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JIM ARRIVED AT THE restaurant first and sat at a table overlooking the front entrance.  He had agreed to this breakfast meeting out of curiosity.  According to her profile, Jill was not a submissive, so what interest could this woman have in him?  

He smiled and rose to his feet to greet the well-dressed businesswoman when she came in a few minutes later.  She was tall, only a couple of inches shorter than he was.  Her 5’8” height, shoulder length blonde hair, and petite frame, combined with a professional demeanor, made a striking impression.

After ordering food and engaging in cursory small talk, Jim got right to the subject at hand. “Have you always been a domme, Jill?”  He asked

“I’ve felt that way pretty much all of my life,” Jill responded. “Although it wasn’t until college that I began to act on it.  That’s when I started to dominate men.  Actually, domination is the only way I’ve had relationships with men.” 

“Which causes me to wonder why you wanted to meet with me?”  He cocked his head to the right.  “Our interests clearly don’t match up.”

“Indeed!” Jill smiled, took a long slip of coffee, and then slowly put the mug back on the table.  “The reason I wanted to meet with you, Jim,” she answered slowly, “is that I was rather curious about the article you wrote about erotic spankings.”

“Ah, you’d like to learn more about my technique?”

“In a way.  Although, since my subs are men, I doubt that your technique would apply.”  She looked thoughtful. “But it made me think about what it might be like to experience a spanking, in the way in which you described it, for myself.”

“Oh?  Do you think that you could be curious about exploring a submissive side in yourself?”

“Possibly.”  She looked quizzical.  “I never really thought I was, but recently I’ve been starting to think I might be oriented a bit that way.” 

“Maybe you’re developing into a switch?”

“That might be true.”  She smiled again.  “Seeing how my submissives become so aroused when I spank them has been causing me to be curious about being spanked myself.  What it might be that they feel.”  She looked directly at Jim.  She was pleased that he was taller than her; his height combined with salt and pepper hair caused him to carry an air of authority. “After reading your article about erotic spanking,” she continued. “I went ahead and checked your profile.  Your on line name is ‘The Schoolmaster’ and you describe yourself as a dominant who enjoys spanking?”

“That’s correct.”

“I’m curious.  How did you come up with that moniker?”

“While I very much enjoy giving a good spanking, I also enjoy seeing women in short skirts.  Particularly, a schoolgirl uniform.  You’d probably call that a fetish of mine.” He shrugged.  “So taking both into consideration, calling myself the schoolmaster seemed logical.”

“Ah, I see. You’re a fan of the pleated skirt and white cotton panties look, eh?” Jill grinned.

“Indeed.” He nodded affirmatively. “It makes for a great role play by instantly establishing the roles of authority figure and subordinate.  So I look for women to spank who have a similar kink.”

“Jim,” Jill said as she stared into her coffee cup, formulating her question before looking back up at him. “I’d like to ask you to spank me?” Then, watching his facial response, quickly added, “But not in a dominant/submissive way.  I don’t want to have to do, err, anything.”

“Or have me make you...”  Jim voice tapered off as he smiled back at her expression.

“Right.” She shook her head. “I don’t want to do oral afterwards.”

“Don’t you make your subs thank you after a spanking?”

“Of course.  As I’m sure you enjoy having yours on their knees after you’re done as well.”  She bit her lower lip.  “But, like I said, I really don’t know if I do have a submissive orientation.  I’ll admit to being curious about being spanked, but that’s the extent of it.  What I do know is that I don’t want to do oral.”

“So, you’re asking me for a one-time favor, just to satisfy your curiosity?”

“One dominant to another. Yes.  Might you consider it as, say, a professional courtesy?”

“Hmm.”  Jim rubbed his chin thoughtfully.

“It’s okay if you want to fuck me afterwards.”  Jill added quickly.  “I know that after giving a spanking you’re going to be turned on and in need of release.  Actually,” She smirked.  “I’d like that too.  As a dominant, I can’t have a sub penetrate me.  It’s been a while since I had a cock instead of a tongue in my pussy.” 

“Perhaps.” Jim nodded slowly and broke into a smile. “Provided you present yourself properly.  Do you have a schoolgirl uniform?”

“As a matter-of-fact, I do.”  She chuckled. “I went to Catholic school and I’m sure that my old uniform is still somewhere in my closet. Although I haven’t seen it in years.”

“Very well, then. If you’ll dress up for me, then I’ll give you the erotic spanking you’re asking for.”

Jill beamed enthusiastically. “Thank you, Jim.  Um, would you like to come to my house?  We could meet there this Saturday afternoon?”

“That sounds splendid.”

“Wonderful.”  Jill drained her coffee and rose to her feet.  “I’d better get off to work now, but I look forward to seeing you on Saturday.”

“Likewise.”  Jim remained seated and watched Jill as she walked away.  It was going to be wonderful having this smartly dressed businesswoman converted into a schoolgirl.

Jim rang Jill’s doorbell at 2 the following afternoon.  The front door opened, but Jill hid herself behind it until Jim was inside.  “I don’t want any neighbors to see me dressed like this,” she explained.  

