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Winter is over, and these hotwives are ready to strip down, lather up, and heat up this spring. Some like it hot. Some like to watch. Some men just want their partners to have fun with other men. The temperature isn't the only thing rising when these women take on the enticing men around them, heating up the sheets and soothing every aching desire ... all with their man's permission. Join the fun, read all the stories from the best in hotwife erotica, and get more than just a spring in your step this springtime.

Read the entire series here: Ultimate Hotwife Spring 


A Hotwife Gets Her Kicks

Jake and the rest of the players are shocked when the new chairman of Glenson United pays for the squad to visit a warm-weather training camp in Spain. That’s something that Premier League players did – not semi-professionals in the ninth tier of the English Football League.

The players are even more astounded when they meet their chairman’s wife. Not only is Stella half the guy’s age, she’s a beautiful brunette with a killer body. When she joins them for drinks in the hotel bar on the first night, she seems to enjoy all the attention and innuendo directed her way. That innuendo only increases when it’s announced she’s a qualified physical therapist who intends showing them some stretching exercises during the training sessions.

Jake sustains a knee injury during a competitive game on the second day. Stella takes him back to the hotel and applies more than just an ice pack and bandage. Then her husband returns earlier than expected and the surprises get more and more incredible…

Winter is over, and these hotwives are ready to strip down, lather up, and heat up this spring.

Some like it hot. Some like to watch. Some men just want their partners to have fun with other men.

The temperature isn't the only thing rising when these women take on the enticing men around them, heating up the sheets and soothing every aching desire ... all with their man's permission.

Join the fun, read all the stories from the best in hotwife erotica, and get more than just a spring in your step this springtime.
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Chapter One

Jake hated training outside on a cold, wet Monday night in February. The latest session was worse than usual because the manager, Dominic, was in a foul mood. He didn’t care about the cold wind or driving rain, mainly because he wasn’t doing burpees, squat thrusts or sprints in it. All he cared about was the fact they’d lost Saturday’s match against a team who were below them in the league.

“I’m freezing my bollocks off,” Curtis hissed between breaths after they’d finished the fifth ten-yard sprint in two minutes.

Jake nodded but didn’t reply because Dominic was scowling in their direction.

“Got a problem, Curtis?” Dominic called from under his umbrella.

“No, coach.”

“You guys know why I’m making you train harder,” the manager said, walking along the floodlit, rain-soaked pitch. “You conceded three goals in the last ten minutes on Saturday. Those final ten minutes turned a two-one victory into a four-two defeat, and it was all down to your energy levels.” He stopped in front of the group of players and shook his head. “Mental and physical fatigue cost us three points. Now I can’t kick the ball for you during a match, but I can make sure you’re fit enough to run for the full ninety minutes.”

None of the players argued. Dominic had been a professional footballer until a knee injury ended his career in his late twenties. Even at forty-two and wearing a knee brace, he was the best player on the pitch when he joined in for the practice matches.

He looked up at the floodlights, where the downpour was illuminated fully. “Okay, since it’s such a miserable night, we’ll finish early. Do five laps around the pitch, then get showered. I have an announcement.” With that, he walked back towards the changing rooms.

“What d’you think the announcement is?” Reed asked as they started the first lap.

“Fuck knows.” Jake glanced at the teen striker, who was a student at the local university and one of the youngest players in the squad. He’d probably move out of the area when he graduated and, in truth, would probably be able to play for a better team.

Once they’d finished their run and showered, the players all sat in the changing room, chatting among themselves. When their manager walked in, all conversation stopped.

A small, wiry guy, Dominic still intimidated all the players. Like them, he was only paid a token salary from the club. Nobody could live on what a team in the ninth tier of the English Football League could afford to pay, so everyone had regular jobs. Dominic was a PE teacher, and Jake had no doubt the kids were terrified of him. Right now, quite a few of the players were scared of him as well.

“Right,” the manager said, “let’s talk about Saturday.”

A murmur ran through the group of players.

“As I’m sure I don’t need to tell you, that game was ours for the taking. We didn’t hold onto the ball well enough, and we gave away two sloppy goals.”

The players nodded.

“I have no complaints about their second goal,” Dominic said. “It was a slick move and a great finish. However…” His dark eyebrows lowered into a straight, angry line. “We gave them a soft third goal, and their fourth was down to lack of mental strength. That third goal was like a kick in the balls, and you all stopped trying. We need to cut that out of our game.”

The players nodded and mumbled their agreement.

“Right, so onto the big announcement.”

Everyone quietened down and looked at the manager.

“As you know, Ted’s been in poor health.”

Jake and his teammates exchanged concerned looks. Everyone liked their club chairman. “Is he okay?” Jake asked.

“He’s fine, but he doesn’t feel like he still has the energy to keep Glenson United going. He’s decided it’s time to sell up.”

A stunned silence settled over the room. Ted’s money had kept the club afloat for almost thirty years.

“On the bright side,” Dominic added, “Ted’s found a buyer. What’s more, this new buyer seems keen to impress us, because he’s suggested we all go to a warm-weather training camp in March.”

This news was treated with another stunned silence. Warm-weather training camps were for internationals and Premier League players.

“Are you serious?” Jake asked, incredulous.

Dominic nodded.

“Who’s the new chairman? Elton John?”

