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1: Sixth Time's the Charm
The Lucky Top


The room smelled of Farrow & Ball paint and my own mounting dread. I lay on my back on a single bed I'd outgrown in every sense but the literal one, staring up at the Duke of Edinburgh certificate still Blu-Tacked to the wall above my bookshelf. I'd got that one first try, aged sixteen, navigating the Brecon Beacons with a compass and a borrowed waterproof, and I'd come home triumphant, sunburnt, entirely convinced I was the sort of person who could do practical things if she put her mind to them. The frame had gone dusty at the edges now, nobody had bothered taking it down, and it hung there like evidence for the prosecution: proof that I used to be able to finish things.

My phone was in one hand, the Show Me, Tell Me booklet resting on my chest, dog-eared to the point of structural failure. I knew the answers, had known them since March, could recite them in my sleep, probably had done, frankly, given the dreams I'd been having lately. The headlight switch controls the headlights. The windscreen washer is operated by pulling the stalk towards you. The oil is checked via a dipstick under the bonnet. Thrilling stuff. Knowledge that had, so far, proved entirely decorative.

My screen lit up. Soph, again, a photo from some rooftop bar in Clapham, three of them squashed together for a selfie, cocktails at precarious angles, the skyline bleeding pink behind them, tagged #teammoveout with three champagne emojis and a heart for good measure. I scrolled past the space where my own face should have been and read the caption.

babe when are you coming down!! Flat's got a spare room til Xmas x

I typed a reply. Deleted it. Typed a shorter one: Honestly probably not till I sort my, deleted that too, and settled, finally, for the version that said nothing and committed to less: Soon! Just sorting some stuff x

Sent.

I dropped the phone face down on the duvet and gave the ceiling my full, useless attention. Everyone else's life had the decency to progress in a straight line. Mine had developed a sort of recurring subplot involving a Vauxhall Corsa and a man called Trevor, who'd taken my driving test in June and again, unbelievably, in August. Six's attempt coming up now. There should be a word for a person who fails the same thing five times. I was fairly sure "protagonist" wasn't it, whatever the group chat implied about my narrative arc.

The Aga's warmth came up through the floorboards, steady and stupefying, the way it had my whole life. Warm and safe and, increasingly, unbearable. Soph's flat had damp in the bathroom and a landlord who never answered his emails, and I'd have swapped her for it in a heartbeat, actual mould and all. You could only stay exactly the same in a house this warm, pickled in Aga heat and maternal disapproval, twenty-one years old and still sleeping in the room I'd had at sixteen.

I twisted a strand of hair round my finger, let it go, twisted it again, the tell I'd never once managed to train myself out of. Anyone watching my hands instead of my face would have known exactly how close I was to losing it.

"Tabby, love, are you still up?"

My mother's voice, drifting up the stairs, had the particular bright edge that meant this was not, technically, a question. I swung my legs off the bed, padded barefoot to the top of the landing, and leaned over the bannister. The hallway smelled of Jo Malone, applied with the confidence of a woman who'd long ago decided this was simply what the house smelled like now.

"I'm here."

"Oh good. I thought you'd be asleep by now, big day tomorrow. I was just saying to your father at supper, sixth time really does seem a lot, doesn't it."

I gripped the bannister with one hand and twisted my hair with the other. "It's test six, not test six hundred, Mum. Honestly."

"Well, I know that, darling, I'm just saying. Ottilie passed first time, didn't she. And she's got a face like a Labrador, bless her, so it can't be that hard."

I closed my eyes. Ottilie did, in fairness, have a face like a Labrador, which was possibly why she'd passed first time; the examiner had probably felt too guilty to fail her. Not a point I was going to make aloud. "I'll ring you after. I need to sleep."

"Of course, love. Daddy's only saying that you might want to think about what you're doing with yourself, that's all. We can't all live at home forever."

The implication being that I was choosing to, which was so comprehensively unfair! I loved my mother in the specific, complicated way you love somebody who's never once needed anything from anyone and genuinely cannot fathom why her daughter apparently needs a licence, a job, and possibly a full personality transplant just to get out of Cranleigh. If I passed tomorrow, I could drive myself to Clapham on Saturday and never have to explain myself again. That, if I was honest, was worth more to me right now than the actual car.

"I'll call you tomorrow."

"Good luck, darling. We're all rooting for you."

We. Plural. As if the whole extended family were gathered downstairs right now in some sort of vigil, candles lit, waiting on news. I climbed back into bed, pulled the duvet over my head, and fought a losing battle against sleep.
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Morning came too early and far too bright for what it was about to ask of me. I chose the fitted top, the one from test three, which I'd failed but not, I was almost certain, because of the top. Cream, or possibly ivory, it showed more cleavage than I remembered it showing, more than any top had strictly any business showing at half past eight on a Tuesday. But it was my lucky top, and luck, at this stage, was frankly all I had left to work with. I checked myself in the mirror, adjusted the neckline, told myself it was fine.

The top wasn't for anyone. I wanted that on the record, if only for my own benefit. It was a ritual, one of several I'd accumulated across six attempts: the same playlist for the drive over, the same seat adjustment, the same sugar-free mint eaten roughly twelve minutes before the test started, give or take, as though the DVSA could be bribed by predictable behaviour and good dental hygiene.

Downstairs, briefly. The kitchen smelled of toast and the Aga's endless, buttery fug. Dad had already left for the office. Mum sat at the table with the paper, watching me go with a look I chose not to interpret.

"Good luck, love."

"Thanks."

I didn't wait for the follow-up. I had the test centre address memorised. I had everything memorised, for all the good it had ever done me. I climbed into the uber and told myself, again, that today would be different, in the specific way you tell yourself things you've already stopped believing.

The test centre car park was exactly as it had been five times before. Same building. Same plastic chairs. Same instant coffee dribbling lukewarm out of the same machine that had never once, in six attempts, managed to get properly hot. I sat in the waiting area with my phone in my lap, scrolling nothing, hair wound round one finger, trying very hard not to calculate the number of hours I'd sacrificed to this exact room across six separate humiliations. It wouldn't have helped if I had. Nothing helped except passing, and I hadn't managed that yet.

* * *

The boy in the Fiesta drove off looking like someone had just explained mortality to him in small words. I watched through the portacabin window, his instructor doing that shoulder-pat thing, all paternal and kind, which somehow made the failure worse. God, I knew that pat. Five times I'd had it. Five times I'd sat there pretending it helped while dying inside, and here I was, queuing up for number six like some kind of driving-test masochist.

Sandra called my name from the portacabin door in that specific NHS receptionist voice, the one that said she'd rather be literally anywhere else. I stood. Wiped my palms on my jeans, left damp marks on the denim, brilliant, very composed, extremely professional. The burger van smell rolled across the car park, fried onions and cheap sausage grease, and my stomach dropped straight through the tarmac and kept going until it hit Australia. This is fine. Completely fine. Just a driving test. People pass driving tests every single day and they're mostly idiots, so logically...

Car parks shouldn't be allowed to feel significant. Tarmac and white lines, that's all it is, and yet here I was treating it like the site of some ongoing personal tragedy. Six times. Six times I'd stood here and previously failed to do the thing that seventeen-year-olds in crappy tracksuits manage on their first go. The DVSA posters on the portacabin wall were the same ones from last month, still curling at the edges. Sandra's door banged shut with its usual resigned clang. I could have drawn this place from memory, every grim detail, which felt like the sort of knowledge you accumulated in Dante's lesser circles, the ones for admin failures rather than actual interesting sins.

Someone crossed the car park towards me. Not Sandra's usual bloke, the one who'd witnessed my last three catastrophes with increasing pity. Someone new. Polo shirt with "Pearce Driving School" embroidered across the chest in lettering that had seen better days, the vinyl on his Corsa peeling at one corner like even the branding had given up. He was carrying a clipboard, unhurried, thickening round the middle the way men do after forty, thinning on top the way they pretend not to mind. I clocked the mobile number on the car door and filed it away without quite meaning to, which was either optimism or Stockholm syndrome, hard to say.

He stopped a few feet from me, clicked his biro, glanced at the clipboard. Up close he smelled like cheap market aftershave, something blue-bottled and dad-ish, the sort my father wore in the nineties.

"Right then. Tabby, is it?" He looked up, not quite smiling. "Nigel. Good to meet you, love. Big day. Ready for this one?"

Radio 2 voice. Literally, that specific traffic-update-at-seven-AM register that somehow made a contraflow on the M25 sound manageable. Christ. My throat had gone dry. I swallowed, scraped together something resembling speech.

"As I'll ever be." Which is to say, not remotely. "Not saying much, unfortunately."

"Everyone says that." He gestured to the Corsa with the clipboard, already turning. "Let's have a look, shall we."

He had the energy of a man who'd never once worried about being late for anything, never hovered, never checked if everyone was keeping up. Just walked. Expected you to follow. Objectively he's not my type. Objectively. I didn't actually know what my type was beyond "ideally breathing," which was possibly the more concerning admission, but there was something about the way he wasn't doing anything, wasn't smiling encouragement or offering pep talks or any of that ghastly coaxing-children-into-the-pool routine. He just expected. And some deeply unhelpful part of my brain had apparently decided that was, well. That was something.

Which shouldn't have been a surprise, really, given my track record. Third year. Dr Howarth, my dissertation supervisor, fifty-two, married, absolutely no business being that attractive in a cardigan with actual elbow patches. I'd sat in his office every Tuesday at four, ostensibly discussing the Brontës, actually just... listening to him talk. That voice. That unshakeable, boring certainty about absolutely everything. He'd told me my argument was "woolly" once and I'd gone back to halls and spent twenty minutes in the shower with my hand between my legs thinking about him saying it again in exactly that disappointed tone. Nothing happened, obviously. He was married, I was twenty, and I had just enough self-preservation left not to make a complete fool of myself beyond turning up to supervision in progressively lower-cut tops until he'd started keeping his eyes firmly on my footnotes instead.

So. Yes. Apparently this was a thing I did. Older men who didn't bother being kind. Older men who just... stated things. Expected compliance. Made me feel like I was failing some test I hadn't revised for, which should have been anxiety-inducing and instead did something extremely unhelpful to my knickers every single time.

And here I was. Six tests deep. Standing in a car park that smelled of fried onions. Wearing the lucky top. About to climb into a car with a man old enough to be on his second divorce, who'd just looked at my tits for half a second and moved on like he was checking the oil level.

Brilliant. Excellent. Very promising start to the morning.

The Corsa smelled like pine air freshener and the ground-in anxiety of a thousand failed learners. I climbed into the passenger seat, tugged at my top, which had seemed like a good luck choice this morning and now felt like a spectacularly poor decision given how much cleavage was on display.

His eyes dropped. Half a second, maybe less, just a flicker to the neckline before they went back to his clipboard. Oh God. Heat crawled up my chest. Not a leer, nothing creepy, just a look. Fuck. I was now extremely aware that I was now going to be sitting in an enclosed space with a man I'd known for ninety seconds while wearing a top that showed more than I'd planned. Brilliant. Excellent. Very professional.

"Seatbelt, love."

I fumbled for it, fingers clumsy, clicked it in. My knees pressed together, thighs tight, which they absolutely did not need to be for seatbelt-related purposes but apparently my body had decided we were doing that now.

