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"What if I were to do ... this?" I asked, popping the button around his waist and creeping his zipper down.

He breathed slowly, as if trying to calm himself.  "I wouldn't stop you."

I kissed softly as the side of his face as the voices continued around us, busying themselves in more acceptable ways.  I doubted anyone had ever done something like this before.

Jack's stubbled face turned towards me now and our lips met in the gloom, dancing over each other softly with a timidity that suggested he wasn't yet sold on the idea.

I pushed my hand down his stomach now, rippling it along his abs as it juddered over his t-shirt and began to sink in to his open pants.

"This is wrong," he sighed, but he said it in a way that told me he still wanted it.

If it were so wrong he'd have stopped me by now.  He certainly wouldn't have allowed my hand to venture deeper in to his pants.

There was still no protest—no sign of a struggle—when my fingers curled around that forbidden flesh of his and felt it pulse against my palm.

Jack pushed the safety-bar of the cab back now to release us and it clanked in place noisily.

We froze a while and part of me wondered if he was going to leave, but instead he sat back in the chair and pulled his pants open wider.

I took it as my cue and reached back inside, dragging his cock out of his Calvins until it rested against his stomach, stretching upwards and looking ominous in the twilight.

"What do you want me to do?" I asked now, idly tickling my fingers up his thick dick.

"Suck me," he whispered, turning to me as he said it as if to show he was serious.

I didn't need a second invitation and in no time at all I'd put my legs behind me on the seat, lowering my head until I was within licking distance of his swollen package.

I was almost trembling now, suddenly nervous that my fantasy had become a reality and it might not be as I expected.

My hand wandered up his thigh as I let out some calming breaths that draped themselves over his warm flesh.  I looked up to him one last time to see him, waiting expectantly for his younger friend to swallow his dick and I knew I had to oblige.  I'd put us in this situation and now I had to follow through with it.

I gripped him in my hand as I took his cock off his stomach, surprised by how weighty it felt in my grasp.  I began to jerk him slowly, pointing the crown of his smooth dick towards my face as I prepared to put him inside me for the first time that day.

The whole time I gripped him one thought pervaded above all others.  I wondered how it would feel to have him pierce my tight cunt, and more than that, I wondered how it would feel to have him explode inside me.

As I opened my mouth wide and pointed his cock towards me I imagined him driving up inside me and I knew then that I had to make it happen that day, before I lost my nerve.

My lips closed around half-way down his cock, feeling the bulbous crown pressing gently at the back of my throat as I drove him inside and hearing him let out a sigh that was barely audible amongst the light chatter from the other cabs.
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"So what ride's this?" Jack asked as we joined the short queue at the amusement park.

"It's the tilt-a-whirl," I answered, excited to be spending the day alone with him.

"Ha-ha!  Come on, Amanda, you can do better than that."

"Don't get too cocky, Jack.  Just because you survived the last one," I laughed.  "This one is in the dark."

"Oooh," he mocked, lifting both hands and moving his fingers spookily.

I shook my head at him and tried not to giggle.  Jack and I had been touring theme parks for a while and considered ourselves veterans.  Even at nineteen I wouldn't miss it for the world.  We met at a party and discovered we both had a passion for thrill seeking and it just went from there.  He was almost twenty years older than me but I don't think either of us cared much about that.

The one we were at now had this special on adults only after six.  I guess it was only a few days of the year that it opened late but the queues weren't so big and there were no annoying kids around.

"We're going in!" I exclaimed as the doors opened and steam billowed out.

"It's not that dark," Jack said, looking around the big, flowing carousel for a seat.

"They let you sit down before they turn the light off," I said dryly.

"This one okay?" he asked, pointing to a fancy, sparkling red cart.

"Works for me," I said, sitting in it.  Jack followed and pulled the bar down to lock us in.

There was some eerie music playing as more smoke pumped in to the room and then suddenly the lights cut-off in an instant.

"Here we go," I said, gripping his thigh.  One of the other perks of going to amusement parks with Jack was that I could use my fear and excitement as an excuse to run my hands all over that well-toned body of his.  I don't think he had any idea how much I lusted after him.

The disco lights flashed as we started to spin and shrieks echoed out in the darkness from the other cabs, but before we'd even done a full revolution the music cut off and everything stopped.

"What happened?" I asked, through the darkness, trying to face him.

"The power cut-off," he said.  "There's no music either."

"Oh great," I said, throwing my hands up and letting one fall on his lap.  "What are we supposed to do now?"

Just then a guy's voice came over the loud-speaker.  "We are having a few technical difficulties at this time.  If I could ask you all to wait patiently inside your carts for your own safety, we'll try to get this fixed as quickly as possible.  Sorry for the inconvenience."