Dominic laughed. “No. It’s a guy called Barry Burgess, and he appears to be happy to spend a bit of his money on us. He’s agreed to finance replacing the stand behind the goal so it matches the main stand that Ted paid for three years ago, and he’s paying for this trip to Spain.”

“Fucking Hell.”

Everyone laughed at Rex’s comment. As one of the older players and team captain, he was a lot braver in front of Dominic than most.

“So who is he?” Jake asked. “And what’s his interest in the club?”

“Apparently, he grew up around here,” Dominic said. “He used to come and watch as a kid. Then he moved to Surrey about twenty-five years ago, made his fortune in scrap metal, and recently moved back to the area.”

“So he’s mega-rich?”

“I have no idea, but he’s a lot richer than I am,” Dominic said. “He drives a Bentley and lives in a six-bedroomed house with its own swimming pool. And he now owns a football club that only seems capable of performing for eighty minutes, so we still need to work on your fitness. I’ll see you boys here tomorrow night at six-thirty.”

After their manager had left, the players sat around talking excitedly about the prospect of going to Spain. Jake and Curtis were both single and in their early twenties, so their only concern was getting the time off work. Jake worked for his uncle as an electrician and didn’t foresee a problem, but Curtis worked for a big kitchen installation company which usually had months of work booked in advance. The older players seemed more concerned about getting the trip past their wives. Rex and Grant were both in their thirties and had young families, though Jake knew Rex had recently separated from his wife. Reed said he’d try to arrange getting lecture notes online from his tutors.

As Jake ran through the rain and dodged puddles on his way to his parked car, the thought of getting away to a warm-weather training camp cheered him up.

* * * *

Tuesday evening was as cold and windy as Monday had been, but at least there was no rain. The mood among the players was good, and Dominic seemed to have let Saturday’s capitulation go at last. Thursday’s practice zoomed past, the lads enjoying two-touch games of 3-a-side and trying out a few set-piece routines. At the end, Dominic called the players together.

“I’m pleased to announce that our new chairman will be in attendance for Saturday’s match,” he said. “The deal’s all been finalised, so I’m hoping we can put in a good performance all the way to the final whistle this week.”

The players nodded.

“Good, let’s try and convince him that he’s made a good investment. And finally, I want all you guys to take a photo of your passport. I need to be able to read the number and your full name as written there. We’ll be travelling on Monday the eleventh of March, so I need those passport details by nine tomorrow morning. Without them, I cannot reserve you a seat on the plane. That means you’ll have to arrange and pay for your own flight and transfer.”

Within minutes of getting home, Jake sent Dominic the required photo and felt relief and excitement sweep through him on seeing Dominic’s thumbs-up emoji confirming he’d received it. He and Curtis met up at the local pub for a game of pool later that evening, both buzzing at the prospect of going to Spain to play football. When they headed home a couple of hours later, snow was falling, heralding the start of a cold snap that left all the pitches frozen and unplayable for the whole of the following week. This meant that none of the players got the chance to meet their new chairman until they turned up at East Midlands airport for their flight to Alicante.

* * * *

The players congregated in small groups of three or four at the airport check-in. Dominic made his way around them, making sure they’d all remembered to download the boarding passes he’d sent to their phones.

“And remember, treat this as you would a business trip. Your behaviour not only reflects on you as an individual, it reflects on the club.”

Rex snorted. “Yeah, I’d hate for us to get banned from next year’s Champions League because one of you wankers got pissed.”

Everyone guffawed. The chance of any of the players ever making the Champions League was zero. Even Dominic had never played in a competitive European match.

“It’s also a chance to impress the new club owner,” their manager reminded them.

Curtis nodded. “I’m sure I’ll amaze him with how many mojitos I can drink in an hour.”

With all the luggage checked in, the players made their way through to the departure lounge, some gazing wistfully at the pub they passed on the way to the coffee bar.

Dominic nodded towards the door of the departure lounge. “There’s Barry, now.”

Everyone followed his gaze. The guy was big, over six foot with wide shoulders. Even though temperatures outside were below freezing, Barry wore a short-sleeved shirt, combat shorts and trainers. The top two buttons of his shirt were undone, showing a hairy chest and two thick gold chains around his neck. His buzzed-short dark hair and goatee were both peppered with grey. Walking next to him was a stunning brunette in a grey sweater, tight faded jeans and stiletto-heeled ankle boots.

“Fucking Hell,” Curtis whispered. “I think I’ve just fallen in love with his daughter.”

“Don’t let him hear you say that,” their manager warned. “That’s his wife.”

───Ξ───
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Chapter Two

Jake watched as the chairman flashed a wide smile at Dominic and held out his hand, which the manager shook.

“Good to see you again, Dom,” Barry said. Then he turned to the gorgeous woman standing at his side. “I’d like to introduce my wife, Stella. Stell, this is our esteemed football manager and ex-professional, Dom.”

Stella batted her thick, dark eyelashes. “Ooh, I like the sound of that. An ex-professional dom.”

Dominic looked too stunned to answer, but the players all laughed.

“Ignore her,” Barry said, grinning. “She’s got a dirty mind. That’s why I married her.”

Dominic regained his composure and glanced at the players, who all stopped smiling immediately. “We’ll do full introductions once we’re there, but this is Rex, the team captain.”

Rex stepped forward to shake their hands. “Good to meet you both.”

Jake noticed how Stella smiled at their big, rugged captain.

