MY OWN NEEDS

Faye is my best friend. She is also my mentor. She has taught me a lot about myself. My needs, my wants, my desires. I am a 38 year old female, happily married with three children.

With the full consent of my husband I turn to Faye when I need punishment. It pains me to say it, but yes I need to be punished. The humiliation of having to expose myself and be punished meets a deep down need within myself.

I was actually never spanked by my parents, but I can vividly remember the incident that fuelled my passion in spanking. I was thirteen years old and at my friend Lorraine’s house. She was asked by her father to dry the dishes. She made a smart-ass reply, trying to impress me, and thinking her parents were well out of earshot. Unbeknown to Lorraine her mother was standing right behind her. All hell seemed to break loose. Her mother grabbed her by the ear and marched her into the kitchen where her father was washing the dishes. Her mother was yelling, her father chimed in with disapproving comments, and Lorraine added to the chaos by wailing her apologies.

I hesitantly tailed along, wide-eyed and just a little frightened by developments. Eventually calm descended and a quietly sobbing Lorraine followed her Dad into the next room. Something in my mind told me it would be smarter to remain in the kitchen. Although I could not hear what was being said it was clear Lorraine was getting a stern lecture.

When Lorraine finally returned to the kitchen her eyes were downcast and she was obviously on edge. The dishes were completed in silence, and Lorraine and I retreated to her bedroom. It was then she dropped her bombshell. She was going to be spanked by her father because she had been warned twice recently about back-chatting her parents. She said her Dad felt I should stay and watch because she would feel even worse knowing her friend was watching, but the choice was mine.

Out of a mixture of loyalty and curiosity I agreed to stay. 

Despite the passing years the details of the spanking Lorraine received remain so vivid in my memory.

A knock on the door was followed by her mother beckoning Lorraine to the lounge. Silently I followed. In the lounge a chair was placed in the middle of the room and her father stood awkwardly beside it. With a sideways glance my way, accompanied by an almost fatalistic smile, Lorraine walked gingerly to the centre of the room and stood in front of her father.

I could not believe what happened next. Without a word Lorraine unzipped her jeans, lowered them to her ankles, and kicked them off. Her pink cotton briefs followed and my eyes were fixated on her body, naked from the waist down. I must admit I stole a glance at her surprisingly thick bush of pubic hair, and felt a pang of jealousy. At that time my blond pubes were thin and wispy.

Her father gave her a brief stern lecture, and then sat down on the chair. Lorraine, obviously embarrassed by her nakedness, quickly went over her father’s knee. My eyes were like saucers as her father proceeded to give her a sound spanking that seemed to last forever but was probably only five minutes.

Afterwards I inundated Lorraine with questions and she even allowed me to feel the warmth of her glowing derriere. For reasons I cannot explain this spanking had a powerful affect on me. It seemed to ignite a fuse that has continued to burn within me.

Now as an adult the desires have become firmly rooted in my sexual psyche. The exquisite pain and humiliation that comes from giving oneself over to another for a spanking gives me a release like nothing else.

Although I am regularly spanked by my husband as a prelude to our lovemaking, it is at the hands of my girlfriend Faye that I receive my ultimate punishment. This latest incident I am about to recount took place only two days ago, and pushed the limits of my humiliation beyond previous boundaries. It was the first time anyone else other than my husband or Faye had been present during my spankings.

I should explain that for me the ritual of having to strip naked, expose my womanly charms, and prepare myself for the spanking, is what I find the most exciting. The spanking itself is the release. I cannot begin to explain why. But does it really matter? I enjoy myself intensely, as do the other parties involved. And my husband is fully aware of everything that happens, and is very supportive. 

My friend, Faye, had invited me to spend the weekend with two of her old friends who live at a lakeside resort. We arrived on Friday night and the four of us had a fun night drinking a nice Chardonnay and having a good laugh. On Saturday we sunbathed by the lake, and generally had a hot lazy day.

After dinner I was helping Faye clean up when she whispered in my ear that she had a little surprise for me tonight. This sent a shiver down my spine, a mixture of fear and anticipation. I had been on the end of these little surprises before (quite literally).

She smiled at my apprehension. “You know you are going to be spanked, don’t you?”

“Faye!” was all I could muster in response.

“All three of us are going to tan that lovely little ass of yours” Faye continued, pointing to herself and her two friends, Michelle and Jane, who were out of earshot in the next room.

I just stared at Faye speechless, and my legs felt decidedly weak.

“Tell me you are joking?”

“No my little princess”

“Faye, please!” I pleaded, “I would die if anyone else spanked me”

To make matters even worse, it had become clear to me that her two friends, Michelle and Jane, were lesbian lovers. Until this point I had been very relaxed about their sexuality, but suddenly the thought of me being nude in front of them and getting spanked made me sooooo apprehensive. I was sure the humiliation would be more than I could bear. 

“Honey”, Faye responded, putting her arm around my shoulder, “Have I ever failed to give you anything other than the most exquisite experiences. Believe me, I know your needs better than you do”

Without waiting for a response she ushered me into the adjoining room where Michelle and Jane were seated. They both looked up at me, then across to Faye, and I could just about read their thoughts. ‘Surely this seemingly normal, intelligent woman is not going to really let us spank her’. My face burned with shame, and I almost wanted to flee from the room. Almost. I should have, but I have needs. Damn my own needs!!

“Stand in front of us” Faye directed.

With eyes cast downward I shuffled to the middle of the room. Disobedience had drained from of my mind like water. It was replaced by a delicious mixture of humiliation, shame and sexual excitement, that come together as a powerful cocktail.

“Remove every last bit of your clothing”

Silently I obeyed, and soon stood before the three of them naked. One arm covered my breasts while the other hung loosely in front of my mat of blond pubic hair.

