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Tales from the Bullpen: An Executive Function

Jerry looked at his drink and glowered. “Why is it we're here again?”

Nancy sighed. “It's my birthday, Jerr,” She sipped her wine and glanced again across at the long bar that dominated the one whole side of the Bullpen. Several of the men there glanced around the tables, most of which were occupied by other couples or small groups. Just another typical Friday at this hidden gem on Manhattan's east side. Every weekend, couples looking to spice their life came to seek new friends and fulfill deeply held fantasies. Jerry and Nancy were one of these.

“You promised me anything when we got married,” she said.. “Tonight I'm collecting.”

“But... This?”

“Well. I guess you shouldn't have schtupped that branch manager from the Newark branch, right?” She looked down at her phone, busily typing a message to someone.

Jerry threw back the rest of the scotch he'd been nursing up to now. Of course she would throw that in his face. And he guessed he could understand. Quite a disconcerting moment to walk in on your spouse slipping another woman the old salami. And right in their own bed at that! Still, to do this! And here!

He caught the eye of the waitress and held up his glass and waved it at her.

She nodded and moved off to take care of customers.

He glanced at Nancy and saw her staring. He followed her glance. One of the men over there looked up from his phone and stared back. The man smiled and nodded. Jerry felt a thrill of threat... and something else. “Him?” he said. “Are you serious?”

She looked at her husband sidelong. “Maybe,” she said. “Serve you right if I did.”

Jerry said nothing. The man in question was very muscular and as dark as the sky outside town. Damn, he thought, bad enough that I have to let her fuck another man, but... him?

“What's wrong, dear heart,” she said. “You don't like black folks?” She grinned at his discomfort. “You still harboring those old racist thoughts?”

Jerry said nothing. Could say nothing. Of course he was harboring racist thoughts! The man was huge, muscular and very, very dark. Probably had a schlong twice the size of his own! Unconsciously, he adjusted his pants. 

The waitress returned and set the new drink on the table.

“Thanks,” he muttered.”

“Sure,” she replied absently as she snatched the empty glass and set it on her tray.

Jerry glanced after her as she walked away. Despite the tattoos, he would definitely do her, he thought.

“Down boy,” said Nancy with a leer. “This is not your night, my love. It's mine.”

“Yeah,” he said, voice clipped. He grimaced. Damn it, he thought, being CEO of his own corporation should have some perks! Like that branch-manager. Wow, what a great lay she had been. Her snapping pussy was almost worth this... He glanced at the younger man at the bar again, then at his wife and glowered.

“Oh, don't be like that,” she said. “You need to be a good boy, or my lawyers will serve you tomorrow.” She grinned at him. “And where would you be now, without my family's money?”

And that was it. She had him by the balls and by the wallet. He looked at her again and, not for the first time, wondered what had led him to fuck that manager. Certainly Nancy was much better looking. She had that upper-class, tennis club look. Tall and slender. Naturally blonde with an incredible, athletic figure. And the sex had been amazing from the beginning. Jerry loved sinking into her talented pussy (though where had she learned all that?) - when she let him. .

The manager, by contrast, had been plain. Dark haired with a bad complexion. Much heavier than Nancy. Kind of ugly, actually.  But she had been available, and, damn, could she suck dick! Maybe it was the power trip, he thought. As chief of a fast-rising company, he exercised nearly absolute power. And there were always the climbers who would do anything to get ahead. Loretta had been one of those. Total control. From his humble beginnings to the pinnacle of power. And Loretta had certainly never complained about his dick! She just laid there and took it in her mouth, in her cunt, and in her big ass! Unlike with Nancy, he got to nut all over Loretta, and she came back to beg for more!

There was only one person – one woman – he could not control: Nancy. He never could. And somehow, he was happy to give her whatever she wanted. In fact, he could never stand against any of her desires. He could only fuck her when she said he could, would blow him only when he had given her what she wanted first. Controlled him in the bedroom and somehow it had all been okay. 

Weirdly, it made him hard just to think about it.

He sighed. ”Do what you want,” he conceded.

“That's the spirit!” She raised her hand and signaled. Jerry shrank a little as the man Nancy had been so admiring, uncoiled from his bar stool and padded over to them. “Oh my,” muttered Nancy. The man moved like some great predator on the prowl. Dressed in appropriately ripped jeans and a tight, striped tee-shirt, the man moved lightly across the bar. Nancy's eyes flicked down, glancing at what was embossed through the man's jeans, then back up to his face. Without a word, he slipped into the seat across from the couple. 

