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1.   Tower 12

We’d done it. We’d actually made it all the way up to Tower 12—the highest accessible point on this section of the Great Wall outside Beijing.

“Not bad for thirty-two-year-olds.” Andy chuckled, still panting.

“Still thirty-one for me.” I giggled between gasps for breath.

He pulled out his phone. “Selfie?”

“Of course.”

He wrapped an arm around me, and we angled ourselves so the stone marker reading Tower 12—Great Wall of China sat neatly between us in the frame.

“Smile,” Andy urged, raising the phone.

“Hold on…” I muttered, taking a long inhale to steady myself.

The climb had been brutal—steep, uneven steps, some of them practically vertical, made worse by the cold and our heavy coats. At least the Wall was quiet. Off-season, 8th of December, the run-up to Christmas—yes, to my surprise, Christmas is a thing in China. Hotels had Christmas trees and lights everywhere.

“Come on, love,” Andy teased, lifting the phone again. “You’re fit. Fit, sexy, and pretty. Smile!”

He wasn’t wrong. I kept myself fit—even after two kids. And I suppose I’m still sexy and pretty at thirty-one—blonde, soft features, hazel eyes, five-foot-six, naturally curvy, with an hourglass waist, toned legs, and small, perky B-cup breasts.

Andy clicked the photo and glanced at his screen. “Perfect.” He let go of me and tucked the phone into his pocket. “Just wish we’d brought the kids.”

“They wouldn’t have made it up here,” I said.

And it was true. Our two—six and four—are brave and lively, but this trip was far too demanding. We’d made the right call leaving them with my mum in London.

I ran a hand over my chest, letting my gaze drift across the mountains—foggy peaks dusted with the first snow. It was a welcome moment to catch my breath before heading down.

It was day ten of our self-organised China trip, and we were exhausted. We’d done so much. We’d visited Zhujiajiao, walked the Pudong skyline, stood before the Terracotta Army in Xi’an, wandered the Temple of Heaven, crossed Tiananmen Square, explored the Forbidden City and the hutongs…

And now Tower 12. We’d earned our fatigue.

“Shall we head down?” Andy asked.

I nodded. “Yeah, let’s go.”

I’d just taken my first step when a young Chinese guy rushed up to me, phone in hand, and asked in broken English, “Photo with us?” He gestured to four friends.

I was used to it by now. In China, people often ask for photos with Europeans—especially blondes. Vietnam, too, apparently. So I nodded, posed, smiled, and let them take their pictures. They thanked me and moved away.

And then a tall man stepped right in front of me and said, in an American accent, “May I have a photo as well?”

I froze for a moment.

I mean… he wasn’t Chinese. He was a white man, a stranger, approaching me right there in front of my husband and asking for a selfie. It was bold, almost provocative. And yet that flutter hit my stomach instantly. Maybe it was Tower 12. Maybe it was the climb. Maybe it was the strange, exhilarating sense of standing at the very top, looking out over the snowy ridges of the Great Wall.

But mostly… it was him.

He was tall, strong, and ridiculously handsome. The sort of man who carried himself with that easy, masculine confidence that somehow felt both commanding and gentle at once. Disarming.

He tilted his head slightly, smiling.

And that flutter dropped lower—right into my pussy.

The attraction was instant. Shocking.

I’d never done anything like this. Never flirted with other men—I’d always been faithful to Andy.

And yet I giggled, the flirt slipping out entirely uninvited. “You’re not Chinese. Why do you want a photo?”

He laughed—open, flirtatious—and there was a glint in his eyes when he said, “Because I like taking selfies with beautiful blondes.” He paused just long enough for me to feel it, then tapped his chest. “Jackson, by the way.”

Another giggle escaped me. “Ellie.”

I glanced at Andy, my cheeks warming—and not from the cold.

He shrugged. “Why not, love?”

Jackson took that as permission. Without hesitating, he stepped in beside me, wrapped an arm around my waist, and pulled me lightly into him. His body pressed against mine—solid, warm—and that heat between my legs flared again. He lifted his phone, leaned in, and I felt the brush of his cheek against mine.

I trembled—but smiled.

He snapped the selfie.

“Thank you,” he said, letting go of me.

“You’re welcome,” I managed, flashing a shy smile.

He stepped aside to make room for other tourists to take their photos with the stone marker. “So, where’re you from?” he asked.

“From London,” I chirped, stepping out of the way as well.

“South-east, actually—just outside London,” Andy added, joining us.

“I’m from New York,” Jackson said. “New Jersey, to be more precise.”

Before I could stop myself, I heard my own voice ask, “Married?”

I blushed immediately. Why was I asking? Why did I care?

He smiled. “No. Single. And the two of you—newlyweds?”

I laughed. “No, not quite.”

“Oh, I thought you were.”

“Do we look like it?”

“Well… You’ve got that honeymoon glow going on.”

