








Contents



	Title Page

	Copyright

	Pool House Cherry

	About Jace Thorne

	Subscribe to Taboo XXX Press






  Guide

  
    	Cover

    	Contents

    	Start of Content

  





Pool House Cherry




Cherry Poppers #7







Jace Thorne




Copyright © 2026 by Jace Thorne




All characters in sexual situations are age 18 and over.




This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.




tabooxxxpress.wordpress.com










Pool House Cherry



The late June sun beat down on Dave’s sprawling backyard like a goddamn invitation. Marcus leaned against the cedar railing of the deck, nursing a cold beer, his salt-and-pepper stubble catching the light as he surveyed the scene. Twenty-plus years of friendship with Dave had its perks—free pool access, endless summer cookouts, and plenty of eye candy if you knew where to look. At forty-eight, Marcus still turned heads, his broad shoulders and solid dad-bod filling out his fitted black polo and board shorts nicely. The thick, heavy weight between his legs twitched lazily at the familiar summer scent of chlorine, charcoal, and sunscreen.

But today, his attention wasn’t drifting across the usual crowd of neighbors and half-drunk dads. It was locked on one very specific target.

Tyler.

Dave’s nineteen-year-old son had come home from college for the summer, and fuck, the boy had filled out in all the right ways. Tyler was a competitive swimmer—lean, toned arms and shoulders, narrow waist, and an absolutely perky, round bubble butt that strained against a pair of tight navy swim trunks. The kind of ass that jiggled just slightly when he walked. His sandy-blond hair was still damp from the pool, flopping boyishly over his forehead, and those innocent blue eyes kept flicking toward Marcus across the water.

Marcus felt that familiar predatory heat coil low in his gut.

He’d watched Tyler grow up, sure. The polite kid who always called him “Mr. M.” The shy one who blushed at dirty jokes. But this summer? Tyler was legal, nervous, and clearly curious. Every time Marcus looked his way, the boy’s cheeks flushed pink and he’d quickly glance away, pretending to be fascinated by his phone or the splashing kids in the shallow end.

Marcus’s thick cock gave a heavy throb against his thigh. Dave’s son. The thought alone made it dirtier. Twenty years of friendship on the line. One wrong moan, one suspicious absence, and everything could blow up. The risk tasted sweet on his tongue.

“Marcus! You zoning out over there, man?” Dave called from the grill, flipping burgers in a cloud of smoke. Dave was red-faced and happy, the classic straight suburban dad who had no clue what kind of wolf he’d invited into his backyard.

Marcus chuckled smoothly, raising his beer. “Just thinking about work, actually. Boss called me in yesterday. Sounds like they’re sending me overseas for a big project—Europe, maybe Asia. Could be gone six months, maybe longer. Gotta get my passport renewed and a bunch of shots. Pain in the ass, but the bonus will be worth it.”

Dave whistled. “Damn, international big shot now, huh? Well, you better come by before you jet off. Tyler’s been asking about you too.”

Marcus’s lips curved into a slow, private smirk. Has he now?

His eyes tracked Tyler again as the boy climbed out of the pool, water streaming down his smooth, pale skin. Those tight swim trunks clung obscenely to his plump ass cheeks, outlining the tempting cleft. Tyler grabbed a towel, drying off with quick, self-conscious movements. When he looked up, their eyes met.

This time, Marcus didn’t look away. He held the boy’s gaze—long, deliberate, hungry. Tyler froze for a second, lips parting slightly, then dropped his eyes fast, cheeks burning bright red. But Marcus saw the way the front of those wet trunks twitched.

Good boy.

Marcus finished his beer and pushed off the railing, moving with casual confidence through the crowd. He made small talk here and there, laughing at the right jokes, clapping shoulders like the charming family friend everyone thought he was. But his mind was already undressing Tyler. Imagining how that tight, virgin swimmer’s hole would look stretched around his thick eight inches. How the boy would whimper and shake when that first real stretch hit him.

The afternoon wore on, the sun dipping lower, turning the pool water into liquid gold. Marcus waited patiently, letting the tension build. He could smell fresh prey when it was close, and Tyler was practically radiating nervous, unspoken need.

Eventually, Tyler slipped away from the group and headed toward the kitchen through the sliding glass doors, probably to grab more drinks from the big cooler inside.

Marcus set his empty bottle down.

Time to start the hunt.

He followed a few moments later, stepping into the cool, air-conditioned house. The noise of the party dulled slightly behind him. Tyler was bent over slightly at the kitchen island, reaching into the cooler, that perfect bubble butt pushed out invitingly.

Marcus stepped up close—closer than necessary—and let his deep voice rumble low.

“Need a hand with those, Tyler?”

The boy startled, nearly dropping a can. He straightened up fast, turning to face Marcus with wide blue eyes. Up close, he smelled like chlorine and coconut sunscreen, and there was already a faint sheen of nervous sweat on his smooth chest.

