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Our business continued to grow because we were providing customers with what they wanted. We had two divisions, one each for bondage and torture of women and men. Dick and I and our managers discussed in what new directions in we might head, and while we had plenty of ideas, space was becoming a problem. Its funny how things happen. When you are ready, things will come to you.
We began looking at local commercial real estate offerings, but nothing seemed just right. Several months came and went, with no luck until one day, Dick called me. Our local police department had just moved into a new facility, and their old building was for sale. To be honest, at first I was not excited about the prospect, but Dick talked me into looking at it.
It was a 25 year old facility that was in good condition. The needs of the police department have grown as the size of our community has grown, and they simply needed more space. There was no space to build at their old location, so the community had purchased land farther out from the center of the city, and built the new facility. They had vacated the building just two weeks earlier.

Dick and I know the real estate agent. She is one of Dick’s conquests, and has played with both of us several times. It was easy for Dick to borrow the key and meet me there. We took a tour of the place, and as we walked around and talked, I realized the place was perfect for us. There were several holding cells, complete with working locks, beds and toilets. When cleaned up, these would be great sets for various bdsm scenarios. The office space was more than we needed, but it would allow us to grow. Wiring for computers and other modern equipment had been kept up-to-date. On one end of the building there was a basketball court and weight room. We decided we could gradually convert both of these areas to studios, building rooms and sets as we needed them. There was even a stable that has been used for the mounted division of the police until several years ago.

The location was commercial, but the mix of business led mostly to car lots, warehouses, light industry, and other businesses that did not involve a lot of automobile and foot traffic. Most traffic occurred during the day, but because of the nearby industries, the area was not deserted in the evenings and at night. We realized if we bought the place and located there, we would not call undue attention to ourselves. Our official company ownership, website, and financial operations are out of the country, and we have been careful to operate with as low a profile as possible. Several small island countries cater to people like us, eagerly taking our money and hiding our operations. We overtly operated under a generic name that indicated we were involved with the film business, but did not reveal much to anyone that inquired. Our standard answer was “we process and store product for the film industry.” No one seems much interested in us, and we have not encouraged it.
We are financially well off, having favorable offshore tax treatment. Actually, we were flush with cash, so when we negotiated a favorable offer for the old police building, our attorneys made all of the arrangements, and within a month, the building was ours.
The new building was cleaned, renovated where necessary and painted, and we moved in with minimal disruption of our services and hardly any attention from the outside. As soon as we decided to buy the building, our management team decided to move ahead with two new offerings to our clients. Coffee and cream has an interracial, bdsm theme, and Horsing Around is for those with an interest in pony activities. The additional space and our stable permit adding these programs. When needed, outside shots could be done at our old location and on available rented farms. Our additional space allowed us to begin operating a virtual store that sold sexual aids and toys. That would be easy because we could develop an on-line catalog and have suppliers directly ship products to customers.
We began announcing the two new programs to our customers and looking for people to manage and act in them. While we already were using interracial models, we needed someone full-time to manage and act in the program. I met Nikki at a munch sponsored by our local bdsm group. Nikki is a stunning, six foot tall, black woman. Her lips are full, and set below a delicate nose. Her dark brown eyes look directly at you. She is built like that proverbial brick house, with an hourglass figure, a full ass, and 38C breasts. Her medium-dark skin is set off by thick, dark-brown nipples the color of coffee grounds.
But I’m getting ahead of myself. The meal served at the munch was buffet style, and I made sure I sat in the seat next to Nikki. We ate and chatted about innocuous things, until I asked the one question to which every one wants to know the answer. Nikki told me both she and her husband, Max, were dominant. While he was straight, she enjoyed topping men and women equally. They were new in town and normally would have been at the munch together, but he had an out of town employment interview, having been laid off, right after his company had transferred him here. To keep from worrying about their situation, she had come alone to check out our group. I told her I was a switch, and asked her to stay after the meeting and have a drink with me in the bar upstairs. She agreed, and after the meeting, we found ourselves at a booth in back of the restaurant.
Nikki and I had a long conversation that afternoon. We talked about our likes and dislikes. I told her about my business, but was vague enough that it couldn’t be identified. She told me she had once been a professional dominatrix, but had given that up when she met Max. We laughed about our experiences with D/s. I was enthralled. I looked into her penetrating, brown eyes, and told her I wanted to submit to her if she ever had the urge, as long as it satisfied whatever arrangements she had with her husband. She told me they have a marriage that was open to dominating others as long as they told each other about their activities. She then surprised me by inviting me to come to their house to see their playroom. I readily agreed, and as I stood to follow her, I dropped more than enough money on the table, painfully aware she could see my erection bulging against the front of my jeans. I hoped the invitation meant what I thought it did.
I followed her in my car, noticing that she drove well, without speeding, but without poking along either. We drove into a subdivision that had been built about three years earlier. The homes were large and reasonably priced under $200,000. I knew this because Dick had recently purchased a home in the same subdivision. Nikki signaled a turn and drove into the driveway of an all brick house with a two car garage. The garage door was raised, and she drove her car inside. I parked my car behind hers. She beckoned me to follow her inside, and we entered the house from the garage.
It was a nicely furnished house. I could see the influence of someone with good decorating sense throughout the whole house. The family room had a fireplace made out of dark red brick. Above it were a collection of masks and statues that had obviously come from Africa. The other three walls of the room were covered with colorful landscapes that Nikki told me were hers. She poured us a couple of glasses of iced tea, and took me down to the basement.