“Turn around, put your hands on your head, and open your legs.”

As I followed Faye’s directives I was aware of my body beginning to betray me. A familiar warmth was coming over me and I could already feel my labia swelling. I could feel their eyes studying my butt as well as getting a peep of my pubic region. After what seemed like ages, Faye directed me to turn around and face them, and to keep my legs open.

Humiliation blazed across my chest as I turned to face them, my breasts and pubic area totally exposed. I felt like I had ‘I am a total slut’ tattooed across my chest.

My thoughts raced. Would Michelle and Jane be viewing my body as an object of sexual desire? Would they touch me sexually when I went over their knee for a spanking? Despite myself, I was breathing deeply and I needed all my willpower to stop myself from wanting to rub my clit furiously.

Suddenly I was aware Faye was standing beside me. I looked into her eyes, confused. She took my arm, and without a word she led me into her bedroom.

“Face the wall”, she directed, while lifting my arms straight above my head and placing them on the wall. “You are so excited and so wet that I fear if I do not give you some relief you may do something that even I will have trouble explaining to your husband.”

With that I felt her hand squeeze my butt, then slowly slide downwards to the cleft. Without prompting I opened my legs.

“Wider!” Faye instructed, and I obeyed without a second thought of concepts like reasoning or modesty.

With no hesitation she slid two fingers deeply inside my vagina. Her other hand reach around and found my clit. At this point I am ashamed to say I lost control and let the waves of my climax cascade through my body. I could feel my knees buckling, and I doubt if I could have stayed upright if it wasn’t for Faye’s supporting hand deep in my vagina.

After several minutes, when I had recovered to some sort of normalcy, Faye led me back into the lounge. The knowing grins on Michelle and Jane’s faces were almost too much to bear. I stood awkwardly in front of the three women. Naked, hands now limp by my side, and my skin glistening from the exertion of the powerful orgasm that had just swept through my body. 

Jane made the first move.

“Come to momma”, she beckoned me with her finger and patted her lap. Before I could give my brain the opportunity to debate the wisdom of my actions I took the four steps that separated us, and, as dignified as I could, placed myself over her lap. 

There is nothing quite like the feeling of being draped naked over somebody’s knees, knowing you have totally surrendered any pretence of modesty, and to make matters worse are about to be subjected to a painful spanking. It is that cocktail of emotions that exudes such deep, primal, sexual fulfilment.

“Such an obedient little thing, aren’t you?” she goaded, at the same time placing her hand on my butt. I held my breath. She sensed my apprehension. Then the first spank landed on my behind and I yelped out of both surprise and pain. The hand spanks fell fast and furiously and soon I could feel the tears welling in my eyes. Then as quickly as the spanks had started, they stopped. 

I lay there breathlessly, not moving.

“Give Jane a kiss and thank her for the spanking”, Faye commanded.

Feeling like a little girl, I stood up, put my arms around Jane, kissed her on the cheek, then thanked her.

Expectantly, I looked across at Michelle. Michelle was considerably younger than the rest of us, probably in her late twenties. She also exuded beauty and elegance. The thought of going over the knee of this young and beautiful woman was even more humiliating, if that was possible.

Michelle looked into my eyes, but said nothing. Without being asked I walked over to her and placed myself over her lap. My submission was well and truly complete. I lay there for what seemed an eternity.

“Open your legs” she murmured quietly.

Reluctantly I complied. I shuddered as she placed her hand on my thigh, and then slowly moved it towards my sex.

“Please don’t”, I begged, to no avail. 

Her hand brushed my clit and I gasped, but otherwise did not move. Her fingers brushed my clit several more times and soon I began to relax. That was a mistake, as it signalled to Michelle it was time to begin my spanking. Michelle’s strokes were slower and more deliberate, but the net effect was the same. 

After thirty tearful spanks she finally stopped, but I continued to lie prone, gulping in air, and trying to recover some sense of self-dignity. Eventually I arose, gave Michelle a hug, a kiss, and thanked her. For a moment I breathed in her perfume. Oscar de la Renta. My favourite. In my mind it served to even worsen the humiliating position I was now in. Michelle was young, beautifully groomed in a suede skirt and knitted top, and smelt wonderful. By contrast, I was naked, sweating, hair hanging bedraggled over my face, backside glowing red, and even I could smell the musky odour of my own swollen and damp sex. But as strange as it may seem to people, I would not have traded places even if I could. You need to understand your own needs, and have the courage to be prepared to meet them head-on, rather than play the part of bystander.

Eventually I looked around to where Faye was seated. She returned my gaze with a half smile, but said nothing. I then walked over to stand in front of her.

“Please do not spank me any more”, I pleaded, “My butt is on fire”

“So you do not want your bottom spanked”, Faye responded mischievously, “Then in that case I suggest you lie on the floor.” 

Suddenly I regretted what I had said, but obeyed when Faye pointed sternly to the floor.

“You know what to do”

And I did.

I lifted my knees up to my breasts, held them tightly with my hands, then opened my legs to give a clear view, and open access, to my vagina. Faye knelt down between my legs, and I was acutely aware of Michelle and Jane moving closer for a better view. 

I felt the palm of Faye’s hand rest on my swollen labia. I could feel a finger pressing against my protruding clit. Then the spanking of my pussy commenced. Faye knew from experience the intensity I could withstand.

Soon I was panting deeply and then the waves of ecstasy began to wash over me. I tried to hide my orgasm as best I could but I don’t think I fooled anybody. 

After the spanking I remained nude for the rest of the night, and was spanked again by all three on the Sunday before Faye and I had to reluctantly return home. It is an experience I would like to repeat. My husband was amazed when I recounted my weekend, and I swear he almost enjoyed me retelling it as much as I did experiencing it.     