"Well, how long's that gonna be?" Jack asked, rising in his seat and trying to look around.

The room was almost pitch black, but my eyes began to slowly adjust until I could just about make out his figure sat next to me.

"I guess we just wait it out," I said, scooching along the seat so I could get closer to him.  I didn't exactly know my intentions but I knew my feelings for Jack weren't just friendly.

We could hear the chatter of voices close by, but the curve of the cab kind of made things pretty secluded in there, even though we were surrounded by strangers.

The minutes rolled by and with each passing second I eased my body closer to him until I was pressed against him, hoping he wouldn't notice how cramped he'd become suddenly.

Instead he lifted his arm and put it around me as we sat there in the dark, rubbing up and down my side and shaking my tits.  I'm sure it wasn't intended but to have him move them felt like a step in the right direction.  I hoped to make a few more before the day was out.

Just then the voice returned above us.  "Ladies and gentlemen, I'm afraid the problem is a little bigger than first thought.  For your own safety we ask that you remain in your carts until the problem is fixed.  We estimate it could take around an hour."

There were loud groans and murmurs from all around us.  In fact, I think I was the only person who wasn't the least bit concerned.  An extra hour next to Jack?  In the dark?  Sign me up!

He sighed and my head moved with his chest as I lay against him.

"We'll just have to make the most of it," I said, looking up through the darkness in to his face.

"I guess," he said, but I still wasn't sure if he knew of my intentions.

Without so much as a warning I moved my hand and dropped it on his crotch.  I guess I kind of just wanted to put it on his thigh, but in the darkness it was hard to judge.  Either way, I left it exactly where it fell and waited for him to say something.

He cleared his throat but by now he'd waited too long.  If he'd have said something straight away it wouldn't have been an issue, but to leave it this long was rousing my suspicions.  Maybe he did want it.

"An hour to kill," I began, slowly starting to massage his cock and still awaiting a protest.  "What can we do?"

He moved a little in his seat, clearly in some discomfort but not enough to say anything.  I think he wanted this just as much as I did, but he was afraid to admit it.

"I'm not sure," he said and I could see his face move in the dimness as he looked down at my hand, positioned over his dick and moving in slow, circular motions.

I kept it up as he watched, sitting up a little and putting my face close to his so no-one else could hear us.

"Do you like that?" I whispered excitedly.  "Do you like it when I play with your cock?"

He was breathing deeper as my hand continued to massage him and I began to feel him growing stiff beneath the fabric of his jeans.

"I like it," he said eventually, but by that time I already knew the answer.

Now my hand was stroking all the way up along his length, suddenly able to feel him from hilt to tip and excited by the distance I travelled between the two.

"What if I were to do ... this?" I asked, popping the button around his waist and creeping his zipper down.

He breathed slowly, as if trying to calm himself.  "I wouldn't stop you."

I kissed softly as the side of his face as the voices continued around us, busying themselves in more acceptable ways.  I doubted anyone had ever done something like this before.

Jack's stubbled face turned towards me now and our lips met in the gloom, dancing over each other softly with a timidity that suggested he wasn't yet sold on the idea.

I pushed my hand down his stomach now, rippling it along his abs as it juddered over his t-shirt and began to sink in to his open pants.

"This is wrong," he sighed, but he said it in a way that told me he still wanted it.

If it were so wrong he'd have stopped me by now.  He certainly wouldn't have allowed my hand to venture deeper in to his pants.

There was still no protest—no sign of a struggle—when my fingers curled around that forbidden flesh of his and felt it pulse against my palm.

Jack pushed the safety-bar of the cab back now to release us and it clanked in place noisily.

We froze a while and part of me wondered if he was going to leave, but instead he sat back in the chair and pulled his pants open wider.

I took it as my cue and reached back inside, dragging his cock out of his Calvins until it rested against his stomach, stretching upwards and looking ominous in the twilight.

"What do you want me to do?" I asked now, idly tickling my fingers up his thick dick.

"Suck me," he whispered, turning to me as he said it as if to show he was serious.

I didn't need a second invitation and in no time at all I'd put my legs behind me on the seat, lowering my head until I was within licking distance of his swollen package.

I was almost trembling now, suddenly nervous that my fantasy had become a reality and it might not be as I expected.

My hand wandered up his thigh as I let out some calming breaths that draped themselves over his warm flesh.  I looked up to him one last time to see him, waiting expectantly for his younger friend to swallow his dick and I knew I had to oblige.  I'd put us in this situation and now I had to follow through with it.

I gripped him in my hand as I took his cock off his stomach, surprised by how weighty it felt in my grasp.  I began to jerk him slowly, pointing the crown of his smooth dick towards my face as I prepared to put him inside me for the first time that day.