What I saw took my breath away. They were obviously very much into bdsm and vary experienced. Max was also a woodworker, and had made all of their equipment. The furniture was massive and finished with a dark mahogany stain. The playroom held a bondage cross, a bondage horse, a bondage table, a rack,  a spanking bench, a queen size bed on a large, wooden base. In the middle of the room was a cube-like frame, made from 4” X 4” inch lumber. It was eight feet square on each side, including the top, which had eyebolts all around. The sides were framed on two sides and top and bottom, and the front and back were framed on top, but open on the bottom. And at every 18 inches or so, was fastened a large eyebolt. It was a serious piece of equipment. The usual, whips, restraints, cuffs, floggers, paddles and other toys hung from the walls and various pieces of equipment.
I stood there admiring the bondage frame and running my hand across the wood. Nikki chuckled and brought me out of my trance. She purred, “Would you like to see what the bondage frame can do for you?” I looked into her dark brown eyes, and knew I was a goner. I nodded my head. “Is that how you respond to someone who is about to top you?”
“Yes, Mistress… Er, I mean, no, Mistress. Forgive me, please. I would like to try the bondage frame, and no, it is not how I normally respond to a Domme.”

“That’s better. Since I am not your Mistress, yet, you may call me, Miss Nikki.”

“Yes, Miss Nicki.”