I felt my cheeks warm again.

His eyes travelled over me—playful, unmistakably appreciative. “Pretty woman in her early twenties—”

“Jackson!” I burst out laughing. “That’s very sweet, but nowhere near accurate.”

He looked right at me with those soft light-brown eyes. “Alright then—twenty-two? Twenty-three? Twenty-five max.”

“I’m thirty-one,” I said, and before I realised what I was doing, I gave his shoulder a light, teasing brush. The kind of flirtatious touch I’d only ever used with Andy… and yet here I was, doing it with a man I’d just met.

Andy definitely noticed—but he didn’t flinch. If anything, he seemed amused. And a little excited.

“I’m thirty-two,” he added, his voice giving away more than he meant to.

Jackson grinned. “Well, since we’re sharing ages—I’m twenty-eight. Single. No kids.”

“We’ve got two,” Andy said quickly.

Jackson’s eyebrows shot up. “Really?” Then he gave me that warm, mischievous smile again—slightly bolder now, the flirt obvious. “Already two? Honestly… I never would’ve guessed.” His gaze travelled down my body, deliberate and playful.

Another flutter ran through me. “Stop it,” I said, pretending to scold but smiling anyway.

“No, I mean it. You look like—”

“Yes, yes, I look like a mum of two,” I cut him off, then looked away towards the mountains.

Jackson just laughed, unfazed.

My cheeks were burning—embarrassed. Not by the compliment itself, but—what was I like? Enjoying this stranger’s attention far too much.

I looked at Andy, finally regaining my composure. “Shall we head down?”

He nodded. “Yeah.”

“I’ll join you,” Jackson cut in, “if you don’t mind?”

“Of course not,” Andy said.

I moved towards the steps—still embarrassed, almost annoyed with myself.

Jackson fell in behind me, Andy bringing up the rear.


2.   The Descent

“So, where have you been so far in China?” Jackson asked.

“In Xi’an,” I replied, watching my footing on the slippery stones.

“Oh, the Terracotta Army. It’s impressive, isn’t it?”

“So you’ve been there?”

“Yep.”

“Where else?” Andy asked.

“Loads of places. I’ve been all over China,” Jackson said easily.

“Really?”

“Yep. Let me start with Tibet…”

Keeping my eyes on the icy steps, watching for patches of snow and slick stone, I listened with interest as Jackson reeled off the places he’d visited in China.

The cold nipped at my cheeks while my puffer jacket and jumper had me overheating underneath, but we were making good progress. We passed Tower 11 and then Tower 10. We didn’t stop at either tower because I wanted off the most exposed stretch of the ridge before the fog creeping in from the mountains caught up with us.

Jackson kept talking, and it really did sound like he’d been everywhere.

Andy tried to keep up, dropping in the few sights we’d managed on our short trip, and I backed him up now and then, adding what had impressed me most. But there was no competition. Jackson had us beaten by miles.

He explained he was an expat working on a Christmas documentary—how the winter season and the festive atmosphere changed the way people experienced the Wall.

“It’s the combination of the Christmas spirit, the festive feeling, and the greatness of the Wall,” he said. “They amplify each other. It’s not a simple sum—it’s a multiplier effect.”

“Right,” I said, not quite following, starting to think this guy was a bit of an oddball.

He carried on. “Very few tourists come at Christmas, but they’re enough to give me the evidence I need. They can’t explain it, but they feel it. They turn adventurous, excited, elated—because of the ‘Christmas on the Wall’ effect. That’s what I’m studying.”

“So you’re studying how the festive season and the grandeur of the Wall affect people’s minds, am I right?” Andy asked, clearly following Jackson’s strange theory better than I was—maybe even half believing it.

“Precisely,” Jackson said.

Then he launched into how he’d been fascinated for years by emotional and psychological reinforcement mechanisms in the human brain, and how his research was unique. Now he finally had the chance to study the phenomenon properly, using the real-life data he was collecting on the Wall. He mentioned he was renting a flat in a village at the base of the mountain so he could stay close for a few weeks.

After that, he dove into brain structure and lost me completely.

I thought he was a bit eccentric—but oddly, I didn’t think less of him for it. It was just his quirk, part of his charm. Maybe I felt that way because I wasn’t really interested in his theories at all. I was more interested in… him as a man. In the weight of his footsteps behind me. In his breath on the back of my neck when we almost bumped. In the power in his body, the feel of his arm around me when he took that selfie.

So, yes, I wasn’t drawn to his peculiar mind. I was drawn to him—his body, his nearness, his presence.

We reached Tower 9, and I decided it was time for a short break.

I stepped into the little stone chamber and stopped to catch my breath. My legs were trembling. “Phew... who said climbing is hard?”

“Yeah.” Jackson chuckled, coming in beside me. “Descending’s just as bad. Maybe worse.”

“More so when you’ve got icy patches,” Andy added as he joined us.

