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The plates were on the side. The wine was open. Emily was on the sofa with her feet tucked under her and the television on but the sound low, and I was in the armchair with my glass and the specific feeling of a Tuesday that has nothing left to offer.

She was wearing an old grey t-shirt and shorts. Her hair was loose. She looked comfortable in the way she always did at home, easy in her own body, and her tits pressed against the thin cotton with their usual weight and I noticed them the way I always noticed them, without deciding to, and then I looked at the television.

The bloke from work came into my head. The car park, three days ago. Him grinning at his phone, not even really talking to me. You know the lay-by off the Ashford road? Apparently it's a thing on weekends. A dogging thing. Cars and everything. Then his phone had beeped and he had walked away and that was it, and I had stood there in the car park for a moment longer than made sense.

I smiled at the memory without meaning to. Shook my head slightly.

Emily looked over.

"What?"

"Nothing."

She pulled her feet out from under her and tucked them the other way, watching me with the particular patience she had for moments when I was clearly thinking about something I hadn't decided to share yet.

"Something made you smile," she said.

"Bloke at work said something stupid."

"Tell me."

"It's nothing."

"Mark."

Her voice was easy, not pressing. Just the way she said my name when she wanted me to stop performing and talk to her. Two years married and she could do that with one word. I looked at her: the loose hair, the grey t-shirt, her legs folded under her on the sofa, her big dark eyes steady on mine. The television flickered between us.

I said: "You know the lay-by off the Ashford road?"

She thought for a second. "The one past the farm?"

"That one. Apparently it's." I paused. "Known for something."

She waited, a small smile forming because she could hear that I was finding the words carefully.

"Dogging," I said. "Apparently it's a dogging spot."

The word sat in the room. Emily looked at me for a moment with an expression I couldn't immediately read, and then the corner of her mouth moved further and she said:

"Dogging."

"That's what he said."

"Like." She paused. "Cars. Watching."

"More or less."

She was quiet for a second. Not uncomfortable. Thinking.

"Four miles away," I said.

I didn't know why I had added that. It wasn't necessary information. It wasn't a proposal. It was the fact that had stuck with me most: the nearness of it, the ordinary road, the gap between the lay-by and our front door being shorter than the drive to the supermarket. I had said it, and now Emily was looking at me with something in her eyes that had not been there thirty seconds ago.

"Do you know much about it?" she said. "Dogging. How it actually works."

"A bit," I said. "Roughly."

"Tell me."

The television was still on. Some programme neither of us had been watching. The wine was open on the table between us.

I told her what I knew, which was more than I'd let on.

A car parked up with the interior light left on, that was the signal: we're open, come and look. Some stayed in the car. Some got out. Men came from other cars, or out of the trees on foot, and they watched through the windows, or they were invited closer, or they weren't and they understood that and kept their distance. There was an etiquette to it. That was the part that had surprised me when I'd first read about it, years back: the etiquette. The way it worked by consent and signal rather than just chaos in a car park.

Emily listened with her wine glass held in both hands and her eyes on me.

"And people," she said. "They just let other people watch them."

"That's part of it."

"Is that all. Just watching."

"Not always," I said. "Sometimes a woman gets out of the car. Talks to someone. It goes from there."

"Goes from there," she repeated. "Like."

"Like anything, really. Depends on the people."

She considered that for a moment, turning the glass in her hands. "So it's just. Singles. People who go there on their own."

"Some of them," I said.

She looked at me. She had caught something in the way I said it.

"Some of them," she said.

"Couples go too. That's actually." I stopped. "That's more common than you'd think."

"Couples go to watch other people."

"Sometimes," I said. "And sometimes the couple is the one being watched."

She paused. "So they both get out. Together."

"Or just the wife," I said.

The glass went still in her hands. She looked at me with her head tilted very slightly, making sure she had understood.

"Just the wife," she said.

"Yes."

"And her husband."

"Stays in the car," I said. "Or nearby. Watching."