“Strip!” One of the most exciting words in the English language. I stripped. She pointed to where I was to put my clothes. When I was naked, she handed me leather cuffs for each ankle and wrist. I put them on and fastened them securely. My cock stood at attention. She fisted my cock. “Come.” I was a sexual pull toy, being led to my doom. Miss Nikki led me to the bondage frame, turned me around and hooked my restraints to chains attached to it. I was quickly standing in a helpless X position. Her brown finger touched my chin. The blood-red nail lightly scratched its way down my neck, across my chest, through my pubic hair and up the length of my cock. I gasped and shivered. “Don’t go away.” Miss Nikki left the room. I looked around, wondering if my need for dominance had led me into trouble. My cock responded by twitching with each beat of my heart.
I was still standing there wondering if I was dumb or smart, when she returned. She was wearing a red satin robe and matching thigh-high boots. She was gorgeous. What she was holding in her hand was not. “I like to start with simple things.” She had a large, wooden paddle with holes in it. I had grown up with a paddle like that hanging on the wall of my parent’s bedroom. My mom was the first and only one to use it on me. She did not have to use it twice.
Miss Nikki walked around the bondage frame and approached me from the rear. I tried to look back her, but the ropes holding me prevented it. I jumped when her nails raked my ass cheeks, scraping them with erotic scratches. My cock regained some of the stiffness it had lost. When she finally struck me, I was stunned, and a cry escaped my lips. Each blow following that one, caused me to cry out. But she did not hit me so hard as to cause me too much pain. My cock responded by jutting out and up even more. When she finished, Miss Nikki reached around and squeezed it. I moaned with the intensity of the feeling. Her body pressed against my back and she pinched my nipples, tweaking them into arousal, and causing them to tingle with excitement. 
She stepped away, and I was left wondering what would happen next. The strands of a leather flogger swung up between my spread legs and struck my balls and cock. I screamed in response, and tried to wriggle away. “The thing I like about what I am doing to you, is that it requires very little effort, but the rewards are wonderful. Scream if you like, the room is well soundproofed, and I love to hear a man scream.” And scream I did. Each blow struck just hard enough to make me wish I had not come there with her, but at the same time, I loved it. It’s hard to explain. While I was trying to dance away from her flogger and trying to pull my balls up inside my body, I was also excited beyond belief. When the flogger struck my cock and balls, it felt pain/pleasure with a fiery intensity that was sweet agony.

Finally, she relented, and I exhaustedly hung from my bonds. Miss Nikki, walked around to my front, knelt and took my cock into her mouth. Her mouth was hot, and her tongue probed my slit and caressed that special spot underneath the head. I sighed as her hands squeezed my balls. I felt them tighten as my body made ready to cum. She let my cock drop out of her mouth. “Not so fast, lover.” Miss Nikki unfastened my legs and wrists and led me over to the bed and refastened me face up and spreadeagle.
She sat on my chest, and opened her gown, exposing those dark, thick nipples. Slipping out of the gown, she leaned forward and fed me a nipple. I sucked it in and laved it thoroughly, listening to the growl of pleasure that came from her throat. She made me repeat with the other nipple, which I bit gently and sucked greedily. Then she began on my nipples, which are extremely sensitive. When she began biting them, I almost screamed from the pleasure. My cock stood rigid. She bit harder, and I nearly passed out from the pleasure/pain, while trying to buck her off. My bonds held and I had to take it. I could feel her wet cunt slipping on my stomach and hip as she rubbed against me.

Then she straddled my face. As she got into position over me, I looked at her dusky flesh, and saw her pink slit opening to me. I dined on her, tasting her cream. I devoured her, smelling her sexual perfume. I sucked till my tongue was sore, and kept on sucking. Miss Nikki responded by cumming several times, and squirting her juices over my face. I tried to swallow it all, but it was so plentiful, that my cheeks, mouth and tongue were covered.
Finally, she pulled away, slid down my chest and impaled herself on my stiff cock. I slipped easily into her hot, wet box. She placed her hands on my chest and worked the velvet glove of her hot hole up and down on my pole. I felt my cock expand till it felt so big it would burst. When she finally came, Miss Nikki asked me to cum with her. It was so intense, it was almost painful. Her muscular twat gripped and massaged me so hard, it increased the pleasure tenfold. I gave myself to it, my whole body focused on the pleasure coming from my rod. We both shuddered, and enjoyed the aftershocks. Miss Nikki kissed me, her tongue inserting itself between my lips. She owned me, and we both knew it. She stretched out on my helpless body and napped for a few minutes before awakening enough to unfasten me.
After a bit, we dressed and went upstairs and had a cup of coffee. It was then I told her the whole story of The Business of Pleasure and our plans for Coffee and Cream. We discussed how she and Max might fit in. I told her she could manage that division and even do it with Max if he wanted to do it and had the dominant skills. But from what I knew of Nikki, I knew Max was probably capable of operating at the same level she did.
When he returned from an unsuccessful job interview, Nikki brought him to our new facility, and Dick and I presented the whole deal to both of them. They ended up joining us and have successfully run that division ever since, helping us continue to provide kinky visual fun for the bdsm fan.
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