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Chapter 1: Tips For The Taxi Driver and Bellboy
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My name is Mark, and I've been married to Katy for eight years now.

She's the kind of woman who turns heads without even trying - 5'6" with long, wavy fair hair, a heart-shaped face framed by those innocent green eyes, and a body that's soft in all the right places.

But what really sets her apart are her breasts: full, heavy DDs that strain against whatever she's wearing, drawing eyes like magnets.

She's demure in public, always in modest dresses or blouses buttoned just high enough to hint at the curves beneath, but I've known since our early days that there's a naughty streak in her, one that comes out when she's feeling adventurous.

And on this trip to Jamaica, she was ready to let it loose.

We'd talked about it for months - fantasies of her exploring while I watched, the ultimate cuckold thrill.

I could hardly believe it was happening as our plane touched down in Montego Bay.

The humid air hit us like a wave as we stepped off the plane, the scent of salt and tropical flowers mixing with the distant rhythm of reggae music.

Katy was dressed conservatively for the flight: a knee-length sundress in soft blue cotton, but it hugged her figure just enough to show off her ample cleavage if she leaned forward.

She caught me staring as we collected our luggage. "Excited, honey?" she teased, her voice low and sweet, like she was asking about dinner plans.

I nodded, my cock already twitching at the thought of what might come.

We hailed a taxi outside the airport - a battered old van driven by a grinning local named Devon, mid-forties with salt-and-pepper dreads and a gold tooth that flashed when he smiled.

He loaded our bags with easy strength, chatting about the island's beaches and rum. Katy slid into the back seat beside me, her dress riding up slightly on her thighs.

As we pulled onto the highway toward our resort in Negril, the conversation turned light - Devon asking if it was our first time, recommending spots for jerk chicken.

But I noticed Katy shifting in her seat, her hand casually brushing her chest, adjusting the neckline of her dress lower than necessary.

About 20 minutes in, with the sun dipping toward the horizon and palm trees whipping by, Katy leaned forward toward the front seat.

"Devon, it's so hot here," she said innocently, fanning herself. "Mind if I get a little more comfortable?"

Before he could respond, she tugged at the top buttons of her dress, popping two open.

Her bra came into view - a lacy white number that barely contained her big boobs, the tops spilling over like ripe fruit.

Devon's eyes flicked to the rearview mirror, widening slightly, but he kept his cool, chuckling. "No problem, miss. Jamaica be free, y'know?"

Encouraged, Katy glanced at me with a mischievous sparkle in her eyes. I gave her a subtle nod, my heart pounding.

She unbuttoned a third, then a fourth, until the dress gaped open to her navel.

With a playful shrug, she pulled the fabric aside, flashing her bra fully. But she didn't stop there.

Hooking her fingers under the cups, she lifted them up and over, letting her massive tits bounce free.

They were perfect - pale with pink nipples already hardening in the breeze from the open window, swaying with the van's motion.

Devon nearly swerved, his gaze locked on the mirror. "Lawd have mercy," he muttered, his voice thick.

Katy cupped her breasts, squeezing them together, her thumbs circling her nipples.

"Like what you see?" she asked softly, her demure tone contrasting the lewd display.

I sat beside her, my hand on her knee, watching as she performed for him.

The road was mostly empty, just us and the fading light, but the risk made it hotter.

Devon adjusted himself in his seat, clearly hard. "Miss, you makin' de drive interestin'," he said, slowing the van a bit.

She leaned back, spreading her legs slightly under the dress, but kept the focus on her chest.

One hand trailed down, slipping under the hem, but she didn't reveal more - just teased herself while pinching a nipple with the other.

"Mark doesn't mind," she said, looking at me lovingly. "Do you, honey?"

I shook my head, my own erection straining against my shorts. "Not at all. She's beautiful, isn't she?"

Devon pulled over at a secluded lookout point overlooking the sea, claiming he needed to "check de tires."

But we all knew better. Katy stayed in the back, dress open, tits on full display as he approached the open door.

"You want a closer look?" she offered, her voice breathy.

He nodded, leaning in. She reached out, grabbing his hand and placing it on her left breast.

He squeezed gently at first, then firmer, rolling her nipple between his fingers.

Katy moaned softly, her head tilting back. "Mmm, that's nice. But we should get to the hotel soon."

It was a tease, nothing more - but enough to leave Devon flustered and grateful for the generous tip I handed him when we arrived.