As Dominic led Barry and Stella over to another group of players, Curtis leaned over to Jake. “Fucking Hell, she’s stellar, alright. What a babe.”

Jake nodded. When he glanced up at Rex, he saw the captain’s eyes firmly fixed on Stella’s arse in the tight pair of jeans.

Coffee finished, the players made their way towards the boarding gates. Barry and Stella had priority and, along with the other first-class passengers, were ushered straight through and onto the plane. It took another fifteen minutes for Jake and Curtis to claim their seats just behind the wing. Grant the goalie sat behind them and immediately complained about the lack of leg room.

“One of the drawbacks of being six-foot-four,” Jake whispered to Curtis. He fitted his earbuds, then read and dozed for the three-hour flight. When they landed in Alicante, it was raining.

Curtis scowled out of the plane window. “Warm-weather, my arse. Might as well have stayed at home.”

“Stop whining,” Jake admonished. “At least it’s not snowing.”

Dominic explained that Barry and Stella would be travelling to the hotel by car rather than taking the coach with the players. The hotel was a forty-minute drive away but when they arrived all the players were in good spirits. The rain had stopped and the clouds cleared to reveal a bright blue sky. Once all the players had unpacked, they met in the hotel restaurant for a light lunch, then walked the few hundred yards to the sports complex.

Dominic gathered them around. “Right lads, I know we all had an early start today.”

Muttered groans agreed with him. 

He raised his eyebrows at the interruption, but otherwise ignored it. “So, this will be an easy session. Just a bit of running and cardio work. Then we’ll wind down.” 


Curtis let out a big sigh, drawing the manager’s glare. 

“Bear in mind,” Dominic continued, his tone now carrying an edge, “you’re here to train. So, bright-eyed and bushy-tailed in the morning, please, lads, and think hard about how much you drink tonight.” 

They were then shown around the sports complex, and Jake was amazed at the quality of the amenities. Inside the huge building was a five-a-side court, well-equipped gym, spa area and numerous changing rooms. Outside were two full-sized football pitches, two all-weather five-a-side pitches, and courts for tennis and volleyball.

The players went out for a light jog around the complex perimeter, then did some shuffle sprints, squats and stretches before heading back to the hotel for pre-dinner drinks.

* * * *

The room Jake and Curtis were sharing was clean but dated and situated at the side of the hotel. If they leaned over their balcony and looked to the right, they could see a slim sliver of sea. Once showered, they dressed and headed downstairs a little after five-thirty. Most of the other players were already in the bar and, judging by the number of empty glasses on their table, had been there for a while. Curtis ordered a couple of beers, advising Jake it’d be wise to eat before working their way through the cocktail menu.

Jake was talking to Grant when all laughter and conversation around them stopped. He turned around and followed the lads’ gaze. Barry and Stella were making their way across the room. Barry had changed into a fresh short-sleeved shirt and chinos, but nobody was actually looking at him. All eyes were on Stella, who wore a lacy black top and black satin trousers that looked as if they’d been sprayed on. Her black sandals had four-inch stiletto heels. Jake noticed that her finger and toenails matched her dark red lip gloss.

“Hi lads,” Barry said. “How did you like the training facilities?”

Everyone mumbled a positive response. Barry gave a satisfied grin, then the couple headed off towards the bar. All the players watched in silence for a few seconds, their eyes fixed on Stella.

“Did you notice how snug those trousers fit her?” Curtis asked. “The seam was nestled right up in her minge.”

“Yeah, a proper camel toe,” Rex agreed. “I’d fucking ruin her, given the chance.”

Jake laughed. “Ah, you romantic bastard.” He looked at his almost empty glass. “Right, more beer.”

By the time the players headed through to the restaurant, Stella and Barry were already seated at a table for four. Dominic came to ask Rex if he wanted to join them in discussing the training program. The captain eagerly agreed and went over to sit with the manager, the chairman and his sexy wife.

“Lucky bastard,” grumbled Curtis.

There were no tables big enough to accommodate all the players, so Jake and Curtis joined Grant and Reed at a table for four. Over the next hour or so, they ate and drank to their hearts’ content, all thanks to the generosity of their new chairman. Dinner finished, they headed back to the bar and drank some more, moving from beer to cocktails.

While Barry was talking to Dominic, Rex and Stella came to mingle with the players. Rex asked her what she wanted to drink.

She eyed Curtis’ cocktail. “What’s that?”

“It’s a Long Slow Comfortable—”

“—Tequila Sunrise,” Jake corrected, talking over Curtis before he could embarrass her.

She smiled at Curtis, then looked back at Jake. “Can I try it before I order?”

“Yeah.” He passed her his glass, and she held his gaze while she slipped the straw between her shiny red lips and sucked in a sensual way. He felt his jaw drop, and she laughed at his expression.

“That’s nice.” She turned to Rex. “Can I have one of those, please?” Then she turned back to look at Jake and Curtis, a mischievous twinkle in her eyes. “Maybe I’ll try a Long Slow Comfortable Screw Against the Wall later.”

When Rex returned with her drink, he informed the other players that Stella would be helping with their training session. “She’s a physiotherapist,” he explained. “She has some warm-up and cool-down stretches for us to try.”

“I’m actually a physical therapist,” Stella said.

“What’s the difference?” Jake asked.

“Physiotherapists know more. It’s a longer course, and you usually need a degree to get on it.”

