We used to visit Uncle Dave most summers. My sister, Sasha, was fourteen and I was fifteen the year we learned something about bachelor uncles and girls who think they’re hot stuff.

Uncle Dave and my dad had grown up in a fairly strict family and Dad had raised Sasha and me pretty strictly too. That was one reason we liked visiting Uncle Dave in Malibu for a couple of weeks each year. Mom and Dad got some time to themselves, we got to see the sights and go to the beach, and Uncle Dave had a lot less rules for us. This year we went for three weeks instead of two weeks. We were old enough that he didn’t take vacation for the whole time, but he did give us a few chores and things to do and he told us where we could go and where we’d better not go. We would sometimes get a little out of bounds or slack on the chores a little, but he would just act mad and get us to do the jobs he gave us.

It’s too bad I don’t have a brother, because a bachelor uncle is one of the best things a kid can have. Bachelor uncles usually have a little extra money (Uncle Dave was actually rich and so was our dad). They have time for their nieces and nephews but they don’t have the worries or the responsibilities that parents have and they haven’t learned parental thinking. We have an Aunt Jo and we would visit her and her family too, but it wasn’t the same thing. She felt like she had to be our parent when we visited her and our cousins. Things were a lot looser at Uncle Dave’s.

Uncle Dave had a housekeeper who did most of the chores around his place. Her name was Marge and she was probably about fifty, so she seemed really old to us. He had a two-bedroom condo about two streets away from the beach and Sasha and I would go there most of the days he was at work. We’d go to tourist places or museums with Uncle Dave on the weekends and during the week he usually took away from the office during our visits.

One afternoon we pushed our luck too hard. It was mostly my fault. We met a couple of cute boys. Paul said he was eighteen and Joey was sixteen. They were brothers who lived nearby. We talked for a while on the beach that morning, between surfing runs for the boys and swimming for Sasha and me. They seemed really nice and I wanted to keep talking to Paul, but we didn’t have any money or lunch with us. So I invited them back to the condo. I hadn’t had a chance to ask Uncle Dave and I didn’t even think about asking Marge. The boys had a car and we drove back with them and I took them inside.

“Hey, Marge,” I yelled. “Two more for lunch!”

Marge came in from the laundry room. “I don’t remember Mr. Arnott saying anything about guests today,” she said. She looked pretty fishy about the two boys we’d brought home, but she made lunch for us all.

We might have gotten away with that, but one of our jobs was to do the dishes. We went back to the beach after lunch for a while and we didn’t do the dishes. When we got home, we showered and put on “afternoon clothes” – we were both wearing denim shorts and tank tops and bare feet. We never really noticed that the dishes had been done or that Marge had left for the afternoon, since she left shortly after lunch anyway.

Uncle Dave got home about six. We would wait for him to get home, then make dinner with him and hang out for the evening. I guess Uncle Dave must have had girlfriends – he got married a couple of years later to a much younger woman, I think she was an actress – but he never dated while we were in town. So we made dinner and did all the evening things, but I noticed that Uncle Dave seemed preoccupied or something. After dinner, he made a phone call while Sasha and I were watching TV.

He came into the living room after the phone call and he turned the TV off suddenly. We looked up at him and I knew we were in trouble.

“Girls, I got a phone call from Marge this afternoon and I was very displeased. What’s the story on the boys?”

I swallowed. He looked awfully firm. “Well, they were just a couple of boys, you know. We met them at the beach and I just wanted to be hospitable.”

“It’s not your job to be hospitable with my house. And how did you ask Marge about guests?”

“Well, they were already here. We couldn’t just run them off, so I just said we had guests.”

“Marge tells it a little differently. She says you were rude about it. And she says you forgot to do the dishes, too.”

Sasha and I looked at each other. Was Uncle Dave going to ground us? Sure, we had cable TV and books and stuff, but being grounded during vacation would be the pits. 

I didn’t catch the first part of what he was saying next. “…rude to my friend. Forgetting your chores. And it was very presumptuous to bring guests without phoning first.”

“We didn’t have a phone,” Sasha kind of whined.

“So you shouldn’t have brought them here at all. You could have asked me tonight about inviting them for tomorrow. I might even have said yes. I might have let you off of the dishes. But Marge wound up doing your dishes on a day when she had told me she needed to leave a little early. She had already washed up when she called me or I would have told her to leave your dishes.

“Anyway, I just talked to your dad. I’m not going to send you home or anything, but I wanted his advice on how to deal with this. I thought about grounding you” – I didn’t like that idea! – “but we agreed that that wouldn’t work very well.”

I looked at Sasha looking at me. Our eyes were pretty big. Dad didn’t usually ground us anyway. He had a short way with problems like this.

“I see you figured out what he recommended. I’ve never felt the need to do this kind of thing with you, but he told me he thought it was best. And he knows you better than I do.”

Yup, we knew what Dad must have recommended. Any trace of doubt disappeared when Uncle Dave took us by our arms and led us into his bedroom. We wound up standing in front of him as he sat on the quilted bedspread. The lecture was pretty short.

“Both of you were part of this problem and both of you will be spanked. Alyssa, this was mostly your work and you will go second. You can figure your punishment will be more than Sasha’s. 

 “Sasha, come on.” My sister went over to him with baby steps. “Do I have to have a spanking?” she whined. I figured that was a mistake.

