MEG NEEDS   Part 2

Strongly suggest you read Day 1 to understand the context of this recount of our holiday role play involving my wife, Meg, and her best friend Faye.

Day two of our unusual family charade dawned fine and warm following overnight rain. I awoke in a sleepy haze, and gazed contentedly across the bed at my sleeping wife Meg. She was still dressed in her teenager pink nightie, but was minus her panties and the pink ribbons in her hair hung haphazardly off her pigtails, the result of the previous nights lust.

Meg heard me stirring and opened one eye.

Hello Daddy, she smiled, what have you and Mummy got planned for your little daughter today.

Wouldn’t you like to know

Yes?

I smiled, as Meg could never resist wanting to know what we had planned for her in these sexual escapades. Yet I knew only too well that she would be disappointed if I told her, as deep down Meg thrived on the delicious excitement of not knowing what humiliating experience might be around the next corner. She had total trust in Faye and I to respect her safety and confidentiality, while at the same time giving her the sexual experiences she enjoyed so much. Not that Faye and I had our planning done to detail. We had decided on the broad themes, but it was important to let much of what happened be spontaneous. Do what seemed right at the moment. Plus these 4 days had an added twist in that Faye had planned something I had no knowledge of, and vice versa. All we knew was my surprise was to take place on day three, and Fayes on day four, the last day of our holiday.

I reached over and stroked Megs arm affectionately, my mind beginning to fill with the sort of lustfull thoughts that would get me arrested if Meg was really my sibling. The noise of the front door opening, signalling Fayes return, interrupted my intentions. 

I hollered out to Faye we were in the bedroom. She entered, and instantly smiled at Megs dishevelled appearance.

My, it looks like you were a good girl for Daddy last night.

Meg responded with a great sheepish smile

You surely were, I whispered in Megs ear while kissing her lightly on the cheek.

Now why don’t you two lazybones shower and get dressed while I put some breakfast on

Meg did not seem in a hurry to rise so I showered first and joined Faye at the coffee table, asking her if she had enjoyed her evening with her friend at the motel. She responded affirmatively but did not elaborate.

Eventually Meg joined us at the table, wearing her micro bikini, but with a tee shirt over the top. Faye was clearly not impressed by the tee shirt and indicated this by giving a deathly stare

Did we, or did we not, inform you to wear only your very special bikini, given to you with our love, unless you had our permission to wear other clothing

Meg gazed at feet, as if realising for the first time she had ten toes. She was clearly still embarrassed about wearing the bikini, but realised her modesty was going to have dire consequences for her.

It looks to me as if our training is going to start early today. You have clearly not learnt to follow instructions, and it is our responsibility as your parents to take the necessary action, and believe me it is going to be a painfull lesson.

Meg moaned and was obviously genuinely apprehensive about the consequences of her misdemenor. 

Breakfast first, and we will deal with your behaviour after. This was a masterly move by Faye. Delaying the punishment would give Meg time to dwell on what was in store for her, which would ensure she would be worked up a treat by the time the spanking was due.

Although Faye had prepared a cooked breakfast, Meg was dismayed when a bowl of weet bix was placed in front of her.

When you learn to be a well behaved young lady you will be able to share what your parents eat.

Meg was smart enough to realise she would only end up with worse punishment if she debated the matter with Faye, so sullenly picked up her spoon and consumed her cereal in silence. At one stage, when Faye had her back turned, Meg looked over to me and gave me a cheeky grin that seemed to say, Am I having fun or what. This gave me the reassurance I needed as I was a little concerned. Fayes grim face suggested she was about to dish out a punishment that was very likely more severe than Meg has been use to in the past.

Once breakfast was over Meg asked politely to be excused to go to the toilet, however Faye told her she would have to wait and instead instructed Meg to return to the bedroom, put the pink ribbons in her hair, get totally undressed, and then to come out and put her nose in the corner until her parents were ready for her.

In less than five minutes Meg had returned, naked as instructed except for the pink hair ribbons., and a contrite look on her face. She went to serve her corner time while Faye and I turned to watch a television news item on the horrific fires in Australia. Once the item was finished the television was switched off and Faye and I turned our attention to Meg. She was hopping from one foot to the other and was obviously getting desperate to use the toilet.

I told Meg her corner time was over and to come over and stand in front of us. She slowly shuffled over, a small coquettish smile, a mix of pleasure and apprehension, shaped her lips in a poiquent display of submission. She stood before us, hands obediently at her sides, with no attempt to cover her femininity.

Please Mummy, she addressed Faye, I am sooo desperate to go to the toilet.

Faye glanced over to me, looking for direction. This was obviously unplanned and uncharted territory, and the decision was up to me. My first instinct was to let poor Meg relieve herself, however my kinky instincts kicked in and I decided to see where this might lead. Besides, I suspected Faye obviously had something devious on her mind, otherwise she would have let Meg use the toilet in the first place.

Punishment first, I directed sternly. Naughty girls can wait to use the toilet

Faye gave a satisfied grin. Megs groan was genuine.

Faye turned her eyes to something resting on the table. For the first time I noticed a small riding crop sitting menacely down the far end. Meg gasped when she also saw it.

Oh no, she uttered, virtually speaking to herself.

Faye picked up the riding crop and swished it through the air. Megs eyes widened, and I think I could see genuine fear

Faye took Meg by the arm and directed her to stand in a tiled floor area beside the kitchen.

Place your hands on your head and open your legs

Meg opened her legs, then opened them wider when Faye flicked the insides of her thighs with the riding crop.

If you move from this position your father will start again.  To my surprise Faye turned and handed me the riding crop.