He swung into the driver's seat, flipped a page on the clipboard, tapped the biro against his knee. The car suddenly felt smaller. His aftershave filled the cabin. Should have been naff, except my brain had apparently decided to file it under "comforting" rather than "tragic," which said something deeply unflattering about my taste in men, or possibly my relationship with paternal authority figures, and I was absolutely not unpacking that right now.

"Right." He clicked the biro again, a weirdly satisfied little sound. "Show me, tell me questions first, then we'll get you out on the road. Sound alright?"

"Yes. Fine."

Absolutely fine. That was me. Sitting in a stranger's Corsa in a top I'd chosen for luck that was now showing enough cleavage to qualify as a cry for help, about to fail my sixth driving test, and discovering that my new instructor's voice, that flat Radio 2 calm, was doing something extremely unhelpful to my ability to think in straight lines. Or any lines. Or thoughts. Christ.

Every time he said "love" my stomach did something complicated that had nothing to do with test nerves and everything to do with the way he said it, casual, unbothered, like he called everyone love, which he probably did, which meant this was entirely my problem and I was having it in an enclosed space that smelled like his aftershave.

This was going to be a very long morning, and I had no one to blame but myself and my spectacularly poor decision-making regarding low-cut tops.


2: The Biting Point


The one-way system was fine, which should have been reassuring, except it meant all my accumulated dread had nowhere to go but the roundabout. THE ROUNDABOUT. It had the sort of narrative weight you'd give to a location in a Greek tragedy if Greek tragedies had ring roads and a Pets at Home.

"Mirror, signal, manoeuvre," Nigel said, perfectly level, as though we weren't approaching the site of my previous five humiliations.

I checked the mirror, yep done... signalled (yay!), and approached the give-way line doing roughly four miles an hour, which was, I was aware, not the recommended speed for merging into fast-moving traffic, but my foot had apparently decided we were stopping regardless of what my brain thought about it.

"Biting point, love. Find the biting point."

I knew where the biting point was. I'd revised the biting point. I had a degree, I could locate a biting point in my sleep, except my foot had gone numb and the clutch was somewhere beneath it, theoretical, unreachable.

A van undertook on the inside lane. A cyclist swerved. Someone's horn blared, long and editorial.

Oh there you go; the engine died.

Time went all treacly, the way it does in the moment before you're sick, or the moment before you realise you've left your phone on the train. Everything still there, still retrievable, except it wasn't, it was gone, it had been gone from the second I'd touched the clutch.

"That's alright," Nigel said, exactly as calm as he'd been thirty seconds ago. "Bring her to a stop when you can, love."

"I know." My voice came out strangled, barely recognisable. "I know, I know, I'm so sorry, I always do this, it's not you, it's completely me, I just, I don't know why I-"

"Deep breath. Hazards on. That's it."

I fumbled for the hazard button, hands shaking, clicked it. The tick-tick-tick filled the car, absurdly loud, a little metronome marking the seconds of my latest failure.

This was the sort of minor structural setback that, in a novel, would be resolved by page two hundred, and I was, if nothing else, extremely well qualified to read novels, so surely some of that competence transferred to living one. Except it didn't, apparently. Apparently I could close-read Austen until the cows came home and still couldn't manage a roundabout a fourteen-year-old in Arkansas could do on gravel.

"Right." Nigel clicked his biro, made a note on the clipboard. "Let's pull in somewhere quiet, talk it through. Yeah?"

I nodded, throat too tight to speak. My eyes were burning. Don't cry. Do not cry in front of the man with the clipboard. You are a grown woman with a degree.

He directed me, quietly, patiently, to a residential street a quarter-mile off the test route. Neat semis, net curtains, a Neighbourhood Watch sticker in someone's window. I pulled in half on the kerb, hands still shaking on the wheel, and turned the engine off.

The silence was immediate and enormous. The indicator stopped ticking. My own breathing, too fast, too loud, filled the space where the engine had been.

"I'm sorry," I said again, because apparently that was all I could say now, on repeat, a stuck record. "I just, I always, every single time I-"

The first tear escaped before I could stop it. Then another. Brilliant. I pressed the heels of my hands against my eyes, mortified, trying to stem it, which only made it worse, because now I was crying and dramatically hiding my face like some Victorian heroine having a crisis.

"You've failed five times, love." He said it the way someone might comment on the weather, no heat in it, just statement of fact. "I've seen it before. I know what it looks like when someone's about to fail a sixth."

"Don't say that." My voice came out small, thready. "Please, I can't, I just-"

"I'm not being cruel. I'm being honest."

His hand landed on my knee sometime between the word "honest" and the bit where I forgot how to breathe properly. It just appeared there, warm through the denim, his palm settling like it had always been there, like knees were simply where hands went in moments of instructional crisis.

I looked at it. Then at him. He was still facing forward, eyes on the quiet street ahead, entirely unbothered.

Hands rested on knees all the time. Constantly. In a purely professional, calming-the-panicked-learner sort of context. That was probably a whole module in driving instructor training. Module Six: Appropriate Reassuring Contact. I was catastrophising, I was making this weird when it wasn't weird, it was just a hand, just a knee, just-

Except it wasn't moving. And neither, I realised with something between horror and curiosity, was I.

"There's ways round it," he said, still in that same flat, unbothered tone. "If you're serious about wanting to pass today."

My thighs had shifted slightly closer together. I blamed the seat. The angle. Anything but the heat now pooling somewhere it absolutely shouldn't be pooling while a man twenty-two years older than me had his hand on my leg in a Corsa outside someone's semi-detached.

"What do you mean," I managed, "ways round it?"


3: Something to Take the Edge Off
Alternative Methods of Examination


His hand was still on my knee!

"There's different ways to approach a test," he said, breaking the silence with the same flat register he'd used all morning for mirror-signal-manoeuvre. "Some girls find it helps to take a different sort of test first. Relaxes them."

He let that sit there, watching me, waiting for me to ask what he meant. When I didn't, couldn't, he added: "Taking the edge off. You're wound too tight, love. That's your whole problem. Not the driving."

His hand shifted higher on my knee, just a fraction. Small enough to be accidental if you wanted to pretend it was accidental. I did not want to pretend it was accidental.

This was transactional, containable, a loophole, the sort of thing that happened in the gap between one failed test and the next one I'd have to book, a little pocket of time that didn't belong to the official record of my life. Like eating standing up in the kitchen. Everyone knew those calories didn't count. Same principle, surely.

My thighs pressed together, hard. The ache low in my stomach wasn't stress, not anymore, however much I wanted to file it under "stress response" or "adrenaline" or any of those nice Biology A-level hormones I'd immediately forgotten because I'd been too busy failing my mock practical.

The twenty-two-year age gap registered, got immediately filed under "irrelevant." Objectively he wasn't my type. But there was something about the voice, the certainty, the way he didn't hover or check in or ask if I was alright. He just stated things.

"You're not going to pass like this, love. Not today, probably not next week either." His thumb moved in a small circle against the inside of my knee, deliberate, unmistakable. "But there's ways to help. If you're open to it."

"Ways to..." My voice came out wrong, higher than normal, not quite mine. "I don't know what you mean."

"I think you do." His eyes stayed on the quiet street ahead. "But I'm not going to spell it out for you. That's not how this works."

There should be a word for the feeling of knowing exactly what someone means and pretending you don’t, so they have to say it first. There probably was a word. I'd done an English degree. I couldn't think of it right now because his hand was still on my knee and my knickers were doing something they absolutely should not be doing in a residential street at half past eleven on a Tuesday morning.

"I'm asking if you're serious about wanting to pass today." He turned to look at me properly for the first time since we'd pulled in. "Are you serious about it, Tabby?"

Not "love" this time. My actual name. It landed differently, like he was addressing me specifically rather than any nervous girl who'd sat in this seat, and God, how many nervous girls had sat in this seat, actually, how many times had he done this exact-

"Are you saying..." I fumbled toward it, couldn't quite get there. "God, I don't even know how to ask this. Are you saying if I, if we do something, you'll make sure I pass?"

"I'm not promising anything," His hand shifted higher, properly on my thigh now, too high to misread, warm through the denim. "All I'm saying you're too wound up to drive. I know how to fix that. Everything else is up to you."

Somewhere very far off, a version of me that still went to church at Christmas made a small, disapproving noise, but I ignored her. No one was ever going to know. If no one knew, did it actually count as a thing that had happened? Philosophically speaking - there was probably an essay question in there somewhere, assuming I survived the next ten minutes without dying of mortification or lust or both at once.

The arousal I'd been trying to file under "stress response" wasn't filing any more. It was flooding, soaking through my knickers. Properly wet, the kind of wet that would leave a mark on the seat if I wasn't careful, and if his hand moved much higher he'd know, he'd feel it through the fabric, and some absolutely deranged part of me wanted him to check.

I was going to say yes. I'd been going to say yes since he'd first looked at me in the test centre car park, and I'd noticed the way his polo shirt pulled across his shoulders.

"Yeah." The word came out barely above a whisper. "Yeah, I am. Serious. About passing."

He smiled, just barely, the first real expression I'd seen on his face all morning. "Good girl. Thought you might be."

I laughed, breathless, shaky. "I can't believe I'm doing this."

"You're not doing anything yet, love." His mouth curved a fraction more. "But you will be in a minute."

I had a 2:1 in English Literature and I still couldn't work out whether I'd just agreed to something or whether he'd agreed to something or whether we'd both just agreed to pretend this was always inevitable. Possibly all three.

The vinyl seat creaked as I shifted. My pulse was hammering at the base of my throat, visible, I could feel it, knew he could see it. The gearstick sat between us, suddenly an obstacle. The stupid little cupholder. Everything in the way.

A net curtain twitched across the street. Someone home and possibly watching. I noticed and didn't care as much as I should, which was possibly the most alarming thing that had happened all morning, and that was including the emergency stop I'd ballsed up twenty minutes ago.

"Hand there."

He nodded at his lap. Just the next instruction, same tone he'd used for checking the blind spot.

I hesitated for half a second. Then moved, my hand landing on his thigh first, then sliding across to his crotch, over the fabric of his jeans.

He was already hard. Half-hard at least, maybe more, and I felt the shape and weight of him through the denim and something in my brain briefly stopped working.

"That's it." His voice hadn't changed at all, still flat, unbothered. "Not going to bite you, is it. Give it a proper go."

I pressed harder, felt him stiffen further under my palm. His breath changed, just a fraction, the first sign all morning that any of this was affecting him.

He reached down, covered my hand with his, guided the motion. Slow, deliberate, teaching me the pressure he liked, and I was learning, Christ, I was taking mental notes like this was a seminar. Then, satisfied I'd got it, he moved my hand to unzip himself, pulled the fabric aside.

Oh God, this was actually happening, his actual cock in my hand in a residential street in Cranleigh at eleven thirty on a Tuesday, and somewhere a better version of myself was having a small breakdown about it but she wasn't driving right now.

He was calm. Entirely, infuriatingly, impossibly calm, telling me to relax like this was parallel parking, and I was making breathless panicked noises under my breath like a woman who'd never touched a cock before, which, to be fair, not in a Corsa in broad daylight, not with a man old enough to remember Britpop the first time around, and that mismatch, that total mismatch, was making me wetter than anything else so far.

