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Boys Will Be Boys - Part One: Pleasures In
The Cellar


It’s something that is
so obvious that no one ever bothers mentioning it, but there’s
something very sensual between a barmaid and her customers. Marc
Vermont knew this full well, and his local bar had several barmaids
that he felt attracted to. The first thing he thought of after
finishing work at the tyre factory was to go and sink a few at The
Watering Hole. 

He had a few friends
who drank there, which gave him an outwardly legitimate reason to
be there. But the real reason was the erotic frisson he enjoyed
from flirting with the girls behind the bar. There was Nancy, a
cute 22 year old who was just earning extra money while she studied
at the local university and Jolene, the wife of the bar owner, who
had so far been off limits to Marc but he had fun flirting with her
anyway.

As he walked into The
Watering Hole he was greeted by Jolene, who asked him if he wanted
his usual. He nodded and smiled, the familiarity feeling
comfortable and homely. Something was different though, as he saw a
barmaid with jet black hair he’d never seen before kneeling under
the bar to get a bottle from the fridge.

As she stood up he saw
she was jaw droppingly pretty and Jolene giggled at his dumbstruck
reaction as she poured him a full pint of beer.

“So who’s the new
addition to the team?” he asked Jolene, feeling it easier to
address her than break the ice directly.

“Marc, this is
Martha, our new recruit....she’s going to be here for a few weeks
before she heads back to her hometown.”

Martha stood up and
smiled at Marc, who she immediately found appealing. He had unruly
black hair with a twinkle in his eye, not conventionally handsome
but certainly attractive and his body was in great shape. She had
already had boyfriends who were typical square jawed alpha males,
the jocks who usually poached the prettiest girls.

But Martha had begun to
find them mostly pretty boring apart from the sex, which had varied
in quality. She was looking for someone a little different as she
knew that her sexual experiences had been a bit limited till
now.

Marc sensed the mutual
attraction immediately. It was clear even to Jolene, who found Marc
attractive herself but had so far been faithful to her husband
Hank, who owned The Watering Hole. Marc watched intently as Jolene
wrapped her hand round the thick handle of the beer pump and pulled
it towards her, looking straight at him with a playful smile as she
did so. 

There was simply
something hugely erotic about this procedure that made Marc throb
and swell in his tight black jeans every time he saw it. Every
aspect of it was so sensual, the way she took the handle in her
hand like a thick cock and brought it towards her, the way the beer
foamed up in the pint glass and surged to the top. It was
positively delicious in its sexual ritualistic overtones.

Jolene presented his
full pint to him, her full breasts straining against her tight top
which Marc observed with a pervert’s delight. He didn’t really feel
it was perverted to enjoy the glorious bounty of a woman’s
femininity though and Jolene smiled to herself, feeling a little
coy under Marc’s intense gaze. But they played this little game
every time he visited the bar. It was harmless flirtation....

Martha noticed the heat
between Marc and Jolene with great interest, knowing Jolene was
married to her boss. What interested her was how Marc seemed to be
so overt in his erotic appreciation of Jolene's sizeable assets,
but because he was hot he didn’t come across as a sleaze. In fact,
Martha was intrigued by this rough diamond who had three days of
stubble on his face and held his cards close to his
chest. 

Jolene starting making
small talk to break the mounting sexual tension and Marc gave a
disinterested generic response and turned the conversation to
Martha:

“Oh, same ol shit.
The boss is a jerk and the pay sucks. I knew I should have gone
into porn....so how are you finding this town, Martha?”

Martha blushed at
Marc’s none too subtle attempt to shock and even though she was no
Virgin Mary, she suddenly felt like a naive schoolgirl at the mercy
of his flirtatious ways.

But there was no way
she was going to let him know her nipples were tingling and her
pussy wet from just the thought of this rugged male specimen as a
porn star. Marc knew he had a particular kind of earthy sexuality
that some women found irresistible, it was just a matter of playing
the game to find out which ones.

Jolene was actually one
of them but social convention and bourgeois morality held her back
from allowing Marc to seduce her. She did fantasize constantly
about him though, and she was very intrigued by this rapidly
growing attraction between him and her new recruit, who seemed just
as intrigued by the situation.

It was the first time
she had seen Martha look a little flustered and overwhelmed by a
male customer, which was interesting as she had served a few studs
from the local football team who drank there after every game.

Martha had dated those
guys and the sex had been good for a while in some cases but she
wanted to experience something else now. She was half Italian and
had inherited her mother’s passion and strong sensuality. Marc
seemed to speak to some unfulfilled need in her.

Jolene knew exactly
what was going on between them and made excuses about having to fix
a beer barrel so that she could leave them alone together.

“If you need me
Martha, I’ll be changing the barrel downstairs....Marc will
probably stick to his usual, no doubt....” she said with a
cheeky grin.


“Yeah...probably...” Marc replied with an even wider grin,
the undercurrent of sex hanging in the air. Jackie left the serving
area and disappeared downstairs, leaving Marc and Martha alone.

“So how long are you
here in this crazy little town?” he enquired, keen to know the
answer.

“Oh, at least for
the next six weeks...maybe a couple of months....whatever tides me
over to the next semester....” she responded, letting him know
she might stick around if there was something worth sticking around
for.

“Boyfriend?”,
Marc immediately replied, cutting to the chase. 

Martha was taken aback,
they barely knew each other and here he was enquiringly about her
private life. But she loved his directness and confidence, and how
he wasn’t phoney or just feeding her a line. He was interested in
her and it was reciprocal.

