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I’d always dreamed of converting the upstairs of our garage into a small apartment we could rent out on Airbnb. It seemed like such a waste — we had all this unused space above our two-car garage, currently filled with nothing but dusty boxes of Christmas decorations. Our house sits high on a hill, so I figured if we added an external staircase and a wooden deck, gutted the interior, and installed proper plumbing for a full kitchen and bathroom, we could create a charming little studio apartment.

My wife Gemma is the one with the money, so I knew I’d have to sell her on the idea. At first she thought it would be more trouble than it was worth, but after weeks of gentle persuasion, she finally agreed.

I sat down with her one evening and showed her the numbers. With the right setup, we could clear an extra thousand dollars a month in passive income. The space would pay for itself within a year and then start generating real profit. I also pointed out how much the apartment would increase the value of our home — and that sealed the deal. Gemma absolutely loved this house. Her father had bought it for us as a 15th wedding anniversary gift. I know it sounds unrelatable, but he’s extremely wealthy, so dropping $1.7 million on a house for his daughter wasn’t a big deal to him.

Gemma has a sharp business mind, just like her father. She built a fortune with her chain of hair care stores, Les Tresses. If you lived in the Albany area, you probably saw them everywhere for years. Five years ago she sold the business and walked away with a very healthy bundle. These days she focuses on charity work and sits on several boards.

Me? I raised our girls. We had a very natural arrangement: she made the money, and I kept the house running and made sure our daughters got where they needed to go. I know — it was the exact opposite of the old Leave It to Beaver setup. But I made peace with not being the breadwinner a long time ago.

Now we’re empty-nesters. Hallie is off at SUNY, and our eldest, Sarah, is working as a paralegal in Philadelphia while studying for the bar exam.

It all happened so fast. My life, I mean. Not the thing this story is really about — though that happened pretty quickly too.

I’m forty-seven and look every year of it. Gemma, a year younger than me, could easily pass for someone a decade younger. She takes excellent care of herself. Every morning she’s off to some class — yoga, Gyrotonics, Pilates, whatever’s on the schedule. When the weather’s good she loves to bike, and last year she even ran a half marathon. She gets her hair done every other week and follows a religious skincare regimen that’s clearly been working for years. The woman is still a knockout.

In porn terms, the word “MILF” fits her perfectly. She has full, natural breasts, a soft little tummy that suits her figure, wide hips, and a beautifully round ass. I guess that description makes it obvious I’m still very much attracted to my wife, even after twenty-five years of marriage.

I know what you’re thinking — get to the good stuff already, Jay.

Okay... okay. Here it goes. I’ve never written anything like this before, so please bear with me.

So how did this all start?

The contractors we hired for the garage conversion were very good-looking twin brothers. I don’t usually describe men as handsome — I generally don’t even notice what guys look like. I can tell if someone is ugly, sure, but I don’t walk around thinking, “Wow, chiseled features” or “He must live at the gym.” Usually, I only realize a guy is attractive by how other people react to him. But with the Stevens brothers, even I noticed.

They looked like they’d stepped straight out of a 1950s Western. Tall, rugged, with sandy-blond hair and broad shoulders. Their arms were thick with the kind of muscle that comes from real work, not gym mirrors — the sort of build that says if you handed them an axe, a couple of saws, and a hammer, they could build you a house from scratch.

At our first meeting, Gemma and I walked them around the garage, explained what we wanted, and talked mostly about budget. When they finally climbed into their trucks and drove off, Gemma and I just looked at each other and burst out laughing.

“Those two can’t be real,” she said.

“When they first showed up, I thought you were punking me and they were about to start stripping,” I replied.

“If only!” my wife shot back with a grin.

I laughed it off. I wasn’t the jealous type, and it was genuinely funny. Still, it was unusual for Gemma to openly comment on how attractive a man — or in this case, two men — looked. Their bid came in slightly under what we’d budgeted, so we hired the Stevens twins. They said they’d start work the following week.