She was quiet. I could see her working through the architecture of it, laying the pieces next to each other. The car with the light on. The woman outside. The husband watching. The men coming out of the dark.

"Watching his own wife do that," she said. "With strangers."

The word strangers sat in the room for a moment.

"Yes," I said.

Her eyes came up to mine. "She actually. She sleeps with them."

"If she wants to. That's the point of it, for some couples. The woman does what she wants and the man watches."

Emily stared at me. Not performing surprise. Actually surprised. "While he just stands there."

"Yes."

"And that's." She paused. "He wants that to happen."

"That's what I've heard," I said. "It's a kink. The watching. Being the one who has to stand there while she." I paused. "The humiliation of it, maybe. Wanting it to happen and watching it happen. Both things at once."

She looked away from me, to the middle distance. Working through it. I watched her face make the shape of it: the strangeness, the specific strangeness of a husband in a car park in the dark while his wife.

"How does a man let that happen," she said. Quiet. Genuinely asking.

"Some men want that," I said. "Apparently."

She was quiet for a moment. Then she looked at me with something careful in her expression.

"Do you know someone like that," she said. "Someone with that kink."

"No," I said.

She held my gaze. "But you've thought about it."

The television murmured at nothing. Outside the window the street was quiet, the particular quiet of a Tuesday night in a town where nothing much happens after nine. Emily was sitting four feet away from me, legs folded under her, her tits pressing against the grey cotton, her hair loose around her face, and the question was still in the room, and I hadn't answered it.

"I've thought about it," I said.

She nodded. Not shocked. Not pulling back. Just taking it in, the way she took most things in: steadily, and all the way.

She uncurled her legs and put her feet on the floor and leaned forward to set her glass on the coffee table, and when she sat back she was closer to the edge of the sofa, closer to me, elbows on her knees.

"Tell me what you thought," she said.

The room was very still.

"Emily."

"I'm asking," she said. "That's all. I'm just asking."

I looked at her face. The big dark eyes, steady. The full mouth. The grey t-shirt pulling across her chest. She was not embarrassed and she was not being reckless. She was curious in the way she sometimes got curious: quietly, and all the way down.

I told her.

She didn't move closer. She stayed where she was, elbows on her knees, and she looked at me.

"Have you thought about going," she said. "To watch."

"I don't know," I said. "Maybe."

She nodded slowly. Not pushing it further. She looked at me for another moment and then her eyes dropped and she was quiet and I couldn't tell what she was doing with it, whether she was filing it away or turning it over or had already moved on to something else entirely.

The television was still going. Some programme neither of us had been watching. I looked at her face: the big dark eyes, the full mouth, the grey t-shirt pulled across her chest, her tits heavy against the thin cotton. She was not embarrassed. She was not performing anything.

Then she slid off the sofa onto her knees in front of my chair.

My breath stopped.

Her hands went to my thighs and she looked up at me from the floor with that steady dark expression and I was already hard, had been hard for the last ten minutes, and she could see that and she didn't comment on it. Her fingers moved to my waistband.

"Emily."

"Shh," she said.

She got my jeans open and her hand wrapped around me and she held me like that for a moment, just held me, watching my face. Her grip was firm and warm and unhurried and I looked down at her: the loose dark hair, the curve of her shoulders in the old grey t-shirt, her 32G tits hanging heavy inside it, the wide dark-pink nipples visible through the cotton, already stiff.

She had been thinking about something too. I didn't know what.

She lowered her head and took me into her mouth and the sound I made was involuntary and she made a small sound back, low in her throat, something close to satisfaction. Her mouth was slow and thorough and she kept her eyes open, looking up at me when the angle allowed it, and her hair fell forward around her face and I pushed it back with one hand so I could see her.

Her tits moved with her. The weight of them shifting inside the t-shirt with every movement, and I got my other hand under the fabric and she paused to let me pull it over her head and then she went back down and they hung free below her, heavy and full and swaying slightly, and I kept my hand in her hair and looked at her and tried not to think about anything at all.