As he drove off, Katy buttoned up just enough to walk through the lobby, her cheeks flushed with excitement.

The resort was a slice of paradise: white sands, turquoise waters, thatched-roof bungalows nestled among palms.

Our room was oceanfront, with a king bed and a balcony overlooking the beach.

We barely had time to unpack before there was a knock - the bellboy, a young guy named Rico, maybe about 22, with smooth brown skin, an athletic build, and a shy smile.

He carried our bags in, placing them neatly by the dresser. Katy thanked him warmly, her dress still a bit disheveled from the ride.

As Rico turned to leave, Katy called him back. "Wait, we have an extra tip for you," she said sweetly.

He paused, curious. She glanced at me - I was already sitting in the armchair by the window, anticipation building. "Mark, why don't you explain?"

I cleared my throat. "My wife... she likes to show appreciation in special ways. If you're interested."

Rico's eyes darted between us, unsure but intrigued.

Katy didn't wait for more; she unbuttoned her dress again, letting it fall open completely this time.

Her big boobs spilled out, and she shimmied out of her panties, standing there in just heels and the open dress. Rico's jaw dropped.

"Sit on the bed," she instructed softly.

He did, hesitantly. Katy knelt between his legs, her tits brushing his thighs as she unzipped his uniform pants.

His cock sprang free - thick, veined, already half-hard. She wrapped her hand around it, stroking slowly.

"You've been so helpful," she murmured, her other hand cupping her breast, offering it to him. He touched tentatively, then bolder, kneading the soft flesh.

I watched from the chair, my own hand slipping into my shorts, stroking in time with her movements.

Katy leaned in, her tongue flicking the tip of his cock, tasting the precum beading there.

She took him into her mouth, bobbing gently at first, her cheeks hollowing. But this was a handjob tip - she pulled back, spitting on her palm for lubrication, and jerked him faster, her big tits jiggling with the motion.

Rico groaned, his hands roaming her chest, pinching her nipples hard enough to make her gasp.

"Tell me when you're close," she whispered. He nodded, hips bucking.

Minutes later, he tensed. Katy aimed him at her cleavage, pumping until he erupted—thick ropes of cum splattering across her boobs, dripping down the curves.

She milked him dry, then rubbed it into her skin like lotion, smiling up at him. "Thank you for the service."

Rico stammered thanks, zipping up and slipping out with a dazed grin.

Katy turned to me, cum still glistening on her tits. She straddled my lap in the chair, guiding my cock inside her - she was soaking wet.

"Did you like that, Mark? Watching me jerk off another man?"

I thrust up into her, hands on her sticky breasts. "God, yes. You're such a naughty wife."

We fucked right there, her riding me slow and deep, her big boobs bouncing in my face.

She came first, clenching around me, then I followed, filling her as she whispered how this was just the beginning.

As we collapsed onto the bed, the Jamaican night sounds drifting in, I knew this holiday was going to be unforgettable.
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Chapter 2: After Hours Fun
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The next day passed in a blur of sun and sand.

Katy lounged by the pool in a modest one-piece swimsuit that did little to hide her curves - her big boobs practically overflowing the top, drawing admiring glances from staff and guests alike.

She played the demure wife perfectly, sipping piña coladas and chatting innocently with me about the weather, but her eyes sparkled with mischief every time a handsome local walked by.

I encouraged it, my cuckold fantasies fueling the fire. By evening, we headed to the resort's beachside bar for dinner and drinks.

The bar was lively but not crowded - tiki torches flickering, reggae pulsing softly.

The barman, a fit guy named Jamal in his late 20s with a shaved head and tribal tattoos snaking up his arms, mixed our cocktails with flair.

Behind the scenes was the manager, Lennox, older and broader, maybe 40, with a commanding presence and a deep laugh that echoed across the room.

Katy caught their eyes immediately, her sundress - a flimsy yellow number - clinging to her sweat-dampened skin, the neckline low enough to show the swell of her DDs.

As the night wore on and guests trickled out, Katy grew bolder.

She leaned over the bar to order another round, her tits pressing against the wood, nearly spilling out.

Jamal's gaze lingered, and Lennox, wiping glasses nearby, smirked. "You enjoyin' de island vibe, miss?" Lennox asked, his voice smooth like aged rum.

"Oh, very much," Katy replied sweetly
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