“Yes, and it just got five extra swats. Do you want to try for ten?” Sasha just shook her head and put her hands behind her. Uncle Dave unsnapped her shorts and pulled the zipper down and he pulled the shorts about halfway to her knees. She was wearing pink panties with blue dots on them and suddenly she was lying on the bed across Uncle Dave’s lap. He said, “This will hurt you more than me,” which sounded like a quote from Dad, and then he started.

Well, Dad was usually longer and harder with his spankings than the one Uncle Dave gave Sasha. He spanked her probably twenty times across her panties and sometimes his hand would be a little off, so she got some pink on her legs too. It sounded pretty loud – spank, spank, spank! – and Sasha squirmed and cried, but Uncle Dave wasn’t really being too rough on her. She tried covering up once, but he said, “That’s another five. How many extra do you want?” and she quit.

Uncle Dave paused after about another minute. “You have five extra coming for whining and five for trying to cover up. If you can hold still for them, you’ll be done.” 

Sasha kind of gasped, “Okay, Uncle Dave,” and she did manage to hold still while he gave her ten more swats. He stood her up, pulled her shorts back up and said, “Now go put on your nightie and go to bed.” She got out fast and we could hear her sniffling in the other bedroom.

“Come on, Alyssa,” Uncle Dave said. I went over and he pulled me across his lap on the bed, like Sasha. But I noticed something different.

“You pulled down Sasha’s pants,” I said. 

“All in good time, Alyssa,” he said. I turned away and put my chin in my hands. Then he started. He swatted me about fifteen times, pretty hard, across my pockets. Some of the swats were a little low and they stung on my bare thighs, but it still wasn’t as hard as my Dad’s usual work. After the first round, he paused and then he pulled me to my feet.

“You’re expecting this, so hold still,” he said and he opened up my shorts. It felt funny when he pulled the zipper down and the pants got loose. Dad had done this plenty of times – even just a couple of months before – but this was Uncle Dave and it felt different. He pulled my shorts down like Sasha’s and pulled me back across his lap.

This felt really funny. I knew he was going to spank me some more and I knew it would hurt. But lying across his lap felt safe and it even felt kind of sexy. I mean, I had learned to play with myself some and even Sasha did it. When we were at Uncle Dave’s we used to take some extra time in the bathroom at night to let the other one play if she wanted to. It felt kind of like that – when I would open up my pants or take them off to touch myself.

The next part didn’t feel like touching myself. Uncle Dave was getting serious on my ass and my little white panties weren’t helping me much. After about five swats on my panties I was the one squirming and crying, but I remembered not to try to cover up. I didn’t need ten extra swats for anything!

“I’m spanking you harder and longer, Alyssa, because you’re older and you should have used better judgment. And because you were the one who was rude to Marge. And your spanking has one other part.”

Dad wouldn’t tell him to do that, would he? Uncle Dave wouldn’t do that anyway, would he? Yes, it turns out, he sure would. And I didn’t ask, but I bet it was Dad’s idea.

I felt Uncle Dave’s hands on the waistband of my panties and then they were down and my bottom was bare. I was so embarrassed! But there was something else, too. He was swatting my bare bottom fast and hard and it was stinging, but I could feel my stomach getting tight. And I could feel a kind of lump against my side under Uncle Dave’s pants. I knew enough about boys to know what it was, but I was kind of focused on my rump just then and I didn’t think about it much until later. My attention was divided between learning the lesson my stinging bottom was getting and the pull of my belly and my little “sweet spot”.

Uncle Dave must have given me thirty or maybe fifty swats on my bare bottom before he stood me up and put my clothes back. “Now go get ready for bed and join your sister. I’ll be there shortly.” I ran to the other bedroom and found Sasha already lying – face down – on the futon we shared. I took off my clothes and slipped my sleep shirt over my head and I lay down beside Sasha. Now both of us were face-down.

“He didn’t spank me as hard as Daddy does, but it still hurts,” Sasha whispered. “I didn’t think he’d pull my pants down!”

“He spanked me bare-bottom,” I whispered.

“Panties down and everything?” she gasped.

“And everything. And boy does it hurt!”

“Yeah, but you know something? It hurts kind of good. I felt something on Uncle Dave when he was spanking me and I started feeling kind of sexy.”

“Me, too,” I answered. “Maybe you should go in the bathroom for a little while.”

“Maybe you should too,” she giggled. Actually, we wound up staying in bed together when we played. But we did play lying face down.

Uncle Dave came in a minute later. He had some skin lotion in a bottle. “Do you want me to rub your sting a little?” he asked. We both nodded. “Then you’ll have to get ready.” He knelt between us on the futon mattress. When he put his hand on Sasha’s panties, she looked at me and I nodded it would be okay. So he pulled her panties down a little way and then he pulled mine down too. It felt embarrassing and sexy and safe, like when he was spanking us. Uncle Dave put some lotion on his left hand, rubbed his hands together to spread it around, and then he rubbed most of the sting out of our bottoms. “I’m sorry, girls,” he said as he looked and rubbed, “you’ll have to skip the beach for a few days. Those red marks would show under your bikinis.” And we didn’t go to the beach, but Uncle Dave did get us to wear our bikinis for him the next night after dinner.

