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Chapter 1: The Ex-Sugar Baby Blues


[image: ]


To the world—or at least the shrinking corner of the gay world that still acknowledged him—Malcolm Prescott was a relic. His sharp cheekbones, once his most reliable currency, had softened into sagging jowls. No amount of dyed-black hair could mask the relentless march of time. Malcolm still liked to think of himself as “a catch,” but store window reflections told a harsher truth: he was no longer the lithe, irresistible sugar baby he’d been decades ago. He was just an old man clinging to the fragments of his former allure.

Yet there he was, pushing his way into a dimly lit bar, his scuffed leather jacket flapping open like the wings of a raven escaping a disco inferno. The place reeked of cheap cologne, spilled beer, and forgotten dreams—the very ambiance that had once electrified him. A glittery disco ball spun overhead, throwing shards of light across the cramped dance floor. The young men gyrating beneath it were beautiful and careless, their bodies slick with sweat and the reckless promise of youth. They didn’t realize that the stage they reveled on had been built by men like Malcolm, who once thrived in the neon haze of the city’s gay nightlife.

Malcolm slid onto a barstool next to Patrice, a former drag queen-turned-social commentator in a spangled turban. “Mal, you’ve officially lost it,” she declared, swirling the straw in her mojito. “This whole Gerald thing? It’s unbecoming.”

“He’s charming,” Malcolm shot back defensively. “And it’s not about the money.”

Patrice arched her painted-on brows. “Oh, sweetie. He’s two heart attacks away from oblivion. Are you after the Chihuahua or the house?”

Malcolm bristled, but he couldn’t deny the lure of Gerald’s pool, hot tub, and the fleeting sense of being wanted again. At seventy, Malcolm had watched his once-steady stream of admirers dry up, leaving him in a desert of unreturned phone calls and wilted compliments. Gerald—older by a mere two years—called him “kiddo,” and though Malcolm would never admit it, he savored that like fine wine.

Gerald’s arrival at the bar broke the tension. The older man’s robe had been exchanged for a pair of lime-green swim trunks under a loose Hawaiian shirt, but even in this dim corner of the world, the man somehow managed to look like the last survivor of a decade-long luau. He sidled up to Malcolm, placing a warm, surprisingly firm hand on his thigh.

“You know,” Gerald murmured, breath tinted with tequila and mint, “I’ve got something that might just revive those old flames of yours.”

Malcolm looked down at Gerald’s hand, then up into twinkling eyes brimming with mischief. In that moment, he caught a glimpse of what he’d been chasing—no, craving—for years: the promise of being seen, and maybe even cherished. Patrice rolled her eyes and slipped off her stool with a dramatic sigh, leaving him alone with Gerald and the hum of a pop song he didn’t recognize.

––––––––
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THE RIDE TO GERALD’S house was as jarring as ever. Malcolm tried to picture the lavish estate he’d concocted in his head—but reality was a sun-bleached relic from the ’70s, complete with a pink flamingo lawn ornament and a flickering porch light.

“Kiddo!” Gerald called out, shuffling onto the porch in that tatty robe, as if the bar visit had been no more than a costume change. Cupcake, his neurotic Chihuahua, glared at Malcolm like he’d just stolen her favorite chew toy.

Inside, the smell of dog pee, mildew, and something sour was a physical assault. Gerald thrust a margarita into Malcolm’s hand, heavy on the tequila, and motioned toward the backyard. “Let’s hit the hot tub,” he said with a wink. “Just had the filter replaced! Practically a spa now.”

Malcolm followed him outside. The yard looked like a perpetual yard sale—a tangle of lawn chairs, mismatched gnomes, and dying solar lights strung haphazardly across a sagging pergola. And there, beneath the half-dead lights, stood the hot tub, water churning in sluggish bubbles.

“Isn’t it fabulous?” Gerald crowed.

Malcolm forced a smile. “Fabulous.”

Gerald slipped out of his robe, revealing those bright lime-green trunks again, and eased himself into the tub. Malcolm shrugged off his jacket and joined him, bracing for a tepid soak in what felt like a soup of chlorine and regret.

Yet once they were submerged up to their necks, a strange kind of coziness settled over them—like the world beyond Gerald’s fence barely existed. They sipped their margaritas, the neon glow from the battered “Daddy Issues” sign inside reflecting off the surface of the water.

Suddenly, Gerald’s hand slid higher up Malcolm’s thigh. There was a flicker of amusement in his eyes, the same playful spark Malcolm had sensed in the bar. With a grin that felt half devilish, Gerald set his drink aside and leaned closer, voice dropping to a sultry purr.

“I’ve been watching you, kiddo,” he said, brushing his fingers along Malcolm’s leg. “You’re like a fine wine—mature, complex, and maybe just a little bitter. But I think I know how to coax the sweetness out of you.”

Malcolm’s heart thumped. He hadn’t relinquished control in decades—it wasn’t in his nature. Yet the idea that someone wanted to take charge, to stir something dormant inside him, made heat pool in his stomach. Without fully understanding why, he let Gerald tug him forward until he was standing in the chest-deep water. The older man guided Malcolm’s wrists to the tub’s edge, and before he could protest, cuffed them in place with leather straps that glinted under the fairy lights.

The cuffs were snug, not painful, but enough to remind Malcolm he was no longer calling the shots. A tremor of excitement rippled through him—equal parts anticipation and fear.