Curtis grinned. “A physical therapist sounds more like what I need.”

Jake scoffed. “You need an actual therapist.”

A few of the other players came to join their conversation, and Jake watched Stella chatting with them all. She was obviously comfortable with male company, laughing at all the innuendo thrown her way.

He thought she could be a model. She had a fabulous body and a gorgeous face. Her makeup was flawless. She had big brown eyes, and she’d applied blue eye-liner that brought out their depth and richness. There were at least two, possibly three colours of eyeshadow: purple and gold, and maybe pink. Her lashes were long and curled upwards, coated with thick mascara. She wore silver dangly earrings and a matching necklace.

Stella caught Jake staring at her. He froze, then quickly turned away. When he looked back a few seconds later, she was smiling at him.

“So, Stella,” Curtis said. “What was it that first attracted you to our millionaire chairman?”

Jake groaned, but Stella just laughed and shook her hair back.

“Oh,” she whispered in a sexy voice. “He has a lot of qualities, believe me.”

“One of them being he doesn’t have a stupid haircut,” Rex added, eyeing the long hair that Curtis pinned back with an Alice band while he played.

Stella leaned close to Curtis and narrowed her eyes. “I’m not sure someone as young as you could appreciate all the things a woman sees in an older man.”

The rest of the team jeered as Curtis looked deflated.

Several more rounds of cocktails were consumed before Barry and Dominic joined them. Their manager made a pointed remark about their training session the following morning, and the players started to drift off to their own rooms. When Barry and Stella left, she waved to the players and slipped her hand into the crook of her husband’s big, muscular arm.

Jake and Curtis finished their cocktails and went up to their room. Jake went for a piss and when he came out, Curtis was already in his bed.

“I’m looking forward to training tomorrow,” Curtis said. “I hope Stella gives us all a rub down.”

Jake laughed. “I doubt that’ll happen.”

“I’d like to help her stretch.” Curtis turned to him and grinned. “I’d stretch that cute little twat of hers around my cock.”

“You’re sick.”

“She’ll be lying on her back getting stretched at this very minute.”

“You don’t know that.”

“Course I do. Blokes like Barry don’t marry someone like Stella for her personality. He’ll be on top of her, huffing and puffing between her spread legs and dripping sweat into her face.”

Jake didn’t want that image in his head, but Curtis was probably right in his assumption that Barry and Stella would be having sex. When he glanced over at his friend, he saw the sheet moving over his crotch.

“Oi,” he said. “I have no intention of watching you have a wank.”

“I wasn’t wanking. I was just giving it a—”

“I don’t care. Either go to sleep or go jack off in the bathroom.”

“Spoilsport.”

Jake shook his head. “Dominic was right.”

“Eh?”

“After your back pass cost us the last match, I heard him say you were a wanker.”

───Ξ───
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Chapter Three

Jake woke with a hangover. He grabbed a bottle of water from the small fridge and took it out to the balcony. The sky was a clear blue but the air temperature was quite cool. His phone chirped and he saw a group text from Dominic reminding all the players that training would start at nine sharp.

Water finished, he walked back into the bedroom and was shocked at the smell of alcohol and farts. He hadn’t noticed it when he woke. “Curtis, get up you lazy bastard.”

His fellow midfielder let out a groan and raised his head from under the sheet, his long hair tousled.

Jake dropped onto his own bed. “We’ve got an hour. Do you want breakfast?”

“God no. I’d only bring it back up when I start running.”

Jake nodded his agreement. He could never eat just before exercise, even when he hadn’t drunk a dozen cocktails the night before. “I’m going to have a shower then go down for a coffee.”

“Why bother to shower? Dominic’s going to make us sweat our bollocks off. I’ll shower after training.”

Jake saw his point, so in the bathroom he brushed his teeth and took a piss. When he came out, Curtis was naked and bent over his set of bedside drawers. Jake took out his phone and took a photo, then sent it to the rest of the team with the caption, ‘Anyone want to swap rooms?’

Ten minutes later, the pair of them wandered downstairs with kitbags slung over their shoulders. Jake helped himself to a glass of grapefruit juice and a coffee, then sat with a few of the other players to compare hangovers. As a group, they left in plenty of time for a leisurely stroll to the sports complex.

Dominic congratulated them all for being on time, explaining that late-comers would have had to run one lap of the complex for each minute they were late. The players knew this was a warning for the following days. They got changed and went outside, where Barry was waiting.

“Morning, team,” he shouted, smiling broadly. “How are you boys feeling today?”

Jake tried his best to sound enthusiastic, but it felt like a bear had taken a shit in his mouth.

“Stella will be out in a minute. She’s going to show you a few stretching exercises, but Dom tells me you’ll need a gentle jog to loosen up those muscles first.”

“You heard the man,” Dominic said. “Two laps of the complex, nice and slow.” He led the way and set the pace, and the players fell in line behind him.

After just a few hundred yards, Jake’s guts churned. “I think that grapefruit juice was a mistake,” he said.

“Yeah, course it was the grapefruit juice,” Curtis chuckled. “Nothing to do with the eighteen cocktails you drank last night.”

As they rounded the building at the end of their second lap, Stella came into view.

“Jesus,” Curtis whispered. “You should have let me have that wank last night. If she starts stretching in that outfit, I’ll come in my pants.”