“M-Mr. M…hey,” Tyler stammered, offering a shy smile. “I was just…uh, getting some more sodas.”

Marcus smiled, slow and predatory, letting his gaze drift down the boy’s body before meeting his eyes again.

“You’ve been staring at me all afternoon, kid. Something on your mind?”

Tyler’s face went crimson. He swallowed hard, fingers tightening around a can, but he didn’t deny it.

Perfect.

Marcus stepped closer, deliberately crowding Tyler’s personal space in the cool kitchen. The sliding glass doors were only twenty feet away, and the muffled sounds of laughter, splashing, and Dave’s booming voice drifted in from the backyard. Anyone could walk in at any second.

“You’ve grown up a lot since last summer, Tyler,” Marcus said, his voice low and smooth. He reached past the boy to grab a beer from the cooler, letting his thick arm brush against Tyler’s smooth side. “That college swimming scholarship is really paying off. You look…damn good.”

Tyler’s breath hitched. He set the can down on the granite island with a soft clink, his fingers trembling slightly. Up close, Marcus could see the faint freckles across his nose and the way his blue eyes darted nervously between Marcus’s face and his broad chest.

“T-thanks, Mr. M,” Tyler mumbled, cheeks still flushed. “I’ve been training pretty hard this year. Coach says my times are getting better.”

Marcus let his gaze drop slowly, openly admiring the boy’s lean, athletic frame—narrow waist, defined swimmer’s shoulders, and especially those tight navy trunks that did nothing to hide the growing bulge in front. When he looked back up, he smirked.

“I wasn’t just talking about your times, kid.”

Tyler swallowed hard, biting his lower lip. The innocent gesture made Marcus’s thick cock twitch heavily in his board shorts.

“You’ve been watching me too,” Marcus continued, keeping his tone casual but laced with heat. “Every time I looked over, those pretty blue eyes were on me. You think I wouldn’t notice?”

“I…I wasn’t—” Tyler started, then faltered. He glanced toward the glass doors, clearly worried someone might overhear. “I mean…you’re just…you’ve always been really cool. And strong. And…shit, I don’t know.”

Marcus chuckled darkly, stepping even closer until their bodies were nearly touching. He could feel the heat radiating off the nervous nineteen-year-old.

“You don’t have to play shy with me, Tyler. I know exactly what you’ve been thinking about.” His voice dropped to a husky whisper. “Bet you’ve been wondering what it would feel like if an older man like me put his hands on you. Wondering if my cock is really as big as it looks in those shorts.”

Tyler’s eyes widened, a soft, embarrassed whimper escaping his throat. His cock visibly throbbed in the tight swim trunks, the wet fabric outlining the shape clearly now.

“Mr. M…we can’t…my dad’s right outside,” he breathed, but he didn’t step away. If anything, he leaned in slightly, drawn in by Marcus’s confident presence.

“That’s what makes it exciting, doesn’t it?” Marcus murmured. He reached out and ran a strong hand down Tyler’s side, squeezing the boy’s slim hip possessively. “All those people out there having no idea that Dave’s polite, straight-A swimmer son is in here getting hard for his dad’s best friend.”

Tyler shuddered at the touch, his breathing getting quicker. Marcus could practically smell the mix of fear and arousal rolling off him.

“I’ve never…” Tyler whispered, voice cracking. “I mean, I’ve messed around a little, but not…not with a guy like you. You’re so…big. And experienced.”

Marcus smiled, predatory and satisfied. He gave Tyler’s hip another firm squeeze, then slid his hand back to boldly cup one of those plump, perky ass cheeks through the swim trunks. The flesh was soft, warm, and incredibly tight—exactly how he liked them.

“That’s right,” Marcus growled softly. “And right now, I want to take you somewhere more private and show you exactly what a man like me can do to a tight little virgin like you. You want that, don’t you, Tyler?”

The boy’s lips parted in a silent moan. He nodded quickly, almost desperately.

“Yes…fuck, yes, Mr. M.”

Marcus gave that beautiful bubble butt one last possessive squeeze, then stepped back just enough to look composed.

“Good boy. Follow me to the pool house. Don’t rush. Act normal. And try not to look too guilty.”

He turned and walked toward the back door that led to the pool area, knowing Tyler would follow. His thick cock was already half-hard, heavy with anticipation. Dave’s son. In the pool house. With the entire party just feet away.

This cherry was going to be delicious.

Marcus stepped out the back door first, casual as ever, rejoining the sunny chaos of the backyard party. He didn’t look back. He knew Tyler would follow.

A few seconds later, the boy slipped outside too, trying his best to look normal. Tyler’s cheeks were still flushed, and he kept his hands in front of him to hide the obvious tent in his swim trunks. Marcus smirked to himself as he slowly made his way around the pool toward the small pool house at the far
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