“Good boy,” Gerald murmured, sliding a hand along Malcolm’s jaw before letting his fingertips graze the neckline of his soaked T-shirt. He tweaked a nipple through the wet fabric, sending an electric jolt straight to Malcolm’s cock.

Malcolm gasped, eyes snapping open to meet Gerald’s. The man’s gaze was dark with desire.

“You’re not so tough now, are you?” Gerald teased, his other hand disappearing beneath the steaming water. An instant later, Malcolm felt the firm stroke of a palm against his cock, still trapped beneath his trunks. He let out a ragged breath.

“Gerald...” he started, but words failed him. Pleasure sparked along every nerve ending, fueled by the intoxicating realization that he was at someone else’s mercy.

Gerald’s lips curled into a satisfied smile. “Just let go, kiddo.”

The water sloshed around them as Malcolm’s hips twitched, silently pleading for more. Gerald responded in kind, his touch becoming more assured, more demanding. He’d apparently prepared for this moment—because the next thing Malcolm knew, Gerald produced a small safety knife, the kind used to slice open pool toy packaging. He carefully cut along the elastic of Malcolm’s trunks, peeling them away until Malcolm’s erection bobbed free under the swirling surface.

Cupcake, perched on the edge of a lawn chair, barked once, sounding both alarmed and offended. Gerald spared the dog a glance and shrugged. “She’ll get over it,” he said, then refocused on Malcolm.

Gerald leaned in, breath ghosting over Malcolm’s ear. “I knew you had it in you,” he whispered, the words making Malcolm’s cock throb. “Now, let’s see what else you’ve been hiding.”

He took Malcolm into his mouth, and a bolt of pleasure shot through Malcolm’s core. It had been years since anyone had bothered to unlock these desires—longer still since Malcolm had allowed it. The swirl of Gerald’s tongue made him hiss in a breath, his body straining against the cuffs. He felt vulnerable, exposed, and yet more alive than he had in years.

For a moment, it all faded: the stale smell of dog pee, the yard sale of a backyard, the ghosts of Malcolm’s past. All that remained were the two of them, locked in a dance of desire and surrender. The lukewarm water was suddenly scorching, each swirl of Gerald’s tongue coaxing Malcolm closer to an edge he wasn’t sure he could handle.

Gerald pulled back with a wet pop, leaving Malcolm panting. “So, Mal,” he said, fingers stroking the inside of Malcolm’s thigh. “Are you starting to see the appeal of letting go?”

“You’re a sadist,” Malcolm managed, voice shaking with equal parts lust and laughter.

“And you,” Gerald countered, eyes gleaming, “are a glutton for punishment. But I’m here to give you what you need.”

He dove back in, this time with fervor, and Malcolm felt his world tip over. His orgasm built in slow, tightening coils, and when it broke, it was a flood of sensation he feared might shatter him. He cried out, hips bucking helplessly as Gerald swallowed every drop of his release.

For a moment, Malcolm slumped against the edge, cuffs digging lightly into his wrists. He was breathing hard, heart pounding like it might leap out of his chest. He couldn’t remember the last time he felt so utterly wrecked—in the best possible way.

Gerald sat back with a smug grin. “I’ve still got it,” he murmured, taking a long sip of his margarita before gently freeing Malcolm’s wrists. Cupcake let out a half-hearted yap from the sidelines, as though scolding them for the disturbance.

Malcolm sank into the water again, arms limp at his sides. He gazed at Gerald, a surge of gratitude warring with disbelief at what had just transpired. The older man—eccentric, with questionable taste in flamingo lawn ornaments—had peeled away decades of Malcolm’s cynicism in a single night.

In the hush that followed, Gerald reached out and brushed a damp lock of hair from Malcolm’s forehead. “I’m glad you’re here, kiddo,” he said softly. “It’s been a long time since I’ve had someone to share all...this with.” He gestured around the ramshackle backyard as if it were a kingdom he was proud to bestow on Malcolm.

Malcolm mustered a crooked smile. “It’s a mess,” he said, recalling his earlier assessment.

Gerald chuckled. “Yeah, well. It’s my mess.”

They lapsed into a comfortable silence, the hot tub’s jets creating a lazy current around them. Somewhere in the house, an old wind chime rattled. Cupcake, apparently deciding the threat had passed, scurried back inside, leaving the two men alone under the flickering solar lights.

Eventually, Gerald pressed a kiss to Malcolm’s shoulder and hoisted himself out of the tub. “Come on,” he said, offering a hand. “Let’s dry off and make another round of margaritas.”

Malcolm stood on shaky legs, water streaming down his body. He followed Gerald inside, where the neon “Daddy Issues” sign buzzed faintly in the living room. Despite the lingering smells, the peeling wallpaper, the flicker of a dying lightbulb in the hallway—there was something comforting about being there.

“We’ve got a big day tomorrow,” Gerald announced as they made their way into the kitchen. He rummaged through the cabinets in search of salt for the margarita glasses.

Malcolm paused in the doorway, still on an adrenaline high from the hot tub escapade. “Big day?”

“Shopping,” Gerald clarified, as though it were obvious. “You need a new spark, kiddo. Trust me.”

Malcolm didn’t argue. Maybe he was still tipsy from the tequila, or perhaps something deeper had shifted within him. Whatever the reason, he simply nodded, letting the idea of tomorrow settle over him like a warm blanket.

Because as surreal as it all felt—this night, this man, this messy house with a
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