Dominic brought the players to a halt in front of the chairman and his wife. Stella was again dressed in all black, though today’s outfit was much more revealing: a sports bra and the tightest, skimpiest pair of shorts Jake had ever seen. It covered no more than a bikini would, allowing them to admire the tan on her toned arms, flat stomach and shapely legs.

“Morning, boys,” she said brightly. “How did you all sleep?”

“Probably not as happily as Barry did,” Curtis whispered.

Jake struggled to keep his face straight.

“Okay. What I’m going to show you today are just a few quick stretching exercises that should minimise the risk of pulling a hamstring or calf muscle. Then I’ll demonstrate a couple of Pilates positions that will help those of you who tend to suffer from cramp towards the end of a game.” She looked over at Dominic. “Okay Dom, can you get them over to the far five-a-side pitch and split them into pairs?”

The players congregated on the designated pitch and stood in a line in pairs. Jake and Curtis watched as Stella stopped in front of them and smiled. Even without makeup she was stunning. Her shiny brown hair was tied up in a high ponytail.

“Okay, this is what I want you to do.” She turned side-on and placed her feet a wide step apart. Then, keeping her legs straight, she bent gracefully at the waist and reached down to grip her own ankles. An appreciative murmur ran through the players at the sight of her perfect arse in the tight shorts.

“Give it a try,” she said, smiling up at them from her bent position.

The players followed her instructions, though none managed to look as graceful as Stella. She then asked them to drop into a press-up starting position before slowly pulling their knees up beneath their chests, one at a time. While she demonstrated, the men all ogled her supple body.

For the next exercise, one half of the pair lay on his back while his partner held his raised feet. Stella demonstrated with Dominic. As the manager grasped her shoes, she kept her shoulders on the ground, lifted her bum and slowly thrust her hips up and down. She looked incredibly sexy.

Jake suspected she’d done this more to tease their dirty minds than to help their bodies.

Stella demonstrated a few more stretching exercises, then looked over at Dominic. “Okay, that’s enough for now. We’ll repeat a couple of them as a cool-down but they’re all yours, Dom.”

While Dominic took the players through a regular session, Stella and Barry watched from one of the benches.

They were given thirty minutes for lunch. There was a snack counter in the complex, so Jake bought a sandwich, a banana and a litre of water and sat with the rest of the guys on the benches, shooting the breeze.

Barry wandered over and flashed them all a cheery smile. “Right boys, I need to go and see a few people, but Stella’s going to stay. Enjoy the rest of your session and I’ll see you in the bar tonight.”

After he’d left, Stella took her lunch to Dominic’s bench and slowly crossed her legs. All the players kept glancing at her as they ate their lunch.

Dominic arranged a few races where the players had to run relays while dribbling a ball, then they played some games of five-a-side. Since there were fourteen players on the trip, they had three teams with Dominic making up the numbers. The games got quite competitive. Just as Jake received a pass, someone clattered into him from the side. He felt his knee twist and cried out, dropping to the ground.

“Sorry Jake.” Rex sounded sincere.

It hurt like a bitch. Jake sat up and straightened his leg as all the players gathered around.

“You’re quicker than I was expecting,” Rex said, smiling.

“Or you’re slower than you think you are,” Jake countered.

Dominic and Stella came over to join the onlookers. Stella crouched down and placed her soft hand on his knee. “Did you get a knock or twist it?”

“Just twisted it. The contact was lower down.”

“Let’s get you off the pitch and have a look.” She looked towards the bench. It was about twenty yards away. “Do you need them to carry you?”

“No, I’ll be able to walk.”

A couple of guys helped him to his feet, and Jake hobbled off the pitch to the bench. The game resumed as Jake lowered himself down.

Stella crouched down by his feet. She placed a hand on either side of his knee and gently squeezed. “Okay, straighten your leg.”

He did so, and she pressed her fingers around the joint. “Now bend it and point to where the pain is.”

He did as told and placed his finger on the point where he felt a stabbing pain.

“That’s good. It’s not your ACL. Getting it wrapped in ice should help. I’ll go see if there’s any inside.”

After Stella had gone into the sports centre, the five-a-side game finished and a couple of the players came over with Dominic.

“How does it feel?” the manager asked.

Jake shrugged. “Stella reckons it’s not ligament damage, so hopefully it’s just a twist. She’s gone looking for ice.”

“I’m sorry man,” Rex said.

“I guess I’ll have to drink cocktails to dull the pain. I’ll probably go home from this training camp ten pounds heavier than when I got here.”

Stella returned empty handed. “Their ice machine isn’t working.” She looked at Dominic. “I’ll put an ice-pack on it for a while, then strap it up. I’ve phoned a taxi to take us back to the hotel.”

“A taxi?” Jake was stunned. “It’s just down the road.”

“You shouldn’t walk that far.” She turned to Dominic. “Don’t forget to make them repeat the last couple of stretching exercises at the end of the session.”

“You lucky bastard,” Curtis whispered.

Jake asked him to take his clothes and kitbag back to the hotel, then allowed Stella to help him to his feet and across to the car park to wait for the taxi. She went into the changing room to get her own bag. When the taxi arrived, Jake had to sit in the front as he couldn’t bend his leg enough to fit into the back seat.

Once they reached the hotel, Stella helped Jake to the lifts. “We’ve got an ice-maker in our room, and I also have some strapping bandages there.”

“Will Barry be there?” he asked as they rode up in the lift.

“No, he’s gone to a business meeting.”