“No problem.”  Jim responded understandingly.  “Not quite what they would expect of you, eh?”

“You can say that again.”  She giggled.

“I like your outfit, though,” he said as he followed her into the living room.

“I’m afraid I’ve become a little broader in the beam than I was back in school, so the skirt is quite a bit shorter on me now.  Do my panties show from behind?”

“Not that I can tell from here.”  Jim sat on the couch and beckoned to her. “But perhaps while I’m sitting down.”

Jill stood in front of him and did a quick twirl, causing her skirt to playfully fly up and flash her white cotton panties.  “How’s that?” She giggled.

“That’s nice, Jill.”  Jim leaned forward, raised the front hem of her skirt, told her to keep still, and unabashedly stared at her panties.  They were bikini cut, wonderfully accentuating her long legs.  “Very nice indeed.”

Jill blushed, unsure of whether the compliment was about her panties or the fact she had no objections to what he was doing.”

“Not quite regulation schoolgirl briefs, though.”  He looked up into her eyes.  “Are they?”

“No sir.”  Jill licked her lips.  “I thought you might prefer this style.”

“You like it when I look up your skirt, don’t you?”  He asked, returning his gaze to her milky thighs.

“Umm, yes,” she responded shyly.  “Yes, I do.”

Jim continued to hold her skirt up but again looked into her face.  “Why do you think that is?”

“I don’t know why, but it’s incredibly erotic just standing here while you do.”  She bit her lower lip and her eyes widened while Jim’s eyes returned to her panties.  “I think, maybe, because it makes me feel vulnerable.”

“And that is a big reveal into your submissive side.  It is erotic, not because you are showing your panties, but the fact that you are being compliant by lifting your skirt on command.  The fact you are excited by feeling vulnerable really underscores that.”  Jim released Jill’s skirt. “And now, I trust that you’re ready for your spanking?”  

“Yes, Sir.”  She was almost trembling.  

Jim pulled Jill face down across his lap.  “Now I can see your panties from behind,” he teased.

Jill immediately felt more relaxed, her arms dangling with her fingertips almost touching the floor, while Jim laid her skirt across her back and massaged her bottom through her panties.  The rubbing soon gave way to light taps, then slaps, and as her bottom began to warm Jill started to squirm.  “I see that keeping still may be an issue for you,” he told her as he placed his left hand on the back of her neck.  “But not at all insurmountable.”

Four well places slaps later, Jim’s right hand slid inside her panties and caressed her warm bottom.  Her breathing became audible as he then eased her panties down to her knees before proceeding with a bare-bottomed spanking until he could hear her panting.  “You’re warming up nicely,” he told her, firming his grip on her neck to hold her still while simultaneously engaging his right hand in a staccato of slaps until he suddenly stopped and slid his hand between her thighs.  Her pussy was drenched.  He massaged her engorged clitoris with his index finger for a few seconds, then withdrew his soaked hand and applied her juices across her glowing buttocks.  “This both soothes,” he told her. “And stings,” he added as he applied a squarely placed slap.

Now audibly excited, Jill bucked without success against Jim’s firm grip as he delivered the next series of spanks, but her writing was sufficient to cause her panties to slide past down to her ankles.  She kicked them off.

“Now you’re going to receive six of the best,” Jim announced.  He counted them out each time his hand made firm contact.  After the final, hardest slap, he plunged his thumb inside her, directly onto her g-spot, while his fingers alighted on her clitoris.  

Jill’s orgasm was almost instantaneous as soon as he squeezed his hand together.

Jim kept his fingers in place until Jill’s twitching subsided, then slid her  face down, onto the couch cushion next to him.  

She remained bent over onto the couch with her knees on the floor while Jim stood up.  He reached down and raised her skirt up over her back, enjoying the view of her glowing red bottom as he unfastened his trousers.  His pants quickly discarded, he knelt on the floor behind her and teased her soaked vagina with the tip of his rigidity.  She wriggled back and forth in an attempt to drive it inside, but he took control by holding onto her hips while he continued to tease her.  Then, with a single, sudden thrust, he pushed himself deep inside.  Jill’s initial gasp quickly turned to moans as Jim began to rhythmically push back and forth.  He then remained still and controlled the action by using his hands to slide her up and down his cock.  Jill’s second orgasm was concurrent with his subsequent explosive ejaculation inside her.  

Jill remained leaning across the couch cushion as Jim eased away. He then assisted her to her feet and permitted her to put her panties back on, ogling her as she did so.

“That was fantastic,” Jill beamed as she turned to face him.  “A glass of wine?” 

“Perfect.”  Jim sat back on the couch and Jill produced a tray with two glasses, a bottle of wine, and a corkscrew, which she placed on the coffee table in front of him.  Jim opened the wine, and she sat on the couch next to him.

“Here’s to your spanking,” Jim toasted and quaffed a gulp. 

Jill’s eyes smiled at him as she sipped her wine.

“So, tell me,” he inquired.  “Was it as you had imagined?”

“It
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