempt to redress the
balance. Edward believes he should have been spanked just like Sarah
was. Apparently he would much prefer it if I spanked him rather than
his father. George of course is absolutely useless at providing
discipline. He is alright at work, ordering people about and making
hard nosed business decisions but at home, especially with Edward he
is a real big softie.


I thought it through and decided it was up to me to put
things right. I was relieved that their was a rational explanation for
Edwards sudden desire to confess. Although I had never actually
spanked Edward it didn't mean I hadn't been sorely tempted to a few
times. More than a few times in fact. I had it all neatly planned and
things worked out just like I expected. After school Sarah called
round, she and Edward were off to Clifton Rise, its the next street
but one. They play with some of the children there. Nice children, so
I did't mind Edward going at all. Before he left, I said "Six o clock
your tea will be ready so don't be late". I said it quite sharply and
he looked at me as if he understood completely. Yes I was quite sure
he would be late.

Twenty five minutes late to be precise. In fact I was just
beginning to worry. When he did come in through the kitchen door
though I was more than ready for him. To my surprise I really did feel
as if I was angry and he looked scared. Especially when I told him to
go upstairs and wait in his bedroom. Perhaps I should get a job as an
actress. I thought what should I hit him with. My hands are very small
and I have long nails which I spend a fortune on. It sounds terribly
vain but I didnt want to break a nail if I could possibly help it.
While I was waiting, so as to let him stew in his own juice for a bit,
I lit a cigarette. To my surprise I found my hand was shaking. I
laughed and went and found an ashtray. Ashtrays are difficult to find
in this house as George is a non smoker and hides all my ashtrays.
Whilst searching in one of the hall cupboards for an ash tray I found
an old black plimsole of Georges. Not a pair just one by itself.
Don't ask me what it was doing their but anyway I felt that was just
what I needed.

I finished my cigarette and pottered around a bit for half
an hour. Then I went upstairs. Edward was sitting on his bed looking
very sorry for himself. Their were definitely tears in his eyes. He
has those big baby blue eyes and when he looks at me my heart melts
but I kept telling myself, I must be stern with him. "Right", I said,
" You got away with it last time Edward but this time your going to
get a good smacked bottom". He looked so pale I worried for a moment
if he might faint. All the colour seemed to have drained from his face.

"Now stand up and come here." Tears were trickling down his
cheeks but he didnt say anything until I started to undo his belt.
"Please " he said tearfully.

"Well" I said, "Sarah had it on her bare bottom so its only fair you
have a spanking on your bare bottom. Besides you can't have a proper
spanking without a proper bare bottom can you, you silly boy?"

and after that impromptu little speech I slid first his trousers and
then his pants down to his knees. I made him wait whilst I made myself
comfortable. He has a small upright chair which he uses when he is
doing his homework. When I was settled I didnt say anything, I just
pulled him gently across my knees. Despite the risk to my precious
nails I thought out of kindness I would warm up his behind with a few
smacks before bringing the plimsole into play. His bottom was small,
two round pale cheeks. I slapped him harder than he expected just to
make sure I had his full attention. Then I started to feel the rhythm
of it and the smacks fell in nicely spaced intervals on his
unprotected behind and he began to wriggle.

"Keep your head down and lie still", I told him severely.
I could see his skin changing colour before my eyes and when it was
sufficiently pink I picked up the plimsole. It was had a brown rubber
sole and was satisfyingly heavy. I gave him a dozen hard smacks. Six
on each small cheek. Towards the end I could see it was hurting him a
great deal and I had to hold him tightly otherwise he would have
wriggled free. Despite the pain, he didn't really howl until the last
three or four whacks. Then of course when it was all over I pulled his
trousers and pants up and he sat somewhat gingerly on my lap whilst I
gave him a cuddle. I went and gave him another cuddle just before he
climbed into bed and he gave me that shy smile of his.

Really I am not sure whether I did the right thing or
not. Goodness knows what George will say about it at the weekend when
I tell him. Spanking his darling boy, perhaps if i'm really lucky I
might get a good hard spanking too!
