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Rebecca leaned against the kitchen counter, sipping on her wine, watching the clock tick away the minutes. "They're gonna be at it all night," she mumbled to herself. Her husband, Tom, had invited his rowdy poker buddies over again. The basement would be filled with the sound of shuffling cards and raucous laughter, leaving her upstairs, alone, with nothing but the TV for company. She glanced down at her low-cut top, her ample breasts threatening to spill out, and sighed. She knew Tom's friends couldn't keep their eyes off her, but she had learned to ignore their leers and catcalls.

"Babe, can you grab me another beer?" Tom hollered up the stairs.

"Coming," she called back, rolling her eyes. She opened the fridge, the cool air offering a brief respite from the stuffy kitchen. As she reached for the beer, she felt a hand sneak around her waist.

"I told you, keep it down" she whispered, turning to swat at Tom playfully.

He grinned. "They're out cold. Besides, I need your help with something."

Rebecca raised an eyebrow. "What could you possibly need my help with?"

Tom leaned in close, his breath hot on her neck. "You know how we talked about spicing things up?"

Her heart skipped a beat. They had talked about it before, but she never expected him to act on it. "What do you have in mind?" she asked, her voice low and cautious.

"Why don't you come downstairs and join the game?"

Rebecca froze, the cold beer can in her hand suddenly feeling much colder. "You're joking, right?"

Tom's grin widened. "No joke. Just come down, sit on my lap, and watch us play. Maybe get a little... involved."

The anticipation in his voice was unmistakable. Rebecca felt a warmth spread through her body, a mix of excitement and apprehension. She had never been one for exhibitionism, but the idea of being the center of attention for these men was strangely thrilling. She took a deep breath and nodded, setting the beer can on the counter. "Alright, but I'm just watching."

Tom chuckled and led her downstairs, his hand on her lower back. The basement was dimly lit, with a thick cloud of cigar smoke hanging in the air. The men's heads snapped up as they entered, their eyes immediately drawn to Rebecca's voluptuous chest. She felt their gazes like a physical touch and her nipples tightened under her shirt.

"Guys, this is my lovely wife, Rebecca," Tom announced, his pride evident in his tone. "She's going to keep an eye on things, make sure no one cheats."

The men around the table leered at her, their eyes ogling her curves. One of them, Dave, leaned back in his chair, his hand casually stroking the bulge in his pants. "Nice to see you, Rebecca," he drawled, his voice thick with innuendo.

Her cheeks flushed, but she held her ground, sitting down on Toms lap. She could feel the weight of their stares on her, making her feel both vulnerable and powerful. Tom handed her a beer and whispered in her ear, "Just go with it."
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