“Here? He does business in Spain?”

She smiled. “We own shares in this hotel and in the sports complex. That’s why we chose this place. He can offset the cost as a business expense, and the hotel makes the money he’s spent.”

“Wow.”

“Barry has a knack for making as much money as he can while paying as little tax as possible.”

The lift came to a halt and the doors opened. Stella held his hand as he stepped out of the lift, and she continued to hold it as they made their way along the corridor to her hotel room.
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Chapter Four

When she opened the door, Jake blew his cheeks out. The living area of Stella and Barry’s suite alone was twice the size of the room he shared with Curtis. Two leather couches faced each other on either side of a low table, and the far wall was floor-to-ceiling glass, leading out onto a balcony that enjoyed an unobstructed view of the sea.

“Take a seat,” Stella said, pointing to one of the couches and dropping her bag on the other as she walked over to the kitchenette.

She returned carrying a bowl of crushed ice with a towel draped over her arm. As she crouched down to inspect his knee, Jake could see it was already quite swollen. When she placed her hands on it, he jerked his leg.

“Is it sore?” she asked.

“No, your hands are cold.”

She laughed, moved her hands up his leg and prodded his quads before lowering them around his knee again. “How does that feel?”

“It’s tender.”

She nodded, frowning. “I don’t think you’ll be able to train on it again this week.”

“I’m glad I brought my trunks.”

She laughed. “Dom will be pissed off if you have to miss games when we get home. He reckons you’re the most creative midfielder they have.”

“He said that?” Jake was shocked but flattered.

She nodded, looking back at his knee. She squeezed her hands around it and pushed her thumbs just below the kneecap. “Does that hurt?”

“Not too much.”

Stella moved her hands further up his leg and pressed into the muscles just above the kneecap. “How about that?”

“It’s still painful, but now you’re moving the swelling to somewhere else.”

She looked up into his eyes. “Is that a good thing?”

“Probably not.”

She took her lower lip between her perfect teeth and ran her hand higher up his thigh. “I don’t know, some swellings can feel much better than others.”

Jake’s heart crashed in his chest. “I…”

“Am I embarrassing you?”

He shook his head, then shrugged. “Maybe a little. I mean, you’re married.”

“Does that usually bother you?”

His dad had cheated on his mum several years earlier. “I’ve never chased a married woman.”

“What about if she comes on to you?”

“I’m not sure that’s ever happened.”

“It’s happening now.” Her hands squeezed his leg just above his injured knee.

His throat constricted. “Stella, I effectively work for your husband.”

“Hmm.” She moved her hands higher, her fingers creeping beneath his long football shorts. “But since I own half of what he owns, you effectively work for me, too.”

“Yeah.”

She slid one hand further up. A fingertip touched the end of his thickening cock through the fabric of his briefs. He let out a sigh.

“So, is the knee going to restrict your movement?” she asked teasingly.

Jake didn’t know what to say. He couldn’t believe Stella was acting this way. She was a beautiful woman married to a millionaire. He was an electrician’s apprentice who still lived with his divorced mother. Most of the girls he’d dated had to be chased and teased. None had ever made such a blatant first move.

As Stella gripped his cock through the cotton of his briefs, making him groan. She leaned in and kissed him. Her lips were soft. He cradled her head as he returned the kiss, and she slid her tongue into his mouth. After a minute or so, she helped him up from the couch and led him towards a door.

Jake limped along behind her. “Stella, we probably shouldn’t—”

“Stop talking and save your energy.”

When she opened the door, Jake saw a large room with a huge bed and another balcony overlooking the sea. She kissed him again and pulled his shirt up to his neck, breaking the kiss to get it away over his head. She smiled appreciatively at his torso, then rolled her sports bra up and off. Jake stared at her pert, perky tits. They had an all-over tan and small, erect brown nipples. He eventually tore his gaze from her chest and back to her face. She dropped to her knees and yanked down his shorts and briefs together. His cock sprung out, now fully hard.

Wrapping her fingers around the base, she looked up at him. “I see what you mean about the swelling. It looks like it’s all moved up to here.”

Jake held his breath as the beautiful wife of the club’s chairman parted her lips and took his cock into her mouth. A shiver ran up his spine and the exhale came out as a long, shaky sigh. Stella kept her eyes locked on his as she slid her head forward and back, taking more of his length into her throat each time she leaned in.

A thought struck him—he hadn’t showered that morning and had spent about five hours training. “I’m sorry if I smell like a Turkish wrestler’s jockstrap.”

She released his cock briefly. “I like the smell of man-sweat. It turns me on.” She took him back into her mouth, and this time her nose brushed his crotch. She had his entire length in her mouth and throat.

“Oh fuck!” Jake squeezed his eyes shut but immediately opened them again; he didn’t want to miss any of the show. He’d never been with a woman who looked as good as Stella, and nobody had ever deep-throated him before.

She pulled back and quickly helped him out of his trainers and socks. “Lie on the bed.”

Jake complied, amazed how good the mattress felt compared to the hard slab in his room. Stella stood at the side of the bed, kicked off her trainers, then slid her shorts down her legs. She stood in her naked glory and let him take in the sight of her body. It was flawless, the skin tanned all over except for a tiny triangle of white over her waxed-smooth mons, an indication that her bikini bottoms must be even skimpier than her shorts. She climbed onto the bed and straddled his thighs.