The whole time I gripped him one thought pervaded above all others.  I wondered how it would feel to have him pierce my tight cunt, and more than that, I wondered how it would feel to have him explode inside me.

As I opened my mouth wide and pointed his cock towards me I imagined him driving up inside me and I knew then that I had to make it happen that day, before I lost my nerve.

My lips closed around half-way down his cock, feeling the bulbous crown pressing gently at the back of my throat as I drove him inside and hearing him let out a sigh that was barely audible amongst the light chatter from the other cabs.

It felt so naughty.  Not just because of the of the taboo of it all, but because only meters away were other couples that had no idea what we were getting up to.

So there, confined to the cab, I sucked Jack's cock and I made damn sure I did a good job of it too.  I didn't want him to think I was some kind of slouch when it came to that thing.  I wanted to please him and I hoped, in return, he'd please me.

I pushed him inside me, clasping my lips tight to his shaft as I worked over it, following my mouth with a firm hand that twisted up over his wet crown whenever he escaped me.

I could tell from Jack's breathing alone that I was doing a good job and soon his hand was at my head, gently following my strokes and pushing me down on to his slick length.

His hand moved down the back of my neck and around the front of my t-shirt, massaging my breasts now that responded quickly.  No sooner had he touched them the nipple was stiffening and I could feel my sex begin to salivate, priming itself for him.

I broke from his cock now to remove my t-shirt, placing my jacket back over me in case the lights were to suddenly flash on and leave me exposed.

Before I went back to his dick I moved close to his face and flashed a kiss across his lips.

"I want you inside me," I whispered and moved back to his pants, dragging them all the way down his legs and taking his Calvins with them.

I gave his cock a kiss and one last suck before I began to roll down my yoga pants and thong, sliding them down over my ass until my wet pussy was freed.

"Damn it, Amanda," he whispered, reaching out a hand and grabbing my firm butt.

I straddled him on my knees now with my breast in his face and Jack immediately began to lick and kiss across them, pushing them in to his mouth and sucking hard at the nipple as his big hands kneaded into them.

"Do you want me, Jack?" I hushed, grinding my ass and rubbing my wet pussy along his cock as I did so.

"I want to fuck you so bad," he replied before flashing a bite across my stiff nipple.

I reached between my legs, moving past the stretched fabric of my pants and towards his exposed dick, gripping it beneath me.

"Are you ready for me," I asked, kissing him again.

"Sit on my cock, honey," he said, snarling a kiss back and pushing his crotch towards my waiting puss.  "I'm ready."

I held him beneath me, circling his cock around the sticky O of my sex and teasing us both a while longer.

Then I dropped down on him, feeling him breach me and stretch me open as his big dick searched up inside my tight core.

My pussy gripped close to him and the sensation of finally feeling him inside me was almost too much to bear.  I had to cover my mouth so as not to moan out loud and rouse suspicion.

Jack was breathing heavily too, still licking around my nipple and causing my whole body to shudder and tremble in response to his nimble tongue.

With him inside me I felt somehow full and complete, feeling whole suddenly with his cock buried in me.  It was though it were the final piece in a puzzle I'd be struggling to complete for a long time.

I began to bounce on him, driving him deep inside me and causing my breasts to dance in front of his face as I did so.

I felt the short stubble of his chin move over the soft skin of my chest as I continued, sending him deeper and deeper with each bounce as I really began to work his cock.

Jack's dick was so stiff that I felt as though I could feel each ridge and vein as it drove inside me, ribbing its way along my slick channel and driving me wild.

I bunched my tits together as I rode him, sometimes holding the side of the cab and leaning back so I could send his forbidden cock inside me at a new, exciting angle.

Jack kept hitting a spot deep inside my core and each time I bounced off him I longed to have him again.

So reliable was my pace that soon I began to lose myself in the darkness and I could sense an orgasm fast approaching.

I'm sure I would have came soon enough anyway, but there was something about the situation that seemed way more exciting than usual.  Here I was, fucking Jack under cover of darkness while a bunch of strangers sat around us.  I could never tell this story to anyone!

I continued to slap down on his hard cock and hoped to high-heaven that the claps of our flesh colliding wasn't too loud.  With my orgasm so close I wasn't sure I cared by that point anyway.

"I'm gonna come, Jack," I whispered, lifting his face with my hands and kissing his lips.

He began to meet my descent with hard thrusts upwards and in no time at all I was moaning, trying in vain to keep the noise down but failing miserably.

Jack pulled my lips to his and clasped them over my mouth, enveloping me in the hope of absorbing the sound of my ecstatic cries.