“I'm Akeem,” he said in a resonant, bass.

Nancy grinned. “Yes, you are indeed!” She held out her hand. “I'm Nancy.”

Akeem smiled, his teeth even and white. He took her hand gently, his eyes fixed on Nancy's face. “Charmed.”

“I'm Jerry,” said her husband.

Akeem ignored him. “And of what service might I be for you tonight?”

“Well, Akeem,” she said, as her eyes flicked hither an yon across the man's torso, “we have a problem only you can solve.” Unconsciously, Nancy's tongue emerged to wet her lips. Akeem seemed carved from a rich block of obsidian. His arms were chiseled muscle with not an ounce of fat on them. His chest showed in relief beneath his shirt. His face was noble, lean, and capped with short, elegantly tied braids.

Jerry saw his wife's reaction to Akeem's presence and almost grinned. She squirmed a little and he knew that she was getting juicy. But, of course, the grin never came. He knew for whom she was getting wet tonight. And what was going to happen. 

He adjusted his pants again.

“Perhaps I can help,” said Akeem. “I have many skills.”

“Oh, I'm sure you do!”

“Have you made your deposit?”

Her eyes still locked on her new friend's, Nancy said, “Jerr?”

Jerry fished in his pocket and retrieved his phone. He keyed an app and scrolled a moment. Then he nodded. “Yeah,” he said. “Damned deposit's in.”

Akeem's smile broadened. “Excellent. So why don't we find somewhere more private to discuss it.”

“I don't know where that could be,” muttered Jerry.

“I know the perfect spot,” said Nancy brightly. She recited an address.

“You can't be serious,” blurted her husband.

Still staring at the apparition of masculine prowess across the table, Nancy merely said, “I think it is entirely appropriate.”

“But, why there?” he said. “Couldn't you just go to the Waldorf or something?”

Nancy glanced at him. “Don't whine, Jerry. It's not a good look for you.”

“If I understand your desire, I think it's a wonderful suggestion,” said Akeem.

“But—.”

“Finish your drink, dear,” said Nancy. To Akeem, she said, “Shall we go?”

“Absolutely.” For the first time, he glanced at Jerry. He grinned at him, and said, “If you wish, I have some associates I could invite along for the ride?”

“Wait—”

“I think that would be lovely,” purred Nancy.

“Excellent, I'll text them while we walk.” He rose to his feet, still holding her hand. He stepped around the small table and raised her to her feet. She kept her eyes on his, and a smile on her face, as he put her hand through his arm. Together, they walked to the door. Only once did she look back at her husband. “Come along, my dear,” she said.

Jerry threw the drink back. He tapped his phone to pay the bill and stood. “Yeah,” he breathed. “Coming, dear.” And he slunk after them like a beaten dog.

The evening was warm. The light of the day still lingered over New Jersey. The streets were still fairly crowded this far downtown. Nancy enjoyed the feel of the breeze on her bare legs under her skirt and warmth of Akeem's arm against hers. She felt warmer still in her depths, in anticipation of what the night would bring.

Akeem steered their path while tapping his phone's screen briefly. After a few moments, he slipped the phone into his pocket. “Now, my dear,” he said, “I can devote myself to your needs.”

“And what are my needs?” she asked, playfully.

He grinned. “First and foremost, this.” Without breaking stride, he leaned down and pressed his lips against hers. 

Nancy was surprised for just a moment, then opened her lips to Akeem's tongue. He kissed her passionately for a only a few seconds. For her part, experienced as she was, Nancy felt a bit giddy and felt her knees give a little. A delicious heat rose between her legs.

Akeem broke and continued walking, leading her toward their assignation.

Behind them, Jerry watched it happen and did not know what to think.

Nancy was silent, still savoring the feel of Akeem's tongue. It had been the best kiss she'd felt in years. Just the kiss had made her pussy throb. She glanced down at the bulge embossing Akeem's jeans. What would that feel like, deep inside? And what would Jerry feel, seeing that thing slipping in and out of his wife's body? 

Just the thought of it – Akeem's massive cock and the look on Jerry's face as she made him suffer – made her even more wet. Having neglected her panties, she felt a bit of wetness trickle onto her thighs. “So, what other needs will you satisfy?”

“Just a moment, and I will show you>”

The evening had deepened in the last few minutes. The streets they walked were even further downtown and more and more deserted as people filled the
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