My body was screaming at me to keep going, louder than anything my brain could manage.

"Relax, love." He shifted in his seat slightly, giving me better access, spreading his thighs. "It's just a hand. You've got two of them, last time I checked."

"I'm aware of that, thanks." My voice came out strangled, too high.

"Then use the other one as well."

It didn't mean anything. Hands were just hands, resting on things constantly in a purely instructional context, and the fact that the thing my hand was currently resting on was warm and hard and leaking precum against my thumb was simply a minor escalation of the same principle.

My degree had been fucking useless, actually.

I looked properly now, couldn't not look, and Christ, it was thick enough that my fingers didn't quite meet around it, a curve to the left, the head darker and slick already. Average length, maybe slightly above, but that felt like an academic distinction when it was hard and hot and twitching against my palm, when I could see the vein running up the underside and wanted, God help me, to follow it with my tongue.

His gut showed a beer belly, but I didn't mind it nearly as much as I'd have guessed. Found I quite liked it, actually, the realness of it, the fact that he wasn't some twenty-two-year-old with abs and hesitation.

The smell of him hit me properly now, something male underneath, musk and salt and skin, and my mouth was watering, Pavlovian and appalling and I couldn't stop it.

My hand looked pale against the dark hair at the base. A bead of precum welled at the slit, clear, catching the light from the windscreen, and I watched it slide down the head, over my knuckles, slick and sticky.

His breathing was heavier now. Still controlled, but heavier. The only sign this was doing anything for him at all.

He let me stroke him for a bit, getting used to the weight and feel of him, the way his cock jumped slightly when I twisted my grip at the head. Then: "Lean over here, love. Use your mouth."

Just what happened next, and my brain caught up three seconds after my body had already moved, leaning across the gearstick, which dug into my ribs, awkward, uncomfortable, my hair falling forward. I hesitated with my mouth an inch away, the smell of him overwhelming this close, salt and sweat and pre-cum, then committed.

Tongue first. A tentative lick along the underside, following that vein, tasting salt and bitter musk.

His hand landed on the back of my head, a light pressure. Guiding. Claiming. I've got you, stop thinking.

I took the head into my mouth properly, lips stretched, and the taste hit immediately: salt and bitter precum, the skin smooth and hot against my tongue, slick and male and overwhelming. I heard myself make a noise I didn't recognise, half-whimper, half-moan, muffled and filthy around his cock, and felt my cunt clench hard enough to hurt.

There was a cock in my mouth and I still, God help me, thought in complete sentences, still narrated it to myself like I was taking notes for later, like this was research, which it absolutely fucking wasn't.

The street outside. The net curtains. Anyone could walk past right now, glance in, see my head bobbing in a man's lap, my arse in the air in the driver's seat. That thought spiked my pulse and it wasn't fear, it was something else entirely, something that made me take him deeper, made me moan around him.

"That's it. Nice and slow." His voice was still calm, measured, unbothered. "No rush. We've got time."

I made a muffled noise of acknowledgement, couldn't speak properly with my mouth full, with my jaw stretched, with spit already pooling under my tongue.

"Good girl. Better at this than the three-point turn, I'll give you that."

I pulled off for a second, gasping, breathless, half-laughing despite myself. "That is genuinely not reassuring."

"Get back on it, then."
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Proper Job

I did what he told me to; took him back in my mouth, and whatever laugh I'd had left died the second his cock was back on my tongue. The taste flooded back, salt and bitter, and thinking stopped.

The gearstick dug into my ribs, sharp constant pressure. I'd have bruises later, evidence I'd carry under my lucky top. Proof. The thought made my belly clench, made my cunt pulse.

I found a rhythm this time. Head bobbing, taking him deeper with each pass, learning him: the shape, the weight on my tongue, the way his breathing caught, just slightly on the upstroke. He wasn't loud, wasn't giving me much, but I'd aced close reading for three years. I could work with minimal textual evidence.

His hand was a steady pressure at the back of my head guiding the pace without forcing it. This speed. This depth. Keep going. The unspoken instruction was clearer than if he'd said it aloud.

I pulled off for a second, gasping, needing air. A string of spit connected my mouth to the head of his cock, obscene and glistening in the light from the windscreen. I watched it stretch, watched it break, watched it land on my hand. He watched too., but didn't comment, his face utterly unbothered. I went back down before I could think better of it.

Tongue working the underside now, that thick vein I'd noticed earlier, following it base to tip. Salt and skin and the bitter slickness leaking steadily from the slit. I'd read about hollowing your cheeks in novels I wouldn't admit to owning, thought it was probably exaggerated nonsense invented by people who'd never actually had a cock in their mouth, but I tried it anyway and his breath caught, properly this time, audibly. The first real tell he'd given me.

Good. I was good at this. All those years of expensive education and this was the thing I turned out to have a knack for, which said something about me or about the entire concept of grammar schooling, possibly both.

A car passed outside. Engine noise swelling, then fading. I froze, every muscle locked, his cock still in my mouth. My heart kicked against my ribs. Oh Christ, if they looked, if they saw, if the angle was wrong-

His hand in my hair didn't move. Didn't pull me off, didn't let me up. Just stayed exactly where it was, calm, steady.

"Don't stop now, love. They can't see anything."

They absolutely could see something if they looked properly, if they glanced in the window at the right angle, if the sun caught my hair wrong, but his voice was so flat, so certain, so unbothered by the possibility that I believed him. Or at least I let myself believe him, which amounted to the same thing.

I kept going. Deeper now, further than I'd managed before. The head of him brushed the back of my throat; my eyes watered, I gagged, but I didn't pull off. Breathed through my nose and kept going, kept working him, kept chasing the small changes in his breathing that told me I was doing something right.

My thighs were pressed together so hard they ached. My knickers were soaked through, wet enough that I could feel it sticking to me. Embarrassingly wet like a cheap slut. I was going to come without being touched, genuinely going to come just from this: having his cock in my mouth, the risk of the street outside, the way he kept saying "good girl" like it was a performance review rather than encouragement.

The windscreen was fogging at the edges now, condensation forming, the outside world blurring. There was a handprint visible where I'd braced myself earlier, my palm outlined in the mist. Evidence that would linger after this was over, after I'd driven home and pretended today had been entirely ordinary.

"That's it. Keep going."

I pulled off for a second, gulping air, my hand still working the base of him where my mouth couldn't quite reach. Slick with spit now, the wet sounds obscene in the small cabin.

"Are you close?"

"Getting there." His voice was still level, calm, like we were discussing a junction. "Back on."

I hesitated for half a second. Taking instructions from a man whose surname I wasn't entirely sure I'd caught. Then I went back down, took him deep, worked my tongue the way that made his thighs tense under my forearm.

"Tell me when."

"I'll tell you. Won't have to guess."

His breathing changed, the control slipping just a fraction. His thighs went tight under my arm, muscles locked, and I knew, without him saying anything, that he was about to finish.

His hand tightened in my hair, the first real pressure he'd applied. Holding me still rather than guiding now. His voice came out rougher: "Swallow it down, there's a girl."

He came half a second later, a thick pulse hitting the back of my throat. Warm, heavy, more than I'd had from university trysts. Stupid thing to notice but there it was, catalogued, even now, even with my mouth full and my jaw aching and my cunt clenching around nothing.

I swallowed reflexively, tasting it properly: salt and bitter and slightly metallic, coating my tongue and throat. Another pulse. Swallowed again. Tried to keep up, couldn't quite manage it. A thread of it escaped the corner of my mouth despite my best efforts.

I pulled back gasping. His cock slipped free, still half-hard, glistening with spit and cum. The mess on my chin was warm, slick, unmistakable.

Nigel's thumb caught it before I could, matter-of-fact, no hesitation. Fed it back to my mouth. I took his thumb between my lips without thinking, licked it clean, tasted him again. Salt and bitter and male. The casual intimacy of it, the assumption I'd want it back, made something hot and complicated twist in my chest.

"Jesus Christ."

My voice came out hoarse, wrecked. I sounded like I'd been doing exactly what I'd been doing.

"Good girl. Proper job, that."

I half-laughed, half-coughed, still catching my breath. Wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. "I genuinely, I don't, what do you even say to that?"

"Don't have to say anything, love. Did what you needed to do."

There was, I was fairly sure, no module on my degree that covered the specific emotional register of swallowing a stranger's cum in a residential street while the Neighbourhood Watch probably took notes. If there had been, I'd have paid more attention.

The taste lingered, coating my mouth and throat. Wouldn't go away even when I swallowed again. My lips felt swollen, spit-slick. When I caught sight of myself in the rear-view mirror I looked thoroughly wrecked despite still being fully clothed: hair messed, eyes too wide, pupils blown.

Nigel tucked himself away, zipped up, smoothed his polo shirt down. Businesslike. As if we'd just finished a parallel park rather than something that would've had the priest reaching for the special-occasion holy water, if I still went to church.

He reached into the glovebox, produced a packet of Murray Mints. Offered me one. I took it, popped it in my mouth. The mint was sharp, chemical, layering over the taste of him but not quite covering it. As if anything could.

He started the engine, checked his mirrors, pulled out of the residential street as if we were resuming an ordinary lesson. The woman with the pram was still there, further up the pavement now. The postman had moved on. None of them knew. None of them would ever know.

"You'll want to sort your hair out before we head back. Got a brush?"

I found one in my bag, hands shaking slightly. Pulled it through my hair while he drove. Caught sight of myself properly in the visor mirror: flushed, lips swollen, eyes too bright. Unmistakable, really, what I'd just been doing, to anyone who looked properly.

Nigel drove for a minute in silence, turned onto a main road. The ordinary world sliding past outside: Tesco, a garden centre, a roundabout I'd stalled at three tests ago. Everything exactly as it had been an hour ago. Except me. Except the taste in my mouth and the wet mess in my knickers and the fact that I'd just swallowed a forty-three-year-old driving instructor's cum before eleven a.m. on a Wednesday.

Then, casual as ordering a pint: "We'll have another go of the test route after lunch. But I reckon you'll need a bit of time to settle first. I know a spot. Quiet. We can park up, I'll have a cigarette, you can... relax. Properly."

The pause before "properly" was deliberate, weighted. I knew exactly what he meant by it. What he was offering. What he expected in return.

I should have objected. Should have said this was already too far, already more than I'd bargained for, already enough for one morning.

"Okay."

He said "good girl" the way my A-level chemistry teacher used to say "well done" when I got an equation right, and somehow that made it worse, or better, or both simultaneously.

"There's a car park off the A25. National Trust sort of place. Good view. Quiet this time of day. We'll go there."

The mint was sharp on my tongue, not quite covering the taste of him. A layered flavour that made my stomach clench, made my thighs press together again, made me shift in the seat. My knickers were uncomfortably damp, sticking to me, and he noticed, I knew he noticed even though he didn't comment, didn't look. Just kept driving, calm and unbothered and already planning the next thing.

The residential streets slid away behind us: net curtains and neat hedges and a woman watering her roses, all of them oblivious to what had just happened ten feet from their property lines.

The Corsa's engine settled back into its normal rhythm, ordinary, unremarkable. As if the car itself didn't know what it had just facilitated, what it would facilitate again in an hour's time at a National Trust car park with a good view.