“How does the knee feel now?” she asked, smiling down at him.

“What knee?”

“Ha! What do you want me to do?”

“Crawl up my body and sit on my face.”

She frowned. “Don’t forget I’ve been training as well.”

“That’s okay, I like woman-sweat. It turns me on.”

Stella laughed and did as he asked. With a knee placed on the pillows either side of his head, she gripped the headboard and lowered herself down. Jake inhaled her musk, then pushed his tongue as far into her slick channel as he could reach. She moaned as he fucked her with it. He placed his hands on her hips and pulled her down tighter, revelling in the fact she was soaking wet. He could hardly breathe but didn’t care.

Eventually, he needed air. Pushing her up slightly, he took her clit between his lips. Stella moaned as he sucked and tongued the nub. She rocked her hips, grinding herself down on his face, her moans getting more urgent until she cried out. Juices trickled down his chin, and he inwardly smiled, thrilled that he’d made her come.

She back-crawled down his body and kissed him hungrily, licking her own juices from his lips and face. Gripping his cock, she sat up and stared into his eyes. “Ready to fuck, or would you rather go back in my mouth and come there?”

It was probably the best choice he’d ever been offered. He was still breathing heavily but managed to answer, “I want to fuck.”

“Good.” She raised herself up, positioned him at her entrance, then slowly slid down.

He let out a long groan as the hot, wet sheath of her married cunt enveloped his cock. She rotated her hips and eased down lower until he was buried to the hilt. It was an effort to keep his eyes open, but there was no way he was not going to watch her ride him. He reached up and caressed her breasts.

Stella let out a quiet moan then, placing her hands on his chest, closed her eyes and rocked her hips. Jake teased her nipples and watched her face while she rode his cock. He slid his hands down over her tiny waist and the swell of her hips. Her figure was fabulous.

She rocked her hips faster, pushing down and grinding her clit against his body. Her eyes fluttered and she let out a low groan.

Jake felt the clench of her orgasm and arched up off the bed, lifting her as he pushed as deep into her as he could get. Suddenly he wanted to be on top, but his knee was too sore, so he rolled her onto her side.

Stella clung to him, crushing her tits against his chest and bucking her hips to meet his thrusts. She kissed him passionately, sucking his tongue into her mouth and grunting with each thrust.

Pulling her head back, she looked into his eyes. “You know what I want now, so don’t hold back.”

Jake had been repeatedly reciting the alphabet backwards in an attempt to delay coming. He was breathing through his mouth and trembling with pre-orgasmic tension. “I know what you want, but tell me anyway.”

Her eyes went wide. “Ah, do you like dirty talk?”

I’d like it from you. He gave a non-committal shrug.

“Do you want me to tell you how good your cock feels in my pussy? How I’m aching to feel it jerk and pulse when you shoot your load in there?”

He was only down to K and doubted he’d make it all the way to A. “Yeah, tell me that.”

“Your cock feels oh so good, but I know your cum will feel so much better when it floods—”

With a gasp, Jake exploded inside her. He squeezed his eyes shut as Stella clenched and released around his spurting cock. His orgasm seemed to go on for a long time, each spasm spraying more cum onto the undulating walls of Stella’s tight snatch.

Once she’d milked him dry, they slowed their movements and lay facing each other, both panting.

She gave him a beautiful smile and stroked his face. “I enjoyed that.”

“Me too.”

“I’m really glad you got injured.”

He laughed, then nodded. “So am I.” They lay in silence for a while as they got their breath back, his cock gradually softening inside her.

There was so much he wanted to know. “Tell me about yourself.”

“What, like how many times have I cheated on my husband?”

“No, that’s none of my business. I want to know about you. Where did you grow up?”

She blinked, then smiled. “Sussex, about fifteen miles inland from Eastbourne.”

“Do you have brothers or sisters?”

“Yes, one of each. What about you?” she asked. “Are you from Glenson?”

He shook his head. “I grew up in Lincoln, but when I was ten my parents split up. I moved to Glenson with my mum because her parents live there.”

“Oh, I’m sorry. Do you have siblings?”

“No, though I have a half-sister.”

“Your parents re-married?”

“Dad did. I think he’d started seeing his new wife before he left his old one.”

“Oh dear. What about you? Are you seeing anyone back home?”

“No, not at the—”

The door to the suite opened and banged shut. “You there, Stell?” Barry called from the other room.
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Chapter Five

Stella and Jake jumped apart. She pointed at a set of double doors beyond the foot of the bed. “Get in there.”

Jake looked at the doors, then back at Stella. Panic crippled him, but she helped him to stand and limp over to the closet. Then she picked up his football strip and trainers and handed them to him.

“Stay quiet,” she whispered.

He nodded. After she’d closed the doors, a gap remained which allowed him to see into the bedroom. He stepped as far back as he could and pulled his shirt on. His leg was too sore for him to bend it to get his shorts or pants on quietly.

The bedroom door opened and Barry gasped. “Holy Hell! That’s the best way to be welcomed home from a business meeting.”

Stella laughed. “I was just about to have a shower.”

“Training finished already?” he asked, glancing at his watch.

“No. One of the players twisted his knee, so I brought him back to the hotel, applied ice and strapped it up.”

“Who was it?”

“The dark-haired one who was drinking cocktails. Jack, is it?”

“Jake.” He frowned. “Shit, is it serious?”

