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Preface

This collection was born in the quiet moments of life — on long walks through the park, on trains between cities, in cafés where a single glance between a couple could spark an entire story. Some scenes arrived like lightning: raw emotion, a charged look, a first step over a forbidden line. Too vivid, too alive to simply let go.

Not every idea grows into a full novel, but some moments are too powerful not to share. That’s what this book is: a home for those stories.

Part I gathers a set of intimate confessions in the voice of men and women standing on the edge of their first hotwife experience, while Part II shifts into full encounters with dialogue, tension, heat, and movement.

Together, these two parts explore the emotional and erotic journey of couples taking their very first step into the hotwife lifestyle. A step that is never the same for any two people.

I hope you enjoy walking that line with them.

—  Alex Lee



PART I — Hotwife Confessions

These confessions are written as letters to “Jeff,” a fictional lifestyle consultant who serves as a quiet witness to couples’ secrets. Each confession is a standalone story — fictional, emotionally charged — told in the narrator’s own voice.

No prior reading is needed. What matters is the confession itself — the truth they dare to speak at last.


	Emma’s Confession — Encounter in Colombia

	Sabine’s Confession — Who Was Zach?

	Elza’s Confession — The Mix-Up in Shanghai

	Bella’s Confession — Everlake Hollow’s Tradition

	Ben’s Confession — The First Time I Watched
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Emma’s Confession — Encounter in Colombia
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Dear Jeff,

Six months ago, my husband Tom and I crossed a line we’d never imagined we would.

We’d both been out of work for over a year. Tom’s a pharmaceutical specialist who used to oversee drug testing and licensing in the UK. But he quit. So did I. We were tired of working for someone else and wanted to start our own business. It turned out to be harder than we’d thought.

Thankfully, we’d earned well before, so we weren’t desperate for money. But with two young kids — four and six — you need a steady income. So when Tom got a call from a man abroad — Alejandro — about a joint business opportunity, we both got curious.

Alejandro ran a pharmaceutical company in Colombia. He wanted Tom to come over and review a new drug, with the possibility of Tom becoming an affiliate in the UK — helping to get the drug licensed and start sales. We weren’t told the figures, but Tom’s been in pharma long enough to know when there’s money behind something. The drug itself? Not quite Tom’s core field — something for erectile dysfunction — but still within his general expertise.

Tom agreed to fly over. I decided to accompany him — partly out of curiosity, partly because it had been a long time since we’d travelled together.

A week later, we left the kids with my mum and flew out.

Alejandro treated us well. He’d arranged a serviced studio apartment for us and came across as a genuinely nice guy. You could tell he was wealthy — his entourage, his clothes, his posture. And I could tell he fancied me. The way he touched my arm when he laughed, the way he looked at me — those Colombian men really know how to make you feel appreciated.

The days passed easily. Tom spent them in the office reviewing documents, while I explored Bogota — this steamy, sprawling, unforgettable city.

On the evening before we were due to fly home, I’d just returned to the apartment when Tom got back from the office — with Alejandro and another man in tow: a tall, muscular black guy. He introduced himself as Kwame. Said he was from Ghana.

It felt strange — all the business was supposed to be handled at the office. But Tom leaned in and whispered that Alejandro had insisted on wrapping things up at the apartment — probably to offer Tom an exclusive contract.

Alejandro gestured towards the table in the dining area, and we all sat down.

I have to admit — it wasn’t just Alejandro throwing glances my way. Kwame was, too. I didn’t mind. Being pretty and sexy? I’m used to it. But it did feel a bit awkward with this handsome black guy I’d just met. Sitting beside me, smiling, laid-back, a spark in his eye. Wearing nothing but a sleeveless T-shirt and shorts.

Granted, it was hot... but just shorts? Accompanying the always-suited-up Alejandro like that?

And honestly, I noticed something else about Kwame. He was big. His thighs. His chest. And yes — the bulge in his shorts. He was packing, and he knew it.

“Alright,” Alejandro said, taking a folder from his bag and placing the papers and a pen on the table. He looked up at Tom. “Wanna know what your cut will be?”

Tom raised his eyebrows, smiling. “Yeah...?”

“Three million.”

“Oh wow.”

Tom turned to me, eyes wide. It was far beyond anything we’d imagined.

Three million? I nearly gasped.

Tom turned back to Alejandro.

“Ready to sign?” Alejandro asked, sliding the papers towards Tom.

“Absolutely.” Tom beamed.

He reached for the pen.

But Alejandro pulled the papers back. “Before we do that... I want to know how convinced you really are of the drug’s effectiveness.”

“I am,” Tom said. “The test results look solid.”

“Yes, but licensing isn’t just about data. It’s about trust. You’ve never seen it work in real life, have you?”

Tom hesitated. “No...”

“That’s why I brought Kwame. I want you to see it in action.”

Alejandro smiled at me. “He’s a test subject, Emma.”

He turned back to Tom, pulled a small container from his bag, took out a blue pill and placed it on the table. “You recognise this?”

Tom nodded. “Yes. From the trial batch.”

“This one’s from the production line.” Alejandro pushed the pill towards Kwame. “Watch his cock.”

“Oh God,” I whispered.

Tom raised a hand. “Wait— ”

But Kwame was already standing, chair pushed back by one thick leg. Without a word, he grabbed the waistband of his shorts and yanked them down.

No briefs.

His cock flopped free. Flaccid, but... meaty. Circumcised — no skin to hide the broad head hanging low at the end of a thick shaft.

I clapped my hands over my mouth, my eyes fixed on Kwame’s cock.

“Go ahead, Kwame,” Alejandro prompted.

Tom and I looked up at Kwame.

He gave us a smile, picked up the pill and popped it into his mouth. He chewed it dry — no water, no hesitation.

“Watch.” Alejandro nodded towards Kwame’s cock.

Tom and I looked... and stared.

The cock between Kwame’s legs began to swell. Ten seconds, maybe less — and it was fully erect. Veined, thick. A monstrous thing — the biggest cock I’d ever seen.

“And now, Tom,” Alejandro said calmly, “Kwame will fuck your wife.”

“What?! No!” I squeaked, hands dropping to my lap. I pressed against the pleats of my summer miniskirt — instinctively shielding myself. 

I stared at Alejandro. He couldn’t be serious.

But he was. He smiled and nodded. “Yes. I want Tom to see it for himself. My only precondition.”

I turned to Tom. Our eyes met. He swallowed hard, still stunned.

But we both knew: this was Alejandro’s test. Loyalty. Control. Obedience. Tom’s skin in the game. Walk now, and it was over.

I shook my head — a reflex, weak even to myself.

I looked back at Kwame.

He held out his hand.

And I... I don’t know. In a trance, I took it.

He tugged gently, guiding me to my feet. Then he stepped back, nudging his chair further out of the way and drawing me in front of him by the hand. “Just bend over, Emma,” he whispered.

Still dazed, I stepped where he wanted me — my back to him — and bent over. My hands pressed flat on the tablecloth. I poked my bum out, my eyes flicking to Tom.

He was standing now, jaw tight.

Our eyes met.

I held my breath.

Then... he nodded. “It’s too good to miss, love.”

To this day, I don’t know what he meant — the fuck that was about to happen... or the deal. Or both.
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