4: National Trust
Recovery Position


The gravel crunched under the tyres, announcing us to anyone paying attention. Nigel pulled into the far end of the car park, away from the two other vehicles but absolutely not hidden from them.. A silver estate. A white van with a plumbing logo peeling off the side. Their occupants presumably off walking dogs somewhere, oblivious to what was about to unfold fifteen feet from their Volvos.

The engine died, the sound replaced with birdsong and distant barking, underscored by the creak of Nigel's door as he got out, reaching into his shirt pocket for his cigarettes. He didn't look at me, just lit up and leaned against the bonnet, facing the field like he had all afternoon to admire the woodland, then shifted his weight so he was angled toward the windscreen.

His voice came through the cracked driver's window, conversational, like he was telling me to check my blind spot.

"Ten minutes, love. Keep yourself busy. You know what I mean."

He walked a few steps further from the car, didn't look back.

Oh. Oh, he means-

Heat flooded my face, then lower, much lower. The Labrador I'd spotted earlier was nosing near an overflowing bin, its owner on his phone, gesturing at nothing, absorbed in his own conversation. The world carrying on as normal. As if nothing was happening. As if I wasn't sitting here with the taste of Murray Mint sharp over salt and bitter being told to do something that…

I should object. Should tell him this had gone way too far, miles past too far.

Except I'd already done things this morning that the breakfast version of me wouldn't have recognised, and that particular defence had stopped holding water somewhere around the moment I'd had his cock in my mouth, so…

My hand moved to the button of my jeans.

The denim was warm, sticky almost, the cabin turned greenhouse-hot by mid-afternoon sun through glass. I fumbled the button open, hesitated for a beat that felt enormous, then pushed the jeans down to my knees. Awkward, the gearstick catching me as always, my thighs pressing together instinctively even as I was exposing them, a pointless modest gesture that made me want to laugh except I'd forgotten how.

Knickers stayed on for now, hand sliding underneath the fabric, tentative, testing.

Yeah, I was soaked! Mortifyingly, undeniably soaked, the cotton clinging to me, no ambiguity at all about what the last hour had done. My fingers hit slick heat immediately and I made a sound, small and shocked, loud in the quiet car.

The texture of it surprised me, how wet I actually was, how swollen everything felt under my fingertips. My clit was already standing proud, oversensitive, and when I brushed it accidentally I gasped, hips jerking. The ease with which my fingers slid lower, how little resistance there was, how ready my body was despite my brain still trying to grab at reasons this was a terrible idea.

I pressed two fingers inside myself, shallow, tentative, and heard the sound it made. Soft, wet, obscene in the quiet cabin. The sound should have mortified me. Instead it made me clench, made me press deeper, made a moan catch in my throat that I tried to stifle and couldn't.

My hips shifted without permission, thighs falling open slightly despite myself, my body overriding every sensible objection my brain could mount.

Christ. Christ, I'm-

Nigel glanced over, cigarette between his lips, no expression beyond mild observation, then looked away again as if checking the dog walker's position, giving me privacy that absolutely wasn't private.

The windscreen between us should have felt like a barrier. It felt like a frame instead, like I was performing something and he was the audience, and the performance was the thing actually getting me off rather than my own touch, and it was working, my body responding in ways my brain couldn't stop.

The vinyl seat stuck to my bare arse where the jeans had slipped down. The seatbelt dug into my shoulder. The handbrake was right there, an inch from my knee, a constant awkward presence I couldn't ignore. None of it should have been arousing. All of it fucking was!

I pushed the knickers down too, graceless and struggling with the angle, past caring how it looked. Nigel's eyes flicked back to me, stayed this time. I didn't look away.

His voice came through the window, quiet, almost to himself but pitched so I heard every word.

"That's it. Good girl."

Oh God, that shouldn't work…

My cunt clenched hard. The kind of full-body clench that answered the question before my brain could mount a defence, and I hated that, hated how easy I was to play, hated that I was already chasing the feeling of him saying it again.

Kicking my jeans and knickers off, I spread my legs as much as the cramped cabin allowed, knee against the door, foot braced on the dashboard, exposed now to anyone who walked past.

The shock of air on my cunt when the knickers came off properly, the contrast with how hot I was, made every nerve ending stand to attention. I was aware, suddenly and intensely, of exactly what Nigel could see from his position outside: pink, wet, swollen, my clit standing out, all of it on display. The most exposed I'd ever been to anyone, anywhere, and the exposure wasn't accidental or shameful, it was deliberate, and that made it somehow worse and better simultaneously.

The Labrador was still nosing the bin in my peripheral vision, a surreal detail that should have broken the spell but didn't. The ordinary world continuing while I abandoned it completely. My thighs were shaking from arousal and nerves combined, from the knowledge that I was doing this, choosing this, with a strange man watching and a dog walker twenty feet away.

Nigel finished his cigarette and flicked it into the gravel, then moved closer to the windscreen, arms folded across his chest, watching me fully now with no pretence of looking elsewhere.

Then he said it.

"Look at you. Posh little thing, aren't you. Bet Daddy paid for all those driving lessons. Bet he didn't think you'd end up with your cunt out in a National Trust car park, fingering yourself for a bloke like me."

That should have been the line crossed; the place I found some dignity and stopped.

Instead I clenched so hard I saw stars, a full-body jolt of arousal that bypassed my brain entirely and went straight to every nerve ending below my waist. My hips lifted off the seat without permission. The sound I made was embarrassing.

"Fuck. Fuck, that's-"

I couldn't finish the sentence.

"That's what, love? That's getting you off, is it?"

It should have been bloody humiliating, but it only made me wetter, filthier, I could feel it dripping onto the seat, onto my own thighs, and he could see it, he could absolutely see it through the windscreen, and that was, that was, Christ-

The wet sound of my own fingers was probably audible outside the car! A rhythmic obscenity I was mortified by and couldn't stop. The sun still warm on my skin, the contrast between the heat outside and the cold shock of my own shame.

Nigel watched for a long moment, then leaned forward, closer to the glass.

"Don't stop. I want to see you come. Proper little slag, aren't you. Let's see it."

His arms were still folded, composed while I was coming apart. Then he lit another cigarette, entirely unbothered, mid-sentence almost, and the smoke drifted back through the cracked window while I was moaning. The smell of it curled into the cabin, mixed with the smell of my own arousal, sweet and salt and bitter tobacco, and I couldn't decide if that was the most degrading or the most arousing thing that had happened yet, him so unmoved by this he could multitask while I was fingering myself into a frothing mess.

"That's it. Maybe use two fingers, love. Bet you've never done this where anyone could see before. Bet you've never done half of what we're doing today."

I hadn't. Obviously I hadn't. I'd had sex three times at university, twice drunk, once sober and somehow worse for it, all of it perfectly ordinary and forgettable. This was off the scale!

His voice kept coming, flat and relentless, smoke punctuating every third word.

"Surrey girl, aren't you. Mummy and Daddy and a big house in Cranleigh. And here you are, getting off for a driving instructor. What would Mummy say, love?"

The guilt beat arrived, brief and distant, oh God, what am I doing, this is, this is, overridden immediately, within the same breath, by the realisation that I was closer to coming than I'd been in months.

"Yes. Fuck, yes." My own voice shocked me, breathless and filthy and unrecognisable. "I'm a slag, I'm your dirty little posh slag, keep watching me, I want you to watch me come, I want-"

I cut myself off, gasped, couldn't finish the sentence, too far gone, but I'd said enough. Christ, I'd said enough.

Nigel grinned. The first real expression I'd seen from him all day.

"Oh, you like that, do you. Dirty little posh girl. Knew it the second you got in the car. Could smell it on you."

No thinking now. No novels, no close reading, no degree. Just his voice and my hand and the horrible, brilliant knowledge that he's watching.

"Fuck. Fuck, I'm going to-"

"Go on then. Let me see it. Show me what a slag you are."

Pressure building, my fingers faster, slick and graceless, his voice still in my ears, the exact moment I realised I was about to come and there was no stopping it, not now, not with him watching, not with the dog walker somewhere behind me.

It started in my cunt, a bright jagged heat that spread up my spine and whited out my vision. My back arched hard enough that my shoulders lifted off the seat, my hips grinding down onto my own hand, shameless, chasing it. The wet sound of my fingers didn't stop, got louder if anything, slick and rhythmic and obscene.

And then, mid-peak, undeniable, the realisation landed: I was coming because he was watching. Not despite the watching, no, because of it. That knowledge made the second wave hit harder, made my cunt clench rhythmically around my fingers, made a broken moan tear out of me that should have been humiliating and wasn't, couldn't be, not with his eyes on me and the pleasure tearing through me like nothing I'd ever felt.

My hips lifted, ground down, lifted again, entirely beyond my control now, just my body chasing every last aftershock. The specific intensity of a properly good orgasm rolling through me in waves that didn't stop, each one dragging me under again just when I thought I was done.

Coming down in shuddering aftershocks, still twitching, slick and ruined, the vinyl seat wet beneath me, my thighs shaking. I pulled my hand away finally, stared at my own fingers. Glistening, soaked. Couldn't quite believe I'd just done that.

Nigel took a drag of his cigarette, spoke through the smoke.

"Proper show, that. You enjoyed that, didn't you."

I nodded, couldn't speak yet, still catching my breath, still trying to remember how to form words.

The realisation sitting heavy in my chest, unavoidable now: I hadn't been getting off on my own hand. I'd been getting off on him watching. On the risk. On the possibility of being seen… while being called a posh slag.

There should be a term for this in the literature, presumably, some German compound word for discovering you're an exhibitionist in a National Trust car park on a Wednesday afternoon, but I couldn't think of it just now because I was still pretty messed up.

I caught sight of myself in the rearview mirror and didn't recognise her for a second. Hair wrecked, falling out of the ponytail I'd started the day with. Face flushed, a high colour that had nothing to do with the September warmth. Eyes wild, lips parted, still panting slightly. I looked thoroughly fucked despite still being fully clothed from the waist up, which was its own unsettling achievement. The version of me that had sat in this seat four hours ago and cried about roundabouts wouldn't have known what to do with this version. I wasn't entirely sure I knew what to do with this version.

She'd never once thought of herself as a natural at anything physical, hockey included, but apparently there was a knack to this, the way there was a knack to anything, and she seemed, against all prior evidence, to have it.

"That's- that's really not a question, is it."

"No, love. It's not."

My cunt still pulsed faintly, oversensitive, the aftershocks making my thighs twitch. I pulled my jeans up, fumbling and clumsy, still shaking slightly. The denim clung to wet skin, uncomfortable immediately, and I was going to have to sit in that for however long it took to get wherever we were going next. The vinyl seat was wet beneath me, a mess I'd made and couldn't hide. Evidence.

The Labrador was still barking somewhere. The dog walker still on his phone. Neither of them having any idea what had just happened fifteen feet away.

Nigel got back in the driver's seat, started the engine, businesslike again, as if the last twenty minutes hadn't happened. Pulled out and back onto the A25, casual as anything.

Then, mid-turn, as if commenting on the weather:

"One more before I sign you off. Somewhere a bit more private. Well. Different sort of private. You'll like it."

I asked what he meant, already knowing I wouldn't get a straight answer, already knowing I'd go anyway.