I quickly gathered my thoughts

You will count each stroke out aloud and thank me, I commanded.

Meg stood motionless, apart from the clenching and unclenching of her ass cheeks. I savoured the view and was in no hurry to start. I was also a little apprehensive about how hard to swing the riding crop.

Taking a deep breath I swung the crop, catching Meg on the left cheek. She gasped loudly but held her position. I waited.

One, she eventually muttered, thank you Daddy.

I knew that due to the delay I should probably have got her to start the count again on the next stroke (that is what they always seem to do in the stories I read on SM) but to be honest I did not have the heart.

I aimed the second stroke on her right cheek, and the third square on both cheeks. I was beginning to feel a little more confident with my action.

Meg continued to count and thank me after each stroke. After the fifth she was sniffling and grunting loudly, and was obviously having difficulty retaining her position. Following the sixth stroke she began sobbing and I noticed liquid running down one of her legs. I realised she was wetting herself and stood fascinated. It dawned on me why Faye had deliberately asked Meg to stand on the tiled part of the floor rather than the carpeted area. She had suspected this could happen and had the foresight to plan for it.

I noticed the look on Megs face was one of abject humiliation. She was obviously fighting to cut off the flow of urine but the combination of a full bladder, standing with legs apart, plus the spanking was making the job very  difficult. She also had a weak bladder, something she contributed to the birth of three children. 

Two more strokes, I think Daddy, spoke Faye, obviously pleased with how thing were developing.

I resolved not to hold back and the seventh stroke was probably the hardest of them all. Briefly Megs hands left her head as she fought a reflex action to cover her unprotected backside, but showed grit by returning them to the required position. Urine was flowing more freely down her leg and gathering in a pool around one foot.

Meg had no sooner counted the seventh stroke and thanked me, when I landed the eigth stroke low down where her backside meets her thigh.

Meg was now openly sobbing  and had the hiccups to add to her turmoil.

She was staring at her feet and seemed transfixed by the steadily increasing puddle. In a weird way it was a very erotic sight, and for a long while no one moved.

Eventually Faye threw her a towel and I thought she was going to tell Meg to clean up her mess, but instead she flashed her a warming smile and suggested she might now like to use the toilet and perhaps a shower to follow.

As Meg retreated Faye called out to her in a lighthearted voice, And darling, thank you for being so patient about using the toilet. Patience has its own rewards. I am not sure, but I think I heard Meg quietly chuckle to herself as she entered the bathroom.

After helping Faye clean up the puddle, I heard the shower turn off, and Meg calling out to me. As I entered the bathroom I worried whether Meg was upset that we had gone too far and she was going to give me a piece of her mind.

As I closed the door she pulled off the towel wrapped around her middrift and threw it on the floor. In one swift action she grabbed my shorts and lowered them to the floor. Kneeling she put my penis in my mouth and instantly I was hard. She then rolled back onto the floor pulling me down on top of her. She reached for my penis and guided it into her pussy, which to my amazement was soaking wet. I think I could rightly assume she had indeed enjoyed herself, despite my misgivings. In no time we climaxed in a chorus of grunting and moaning.

I rolled off Meg onto the floor beside her, still catching my breath and feeling somewhat spent. I remember looking at my watch and realising it was only 9.15a.m. Slow down fella, I thought to myself, or you will end up having a cardiac arrest before the four days are up. After showering again and dressing we walked out to the porch where Faye was sitting in the sun reading a book.

Managed to sort out her problem, did you Daddy, Faye asked with a smirk. 

I tried to think of a smart retort, but settled for, Sure did.

After a cool drink we decided it was time to go down to the lake for a swim. This was a walk of 400 yards approximately to the main sandy beach, where other members of the public would be swimming and sunbathing. It had initially been the plan of Faye and I that we insist Meg wear her micro bikini when we ventured to the lake. However having now seen her wearing it we both agreed it was too indecent for public viewing, so agreed to let Meg wear her old bikini. Meg was concerned that even with wearing her normal bikini  the red welts caused by the riding crop would be visible. But they were already fading and agreed after viewing her butt in the mirror.

However we did insist she have her hair in pigtails, even though we relented on the pink ribbons.

At the lake we hung loose and relaxed, and probably not surprising Meg had a short snooze between swims to recharge her batteries.

Late morning the phone went and it was Megs parents (her real parents I mean) to say they were driving through and were going to pop in if it was convenient.  Meg was embarrassed as she had given them an invite to catch up with us if in the area, and of course had no idea of what Faye and I planned for the last 4 days.  She gave us a helpless shrug of her shoulders while informing her parents we would be delighted to see them, and it was great timing as Faye was also visiting us on holiday. Megs parents know Faye very well. 

On the walk back up to the cottage Faye and I began having Meg on a treat, acting as if we were horrified to find out she had another set of parents, and did she not think we were good enough for her. 

Obviously we are too soft on her, I added, ignoring Meg. 

I am so upset I think she needs a damn good spanking tonight when these other parents have gone, Faye continued, faking anger.

Not just on her butt, I hissed, I think those pert little breasts also deserve to feel our wrath.

I absolutely agree

Meg stopped in her tracks, innocent eyes wide, and mouth open. I think she was genuinely taken aback, although I can never be sure with Meg. She had never been spanked on her breasts before, and I think she was trying to gauge if she could handle the pain of having her butt and breasts spanked all in one session.

Come along slow coach, I hollered, or we will start that session now and not wait till tonight. I am sure these other parents of yours would be reassured to see us blistering your butt.

Even though Meg knew I would not make good my threat, she was soon up walking with us again.