That weekend we had lunch with our friends, the Ryans. They’re a married couple like us, though their kids are a bit younger. When I mentioned we were finally getting the garage done, Malik asked who we’d hired.

“The Stevens brothers,” I said.

Tam, Malik’s wife, immediately perked up. “Oh, the Stevens boys?” She let out a low whistle and looked straight at Gemma. “Girl, have you met them yet?”

Gemma just laughed.

“What?” Malik asked.

“They’re... handsome guys,” I said awkwardly.

“Handsome?” Tam shook her head, smiling. “That’s not the word. Those boys are fine. Actually, scratch that — they’re foine.” She gave Gemma a knowing look. “You know what I mean?”

Gemma nodded, still smiling. “Foine.”

“They came in under budget and I heard they do solid work,” I added.

“Yeah... I’ve heard they do good work too,” Tam said with a mischievous grin.

Gemma laughed. “You’re wicked.”

“They’re the wicked ones, honey. I’ve heard stories...”

Gemma smoothly changed the subject. “Anyway, it’ll be nice to finally fix up the garage. Jay’s been talking about it for years.”

She handled the conversation deftly, but I couldn’t help wondering if she would have pressed Tam for more details had they been alone.

When the twins first started working, I couldn’t tell them apart. After a few conversations, though, their personalities came through. Lee had a slightly rounder face and carried himself more upright and formal. Adam’s face was more angular, and he had a relaxed, slouchy posture. Lee was all business; Adam was a bit goofy and quick with a wide, easy smile. Both of them worked like machines.

On the second day, Gemma commented that they were working too hard. I caught her glancing out the kitchen window for the second time that evening.

“Are you checking out our contractors again?” I asked, teasing.

“It’s after six!” she said. “They got here at eight this morning. They’re machines!”

“They took a lunch break,” I pointed out.

“It’s hot out there,” she added. “They’re all sweaty.”

“Bring them something to drink,” I suggested. “There’s a six-pack in the fridge.”

She seemed to like that idea. She grabbed the beers and headed outside. I watched casually from the window as she approached the two sweaty, muscular men. That’s when a very unexpected feeling washed over me.

It was the way Lee looked at her.

Gemma was wearing a cream-colored button-up top with a thin white bra underneath. Earlier that evening, I’d noticed the faint outline of her nipples pressing against the fabric. Paired with her tight yoga pants, the outfit perfectly hugged her amazing curves — especially that round, beautiful ass.

Something about seeing her in that outfit, bringing cold beer to those two manly studs, was incredibly erotic to me. I watched as she said something to Lee. He nodded and replied, then Adam — who had been sawing two-by-fours — stopped, pushed his safety goggles up onto his head, and walked over to join them.

Adam said something that made Gemma laugh. He laughed louder, took the six-pack from her, and handed one bottle each to his brother and to Gemma before cracking one open for himself. When he noticed Gemma struggling with her bottle cap, he reached over, opened it for her, and handed it back with a grin.

It looked like he proposed a toast. They clinked their bottles together and stood there talking and drinking in the warm September evening air.

I don’t know why, but I was instantly aroused. Actually, I was rock-hard just from watching through the kitchen window. Part of it was knowing the “right” thing would have been to go out there with her, yet I much preferred staying hidden as an observer. The other part was the knowledge that Gemma found these guys attractive — hot, even — and here she was, casually drinking with them after a long day.

Then something happened that made it even hotter.

Adam and my wife disappeared into the garage together.

He said something to her, then walked inside. She followed without hesitation. Lee simply went back to sawing. Meanwhile, my mind raced with the image of Gemma alone with Adam upstairs in that rough, unfinished space, beers still in hand.

I pictured him pushing her up against the wall and kissing her deeply. The thought was too much. I knew — I knew — she would enjoy that immensely. Overwhelmed, I pulled my cock out right there in the kitchen and came in thick, powerful spurts across the counter and cabinets.

The moment I finished, mortification hit me like a wave.

I quickly grabbed paper towels, wiped myself clean, then used more damp ones to scrub every trace of cum off the counters and cabinets. Once I’d erased all evidence of my shameful act, I retreated to the living room and turned on the TV, trying to act normal.