We looked around. The tower was empty. Through the embrasure I could see the Wall stretching away, almost deserted except for the odd lone figure drifting along the path below. No voices, no footsteps reaching us. Just the overcast sky, the dusting of snow, and the silent stones beneath our boots. December really did keep people away.

“Descending puts more strain on the knees,” Jackson said. “But at least it’s easy on the heart. Breathing’s easier too.”

“It is,” I agreed. “But still—I need a second.” I drew in a deep breath.

He stepped right in front of me. “You know, there’s a trick to calming your breathing quickly.”

I raised my eyebrows. “Oh, really? How?”

“It’s to do with the tummy.”

“The tummy?”

He nodded. “Yeah. Chinese medicine. Everyone knows about pressure points in the feet, but the stomach’s important too. I’ll show you. Open your jacket.”

Before I could react, he reached for my zip and pulled it down.

“I love your Christmas jumper,” he said with a quick smile as he opened my puffer jacket.

And then—

—he lifted the hem of my jumper with one hand and slid the other straight under it.

“Jackson!” I squeaked, jerking back at the shock of his cold hand on the bare skin of my stomach. I was only wearing a crop top underneath.

He didn’t pull away. Instead, he stepped closer, letting go of my jumper so it fell back into place, his palm staying beneath it, firm on my abs. His eyes gleamed—desire, mischief, confidence.

“Now take a deep breath,” he whispered. “And exhale. Feel my hand.”

I stared at him, unsure, nerves and heat battling inside me.

“Do it, Ellie,” he murmured. “You’ll feel the calm instantly. I know exactly where to press.”

His fingertips brushed the hem of my crop top. My heart wasn’t racing from exertion anymore. It was arousal—hot, insistent.

I glanced at Andy.

He stepped beside me, his hand brushing lightly across my lower back—steadying, reassuring.

I looked back at Jackson.

He smiled—soft, confident.

I took a deep breath. He pressed lightly, then released as I exhaled.

We held each other’s gaze for a moment. His palm stayed warm and steady on my abdomen.

“It worked, didn’t it?” he asked.

I nodded. “Yes.”

My cheeks were burning. My legs were shaking, goosebumps rising up my neck, my abs tight with arousal.

“And for the knees,” he said, “there’s another pressure point.”

Before I realised what he meant, he slid his free arm around my waist, pulling me in until our hip bones touched, and the hand beneath my jumper began to drift lower.

“Jackson,” I whispered, almost in panic—but I still didn’t pull away.

A shiver rippled across my stomach as his hand kept sliding.

“Relax, Ellie,” he murmured.

My whole body tightened when his hand slipped under the waistband of my jeans, fingers pushing beneath the elastic of my thong.

I swallowed hard, my eyes locked on his.

“The point is right on the mons pubis,” he said calmly.

His hand found it—right over my landing strip.

A sharp jolt of arousal tore through me. My pussy clenched as he pressed the pad of his middle finger against the tender crease where my labia met—his touch gentle but unmistakably intimate.

“Just stay calm for a second,” he instructed. His voice was low, steady, and almost soothing—yet deeply seductive.

My cheeks must have been crimson. My heart hammered, heat pulsing through me in waves. My teeth closed around my bottom lip so hard it almost hurt.

But I wasn’t pulling away.

I couldn’t.

Because my pussy was burning—empty, clenching, hungry. Impossible. Unwise. Wrong. And yet I wanted him. I wanted this man I’d known for barely minutes.

I held his gaze, my bottom lip caught between my teeth, breath trembling.

I couldn’t move.

Here I was, in Tower 9 on the Great Wall of China, with another man’s hand inside my thong, his palm pressing against my landing strip, his finger nudging right against the delicate crease above my pussy.

It had been longer than a second—more like ten—before my knees softened. My thighs loosened. The only tension left in my body was the warm throb pulsing in my pussy, and that had nothing to do with physical strain.

“You see?” Jackson whispered, smiling.

I nodded. Finally, I reached for his arm—meaning to pull his hand out of my jeans—but he’d already withdrawn. He stepped back.

I looked at Andy. Trying to cover the shame—or justify what I’d just allowed—I said, “You should try it.”

Andy laughed, waving his hands. “No thanks. I’m not letting another man’s hand anywhere near my cock.”

“It’s not about that—” I began, eager to pretend this was all innocent, but he cut me off: “I’m sure Jackson’s method only works on women, love.”

“Actually, no,” Jackson said, stepping towards Andy. “On men too.”

Andy stepped back. “Their cocks get in the way, mate.”

Jackson let out a small laugh and nodded at Andy’s crotch. “Only when they’re hard.”

My eyes dropped involuntarily. Andy had a clear tent in his trousers.

My hands flew to my mouth, a soft gasp slipping out. “Andy…”

“As if the doctor’s not hard,” Andy said, pointing at Jackson’s crotch.

