The Favourite

She has Finlay by the arm and she is marching along the street half
dragging him back to where she has parked our car. I am about ten
yards behind them and struggling to keep up. A few moments ago her
patience finally snapped, "Just wait till I get you home my lad" she
said and believe me he is really going to catch it this time.
Meanwhile I am being extra good and helpful and carrying the lightest
of the two shopping baskets. Although she is not our real mother, I
know our stepmother loves us dearly. We both call her Ma just like she
was our real mother. I am sure she loves Finlay the most despite
always having to smack his bottom. Strangely I thinks she actually
likes his cheekiness and the fact he is a little rascal who is always
doing things he shouldnt. I am always good, never get smacked and get
lots of gold stars at school but I can see she loves Finlay more than me.

Our stepmother is very beautiful even if she is sometimes very strict
indeed and men, especially elderly men raise their hats to her whilst
women always smile at her. Today everyone seems to smile as she
struggles back to the car with Finlay. Finlay is well known in this
small seaside town where we live and all the people we meet are
laughing because they know exactly what will happen to him when he
gets home. Finlay might look like an angel but everyone knows he is a
little devil and they are very happy that he is going to get his bare
bottom smacked. I realise I have a huge smile on my face and I
carefully compose myself so I look a little less cheerful. No one
likes little girls who gloat at others misfortune even when they are
as pretty as I am

When we get to our car we find a large seagull squawking on the cars
roof . It flaps its wings at us as we open the doors and leaves a
messy white deposit on the windscreen. By now I can see she is
absolutely furious. Driving away she honks her horn at some foolish
old woman who leaps out into the road with her shopping trolley as if
she is on a suicide mission. As we drive back the rain start to fall
heavily and I find the the sound of the wind screen wipers quite
restful as I contemplate what will happen to Finlay in a few minutes
from now. We are both in the back seat, normally Finlay would be
pulling my pigtails or doing any of the things small brothers usually
do to irritate their older and much wiser sisters. He looks as if he
might burst into tears at any moment and if I were a much nicer person
I am sure I should feel sorry for him. Instead I aim a discrete kick
at his ankle and smile toothily at him as if daring him to retaliate.
Still no response which is unlike him, where has his usual fighting
spirit disappeared to I wonder. I glance at Ma she is turning into
Clifton Rise which is the long road just before ours. Finlay turns to
me as if seeking some words of sympathy. I cant resist it, I just have
to stick my tongue out at him. "Yaah whose going to get his bottom
smacked" I whisper it so softly.

"Amanda this is your very last warning, behave yourself or you
will get exactly the same as Finlay is going to get". The rest of the
journey passes in an atmosphere of silent hostilty. Eventually we
arrive at our house, the car crunching up the muddy driveway. Finlay,
as he gets quickly out of the car, gives one of my pigtails a sharp
tug. It hurts and I am furious and for once I do not stop to think. I
have a brand new pair of pink wellington boots on and all I can see as
I get out the car is Finlay with his gap toothed grin. By him is an
absolutely enormous puddle. I do not hesitate with both feet I stamp
as hard as I can. Finlay is soaked but his smile is even wider than it
was. With horror I turn to see Ma spattered with mud. Her cream cotton
frock, her crisp white blouse, her pale blue mackintosh all streaked
with mud. Even her face and hair is spotted with mud. Her expression
is truly frightening.

I attempt to run away. If only I can get away and hide until Daddy
gets home I should be okay. I have not gone more than a few yards
before I feel an iron grip on my shoulder. I am hoisted under her arm
and half dragged, half carried into the house. Finlay very
thoughtfully gets the front door key from under the mat and helpfully
opens the door. All his usual cheerfulness seems to have returned. I
am screaming and crying as I am taken into the house securely held
under my stepmothers arm.
"Pink panties on today I see" Finlay says conversationally as he
shuts the front door behind us and follows us into the lounge. My
wellington boots have fallen off, my school skirt has ridden up and I
am howling and hoping desperately Daddy comes home very quickly and
saves me.

Through the hall past the umbrella stand we go, I glimpse my tearful
face in the mirror as we pass. I dont look my best when I am crying.
Then suddenly I have a close up view of a small piece of axminster
carpet. I can hear Finlay say ingratiatingly.

"I will just go and get your slipper Ma" and he hurries off like an
eager puppy dog to find Ma's slipper

This is what I always say. I am always a good little girl and fetch
the slipper when Ma needs it for Finlay. Now Finlay is being helpful,
although he knows it will be his turn as soon as Ma has finished with
me. Held securely over Ma's lap I am pleading not to be spanked, not
to have my panties taken down. Finlay finds the slipper in record
time. He is looking so cheerful that Ma says.
"I don't know what you your smiling for my lad. It's your turn
next". Nothing can dampen his spirits it seems as he selects the chair
that will give the best view. My panties are taken down, I can feel
them just caught above my little white cotton socks. I am crying so
loudly you can probably hear me halfway down the street. I can feel
the coolness of the thin rubber sole as it rests against my bare
bottom. Then I can hear the key turning in the door. I turn and see
the look of horror on Finlays face. Finlay knows Daddy always takes my
side. Yes. His little girl can never do know wrong, it must be Finlays
fault again. You go ahead and give him a hiding dear but not my sweet
little girl. I give him a look of absolute triumph, yes here comes the
cavalry. Good old Daddy. He must have caught the early train again..
