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Standing at the upstairs window of the master bedroom, Emerson couldn't help but notice the new landscaper outside, who had just arrived that morning for work.

Safely hidden behind partially closed curtains, Emerson observed him circling the arrangements of flowers and plants, inspecting them. He was young, maybe nineteen or so, tall and in amazingly athletic shape.

Well, well, well, he thought. Who do we have here?

The landscaper was unravelling a hose, only half paying attention to what he was doing. He was wearing sunglasses, which gave him an almost rock star look. His mind was obviously elsewhere. Was he thinking of his girlfriend, perhaps? Boyfriend? Strangely, Emerson felt a twinge of jealousy at the thought.

Emerson was wearing his robe, and it was partially open. Without thinking of it, his hand had drifted down the exposed part of his body. His fingers grasped his penis. It was getting hard. Very hard.

Well, he thought. This young man certainly give me reason to rub one out.

He started jerking himself, slowly, allowing his fingers to rub over his penis. Using his other hand, he grabbed one of his pectorals, squeezing it and  pinching its nipple.

He opened his eyes, and gasped. Down below the landscaper was looking up at him, the coil of hose now forgotten. Despite the fact the sunglasses masked his eyes, he knew he had been watching him. 

And still was watching him.

Suddenly, realizing he had just been caught, the landscaper looked away, and quickly turned and disappeared into the garden's supply shed.

Emerson found himself intensely aroused by the young man's reaction. Still, he had enough composure to close his robe and tie it up. His erection pressed against the fabric, demanding to be released.

Then it hit him like a ton of bricks. The landscaper was Hunter, the son of Troy, a man Emerson dated extensively last year. All three of them had even hung out on occasion, but most of Emerson's time was spent fucking the living hell out of Troy. And good God was that fun.

And now Troy's son is here. Ripe, young, firm and obviously more than a little curious. There had been one particular occasion when Emerson had come out of the shower naked, and Hunter was there in the hall. Emerson was cool about it, and just walked on by. But Hunter's eyes had hungrily raked Emerson's naked flesh.

Emerson had completely forgot about that sensual moment until just now.

Well, he thought to himself.  Why the hell not? He's certainly old enough now!

Feeling giddy, Emerson put on his slippers and went downstairs. His house was quite literally a mansion. Many rooms packed with things he never really used. It really was just empty of any life, too large for just one person.

He padded into the kitchen, and opened the refrigerator. It was packed full of food, most of which would go to waste. He found what he was looking for, a bottle of champagne. He then grabbed a pair of wine glasses, which clinked as he walked, and he went outside, through the sliding glass door in the adjoining dining room.

The air was hot on his skin, and he suspected that not all the heat he felt wasn't all because of the sun.

Hunter had not yet emerged from the shed, no doubt mortified he could be in trouble.

Poor thing, Emerson thought. I better do something to fix that right away.

As Emerson approached the shed's door, Hunter suddenly emerged. He looked surprised to see him, and maybe a little flush.

“Oh, hello, Hunter,” Emerson said with the biggest smile he could manage.

“Hi, Emerson” Hunter said, a little sheepishly. Was he shy, or just a little startled to find the masturbating older man suddenly outside in front of him?

It was then that Emerson noticed the sagging bulge in the front of the Hunter's shorts.

Well now, Emerson thought. What could explain that? Had he been masturbating, too? Maybe they had something in common.

He was secretly thrilled at the prospect Hunter had been satisfying himself in the privacy of the shack. Because of Emerson.

“I saw you working, and thought I'd come out and see how things were going. This a new job for you? I don't remember you having it before.” Yes, before, when I was shagging your daddy's tight little ass!

The younger man managed a small smile, and said, “Uh, yeah,” he stammered. He towered over Emerson, who pegged him at six foot two at least. Much taller than Troy, who was about the same height as Emerson. Hunter had definitely grown over the last year. Emerson had always found taller men very appealing. Now he could see why.

Hunter continued, “Yeah, I'm just started. I know what I'm suppose to do. I've done this before.” He smiled and Emerson's day got just a little brighter.

Emerson smiled at this. He did hope hunter knew what he was doing. Although, the prospect of him being inexperienced also had an allure. What Emerson really wanted to do was find out first hand which it was!

“So,” said Emerson.

“So,” said Hunter.

Guess I'll just get things started, Emerson thought with delight.

“I brought us something to drink,” he said. “I hope you're thirsty.” Emerson's eyes dropped to the bulge in Hunter's shorts. It hadn't changed, and it hadn't gone away, either.

Whether Hunter noticed or not, Emerson couldn't tell. Hunter said, “No. That's okay. I wouldn't want to bother you.” His voice was deep, even commanding, although he seemed to lack the confidence that comes with age.

“That's alright,” Emerson said and held out the champagne bottle. Hunter hesitated, either with the fact he was about to have a drink with his dad's ex-boyfriend, or that fact that Emerson was actually offering him alcohol first thing in the morning.

Emerson wiggled it at him encouragingly. He took it. Hunter frowned boyishly at the cap and its metal cage work.

“Just twist it,” Emerson offered. I'll give you something else to twist, he thought.

Hunter did so, and Emerson watched the muscles in his arms move with the effort. He is very athletic, Emerson decided. Once the cap had been worked out as far as it would go, he braced the bottom of the bottle against his stomach. The movement pulled up the front of his shirt, and his abs showed prominently.

Emerson found himself drooling.

With the bottle braced, and abs at the ready, he used both thumbs to push at the cork. It slowly started to give way.

Emerson then said, “I saw you watching me as I played with my cock.”

Hunter gasped, and the cap suddenly launched with a loud pop! Bubbly froth shot out of the bottle in an arch, and Hunter held it away from himself. 

Emerson felt a sudden impulse, and acted on it. As the frothy arch subsided, he quickly stepped forward, grabbed the neck of the bottle and stuck the end of it in his mouth.

He gulped loudly, as the bubbles hit against the back of his throat. Emerson looked up at Hunter as he drank. Hunter's face was locked onto his, his mouth open in obvious shock.

When Emerson couldn't handle any more, he pulled the bottle out, somehow coughing and laughing at the same time. Much of the champagne had dribbled on his robe and he wiped at it coyly. “Oh look what I've done,” he said. “Can't walk around all wet now, can I?” And with that he slowly untied his robe and let it fall to the ground. The sun felt wonderful on his skin but not nearly as good as how Hunter's eyes felt.

Emerson stood before him for a few moments posing seductively. He felt incredibly sexy, like a Greek god.

Hunter stood dumbfounded still gripping the bottle with both hands. This was not what he expected when he woke up for work this morning. Not wanting him to run away Emerson stepped lightly forward and cupped his hands, which were gripping the bottle, and slowly began to lick champagne from its neck. As he worked at he made sure to look at Hunter alluringly.

“Whoa,” Hunter said. 

Emerson paused with the licking and sucked at the lip of the bottle looking at Hunter with a questioning arched brow. “Whoa, as in you want me to stop?”

When Hunter didn't respond right away Emerson noticed a movement, and his eyes dropped down. Hunter was fumbling a hand in his shorts, but his erection had caught on the fabric and he couldn't get out.

Careful not to laugh at him, Emerson smiled and placed a restraining hand on the front of the shorts while he took the bottle, and gently placed it on the ground. Then he took Hunter's free hand and guided him back a few steps so he could kneel on the robe and not have his knees on
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