My gaze followed—and another gasp escaped me. “Oh my God…”

Jackson’s bulge was massive.

“You see what you’ve done, love?” Andy chuckled, placing a hand on the small of my back.

Jackson only shrugged, grinning. “What can I say? A sexy patient.”

A tourist suddenly entered the tower. In a panic, I straightened my jumper, zipped my puffer jacket, and hurried out.

I walked ahead in silence, trying to make sense of what had just happened.

Why had I allowed it? What was it about this stranger that disarmed me so completely? What made me let him touch me like that? Why had I wanted it so badly? And Andy?

Was it the Great Wall? Christmas? Or the two together—that multiplier effect he talked about?

Behind me, Andy and Jackson talked quietly about travel—Jackson mentioning how he’d made his way through most of Europe, Latin America, and half of Asia. At first, I didn’t want to slip into their conversation after what had happened in Tower 9, but Andy sounded relaxed, and that reassured me.

Gradually, I found myself joining in—just a comment here, a question there. I was still flustered at the start, but Jackson’s grounded answers, and the fact he wasn’t overtly flirting—save for the occasional soft chuckle or the light brush of his fingers on my shoulder—made everything feel strangely normal.

Bit by bit, I relaxed. I even laughed when he told us a story about a misadventure in Prague—how he’d taken a selfie with a ‘gorgeous woman’, only to discover she was a prostitute, and her pimp wasn’t amused. I teased him, asking whether he was worried about the selfie he’d taken with me.

He laughed. “No. With you, I’m certain you’re just a gorgeous woman.”

I grinned over my shoulder. “You sure about that?”

He gave a small smile. “I know.”

I paused mid-step, turning to face him. “How?”

He stopped too, one step above me, the height giving him an easy vantage point. “Just looking into your eye, Ellie.”

There it was again—that faint spark, that barely-there flirtation. The flutter in my stomach returned, but I took it in stride this time, slapping his hip playfully. “Relax, Jackson. I won’t tell my pimp.”

My laughter echoed along the stone steps.

Andy cut in with a grin, “You have a pimp?”

And just like that, the three of us dissolved into easy, harmless banter.

We resumed descending, and Jackson shifted the conversation to his upcoming travel plans. Antarctica was next on his list—an expedition he intended to self-fund. That alone told me he was clearly well-off. I even caught myself smiling—my first proper encounter with an American, and he turned out to be rich.

We reached the base platform at last, stepping off the final stone and onto the wide paved area below. It felt like the natural moment to part ways with Jackson. Half of me almost didn’t want to—but I knew that was the sensible thing to do.

I turned to him. “It was lovely meeting you, Jackson, but we should probably grab a cab now.” I nodded towards the car park, where a few taxis were waiting in a loose line.

“Aren’t you going to get a souvenir?” he asked, tipping his head towards the souvenir shop.

I shook my head. “We’re not really souvenir people, I’m afraid.”

“Nowhere to put them,” Andy added.

“Right...” Jackson murmured, looking over at the shop—thinking.

I reached out a hand to him. “Shall we?”

He turned back to me but didn’t take my hand. Instead, he gave me a small, knowing smile. “Come with me for a second. I want to show you something before you go.”

My eyebrows lifted.

“You don’t have to buy anything,” he added. “Just want you to see something.”

He stepped closer and, almost as if he already had permission, slid an arm around my waist and gently guided me towards the entrance.

Andy followed us in.

Inside, the shop was warm and full of colour—tinsel, lights, little Christmas displays clearly put up for tourists. Jackson stopped just a few steps in, his hand slipping to the small of my back.

“It’s still here,” he said quietly.

“What is it?” I asked.

“My tree.” He pointed to one of the displays in the corner.

At first glance, what he was pointing at looked like a beautifully decorated tree—but then I realised what it actually was.

It was a stylised wooden sculpture of the Great Wall, its twisting, snaking path forming the triangular shape of a Christmas tree. Small green branches—made of wire wrapped in textured paper—sprouted from it. The branches were dotted with delicate paper-cut decorations in Chinese style. It was beautiful. Unique.

“Wow,” escaped my lips before I could help it.

“That’s something,” Andy said, sounding genuinely impressed.

We took a moment just to look at the tree.

Then I turned to Jackson. “Did you make that?”

He nodded, a proud smile forming. “Yeah. I gave it to them yesterday—told them they could use it in their display.”

“So you’re an artist?”

“Mmm… sort of. I’m a science guy first, but I make sculptures inspired by my research. Just a hobby.”

“You’re very talented.”

“Thank you.” He paused—his eyes holding mine for a heartbeat longer than necessary. Then he added, “I’ve got a fuller version at my flat. Do you want to come and see it?”

“Erm…”

I looked back at the tree—but my mind wasn’t on it. My thoughts were spinning. Going to this man’s flat? After everything that had just happened on the Wall? After the way my body had reacted to him—still reacting—low in my belly… lower still?