"Spot I know. Popular with a certain crowd, weekday afternoons. Few dirty regulars, like to watch. They won't touch you, love. Just appreciate the view. You'll put on a show for them, I'll fuck you properly in the back seat, and everyone goes home happy."

My cunt pulsed. Still oversensitive.

The familiar A25 unspooled outside the window. The same route we'd been driving all morning, changed now by context.

A beat of silence. Then, quieter than I'd intended:

"And if I say no?"

"Then I'll take you back to the test centre right now, sign you off, and you'll have passed. Your choice, love. Always has been."

I should absolutely say no. Except I'd think about it. I'd think about it constantly. In the big house in Cranleigh, in my childhood bedroom with the Duke of Edinburgh certificate still on the wall, and I'd regret not finding out what he meant by "a certain crowd," and that regret would eat me alive, which was possibly the most damning self-assessment I'd made all day and the day had been fairly rich in damning self-assessments.

"Okay."

"Okay you want to go back, or okay you want to see it?"

My voice came out steadier than I'd expected, given my knickers were still damp and my thighs were still shaking.

"The second one."

Nigel didn't respond. Just kept driving. The sun lower now, early evening beginning, golden light through the trees.

I didn't ask where we were going. Didn't need to, I'd find out soon enough.


5: Newlands Corner
Popular Spot


The turning came up without warning, a gap in the trees I'd have missed entirely if Nigel hadn't indicated, calm as ordering a pint, and swung us off the A25 onto gravel. Engine off, handbrake up, and then that massive silence where my own breathing suddenly sounded loud enough for the entire layby to hear.

I clocked the silver Mondeo first, tucked under a stand of beech trees, engine off, windows dark. Filed it under "walker's car, probably," and moved on, because I was extremely good at not seeing things I didn't want to see. Then the white van further along, back doors not quite flush shut, a two-inch gap of shadow that could have been cargo or could have been something else entirely. Both occupied, I realised on a second look. A cherry-red glow flared briefly inside the Mondeo, a cigarette lit or dragged on, then held steady at face-height.

"Bit busy for a nature reserve, isn't it."

Nigel glanced at the Mondeo, then at the van, unbothered in that particular way of his that I was learning meant he'd expected this all along.

"It's popular. You'll see."

The cigarette glow in the Mondeo stayed exactly where it was. Watching, and my body knew it before my brain did, a prickle running from the back of my neck straight down to my cunt.

Golden light slanted through the birch and beech, warm and cinematic, the kind of light that makes even a gravel layby full of strangers wanking in parked cars look faintly beautiful, which was possibly the most Surrey thought I'd had all day. The air smelled of cut grass and cooling tarmac, a woodpigeon somewhere close doing its monotonous three-note complaint. The Corsa's engine ticked as it settled. I twisted my hands in my lap, suddenly aware of how damp my knickers still were, and how visible I probably was through the windscreen to anyone who cared to look.

And someone, clearly, very much cared to look.

"Nigel. What are those cars doing here?"

Half-joking. Hoping for a mundane answer I already knew I wasn't going to get.

He turned slightly, not quite looking at me, eyes on the view beyond the windscreen instead, and I had the brief, wild thought that he was checking the light levels like a photographer framing a shot.

"Dogging spot, love. Popular one, this time of year. Warm evenings bring them out."

There was a three-second gap between hearing the words and understanding them, like my brain had to look each one up individually in a very dusty dictionary, and then, oh, oh Christ, all at once: dogging spot. Here. Now. With me as the main attraction. The penny didn't so much drop as plummet from a great height and shatter on impact.

"You're joking."

"I'm not."

"This is a dogging spot."

"That's what I said, yeah."

My voice came out higher than I'd intended, a little strangled, the voice of a woman whose day had officially escaped all recognisable parameters.

"And they just, what, watch?"

"That's it. They don't get out unless invited. Don't touch. Just appreciate the view. Costs you nothing." A pause, and I could feel his eyes on me now, assessing, waiting. "Some girls quite like it, once they're in the swing of things."

Four seconds later my 'fuck off' had curdled into something closer to want, and I catalogued the speed of that collapse with a kind of appalled fascination. Four seconds. That was all the moral resistance I had left, apparently, which either said something about me or something about the entire day, possibly both, probably both.

"I'm not... I don't know if I'm the sort of girl who..."

I trailed off, because honestly, what was I going to say? That I wasn't the sort of girl who let her driving instructor watch as she fingered herself in a car park? That ship had sailed an orgasm ago.

Nigel cut across the flailing with his usual flat certainty.

"I think we're past sorting out what sort of girl you are."

No question mark anywhere on the end of it. I found, rather to my own surprise, that I'd have quite liked someone to talk to me like that years ago, about almost anything, and possibly that admission was the most damning one of the whole day, which was saying something given the day's rich and varied catalogue of damning admissions.

The cigarette glow in the Mondeo stayed steady and unmoving. The van's back doors, that two-inch gap of shadow, might have been a wing mirror angled to see us, might have been a face pressed to the gap. My pulse beat hard in my throat, my wrists, between my legs, a full-body throb I could probably have conducted an orchestra to.

I didn't ask him to drive on. I didn't say a single fucking word.

Nigel reached for the glovebox, unhurried, and pulled his packet of cigarettes and lit one with a cheap plastic lighter. Cracked his window an inch. Smoke drifted, mingling with the pine air freshener that was doing fuck-all to cover the smell of the day's escalating series of poor decisions.

"Right. Rules."

He said it exactly the way he'd explained the clutch bite point that morning: flat, practical, faintly bored. Mirror, signal, dogging.

"Nobody gets out of their car unless invited."

My thighs pressed together without my permission, a little convulsive clench that did absolutely nothing to help the situation developing in my knickers.

"Nobody touches you. Anyone tries it, you tell me, I deal with it."

Deal with it. Christ, that shouldn't have been hot, that flat, unbothered protectiveness, but my cunt apparently had different opinions about what constituted hot than the rest of me did.

He took a drag, exhaled smoke through the crack in the window, utterly calm.

"Headlights once at the end means they enjoyed it."

Enjoyed it. Like rating a pub lunch. Five stars, would wank again. There should be a Tripadvisor for this sort of thing. "Excellent viewing spot, good natural light, girl was very obliging, would recommend."

I stared at him, this completely ordinary-looking man in his DVSA polo discussing the etiquette of outdoor public sex like he was explaining the Highway Code, which I suppose, in a way, he was.

"You've done this before."

"Few times."

"With other... students?"

"Wouldn't be much of a service if it was a one-off, would it."

There was a version of me, from roughly eleven o'clock this morning, who would have found that sentence grounds for calling the police, or at the very least the DVSA complaints line. That version of me had apparently gone home already, packed her bags, cleared out her desk, and left this one in charge. This one, who was sitting in a layby with soaked knickers and a pulse in her throat, nodding along like he'd just explained a particularly sensible motorway merging technique.

"How many?"

"Does it matter?"

It didn't, I realised. Or rather, it did, but not in the way I'd have expected. The fact that a system existed, that this wasn't spontaneous improvisation, that other women had sat in this exact seat hearing this exact speech, should have been appalling. Instead it was oddly steadying, in the same way a syllabus is steadying before an exam. I knew what was expected. I knew the parameters. I knew I wouldn't be the first or the last girl to fail her test and end up here. I just had to decide whether to sit it.

Or rather, I'd already decided. I just had to stop pretending I hadn't.

The Corsa's cabin was still warm from the drive, tacky vinyl under my thighs, the pine air freshener faint under the smell of evening and cut grass and, faintly, my own arousal, which I could smell now, musky and obvious. My hands twisted in my lap, restless, nowhere to put them that felt right. My heartbeat was everywhere: wrists, throat, cunt, temples, a full-body pulse.

Nigel stubbed out his cigarette in the door's ashtray, straightened, and looked at me properly for the first time since we'd pulled in.

"Right then. Out you get."

No 'if you're comfortable' or 'only if you want to.' Just: out. And I was moving before I'd decided to move, which probably said everything about where my decision-making had fucked off to.

The door handle was cool under my palm. The courtesy light clicked on, bright and exposing, a little spotlight moment I absolutely didn't need. My legs felt strange stepping out, half-numb, slightly shaky, as my ballet pumps hit gravel that crunched loud enough to announce me to the entire fucking car park.

The evening air hit my face, my arms, warm and slightly sticky, the held-over heat of a good September day refusing to leave. I could hear the woodpigeon still, closer now, and a car passing on the A25, distant enough to be scenery rather than threat. Closer, much closer, the small sounds of watchers: a car door settling, a cough from the van, a soft exhalation from the Mondeo that might have been smoke or might have been something else.

The Mondeo's window cracked another inch, deliberate, the sound of it loud in the quiet.

"Alright."

Grunted, flat, directed at Nigel rather than me, and yet entirely, unmistakably about me. An assessment. An approval. Permission granted from one man to another for the thing I was apparently about to become.

Nigel didn't even look over.

"Alright."

A whole conversation passing as a nod. I was cargo; the thing being discussed without needing to be named.

Nobody asked my name. There was something obscenely freeing in that, in being, for once in my life, entirely without a surname, without a postcode, without a degree or a mother who'd want the full report on Sunday. Anonymous. A body in a layby. Nothing more, nothing less. I should have hated the objectification, all the things I'd have written a furious essay about in second year.

I was so wet I could feel it dripping down my thighs. Thrilling was the polite word. The impolite word was something closer to gagging for it.

Nigel was already at the boot, folding the parcel shelf away and propping it against a tree trunk like a man setting up for a picnic, like this was a completely normal Thursday evening activity. The mundane practicality of it was its own kind of filthy. He pushed the driver's seat fully forward, reclined the passenger seat flat, folded the rear bench down with a practised ease that told me everything I needed to know about how many times he'd done this before.

He straightened. Looked at me with that flat, unbothered expression I was learning to read like a second language.

"In."

And I was already moving, sliding into the boot space he'd made, the smell of old car and pine and my own cunt mixing into something I'd remember forever, probably, the exact scent of the moment I stopped being one sort of girl and became another.
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A Practical Examination

The boot space smelled of vinyl and pine air freshener gone slightly rancid and something earthier underneath. My own cunt, basically. In a space this small there's no hiding it. I twisted into the gap, knee slamming the door frame, arse scraping the roof lining, graceless and undignified in a way that should've mortified me and somehow didn't register at all. Get in. Get horizontal. Stop thinking.

Nigel followed, calm as Sunday morning, pulling the door shut behind us with a thunk that sealed us in. The outside world turned to shapes and glows through fogging glass, the layby's edges already bleeding into watercolour. The courtesy light clicked off. What we had left was golden grey twilight and condensation blooming at the windows, privacy arriving in real time, which was convenient given what we were about to do for an audience.

"Knees up. That's it."

His hand at my hip, moving me like furniture that needed angling toward better light. I bent forward over the folded seat back, the position immediate and obvious, face pointing directly toward the rear window where tonight's entertainment would shortly gather. My palms went flat against vinyl gone warm and tacky from the day's sun, sticky under my fingers. This morning that would've disgusted me. Now it's just part of the general filth I've apparently signed up for wholesale, terms and conditions un-fucking-read.

"This is so much less glamorous than I feel," I managed, breathless laughter barely covering nerves that were still, just barely, present enough to need covering.

