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Back Aisle Cherry







Marcus pushed through the automatic doors of the big-box hardware store, the cool blast of air conditioning hitting his skin like a welcome slap after the late-afternoon heat outside. At forty-eight, he’d learned to trust his instincts, especially the ones that had nothing to do with home repairs. Today he actually did need screws—heavy-duty ones for reinforcing some shelving at home—but that was secondary. The real thrill was the hunt. And this was the hunting ground.

He grabbed a red plastic basket from the stack and wandered down the wide aisles, eyes scanning more for potential prey than for the fastener section. The store was moderately busy: a few weekend warriors in their tool belts, a couple of older women comparing paint swatches, and the usual scattering of bored employees in their navy polos.

Then he saw him.

Kyle—though Marcus didn’t know the name yet—was stocking shelves in the electrical aisle, or at least pretending to. He was clearly doing his work slowly, hoping no one would bother him.

The kid was nineteen at most, with that fresh-faced, barely-legal glow that made Marcus’s cock twitch the second his eyes landed on the kid. He had a slim, twinky build, narrow shoulders and a waist so small Marcus could probably span it with his hands. The store’s black work slacks hung a little loose on him, but they still cupped a surprisingly perky, round ass that shifted enticingly every time the boy reached up to place a box on a higher shelf. A loose navy polo with the store logo did nothing to hide how delicate he looked underneath.

Marcus felt that familiar rush—the predatory heat that had become his addiction. Young. Newly out, or maybe not even fully out yet. The kind of boy who’d probably only jerked off to porn and maybe fooled around with a finger or a toy once, never knowing what a real man’s thick cock felt like splitting him open for the first time.

He made sure no one else was around, then he adjusted his growing bulge discreetly and headed straight for the kid.

“Excuse me,” Marcus said, voice low and smooth, stepping close enough that Kyle startled a little and turned around.

Up close the boy was even better. Big, expressive hazel eyes, short messy brown hair that looked like he’d run his hands through it too many times, and skin that was already showing the faint pink of an easy blush. His name tag read “Kyle – Team Member” in neat white letters. Marcus could already taste the conquest ahead.
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