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

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

And beautifully black!

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

“Didn't you hear me?” Stan, his husband, said from the adjoining bathroom. He sounded quite annoyed. He always did.

Snapped back to reality he quickly turned away from the window. “Oh, sorry,” he said, not really meaning it. “I was just watching the news.” The television's screen was dark, so he quickly grabbed the remote from the bedside table and flicked it on. Best way to cover a lie was to at least make it believable.

“I asked if you were planning on doing anything useful with yourself, today,” he said as he emerged from the bathroom. “As opposed to the big fat nothing you normally do.” Stan's naked form was anything but impressive; balding head, pudgy belly covered in hair, pale skin making him look sallow and sick. His physique was a far cry from the toned one he had maintained way back when they were courting. Now Jasper just found him repulsive. He turned back to the television, while trying not to make it look too obvious.

When he didn't answer immediately Stan glared at him. “Well? Where did you plan on spending more of my money? Maybe in the company of one of your other gold digging friends?”

Jasper made an effort not to get angry. Fighting with Stan was useless as he could be completely unreasonable to the point of being childish. Instead, he looked him in the eyes and said, “Since it was your idea that I quit my job to begin with, and spend more time at home serving your needs, the least I could do is find some way I could enjoy myself.”

Like with the gardener, he thought to himself. He made an effort not to glance back outside. At least not while his husband was in the room.

Stan snorted, and went to the closet to get dressed. “Whatever,” he said. “I'm beginning to not care what you do anymore as it only seems to revolve around draining my bank account.” He glowered at Jasper. “You certainly aren't draining anything else.”

Jasper shivered. Going down on his husband was the furthest thing from pleasurable in his mind. He had lost that privilege years ago. 

But Jasper knew that his spending habits were not the real issue, here. Last night he refused to make love to Stan, as he had done each night now for several weeks. Stan's lack of respect for him, coupled with his ugly physique, made him less desirous than ever before.

Jasper made a point of shooting a look directly at his shrivelled penis, and said, ”I'm beginning to find that your money is the only thing worth spending time on.” He immediately regretted snapping at him but felt he had to defend himself, at least a little.

Stan scowled, but said nothing. He turned to the closet and busied himself with finishing getting dressed. Their pointless fighting had grown more frequent over the years. Neither one getting the upper hand on the other. It was starting to wear them both down.

There could only be one inevitable outcome to this slow spiral they found themselves in. Perhaps, since things could not be salvaged, and coupled with the fact that neither really wanted to do anything to heal the damage, he should think about doing things only for himself now.

For his own pleasure, specifically.

Jasper found himself stealing a glimpse outside the window, again. The gardener was squatting down next to the edge of a bed of red roses, moving some large rocks, dark arm muscles flexing. Jasper's eyes widened. From this position he was able to see up his shorts. One hairless black testicle had slipped free of its confines to dangled downward; revealing itself only to Jasper. The fact the gardener hadn't noticed made it feel all the more exciting.

Jasper unconsciously licked his lips. Oh my.

Jasper quickly looked away as he noticed, from the corner of his eye, that Stan had finished dressing, and had walked over to where his jacket hung from the back of the bedroom's only bench.

They use to make love in that bench, he thought sullenly. Mad and passionate love. But that seemed only a muted memory, one experienced by someone else. He couldn't even bare to think of such a thing with his husband now. They had become more like roommates, than a lovers. And temperamental roommates at that.

Slipping on his suit jacket Stan said, “I don't know what I've done to you to turn you into such a limp dick. But I'm starting to get tired of it.”

He had done it entirely to himself, Jasper thought. Stan treated him poorly, and even went out of his way to ignore him. His belittling comments had now become a part of their every day conversation. Still, Jasper had heard all of this before and found that now, more than ever, he had stopped caring at what those words might mean.

“You are not the only one who's getting tired of the way things are,” he said. “Maybe our lives need to be spiced up a little. Without the other souring the mood.”

Suddenly, he envisioned himself looking up at the gardener, that dangling black testicle fully in his suckling mouth. He shuddered with pleasure.

Stan frowned at him, and pulled on his jacket. His face had turned red. “Spice things up a little? What the hell does that mean?”

Jasper tried to make an effort to only stare at the TV. He didn't respond. Let Stan sweat a little.

“Fine,” Stan said, when he didn't explain himself. He grabbed his keys and his cell phone from the top of the dresser (they had made love on that, too) and headed for the bedroom door. Before leaving, he stopped and looked at him. “You know what? I don't care. Do what you want. I think I'm going to stay late at work tonight. We have a new assistant now and he's very cute.”

Jasper was surprised to find himself getting angry at this. He glared at Stan but said nothing. No need to stoke the fires further.

Stan grinned at his reaction. “That's right,” he said. “Hot, and well muscled in all the right places. And I can guarantee he would appreciate me a lot more than you have.” Convinced he had scored an emotional punch Stan turned away and left. 

Jasper suppressed the urge to run after him. He wanted to scream, throw things at him, shattering glass. But he didn't. Making a tremendous effort to control himself, staring at the TV, not hearing what the newscasters were chattering on about. Only when he heard Stan slammed the car door and drive away did he find he had been holding his breath.

Jasper gasped. What a bastard. Why had he bothered to marry someone like that? Maybe there was something to what he had said. Stan's money had become the only thing about him he was interested in now. But it certainly didn't start that way. They had been drifting apart for years, despite his best efforts to counter the erosion of their relationship.

Not once had he been unfaithful to Stan. Although, there had been many temptations and opportunities. He was sexy after all. He had been told so, on many occasions, and not by his husband.

And now Stan practically threatened him with infidelity? Well, then, he thought. If he started it, maybe I should take him up on that offer.

Jasper stood at the window, again. The gardener was unravelling a hose, only half paying attention to what he was doing. He was wearing sunglasses, which gave him a rapper look. His mind was obviously elsewhere. Was he thinking of his girlfriend, perhaps? Boyfriend? Strangely, Jasper felt a twinge of jealousy at the thought.

Jasper 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. That definitely wasn't because of his husband. 

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 gardener 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 gardener looked
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