No. It wasn’t wise. I couldn’t trust him.

No—that wasn’t true. I couldn’t trust myself.

I turned back to say no.

But Jackson stepped in closer, his arm circling me with easy confidence. “Before you say no, Ellie…” He gave me a soft, knowing smile—flicked a glance at Andy, then back at me. “If the two of you come to my place, I’ll show you the real evidence behind what the Wall does to people at Christmas.” His arm tightened around my waist.

I should’ve pulled away, but I didn’t.

Instead, I looked at Andy.

He smiled. “Why not, love? We’ve got the day free today, haven’t we?”

And so—his arm still around my waist—I let Jackson guide me out of the souvenir shop, Andy walking just behind us as we stepped back into the cold air.

We reached the car park, and Jackson finally let go of me. He pointed to a luxurious black Mercedes. “I’ve rented a car.”

I reached for Andy’s hand; my fingers found his without either of us saying a word.

We followed Jackson to the car and slipped into the back while he took the driver’s seat.

A moment later, we pulled out of the car park.


3.   Inside the Flat

As the Mercedes eased onto the road, Jackson glanced at us in the rear-view mirror. “You OK back there?”

I flashed a smile. “Yeah.”

His eyes returned to the road.

For a moment the only sound was the heater humming softly, warm air drifting over my face.

Andy broke the silence first. “Nice car you’ve got here.”

Jackson gave a small shrug. “They gave me a choice… I picked the most elegant.”

“You like elegance,” Andy said—casual, but with an edge he probably hadn’t meant.

Jackson’s eyes met Andy’s in the mirror, a teasing smile brushing his lips. “As you do.”

Andy raised his eyebrows. “How do you know?”

Jackson flicked his gaze to the road, then back again, the smile still lingering. He dipped his head faintly in my direction. “Your wife. You picked an elegant wife.”

A blush rushed to my cheeks, a flutter rising in my stomach. There it was again—his compliments, his flirting, that look in his eyes I couldn’t quite ignore.

Andy slid a hand onto my thigh and gave it a gentle rub. “Oh, yeah. She’s elegant. Beautiful and sexy, my wife is.”

Jackson chuckled. “She’s not sexy, buddy—she’s deliciously sexy.”

I let out a small giggle. “Stop it, both of you. I’m blushing in here.”

Jackson held my gaze in the mirror for a beat too long—charged, teasing, undeniably lustful. The flutter in my stomach dropped lower… then lower still—to my pussy. I squeezed my thighs together, the warmth and wetness almost too much.

“I mean it!” I said, trying for a scold, but the giggle still escaped.

He returned his attention to the road, still smiling.

Andy, now clearly in a playful mood, leaned in, his lips brushing the side of my neck. “Deliciously sexy,” he whispered, his voice low with desire.

“Andy... easy,” I murmured, a smile tugging at my lips.

Jackson glanced at me in the mirror—and slowly ran his tongue over his lips, a teasing, provocative gesture.

Flushed and aroused, I did something I’d never done for another man. I stuck my tongue out at him, smiling openly, deliberately flirtatious. “Watch the road, Jackson,” I chirped.

He laughed and looked ahead again. “I know this road, don’t worry.” A beat. Then, softly, “Deliciously sexy.”

He cast me another look in the mirror, another smile.

And I returned it.

I was flirting. I was flirting with both men at the same time.

A sudden flicker of fear ran through me—fear of myself. It was becoming too much, too quickly, and I could feel the line between teasing and losing control thinning beneath me.

I gently pulled away from Andy, lifted his hand from my thigh, and placed it back on his leg with a soft smile. Then I straightened and cleared my throat, my voice calm, steady again. “So, Jackson… you’ve been living near the Wall for how long?”

“Three weeks,” he said, glancing at me in the mirror. The smile was still there, but softer now—less teasing, more polite. He seemed to recognise the shift. “Long enough to get used to the cold,” he went on. “Not long enough to stop being fascinated by it.”

Andy leaned forward slightly. “And you rent a flat, not staying in a hotel or something?”

Jackson’s eyes flicked to the mirror again — but to me, not Andy — before returning to the road. “Yeah. Quieter like that. More… private.”

The word ‘private’ landed low in my belly—warm and dangerous.

Andy gave a polite, measured nod. “Convenient for your research.”

“Oh, it is,” Jackson said, a smile threading through his voice. “Very convenient.”

His gaze brushed mine again in the mirror—barely a second, but enough to send another jolt through me.

Andy found my hand and squeezed it softly. I didn’t pull away.

“Don’t worry,” Jackson added lightly. “I’m not dragging you far. The village is just ahead.”

I felt Andy’s thumb stroke the back of my hand—reassurance, or a reminder, I couldn’t tell.