Nigel's hand went to the hem of my lucky top. Off. One pull, over my head, dumped somewhere near the wheel arch. My bra followed, unclipped without fumbling, without hesitation, the ease of a man who'd done this exact sequence enough times that his hands didn't need his brain anymore.

"Didn't say it'd be glamorous. Said I'd fuck you properly."

He looked at me then, really looked, in the fading light through fogging glass. Not a compliment. Not even a leer, not really. Just an appraisal. Livestock at market.

"Nice, these. Bet Daddy's paid for a few Wonderbras in his time."

I laughed, short and startled, before I could stop myself.

"That's an incredibly specific insult."

"Not an insult, love. Observation."

His hands cupped my tits, rough-palmed, unhurried, the specific texture of a man who worked with his hands in a way no boy my age ever had. There should be shame arriving right about now. The good-girl mortification at being appraised like this, discussed in the third person by a man who's known me eleven hours and is already itemising my body for an audience I can hear shifting outside. There wasn't shame. There was just the cool shock of evening air on bare skin and the warmth of his hands answering it, callused palms rasping over my nipples, and somewhere very far away the last version of me that would've minded, saying absolutely nothing at all.

She's given up. I'm too busy enjoying his touch to let her speak anyway.

He guided me down, bent forward, arse up, angled toward the rear window so perfectly it was obvious he'd done this exact staging more times than I wanted to count. My jeans came off next, knickers with them. The vinyl scorched under my knees, and it started to stink of sex. My own wetness, Christ, unmissable in a space this small, unavoidable, the scent of what I'd turned into in the space of one afternoon.

Through the fogged glass I caught movement. The Mondeo's door, opening slow. Then the van's back doors, wider than before, deliberate.

Both men climbing out. Gravel crunching under boots, unhurried, two shapes resolving into two men standing a little way off, not close yet, but no longer sealed inside their vehicles either.

Nigel's hand settled flat on my lower back, steadying me, the other braced against the wheel arch. He entered me slow, deliberate, the thick head pressing in with a stretch that punched a gasp out of me, loud in the cabin, Christ, loud enough for everyone within ten feet.

Which, as of right now, was everyone.

"That's it. Just relax into it."

Relax. I couldn't relax. I was cataloguing every sensation at once: his cock stretching me, filling me, his hand grabbing my waist hard, and the footsteps on gravel getting closer, closer, the shapes outside resolving into faces, actual faces, men I could see properly for the first time, and oh they're walking toward the car!

"Oh God, oh fuck, are they, are they coming to watch?"

"Looks like it. Told you it was popular. Don't stop on my account."

He thrust deeper, unhurried, the angle perfect, hitting something inside me that whited out my vision at the edges, turned my grip on the seat back knuckle-white and useless. Trying to find purchase, trying to think, trying to do anything except moan like, Christ, there it goes again, animal noises I'll be embarrassed about later if there is a later, if I remember how embarrassment works by then.

"Don't stop doing that either, please, God, don't stop-"

The footsteps stopped. Close. Close enough they can hear my moans, hear the wet slap of skin on skin.

They had their cocks out. Both of them. Hands working, slow and open, no discretion left because discretion had officially stopped being the point.

I could see them properly for the first time. The Mondeo man, older, early fifties maybe, thick and dark-veined, gripped with the unhurried confidence of a man who'd done this enough times to have a system, who knew exactly how long he could make it last. The van driver, younger, late thirties, rougher, his cock longer, flushed red at the tip, gripped tighter, less controlled, already losing his thread in a way the Mondeo man clearly wasn't.

The Mondeo man spoke first, not to me, to Nigel, about me, like I was cargo under inspection rather than a person three feet away getting railed in a Corsa boot.

"Fuck me. She's loving it, isn't she. Look at her face."

The van driver, cruder, quicker to lose composure.

"Posh little slag. Gagging for it. Where'd you find this one?"

Nigel didn't slow his rhythm and didn't change his tone. Answered like he was confirming a delivery address.

"Cranleigh. Solicitor's daughter."

Cunt clenches. Hard. Involuntary. Being objectified like that, reduced to postcode and parentage while getting fucked for strangers, should not work, but fuck, it works.

The Mondeo man laughed, low and genuinely entertained.

"Bet Daddy doesn't know she's out here getting railed in a layby for strangers."

"Oh God, don't, don't say it like that, it's, fuck, it's working-"

The van driver, rhythm breaking, faster.

"Course it's working slag. Look at the state of you."

I'm angling my hips. Consciously and deliberately. Giving them a better view. I notice myself noticing this with something between alarm and pride. I'm not tolerating being watched anymore. I'm performing. I'm showing off to them.

Nigel's hand tightened at my hip, all possessive, and his voice dropped lower, conversational, discussing me like livestock again, discussing me for them, giving them the show they'd come for.

"She's getting fucked for her driving test." He thrust harder, punctuating. "Bet her mates aren't doing this tonight."

The Mondeo man, amused, joining the commentary rather than merely reacting.

"Nah. They're at some wine bar. Moaning about landlords."

I laughed, breathless, half-sobbing under it, because it's true, it's obscenely, perfectly true, Soph's in Clapham right now doing exactly that and I'm here, bent over a folded bench seat in a Corsa boot, being appraised by strangers whose surnames I'll never learn, whose cocks I can see in explicit detail from three feet away, and I'm wetter than I've ever been in my life.

"Don't, oh God, don't, it's, fuck, why is am I so fucking horny?"

Nigel thrust harder, the answer landing before the words did.

"Because you're a dirty slag, that's why."

The Mondeo man's hand moved faster, matched roughly, obscenely, to Nigel's rhythm rather than his own. The van driver had lost his thread entirely, breath catching, rhythm breaking, and then with a grunted "fuck, fuck, fuck" he came hard, a thick rope of cum arcing onto the gravel a foot from the Corsa's rear wheel, another, another, landing and soaking into nothing, absorbed by dirt, doing no one any good at all.

I watched him cum! Watch it soak into gravel and vanish. Waste. Good wine down a drain. The thought arrived with a clarity that startled me more than the sex had: next time, and there's going to be a next time, some treacherous hungry part of me has already decided, that's going on me. In me. Don't care which. Just know, with sudden obscene certainty, that watching it hit the ground feels wrong. Feels like waste.

The van driver, spent, stepped back, breathing hard, already half-turning toward his vehicle. One down. One still standing, cock still hard, slowing his pace rather than building, settling in for the long haul.

Nigel's rhythm didn't change at all. If anything he slowed down, more deliberate, making it last, and his voice had the faintest edge of amusement I'd heard all day.

"She's a proper one, this. Gagging for it."

The Mondeo man laughed, low and filthy.

"Proper posh slag. How much did Daddy spend on that degree, love?"

Can't answer. Too busy trying to breathe, trying to think, trying to do anything except push back against Nigel's cock.

Nigel answered for me.

"Two-one. English Literature. Graduated in June, and still living at home."

"Fucking hell. All that education and she's out here getting fucked for her driving test. What would the lecturers say, eh?"

"I hate you both," I managed, breathless, half-laughing, entirely sincere. "Don't stop."

Nigel's hand tightened again, firmer, possessive in a way that shouldn't have worked and absolutely did.

"Didn't ask you to like us, love."

The Mondeo man's hand moved faster, matched to Nigel's rhythm again, the sound of it wet and unmistakable in the quiet layby, the bead of pre-cum catching the last thread of gold light on his cock, and my eyes track it unbidden, I can't stop looking, can't stop watching the way his hand moves, the way his cock darkens at the tip, the way he's not even trying to hide it anymore because hiding stopped being the point the second I bent over this seat.

Something in my head gave way entirely. Some last load-bearing wall of composure just collapsed. No more narrating in full sentences. No more finding loopholes. No more moral work. No more talking myself into this.

I tilted my head, caught the Mondeo man's cock again, closer, four feet away at most, and something in me simply stopped functioning the way it had all day.

"God, look at him, he's so close, I can see everything, I want, fuck, I want-"

Nigel's voice, flat, unbothered, almost amused.

"Want what, love? Say it."

"I don't know, I want more, I want all of it, I want-"

The Mondeo man laughed, low and filthy, speaking to Nigel rather than me, discussing me like I was livestock again.

"She's gone, mate. Proper cock drunk."

Nigel, still unhurried, still buried inside me, still perfectly, maddeningly calm.

"Told you she'd be a good one."

I have a need so uncomplicated it frightens me slightly, and somewhere underneath all of it, very quiet, very far away, the last scrap of the girl who'd have called this appalling, saying absolutely nothing at all.

Nigel pulled out, unhurried, and his hand moved to my shoulder, guiding rather than pushing.

"Turn over. Face me."

I twisted onto my back, thighs spreading without instruction, the vinyl tacky and obscene under my arse, peeling off sweaty skin with a soft sticky sound, my head resting just below the rear window where the Mondeo man's face appeared, closer, grinning, cock still hard, still working it slow, still watching, pushing the head of his cock against the glass, leaving a smear.

Nigel positioned himself between my legs, the angle tighter, more intimate, face to face for the first time all evening. He entered me again, slow, deliberate, the stretch immediate and perfect, and I gasped aloud, loud enough to carry outside, loud enough the Mondeo man shifts position to keep his view, cock in hand, settling in to make it last.

I can smell everything. I can taste salt on my lips, my own sweat or his, and there's the tang of arousal in the back of my throat.
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Passing with Distinction

The Mondeo man's face filled the fogged glass, closer than before, and below it the thick shape of his cock, his hand working the length of it with the unhurried certainty of a man who'd timed this before. The wet sound of skin on skin carried even through the closed window.

Next time.

The thought arrived with a clarity that would follow me out of the layby and all the way home, possibly all the way into next week's Pass Plus lesson if I was being honest with myself.

Next time that's not wasting on gravel or glass. Next time I'm opening my mouth, asking for it, and he's going to give it to me.

His face appeared through a clear patch someone's breath had left in the fog. Eyes fixed on me, not on Nigel, not on the general action, on me specifically.

I didn't look away. Couldn't.

There was a face now, not just a shape, and it was looking at me the way I'd looked at paintings in the National Gallery on school trips, that studied, unhurried absorption that said I am here specifically to see this, and I'm getting my money's worth.

Nigel's voice, flat, unbothered, adjusting my position like he was correcting my mirror angle.

"There. That's better. He's got the best seat in the house now."

I tilted my head back. The Mondeo man's eyes met mine through the glass, inches away through fogged condensation, and my cunt clenched hard around Nigel, visible, unmistakable, which the Mondeo man absolutely noticed because his hand stuttered for half a stroke before resuming.

"Oh God, I can see him, he's right there, fuck, he's so close-"

"He can see you too."

The stretch of this angle, deeper than before, pressing somewhere that made my toes curl involuntarily. His hands on my hips, thumbs digging into soft flesh, the specific pressure that would leave faint marks I'd find tomorrow. The cooler air from outside drifting through the cracked window, mixing with the cabin's wet heat. The Mondeo man's breath visible against the glass, condensing, fogging, clearing, fogging again in rhythm with his breathing.

Nigel's pace built, steady rather than frantic, hips rolling in the rhythm of a man who knew exactly how long he could last and wasn't in any danger of rushing. Outside, the Mondeo man's hand sped slightly, matched roughly to Nigel's thrusts, the two rhythms syncing without either man acknowledging it, a conspiracy of timing I was at the centre of.