My pussy clenched tight around his dick as butterflies flew from my stomach, my whole body trembling as I gyrated on him in uncontrollable, erratic movements.

I squirmed and squeezed as my pussy pulsed, convulsing around his cock and giving it its own, personal massage between my dripping lips.

"I'm close too," he whispered now, seemingly turned on even more by the sudden tightness of my pussy.

I wriggled on him, subtly moving my pussy over the tip of his cock before slamming back down over it and driving him inside me with a grunt.

Jack was tense now as I continued my pace, my orgasm flashing across my eyelids in a kaleidoscope of colors.

"Give it to me," I begged.  "I want your cum."

"Are—are you sure," he gasped, his face strewn with pained pleasure.

"Make a mess of me," I said, and kissed him deeply as I grinded my cunt down over that hard, swelling dick of his.

His arms reached out and gripped the back of the cart, spread-eagle and pushing his crotch up towards me as I dealt the final few blows to his cock.

He froze and cast his head back now and I felt his length pulse inside me, swelling briefly before he let out a stifled cry of pleasure.

I kissed him as I felt the first rope of his seed shoot inside me, glossing my pussy and making me a sticky mess in an instant, followed quickly by another bolt of his love.

Each time his cock spasmed another thick jet of cum shot inside my core until soon it was flowing from my pussy, sliding down his cock and running across his balls.

I still worked my ass down on him, keen to reclaim his escaping seed as he fired more of it up inside me, sending it deep in to my pussy that received it gladly.

I felt a sudden haste and slid my loose flesh up over his cock, sliding up my yoga pants to trap his seed inside me before sitting next to him again.

Jack seemed flustered by my sudden movements, but he soon relaxed when my head went to his lap again to clean him off.

I put his sticky cock deep in my mouth and rolled my tongue around it to free his seed from him, swallowing it down as though it all belonged to me and keen to clean up the mess I'd made of him.

I let out a satisfied smack of the lips as I slid his dick from my mouth one last time and sat back in the cart like the cat that got the cream.

"Perfect," I said to myself, squinting to see Jack pulling up his pants.

"You can't tell anyone about this," he said, close to my face before giving my cheek a kiss.

I found my t-shirt and pulled it over my head.  "Don't worry, Jack," I said, taking his arm in mine just as the power came on and some of the disco lights started.

We both looked at each other with wide eyes and Jack quickly flashed a thumb across my face and fed it to me.

"Missed a spot," he said and I sucked the cum from him, tasting him for the last time that day.

"Thanks," I said, as though the whole thing were completely normal.

Jack pulled the safety bar back down and in no time at all we were screaming on the spinning ride and I couldn't help but laugh.  All around us were groups of strangers who had no idea that I'd just taken Jack's cum inside me within spitting distance of them.

I pulled him close and screamed out loud in to the darkness, smiling from ear to ear.  What a night!

THE END
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I woke up in agony.  It took me several minutes to realize exactly what the hell was going on, but pretty soon I discovered the source of the pain was in my tits.  In an instant I was in a panic, jumping from the bed in only my shorts and turning the light on.

I'd been pregnant for around six months now and the milk had definitely started building up early.  As I examined myself in the mirror I noticed my breasts seemed a little more swollen than usual and wondered if that might be where the problem lay.

Tentatively I gave them a squeeze but it hurt too much to press any harder and I'd be damned if I was going to put myself through that.

With no-one in the house on there was only one person left that I could turn to: my next-door neighbor Dr. Richards.

Before I could even gather my senses I'd sprinted from the house, running across our gardens and bursting through his front door.  I found him in his bedroom alone.

"What the hell!" he yelled, sitting bolt upright in bed and startled by the light as I turned it on.

"Dr. Richards I'm in pain," I cried to him.

"What?  What's going on?" he said, shielding his eyes from the light and trying to get a good look at me.

"It's my breasts, Dr. Richards, they're hurting."

His's eyes finally adjusted and he was met with the sight of his pregnant neighbor stood a little inside the room, naked apart from my loose shorts that I wore to bed.

"Jesus, Janine, put some clothes on," he yelled, sitting up in bed.  For his part all he wore was his boxer shorts, but it was no time to admire that well-sculpted physique of his.

"Dr. Richards, this is serious!  They really hurt," I said, walking over to him and hoping he could make everything better.

I stood in front of him now, my big, swollen tits well within his grasp and waiting for attention.

"You can't just come around here!"

"I didn't know what to do!"

"Well what can I do?" he asked.

"I don't know, relieve the pressure?"

"Relieve the pressure?  What's that supposed to mean?"

"Squeeze the milk out Dr. Richards, please!" I pleaded.
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