No one spoke now. The silence felt calmer, steadier. I watched the quiet mountain road curve between the trees, my heartbeat finally slowing, my thoughts settling. As long as I kept my footing, nothing had to cross a line. Nothing had to reach the point of no return.

A couple more minutes passed before we entered the outskirts of the village, and Jackson pulled up outside a block of flats. It hadn’t been a long drive—ten minutes at most.

He got out and opened the door for me. “I’m on the first floor,” he said. “I don’t like climbing extra levels.”

“But you like climbing the Wall,” I quipped as I took his hand and stepped out.

He laughed. “That’s true. But it’s different with the Wall. I collect evidence there.”

“The selfies?” I asked, letting go of his hand.

“Yes. But the real evidence is more than that.”

“Like what?”

“I’ll show you—let’s get inside.”

He closed the door just as Andy came around from the other side.

In that now-familiar way of his—one I didn’t seem to mind anymore—Jackson placed a hand on the small of my back and led me towards the entrance. Andy followed close behind.

We climbed the stairs to the first floor, and Jackson opened the door. We stepped inside.

The festive glow hit us immediately.

The corridor glittered with tinsel and Christmas ornaments, warm and bright, a soft festive tune playing quietly in the background. And at the far end stood a Christmas tree—the same height as the one in the souvenir shop, but larger, richer, with far more intricate details carved into its core—tiny glowing towers, winding battlements, even the suggestion of snow along the Wall’s path. Jackson was clearly obsessed with Christmas and the Wall.

“Wow!” I breathed. “That’s the one, right?” I pointed at the tree.

“That’s the one,” he said with a smile. “You like it?”

“Very much. How do you make these trees?”

“I’ll show you.”

He shut the door behind us, and the three of us slipped off our shoes by the entryway.

We stood there for a moment, the warmth of the flat settling around us.

Jackson nodded at my puffer jacket. “Shall we get rid of those layers?”

“Yes,” I murmured, letting him help me slip the jacket off.

He hung it neatly on the corridor rack, then helped Andy with his jacket as well. Only then did he remove his own. He had nothing but a fitted T-shirt underneath—and I couldn’t stop my eyes from tracing the sculpted lines of his chest beneath the fabric.

He stepped in front of me. “You asked about the real evidence.”

I looked up at him. “Yes. I mean, I understand your theory—but I’m still not sure…”

“Of course. It’s unorthodox. You have to live it to believe it.”

Silence stretched between us. His eyes, the heat of his body, the way his chest rose just inches from mine… It all made the air feel thick and masculine, almost humming with testosterone. The silence itself felt erotic.

As if he’d read my thoughts, he said softly, “What you’re feeling… that’s the Wall at Christmas.”

“Really?” I raised my eyebrows, a playful smile tugging at my lips—while a flutter tightened low in my belly.

“Yep.” He didn’t hide his own flirtatious grin.

He stepped closer.

The silence tightened—breathless now.

He lifted the hem of his T-shirt slightly, letting out a bit of heat. “It’s hot in here.”

I nodded. “It is.”

He let the fabric fall, then moved his hand to the hem of my jumper. “Let’s take this off.”

I caught his hand and gently pushed it away. “I’m already sweaty, Jackson.”

He raised his eyebrows. “Really? You didn’t seem sweaty when I touched you on the Wall.”

The reminder of what he’d done to me up there made my cheeks burn. But lower… heat pooled in my belly—spreading, softening—right into my pussy.

I held his gaze.

“Let me check,” he murmured.

He reached for my jumper again, and this time I didn’t stop him. I just watched—helplessly, deliberately—as both his hands slipped beneath the fabric and found the bare skin of my stomach. I trembled, but didn’t pull away when his palms slid up towards the bottom edge of my crop top.

“Oh yeah… a little warm,” he said lightly.

I felt the wetness gathering between my legs, the swelling ache of it.

I looked up; our eyes met again.

Another shiver ran through me as his fingertips inched under my crop top, brushing along the undersides of my breasts.

I bit my lip.

“Quite warm in here,” he teased, his voice low, his smile soft but charged.

I looked at Andy—desperate for him to stop this, terrified he wouldn’t. This was going somewhere it shouldn’t. Somewhere we couldn’t come back from.

But Andy said, “I’m sweating all over.” He pulled off his jumper and hung it neatly. Then he shot me a grin. “It’s the Wall-at-Christmas effect.”

“Indeed,” Jackson said—and slid both hands under my crop top, cupping my breasts.

A gasp tore out of me, my body jolting. My eyes snapped back to him.

I pressed my hands to his chest and eased him back; his hands slipped away immediately.

“Yeah… it’s hot in here,” I murmured. Then, as if that somehow made it innocent, I lifted the hem of my jumper and pulled it over my head.

He held out a hand. I passed him the jumper.

“I must admit I’ve sweated too,” he said as he turned and hung the jumper up.

Blushing, I straightened my crop top—then my hair.