“Not right now...I
was dating a guy but we decided to end it at the start of the
summer....I’m bi actually, so am just as likely to date a girl as
much as a guy....” she said, surprised how much of herself she
was revealing so soon.

Marc was predictably
aroused by this candid admission and like most guys absolutely
loved the idea of women together.

“I’m so in favour of
that...I’ve dated a few bi girls....it’s never been a problem,
quite the contrary....” he countered and flashed that cute
smile at her once again.

“Quite the contrary,
huh? Sounds like you have a few tales to tell....” replied
Martha, laughing. 

“Well, if you stick
around long enough you might get to hear them...” he said,
teasingly.

“Oh, I intend
to....this town is starting to grow on me....” Martha threw
back, letting him know she was interested for sure.

The erection that had
been present for a while suddenly raged within his denim confines
and he wanted her there and then, his expression showed it without
inhibition. Martha knew exactly what his look meant and even though
she was genuinely bi, nothing turned her on like a good looking guy
giving her an openly lustful gaze. 

“I’ll be straight
with you Martha, I’m just a guy looking for a good time...so you
like women too, good...what do you think of Jolene?”



Martha smiled and said, “Well, she’s my boss and she’s married
to the owner...that’s how I see her.”



“You don’t think she’s attractive? She’s pretty hot. And being
married...oh, that’s not such a big deal...I reckon she might party
with us...”.



“Are you suggesting a threesome? With Jolene?” asked Martha,
incredulously.



“That’s a great idea, Martha, why didn’t I think of that....I
say we both head down to the cellar and see what she says. Don’t
worry, you won’t get in trouble, I’ll do the talking”.



Martha watched in amazement as Marc walked round to the back of the
bar and past her, then started walking down to the cellar. He’d
known Jolene long enough to know that she wouldn’t freak out at his
proposal and that she was attracted to him. He knew she’d
purposefully left him with Martha and he thought it would be a nice
twist to include her in the fun.



She was busy changing the barrels when she saw him walking down the
stairs with a smile on his face.



“Jolene...I know I’m not supposed to be down here but I’m
feeling mischievous today. Martha sounds like a real fun gal and I
know you are too, behind closed doors....”.





Before Jolene could respond, Martha stood at the top of the stairs
and said, “Jolene, I’m sorry...he barged past me and walked
straight here without asking...”.



Jolene could see from Marc’s face that he was here for some action.
She’d been going through a bad patch with her husband sexually, he
was struggling with erectile dysfunction due to too much drinking.
She was also bored with working in a bar most days of her life and
Marc acting so spontaneously gave her a sense of excitement that
had been sorely lacking.



“Martha, go and lock the front doors and put up the ‘temporarily
closed’ sign in the window, then come straight back....” she
instructed and Martha looked a little dumbfounded but did as she
said.



She was only gone a couple of minutes but by the time she got back
to the cellar door she could hear Marc’s deep voice making some
interesting noises. As she began descending the staircase her jaw
fell open as she saw Jolene on her knees. Marc was leaning against
a beer barrel and had his jeans slid down. Jolene was sucking him
off and didn’t stop just because of Martha.



Marc smiled at her and said, “I told you Jolene loves a good
time. Why don’t you come and join the party, Martha? Jolene is bi
too, she just doesn’t tell her staff usually. But I’ve known her a
while....”.



Martha was both shocked and a little overwhelmed by what was going
on. The closer she got to the bottom of the stairs the more she
could see Marc’s rather large cock and Jolene sinking her luscious
lips back and forth down the shaft.



She felt herself getting moist, her nipples starting to harden.
Jolene was bi too? She was certainly very sexy and Martha had been
fantasising about her since she started working there. She couldn’t
help but be attracted by the incredible confidence, almost
arrogance, that Marc seemed to possess in spades.



He motioned her over with a hand gesture and a knowing smile. She
walked right up to him and he grabbed her, pulling her close.
Normally, this kind of behaviour from a customer would have meant a
hard slap in the face, but before she knew it Marc had his tongue
inside her mouth and they began a torrid, deeply sexual French
kiss.



Jolene was loving having a rock-hard cock to suck on for once and
she realised how much she’d been missing good sex. Marc was hung
and his girth was enough to stretch her mouth wide, the precum
creating a sticky foam around her lips. She too was turned on by
Marc’s sheer bravado and forwardness, so different to her weak
willed hubby.



She was sucking him with all her expertise, making sure she didn’t
overwhelm him and ruin the party. She began unbuttoning her blouse,
then flipped the cups of her bra so that her 38d breasts were bared
for Marc’s pleasure, the nipples already hard.



The moment he stopped kissing Martha he saw Jolene’s gorgeous
breasts and said, “You sure have your good points,
Jolene...there’s two of 'em right there....I think Martha would
like a suck of those...”



Martha blushed and Jolene took Marc’s cock from her mouth. “She
can have a suck if she wants...”. Jolene stood up and Martha
caressed her breasts tentatively then leant forward and latched her
mouth onto Jolene’s right breast.



“Ohhhhh, that’s nice....” she said, realising Martha was no
stranger to this. Marc was thrilled with this sapphic spectacle
before him and began jerking himself off, happy to let the ladies
have some fun while he watched. Jolene then brought Martha’s mouth
to hers and they shared a wonderfully sensual deep French kiss, so
different for Martha to the lusty, aggressive kiss she’d just
shared with Marc. Both were so hot in different ways and she loved
where this was going.



“Ok, you two lovebirds, I want you both to bend over these beer
barrels and hitch those skirts up....you’re both gonna get a
drilling....” said Marc, wanting to retain control of the
situation and not get left playing gooseberry.



Martha and Jolene reluctantly stopped kissing but the prospect of
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