I've stopped trying to separate the sensations. Nigel inside me, the Mondeo man's eyes on me, the performance, the reality, all arriving as one overwhelming, filthy, perfect thing.

"Look at you," Nigel said, voice still flat, still unbothered, delivering filth like he was reading out junction numbers. "Daddy's little girl, getting bred in a layby while strangers wank over her. Bet this wasn't on your university reading list."

"Don't, fuck, don't say bred, that's so, oh God-"

"Why not? It's what's happening."

The Mondeo man laughed through the window, low, filthy, delighted.

"Fucking hell, she likes that. Look at her face."

"I don't, I'm not, fuck, yes I do, don't stop, please don't fucking stop-"

Bred. The word hit like a slap and instead of objecting, instead of any of the feminist-theory responses I'd have deployed in a seminar, I wanted him to say it again. Wanted it worse than I'd wanted anything all evening, which probably said everything about where my brain had fucked off to, but the essay on why I was terrible could wait until after I'd finished coming.

Nigel's breathing, still controlled but rougher now, the only crack in his composure. My thighs shaking, muscles gone to liquid, only his hands holding me in place. The wet slap of skin, obscenely loud in the small space, audible outside the car, definitely audible, the van driver probably hearing every thrust and storing it away for later.

The Mondeo man's pace increased. He was close, visibly close now, hips shifting, hand moving faster, and my eyes tracked every shift in his rhythm without conscious decision.

Nigel leant in, voice low but still audible through the cracked window, explicit breeding-talk landing between us like something physical.

"Gonna fill you right up, love. Breed the posh slag where everyone can see it happen."

"I'm on the pill, you absolute bastard, oh God, you can't just say it like that-"

"Doesn't matter. Still gonna do it."

"Fuck, yes, do it, I don't care, just don't stop, don't you fucking dare stop-"

"Wasn't going to."

Outside, the Mondeo man groaned, audible, unmistakable, filthy.

"Fucking hell, yes, I'm close, fuck-"

Some rational voice that should have been screaming about birth control and consequences and what the actual fuck I was doing. That voice had fucked off somewhere around the second time Nigel called me Daddy's girl, and I'd clenched hard enough to make him swear.

His breath hot against my collarbone, sour-sweet with coffee and something else. The stretch and fullness of him, familiar now in a way it hadn't been four hours ago when I'd been a different person who'd never sucked cock in a residential street. Sweat cooling at my temples, my hairline soaked, the specific electric hush of a place where something was about to peak and everyone knew it.

My orgasm was building, and felt enormous, tied to too many things to separate. His words, the Mondeo man's eyes, the performance, the reality, the fact of being watched whilst being fucked whilst being bred, all arriving at once.

The Mondeo man's rhythm broke. His hand sped, and he stepped closer to the rear window, close enough his cock was inches from the glass, close enough I could see the thick shape of the head, the slit at the tip already wet. He came hard, aiming at the window itself, a thick rope of cum hitting the glass with a dull thud and sliding, slow and heavy, down towards the seal.

I watched the entire arc of it, couldn't have looked away if the car had caught fire. The moment of release, the slow heavy slide down towards the seal. My cunt clenched hard enough around Nigel that he swore under his breath, the first genuinely involuntary sound I'd heard him make all evening.

That one didn't hit the gravel.

The thought arrived triumphant, visceral, total.

Next time that's going in my mouth… or cunt. I just know, with absolute certainty, that watching it waste on glass feels better than watching it waste on gravel but worse than it landing somewhere useful, and somewhere useful means me, specifically me, my face or my cunt or my tits, anywhere he wants as long as it's not wasted.

My cunt clenched again, involuntary, a visible full-body response that the Mondeo man clocked and clearly filed as the highest possible compliment, because his laugh was delighted, filthy, proud.

"Fuck, look at her, she's watching, she wants it, fucking hell-"

"Oh God, oh fuck, I can see it, it's right there, it's just… next time, next time I want-"

Nigel, still fucking me, still unbothered even now, even with his cock buried in me and a stranger's cum sliding down the window above my head.

"Next time, maybe. If you're good."

My orgasm hit half a second later, watching the Mondeo man come undoing me faster than Nigel's cock ever could, though his cock was doing its level best. Hips grinding down, a broken moan tearing out of my throat, loud, too loud, carrying outside where the van driver could absolutely hear it. I couldn't close my eyes, couldn't stop watching the cum slide down the glass even as my cunt clenched rhythmic and desperate around Nigel, pulsing, squeezing, milking him without permission from any conscious part of my brain.

The exhibitionism wasn't a side effect any more. It was the entire point.

"Oh fuck, oh God, I'm, I can't, it's, fuck, I'm coming, I'm-"

Nigel's hands tightened on my hips, the first real force he'd used all evening, fingers digging in hard enough to bruise.

"Go on then. Let us see it."

My cunt clenching rhythmic, the specific pulse of orgasm spreading outward, thighs shaking, toes curling, every muscle locking and releasing in waves. My own voice, broken, embarrassingly loud, filling the small cabin and carrying outside, definitely carrying outside, no question.

And some small part of me, very far away now, very quiet, understands that I've just discovered something about myself I won't be able to unknow. That ordinary bedrooms with ordinary men who close the curtains first are now filed, permanently, under insufficient.

Nigel followed immediately, no gap, his own control finally slipping for the first time all evening. Hips pressing deep, holding there, grinding, the breeding-talk delivered flat even as he came.

His cock pulsed inside me, thick and unmistakable, pumping me full whilst grinding deep like he was trying to make absolutely certain it took. A guttural grunt tore out of him, the first genuinely uncontrolled sound I'd heard all day.

"Fuck, take it, take all of it, you filthy little slag-"

Another pulse, another thick flood of heat spreading inside me, and I clenched around him involuntarily, milking every last drop like my body had its own agenda that didn't consult my brain first.

"Good girl, that's it, take every fucking drop-"

The warmth spread, unmistakable, obscene, perfect.

"Ungh… there you go slag. Bred you proper, didn't I."

He was right, the bastard.

The cum volume noticeably more than the earlier blowjob finish, a full load, heavy, thick. I felt it immediately start to leak as he pulled back slightly, the first trickle escaping before he was even fully out, warm and slick between my thighs.

His breath finally catching properly, the single crack in his flat delivery. The stretch easing as he softened slightly. My thighs trembling, muscles utterly gone, boneless.

And I'd work out later, possibly in therapy, why hearing him say he'd bred me whilst he was actively coming inside me had made my own orgasm spike again, a second smaller wave I hadn't known was still available, an aftershock that shouldn't have been possible but absolutely was.

Nobody moved for several long seconds. The cabin fogged entirely, the world outside reduced to muffled shapes and faint sounds. Just our breathing, loud in the small space, and the specific liquid warmth of his cum inside me, leaking now, properly leaking, warm turning cool, slick turning tacky between my thighs.

Nigel pulled out slowly, and I felt it immediately start dripping, pooling against the vinyl beneath me. I didn't move to clean it, didn't reach for tissues. Just lay there feeling it drip, cooling, tacky, the specific wet slide of it unavoidable.

Outside, the Mondeo man stepped back from the window, tucked himself away with the unhurried efficiency of a man who'd got exactly what he'd come for. Walked back to his car without looking back, gravel crunching underfoot. The van driver straightened from where he'd been leaning against his vehicle, ground his cigarette under a boot, moved with the same calm.

Both engines started, low, unrushed. The particular sound of a layby emptying after dark, satisfied men going home.

The Mondeo's headlights flashed once. A brief bright beam cutting through the dusk, there and gone, before pulling away, gravel crunching as tyres rolled.

The van followed, headlights staying dark until it reached the A25, then flashing once as it merged into traffic.

The specific, obscene pride of working out exactly what the headlight flash means, and feeling pleased rather than ashamed. A good review. Would recommend.

Nigel, already reaching for his shirt, businesslike, unbothered.

"God. I've never been reviewed before."

"Five stars, I'd say."

I'd never once considered myself the sort of person headlights got flashed at appreciatively by strangers in a layby, and yet here I am, doing up my jeans over cum-slick thighs in the boot of a Vauxhall Corsa, feeling, on balance, rather pleased about it.

There should be a word for that specific feeling. There probably is a word. I did an English degree. I can't think of it right now because my brain has temporarily resigned its post and fucked off somewhere to have a lie-down and possibly a stern word with itself about life choices.

I climbed out of the boot, legs shaky, the wet slide of cum unavoidable with every step. Nigel folded the rear bench back up, replaced the parcel shelf with the methodical precision of a man returning a hire car. The Corsa back to its ordinary instructional configuration in under two minutes, as though nothing had happened, as though the vinyl wasn't still tacky, and the cabin didn't reek of sex and sweat and cum.

We both got back in our original seats. Seatbelts clicked. Mirrors adjusted. The familiar choreography of a driving lesson, except I was sitting in cum-soaked knickers that were sticking to me with every tiny shift, and I could still taste him at the back of my throat from four hours ago when this had all started.

Nigel started the engine, pulled out of the layby as calmly as he'd pulled in. Indicator on, mirrors checked, the A25 opening up ahead of us, grey tarmac and cat's eyes and the last threads of dusk fading into proper dark.

The road looked exactly the same as it had an hour ago, which felt frankly outrageous. The tarmac should be different. Scorched, at minimum. Some visible evidence that a girl had just discovered exhibitionism was her new favourite hobby whilst being fucked in a layby by a driving instructor twice her age. Instead: cat's eyes, white lines, the same bloody roundabout at Merrow.

The Corsa's dashboard lights cast everything in faint green, familiar, ordinary. The same lights that had been there for all five failed tests, for every lesson, for every careful three-point turn and emergency stop.

Nothing's changed in here. Everything's changed in me. The car hasn't noticed either way.

Nigel drove in silence, a man who'd done exactly what he'd set out to do and was now simply completing the admin. We passed the garden centre, and the Tesco where I'd bought Maltesers once after my third fail, standing in the queue feeling sorry for myself. All of it ordinary, recognisable, utterly unchanged.

And I am not remotely the same person who drove past it this morning.

My phone buzzed in the door pocket. A text from Mum, probably, asking if I'd passed, if I was celebrating, when I'd be home. I didn't check, not yet, not with cum still cooling between my legs and the layby still vivid behind my eyelids every time I blinked.

There should be a word for the specific hollow satisfaction of knowing you've passed a test you failed five times, knowing you'll never be able to tell anyone how you passed it, and not minding that silence one single bit.

The test centre appeared ahead, the portacabin lit from inside, Sandra probably still at the desk doing paperwork, entirely oblivious to what had happened in the hours since we'd left. Nigel pulled into the car park, killed the engine, unclipped his seatbelt with the same unhurried efficiency he'd used to fuck me ten minutes ago.

"Right then. Let's get you signed off."

His voice flat, the same register he'd used to explain the biting point this morning. Before everything. Before I'd had his cock in my mouth on a residential street, before I'd masturbated for him in a National Trust car park, before I'd been fucked in a layby whilst strangers watched and wanked and came on the window above my head.

Before I discovered exactly what sort of girl I actually was, under all the university education and the double-barrelled surname and the Aga-heated politeness.