He peeled off his T-shirt.

My breath caught. God, that back… Broad shoulders, sculpted muscles, every contour defined beneath warm skin.

He hung his T-shirt and turned back towards us.

The moment his front came into view, my eyes dropped instinctively to his broad chest, then lower to his tight abs, almost a perfect six-pack.

When I finally dragged my eyes back up, a knowing smile played on his lips—he’d caught me looking.

I smiled back and didn’t look away; I held his gaze.

I was in nothing but a crop top and jeans, standing half-undressed in front of a man I’d met less than an hour ago—but I liked it. I liked it so much my knees almost buckled.

And then the fear hit me. What was I doing? My head flushed hot, a dizzy rush tightening my chest. For a moment I felt suspended there—caught between wanting him and wanting to run.

Thank God for Andy. He stepped beside me and brushed his fingers over the bare skin at the small of my back—grounding me, reminding me he was here, that we were in this together.

Jackson stepped in front of me. “As I said—to believe it, you have to live it.” He wrapped his arms around my waist and pulled me in.

I felt his hard cock press against my jeans. My pussy clenched—wet, soft, needy.

I looked at Andy.

He nodded, then took a small step back. My gaze dropped, and I saw his hand slip down to his crotch. He gripped the bulge. He was hard too.

I looked back at Jackson, my hands rising to his chest.

He leaned in and pressed his mouth to mine. I parted my lips instantly, letting his tongue slip in. Heat rushed through me—sharp, dizzying. My head spun, my body shook, my breath coming in broken little bursts.

The kiss deepened. A soft gasp escaped me—lost against his mouth.

I felt taken—wanted—wanted by this American stranger who didn’t ask. He simply followed his desire and moved into me. And I wanted him too. I gave myself into that kiss completely.

The breath between us thinned—hot, desperate—until he finally drew back. My hands dropped to my sides.

I looked at Andy, my chest rising sharply, my heart racing, my pussy melting with heat and wetness.

Andy gave me a small smile. He wanted this.

I looked back at Jackson and nodded once.

He released my waist, took my hand gently, and led me towards a door on the left. He pushed it open, guiding me into the bedroom.

Andy followed us in.

We stopped beside the large bed in the middle of the room.

Jackson let go of my hand and moved behind me. His fingers found the knot of my crop top and loosened it; the fabric slackened, slipping to hang only by the neck strap. He tugged that tie loose as well, and the top fell away to the floor.

Cool air brushed my bare breasts. My nipples, already hard, tightened even more.

His arms circled around me, his hands finding the waistband of my jeans. Slowly, deliberately, he unbuttoned them and eased them down.

In a trance, I stepped out of the fabric pooling at my feet.

He gripped my hips and turned me gently to face him.

And here I was—standing in just my thong in front of the man who’d taken a selfie with me on the Wall—and was now about to do so much more. So much more.

I drew in a deep, shaky breath to steady myself.

He smiled—soft, reassuring, yet full of unmistakable desire—then reached for his belt. I watched as he unbuckled it, unzipped his fly, and pushed his jeans down.

He paused for a heartbeat, then hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his briefs and pulled them down too.

His cock sprang free.

My breath caught. I clapped both hands over my mouth, my eyes widening. I’d never seen a cock that big—massive, thick, heavy.

My hands dropped, but I still couldn’t tear my eyes away from the cockhead—broad, smooth, glistening, red and plump. Maybe it looked even bigger because it was cut—for the first time in my life, I was seeing a circumcised cock. But mostly… because it was big.

Andy’s voice came from right beside me. “Americans circumcise, love.”

I turned my head to look at him. He was so close. Watching me. Reading me. My Andy—faithful, steady, the man who knew my heart better than anyone.

Was I really going to do this? In front of him?

I raised my eyebrows—the last chance to stop everything.

“Andy… what are we doing?” I whispered.

He nodded. “Go ahead, love. I want this.”

He reached down beside me, hooked his fingers into the waistband of my thong, and pulled it down.

“Ride the multiplier effect,” he murmured.

That was it. The final permission.

I stepped out of the fabric.

Andy unbuckled quickly, then shoved his trousers and briefs down to mid-thigh in one fluid movement. He was fully hard.

I looked back at Jackson, my gaze dropping to his cock.

The sheer size of it almost frightened me—yet deep in my core, I felt a desperate, aching need to feel it inside me.

He stepped out of his jeans and briefs and came right up to me, his erect cock jutting forward, the warm head brushing the bare skin of my thigh.

A fresh flush spread across my cheeks. I was standing in front of this American man with his fully hard cock just inches from my bare pussy—aroused, nervous, unable to stop myself.

He slid an arm around me and pulled me in, his cock pressing against my abdomen.

I trembled.

With his free hand, he traced the bare skin of my stomach. Goosebumps rippled up my spine, along my neck, down my legs. Then he cupped my breast.