I couldn't tell why she was doing this. Whether it was for me, or because the conversation had done something to her, or some other reason that had nothing to do with the lay-by off the Ashford road. I didn't ask. Her mouth was warm and certain and she knew exactly what she was doing and the room was quiet except for her.

After a while she pulled back and stood up, her hair loose and disordered around her face, and she pushed her shorts and underwear down together and stepped out of them, and then she climbed into the armchair over me, her knees either side of my hips, her tits level with my face, and she reached down and positioned me and sank onto me slowly.

The sound she made was low and long and her head tipped back.

Her tits were in my face and I got both hands on them, the full weight of them in my palms, thumbs across the nipples, and she gasped and began to move. Slow at first. Her hands on my shoulders, her thighs working, the chair creaking under us. Her nipples were very stiff and puffy between my fingers and her breathing came faster and her hips found a rhythm and she rode me with her eyes closed and her mouth open and her hair falling forward.

She didn't say anything. Not one word.

That was unusual for her.

She came with her face pressed into my neck and both hands gripping my shoulders and her whole body shuddering, and then she went still and stayed there, breathing hard against my skin, and I held her with both arms around her back.

The television murmured at nothing.

After a while she lifted her head and looked at me. Her face was flushed, her lips slightly swollen, her hair wrecked. She looked like herself, fully, the way she sometimes did after sex when all the daytime had come off her.

She kissed me once, soft and brief.

Then she climbed off, found her t-shirt on the floor, pulled it back on, and curled back onto the sofa with her wine glass.

"Early night?" she said.

"Yeah," I said. "I think so."
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She asked it over the pasta, between forkfuls, the way she asked things she had been sitting on for a while.

"Has your bloke at work said anything else? About that place."

I looked up. Three weeks since the sofa, since the conversation. Neither of us had mentioned it since.

"What place," I said.

She gave me a look. Not buying it.

"The lay-by," she said. "Off the Ashford road."

"Right." I picked up my wine. "No. He mentioned it again once. Just in passing."

"Does he know more? About how it actually works, who goes."

"He says it's a regular thing. Weekends mainly. He reckons there's a lot of traffic on the right nights."

She laughed at that. "Traffic."

"His word."

"Like a roundabout." She twirled pasta around her fork. "Orderly. Keep moving."

"There's an etiquette to it. We covered this."

"We did." She put the fork down and looked at me with the particular expression she had when she was enjoying something she wasn't supposed to find funny. "It's just such a strange thing to exist. Four miles from here. People we probably know walking past in the dark."

"Probably not people we know."

"How do you know? Could be anyone." She picked up her wine. "Dave from next door. Could be out there right now."

"Dave from next door watches cricket and goes to bed at ten."

"You don't know that."

"I'm fairly confident."

She grinned. Drank. Set the glass down. The evening was still bright outside, the kitchen light not yet needed, the windows open because it had been warm all day and the warmth was still sitting in the room. She was in the white crop top she'd put on after her shower — ribbed cotton, pale as cream, the two pink stripes at the short sleeves, the neckline open two or three buttons because she didn't bother fastening them at home. Her breasts filled it completely. The fabric pulled when she moved. She'd paired it with the white mini skirt, short enough that when she'd first come downstairs I'd said nothing and just looked, and she'd caught me looking and said what and I'd said nothing.

"I just think," she said, "that it might not even be real. Like — someone said it to your bloke, and he said it to you, and it gets passed around, and maybe there's just a lay-by off the Ashford road where nothing happens and it's a car park."

"Maybe."

"Or." She looked at me. "We could just drive past."

I put my fork down.

"I'm not saying anything," she said, still smiling. "I'm just saying it's a nice evening and it's four miles and it would take twenty minutes and then we'd know. Whether it's even a thing."

"Drive past."

"Just to look. See if there are cars. If there are, then fine, it's real. If there aren't, it's a myth and Dave from next door is not, in fact, a sexual adventurer."

I looked at her face. The
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