I followed him into the portacabin, legs still shaky, aware of every step, every shift of fabric against cum-slick skin, the wet squelch of my knickers with every movement. Sandra looked up from her desk, smiled the same smile she'd smiled at me six times before, warm, encouraging, entirely fucking oblivious.

"All done, love? How'd it go?"

Nigel handed over the clipboard, matter-of-fact.

"Passed. Clean sheet. No faults."

"Oh, well done! Sixth time lucky, eh?"

"Something like that."

If only she knew. If only she had any idea what 'sixth time lucky' had actually entailed, what 'clean sheet' meant in context.

Sandra printed the certificate, signed it, handed it over with a congratulatory smile I absolutely did not deserve and yet accepted anyway, because what else was I supposed to do, confess?

Passed, technically. There should be an asterisk on it. A little footnote in eight-point font. Terms and conditions applied. Services rendered. May contain traces of degradation.

Nigel walked me back to the car park, unhurried, a man completing a job well done.

"Right then. Congratulations. Drive safe."

He turned to go, already halfway back to the Corsa, and I heard myself speak before I'd decided to, the words arriving without permission.

"Do you do Pass Plus lessons?"

He stopped, and turned back to me, a flicker of something crossed his face, amusement maybe, satisfaction definitely, before the flat composure settled back into place.

"I do, yeah. Motorway driving, that sort of thing."

"I might book one. For next week, maybe?"

"Might you."

"If you've got space."

"I've always got space for returning students, love. You've got my number."

I've got his number. I've got cum drying on my thighs. I've got a certificate that says I passed. I've got a taste for something I didn't know existed this morning and will never, ever be able to settle for less than again.

He climbed into the Corsa, started the engine, pulled away without looking back. The magnetic "Pearce Driving School" sign catching the car park lights as he turned onto the road. Ordinary and unremarkable.

And I'm standing in a test centre car park at half seven on a Tuesday evening, qualified to drive at last, permanently changed, and all I can think about is next week. Next Tuesday. Pass Plus. Motorway driving. And whatever else he's got planned for the layby on the way home.
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What followed was the most intense, filthy, unforgettable night of my life. And that is saying something, believe me. I watched things I'd never expected to see from that close. I tasted things I'd never tasted before. I asked for exactly what I wanted, in terms that made one of them blush and the other one grin. And I got every last bit of it.

This is my confession. Stand-alone, explicit, shameless, and every word of it true. Or near enough that it really doesn't matter.

LILY’S FORBIDDEN EXAM: An Explicit Gynaecologist Erotica Confession

Book 2 in Lily Corbett's confessional "Lily's Naughty Adventures" series of erotica.

FIND ON AMAZON

I went for a smear test. I left with secrets I promised I'd never tell... until now!

I needed a routine check-up. Overdue, bored, twenty-three and back from four years travelling the world. I Googled "private cervical screening Stevenage," found a gorgeous doctor with a wedding ring and a five-star rating, and booked an appointment for that Friday. Seemed simple enough. It wasn't.

Dr Marcus Ashford was older, posh, married, and absolutely not supposed to look at me the way he did when I started answering his questions about my sexual history. His nurse, Sarah, wasn't supposed to bite her lip and flush pink when I told them exactly what I'd done in Morocco, Australia, and that time in San Diego with two Marines. And I definitely wasn't supposed to spread my legs in that examination chair and beg them both not to stop.

But I've never been good at following rules. I've had experiences most people only fantasise about. I know what I want. And that afternoon, in a discreet clinic on a quiet Victorian street, I wanted them. Both of them. Boundaries blurred. Gloves came off. The appointment became something else entirely.

This is what happened when a routine exam turned into the filthiest threesome of my life. No apologies. No regrets. Just the truth, every explicit detail, exactly as I remember it.

Daddy’s Team: The Old Men’s Breeding Ground

"Some girls are made for nice boys and safe futures. Lacey Morgan was made for this."

Book 9 in Lily Corbett’s “DADDY ISSUES” series of hardcore age-gap and very taboo erotica.
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Welcome to the filthiest corner of Beeston Rangers FC, where nineteen-year-old Lacey Morgan’s boredom with useless young lads is about to be spectacularly cured by seventy-two-year-old groundskeeper Malcolm Hewitt. This isn’t your typical age-gap romance – this is raw, degrading, and absolutely unapologetic about what it is: a breeding obsession story where the girl begs for exactly what society says she shouldn’t want.

Lacey’s sick of boys who can’t make her cum. She’s been watching rougher porn, craving the intensity she sees on screen, fingering herself to fantasies of older men who know what they’re doing. When Malcolm corners her with upskirt photos he’s been collecting for weeks, offering her a choice that isn’t really a choice, Lacey discovers the truth: she walked into his trap willingly. She’s been waiting for someone like Malcolm, someone who’ll treat her like the slag she’s desperate to become.

Malcolm’s no amateur. He’s got a black leather book documenting fifty years of women he’s corrupted at this club, each one catalogued with photos and explicit details. Lacey’s just the latest entry, but she might be his masterpiece. He introduces her to cucumbers from his allotment, teaches her to deep-throat on her knees in his equipment shed, marks her with his piss on the centre circle at midnight. Every degrading act makes her wetter, proves she’s made for this.

Then there’s Liam Scott – a cocky left-back who finds Lacey’s phone and sees everything. Her texts with Malcolm, the photos, the proof of what she’s become. Liam thinks he can blackmail his way into her cunt, force her to service him and his mates Connor and Elliot. He films it all, thinking he’s in control. But Malcolm’s been playing this game since before Liam was born, and he’s got leverage of his own: photos of Liam stealing club kit, evidence of hidden injuries that could end his career.

The physio room gangbang is where everything collides. Lacey on the reinforced treatment table, Malcolm and Dennis double-penetrating her cunt whilst Liam fucks her mouth, all of it captured on camera for mutual assured destruction. Ryan’s celebrating promotion in the bar directly overhead, completely oblivious that his little sister’s being filled by six men one floor below. It’s brutal, explicit, and Lacey cums harder than she ever has; because the danger, the wrongness, the risk of discovery makes it perfect.

The Lactation Consultant: A Hucow Training Story

When desperate relief becomes total surrender, some treatments transform you completely.

Book 3 in Lily Corbett’s “TABOO TALES” series of hardcore and very taboo erotica.  ADULTS ONLY HUCOW FILTH!  

FIND ON AMAZON

Maya Chen’s body started producing milk at nineteen – spontaneously, painfully, relentlessly. No pregnancy. No explanation. Just swollen, leaking breasts that got her fired from her retail job and made every doctor she saw dismiss her as psychiatric case. By the time she found the Hartwell Lactation Specialists online, she was desperate enough to believe anything.

Richard and Diane Hartwell run a private clinic for women with conditions like Maya’s. What starts as a legitimate-seeming medical appointment quickly reveals itself as something far darker. These aren’t licensed physicians. They’re collectors, fetishists who’ve built an entire operation around exploiting young women with lactation disorders, turning desperate patients into permanent milk-producing hucows.

The first examination crosses every professional boundary. Richard’s hands on her swollen breasts, testing her production, making her come on the table while Diane documents everything. Maya knows it’s wrong. But the relief is overwhelming, and she hasn’t felt this cared for in years. When they offer her a residential weekend to “optimize her treatment,” she accepts.

By Saturday morning, Maya’s stripped naked and restrained while they drain her together: Richard’s mouth on one breast, Diane’s on the other, both feeding from her while she writhes between them. They don’t hide their arousal anymore. They discuss her milk production like farmers evaluating livestock. They photograph and video everything, cataloging her as “Subject 23” in an archive of twenty-two previous women they’ve conditioned exactly the same way.

The breeding protocols come next. Dr. Marcus Matthews – a distinguished physician who serves as the couple’s breeder – examines Maya’s naked body while Richard and Diane watch. He tests her fertility, evaluates her hips, tastes her milk. Then he fucks her on the examination table while Richard and Diane nurse from her breasts, all three of them using her body simultaneously. Matthews fills her pussy with his come while promising to impregnate her, to swell her belly and triple her milk production.

Maya signs a permanent residency contract. Two thousand dollars monthly to live with Richard and Diane, producing milk and serving their needs. She agrees to breeding protocols: multiple pregnancies with different men for genetic variation and comparative data. She consents to complete documentation including her face and full name. She accepts restraints, pump training, network presentations where other collectors will taste her milk and evaluate her potential.

The corruption is total. Maya goes from virgin to bred hucow in three weeks. Her body transforms, breasts enlarging, production increasing from twenty-eight ounces to over sixty daily. She orgasms every time they drain her now, conditioned to associate milk extraction with sexual pleasure. She calls herself their cow without shame. She begs Matthews to breed her again immediately after the pregnancy test comes back positive.

Dirty Work: Daddy's Garage Girl

"Some skills can only be taught by experienced hands."

FIND ON AMAZON

When twenty-year-old Aisha Khan takes an apprenticeship at Marshall & Sons Garage, she's desperate to escape her family's arranged marriage plans. What begins as a strategic rebellion quickly shifts gears when garage owner Tony Marshall offers her a dirty deal: submit to his "special training program" or lose the job that's her only route to freedom.

Trapped between her conservative Pakistani heritage and her growing desire for independence, Aisha makes a calculated decision. She'll endure whatever these older men demand—for now. But as Tony insists she call him "Daddy" during their private "lessons," Aisha discovers her body's traitorous response to his degrading commands.

Soon, her "training" expands to include Tony's business partner Keith, wealthy clients like distinguished Mr. Winters and Indian businessman Raj Singh, and eventually even Tony's reluctant son Matthew. Each encounter pushes her further from the dutiful daughter she once was.

With each forbidden act in the inspection pit, storage room, and across every surface of the grimy workshop, Aisha finds herself transformed. The gold anklet that once symbolised her cultural heritage now adorns her naked body as she kneels before these men, her conservative upbringing deliberately desecrated with every filthy fluid they share.

While her family searches frantically for their missing daughter, Aisha's new skills earn her more than just mechanical knowledge. Her "special services" secure enough cash for a flat of her own—and the freedom to become the garage's prized Pakistani princess.

As her final "certification ceremony" approaches, Aisha must decide: return to her family's expectations or fully embrace her new identity as Daddy's Garage Girl, serving the needs of every man in the workshop. The engine's running hot, and Aisha's about to redline in ways her parents never imagined.

Will she put the brakes on her descent into depravity, or accelerate into a life where she calls all the shots about who uses her body and how? In the end, Aisha discovers the most powerful tool in the garage might be her own newfound thirst for submission.

Dirty Work: Daddy's Garage Girl is the first instalment in the taboo-shattering "Daddy Issues: Forbidden Taboo Mentors" from Lily Corbett, where forbidden desires meet cultural rebellion in the gritty underbelly of working-class Britain.

FIND ON AMAZON


Trigger Warnings


This book contains themes some readers may find distressing, including:

Significant age gap between characters (21 and 43, both consenting adults)

Abuse of professional/authority position (driving test official and student)

Public exhibitionism and dogging content

Group voyeurism (watching, no physical contact between parties)

Unprotected sex and breeding/impregnation dirty talk (fantasy only)

Explicit sexual content throughout

Coarse language, including degrading and class-based dirty talk

Family/parental pressure themes

All characters are consenting adults. All content is intended as fantasy fiction for adult readers.
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