A few minutes later Gemma came inside, still holding her half-empty beer. I must have looked sheepish, because she gave me a curious glance before plopping down beside me and handing me the bottle. I took a sip.

“Were they glad you brought them some refreshment?” I asked.

“Yeah. Adam said he wouldn’t drink one unless I had one too,” she replied. “He showed me the plumbing situation upstairs. Apparently whoever did the original work never intended for it to be converted. He thinks it might take a little longer than expected.”

“Huh,” I said.

“That’s it? ‘Huh’? You don’t seem too upset. It might blow our budget.”

“That’s to be expected with these kinds of projects,” I shrugged. I didn’t dare tell her the real reason it didn’t bother me: I secretly wanted more opportunities to watch my sexy wife interacting with the studly Stevens twins.

It quickly became an obsession.

Over the next couple of days, I kept my antenna up, watching for any sign that Gemma might be flirting with one of them. Unfortunately, there was nothing beyond polite good mornings and see-you-tomorrows.

Then, on Thursday afternoon, I got home from the grocery store and found Gemma sitting on the back steps talking to Adam. He stood in front of her, a dark sweat stain shaped like a heart on his t-shirt, hammer still in his hand as he told her some story. Gemma was barefoot, wearing shorts and a hoodie, her hair pulled up into a messy ponytail.

Adam looked up, waved at me, then continued with his anecdote. I couldn’t hear the details from the car, so I just sat there watching them for a moment. She was gazing up at him, hanging on every word.

It was so obvious she wanted him. I felt myself getting hard again, so I quickly climbed out, grabbed three bags of groceries from the trunk, and headed toward the steps just as Adam was finishing.

“...so I said, ‘let’s just go tell her what happened now,’ but Lee was too scared. He wanted to go to a nursery and find lookalikes!”

“Oh, that’s a terrible idea,” Gemma laughed.

“I know! So the next day we get there and the lettuce is all gone. We asked her where it went, and guess what she said.”

“No...”

“Yeah — she’d harvested it and used it for a salad. She didn’t even notice the paint! She’d thrown this big dinner party and fed all her guests lettuce she’d grown in her own garden.”

“And no one noticed they were eating paint?”

“If they did, nobody said anything!”

I carried the groceries up the steps and into the kitchen while Gemma laughed a little too long at his story. When I came back out, she stopped me.

“Honey, Lee had to go out of town for a while. Adam just told me.”

“Yep,” Adam confirmed. “It won’t slow us down much — the plumber’s coming in anyway. When he’s here, Lee and I mostly just stand around and watch.”

“Oh, okay. No problem,” I said. “You want a cup of coffee or something?”

“Nah, I’m just taking a quick break. I should get back to it.” He turned to Gemma with an easy smile. “Nice talking to you, Gemma.”

“Yeah, you too, Adam,” she replied warmly.

Something about the way they said each other’s names felt strangely intimate, like they’d already formed a private connection. Maybe I was imagining it.

As we put the groceries away, I tried to pump her for information casually. “So what was Adam talking about?”

“Just some of the eccentric clients they’ve worked for over the years,” she said. “He’s really funny.”

“Yeah, I could hear that,” I replied. “What’s going on with Lee?”

“He has to go fix storm damage on one of their investment properties up in the Adirondacks. Their neighbor called — said part of the roof got torn off.”

“Jesus.”

“Yeah.” She paused, then added, “Oh, I talked to Tam last night and finally got the full gossip on those two.”

“I knew she had a story she was dying to tell you!” I said.

“It’s no big secret,” Gemma shrugged. “You know that couple who runs the dog grooming place on Jake Street? The big one with the pink sign?”

“Yeah, Samantha and Robert something?”

“Exactly. Apparently Lee Stevens nearly broke up their marriage.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. The Stevens brothers did some work there, and Lee started fooling around with Samantha. It was probably just a fling for him — married woman and all — but she got completely obsessed. She wanted to leave her husband, started stalking Lee... it
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