A sharp jolt of arousal shot through me.

He squeezed—gentle, firm, appreciative. “Very well shaped,” he murmured, a lustful smile curving his lips. “B-cups, right?”

I just nodded.

He let go of my breast, bent down, and pressed a soft kiss to my nipple.

I shook—pure, uncontrollable arousal.

As he straightened, he nudged me gently towards the bed and held me as I eased onto my back, my body sinking into the soft mattress.

He let go and climbed onto the bed beside me, the warmth of him brushing my skin.

I pulled my knees up, spreading my legs, my feet flat on the mattress.

He moved between my trembling thighs. Bracing himself on his hands, he pushed forward slowly. I shivered as his cockhead pressed against my pussy… and then a slow, steady thrust parted my lips.

I gasped as his cock slid inside me. I was so wet, so open, so ready.

He kept easing deeper and deeper, taking my breath away as he filled me—fully, overwhelmingly. It was the largest cock I’d ever taken.

He held still, giving me a moment to adjust, letting my pussy mould around the shape of him.

I turned my head, searching for Andy—and there he was, right at the edge of the bed, stroking himself as he watched.

“Andy… he’s gonna fuck me,” I panted.

He gave a soft, lustful smile. “He’s already fucking you, love.” His hand moved faster over his cock.

He was right. Jackson was deep inside me. What was I even asking?

I looked back at Jackson and wrapped my arms around his neck.

He started to thrust.

He was good. Really good. He fucked me with deep, even strokes, hitting every right spot at once.

Pleasure shook through me, building with each thrust.

My breasts wobbled, my abs clenched, my thighs trembled; my pussy stretched around his cock, gripping a size it had never held before.

It didn’t take long—maybe two minutes, maybe less—before a moan slipped from my lips, completely beyond my control. My eyes clamped shut, and my whole body shook with the deepest orgasm I’d ever felt.

I heard Jackson grunt—and the warmth of his cum spilt inside me.

Through the throes of orgasm, I managed to gasp, “Jackson… I’m not on the pill. Pull out.”

I barely heard him mutter, “They have pills,” as he kept thrusting through the spasms.

We shook together for a long moment before he finally stilled.

I opened my eyes.

My chest rose and fell rapidly. Sweat coated my breasts. My abdomen fluttered—still tight with pleasure.

He’d taken my breath away.

He smiled down at me. “How was it?”

I think I smiled back—still trembling, my pussy still convulsing around the thick, still-hard cock inside me. “Good. Very good.”

My hands slipped down from his neck to the bed.

He pulled out, and I flinched—the sudden emptiness inside me almost shocking.

He rolled onto his back beside me.

Only then did the intensity—and the consequences—of what we’d just done crash over me.

I looked at Andy.

He let go of his cock and lifted his hand. It glistened with cum. “I came, love.”

I nodded. “That’s okay… that’s okay.”

We held each other’s gaze for a long second before I sat up. “I want to leave now.”

He gave a small nod. “Yes. Me too.”

I swung my legs off the bed.

“Ellie,” Jackson said.

I turned.

He’d sat up. “I’d like to send you the selfie we took.” He reached for the bedside table, grabbed a notepad and pen, and scribbled quickly.

He held the slip out to me. “My phone number. Just call me and I’ll message the photo.”

I hesitated.

He gave a soft, calm smile. “It’s a gorgeous picture of us up there.”

I took the note and turned back to Andy, ready to leave.

“There’s tissue,” Jackson added.

I glanced over my shoulder.

He nodded towards the other bedside table.

He was right—both Andy and I needed it. We each grabbed tissues from the box. Andy wiped his hand, then his cock; I gently cleaned the cum leaking from my pussy.

We dropped the used tissues on the bedside table. Andy pulled his briefs and trousers back up while I gathered my clothes, and together we stepped out into the corridor.

We dressed in silence.

Jackson didn’t come out after us.

And why would he?

He’d fucked me thoroughly. He’d scratched his itch. I’d had my fill. And he’d proven his theory: the Great Wall at Christmas makes people do things they’d never do anywhere else, at any other time. Andy had his fantasy fed too—his need met.

What was there to talk about?

We didn’t even say goodbye. Andy and I just opened the door and almost ran out—out of the flat, out of the building.

We passed the luxurious Mercedes Jackson had driven us in… and before I could stop myself, I whispered, “He’s rich. I should’ve asked him for money for this fuck.”

I didn’t know why I’d said it—guilt, shock, subconscious honesty.

Andy surprised me. “No, love. Giving a free fuck is more erotic.”

And that was it.

That was my first time sleeping with another man—right there, just below the Great Wall of China at Christmas.

What does this mean for me? For my marriage? For Andy?

I don’t know yet.

But I know one thing: we’ll repeat it. With someone else. Somewhere else.

Andy’s already talking about us visiting Victoria Falls next Christmas…
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