“I doubt he’ll be able to join in with any more of the training sessions.”

Barry tutted. “That’s a shame.” He unbuttoned his shirt and slipped it off, revealing a broad, hairy chest. He was a big guy with well-defined muscles, but there was a bit of a belly hanging over his belt. “Maybe you should do a bit of one-on-one with him while the others are training,” he suggested. “Intensive rehab so he doesn’t miss too many games when we get home.”

Stella smiled. “Yeah, I could do that tomorrow.”

Barry dropped his trousers, revealing his hardening cock. “Before you take that shower, how about I give you something to wash off?” he said, reaching out for her.

Stella giggled seductively. “You’re an incorrigible pervert.”

“Yeah, I know. That’s why you married me.”

She moved close and pressed her naked body against his. “No it isn’t. I married you for your money.”

He was almost a foot taller, his thick cock trapped between their bodies. “Fine by me – you’re worth every penny.”

She laughed again, slapping his arm. “Lie on the bed.”

In the closet, Jake closed his eyes and cursed. Getting caught shagging the chairman’s wife was bad enough, but getting caught watching her shag the chairman as well? This dream had quickly turned into a nightmare.

Barry lay on his back and his wife knelt between his spread legs. Jake couldn’t see anything of him except the bottom of his feet and his hairy lower legs, but he had a perfect view of Stella’s arse and pussy. She lowered her head.

“Oh, you fucking dirty bitch.”

Jake blinked in surprise. He doubted many wives would like to be spoken to in that manner.

“Ah, Christ-on-a-bike, Stell. It feels like you’re trying to suck my bollocks up my cock.” He let out a long groan. “You have the hottest, dirtiest mouth I’ve ever known.”

Stella hummed and bounced her head. To Jake’s horror, a glob of his own cum dribbled out of her pussy.

“As sweet as your mouth is,” Barry croaked, easing her head up. “I need to bang hard and let loose.”

“You can fuck my face,” Stella whispered. “You know how much I like that.”

“No,” Barry said, rolling her onto her side. “I have a need that only your hungry pussy will satisfy.”

Jake held his breath. There was no way Barry wouldn’t notice the evidence of her infidelity.

“Well,” Stella said, repositioning herself on her back. “I hope you don’t mind sloppy seconds.”

Jake gasped then slapped his hand over his mouth, terrified that Barry might have heard him.

Barry leaned over his wife and peered down at her crotch. “I thought we’d agreed you’d keep those slutty legs of yours closed for the four days we were here.”

Jake’s jaw dropped.

“What can I say?” she said in a hushed, sexy voice. “Like you said, I have a hungry pussy. Or as they say in my part of the world, I have an eager beaver.”

In the closet, Jake was struggling to understand what he was witnessing. Did this mean Barry accepted Stella’s infidelity? He certainly didn’t seem as angry as Jake expected. He still remembered his parents’ arguments before their divorce.

“Unbelievable.” Barry ran his hand through the mess around her pussy, smearing Jake’s cum over his wife’s outer lips. “Who was it?”

Jake’s heart was in his mouth.

“Some cute guy I met coming out of the gym at the sports complex.”

“You fucked him in the complex?”

“No, we exchanged numbers. I had to get the injured player back here and strap his knee. As soon as I’d done that, I texted the cute guy and he asked me to meet him at his apartment in town.”

“You’re such a cock-hungry slut!”

Jake couldn’t believe what he was hearing. Is this how rich people behave?

“I know.” Stella slid her legs wider apart. “That’s why you married me.”

Barry climbed between her thighs, positioned his cock and slammed in with force. Stella cried out. As Jake watched, transfixed, Barry jack-hammered his hips in a frenzied attack. Stella howled and screamed obscenities.

“You’re worse than a fucking whore,” Barry hissed. “At least a whore only fucks for money.”

“I don’t need money, I just need cock.”

“So my money’s enough, but my cock isn’t?”

“That’s right. I need a lot of cocks.”

Jake’s head was spinning. Was Stella doing more dirty talk for his benefit, or was this how the couple always spoke to each other during sex? Only a couple of Jake’s girlfriends had talked dirty to him.

Barry pulled out and hauled her up to a kneeling position. Gripping her by her ponytail, he pulled her head close and kissed her passionately.

Stella clung to his shoulders and returned the kiss, then pulled back and looked up into his face. “You still need to flush out his cum.”

“Oh, I will. Don’t you worry. I’ll hose your slutty little cum-hole clean. Get on your hands and knees.”

Stella crawled around him so she was facing the closet where Jake was hiding. Barry manoeuvred himself behind her, now also facing Jake’s way. His heart raced even faster.

Barry lined up and pushed in. Jake saw Stella’s eyes squeeze shut and her mouth drop open.

“Did you come on his cock?” Barry asked, pulling her back by the hips.

“Yes.” Stella opened her eyes and seemed to look directly at the gap between the closet doors, pinning Jake in her gaze. “I came on his cock after I’d come on his tongue.”

Barry reached around and pushed a fat finger into her mouth. “Show me how you sucked his cock.”

Stella kept her eyes fixed in Jake’s direction and mimicked a blowjob on her husband’s finger.

Barry let out a long sigh and fucked her harder. “I bet he wanted to blow his load down your slutty throat.”

“Mmm,” she mumbled, sliding her head more animatedly on his finger.

“Would you have liked his cum in your throat?”

“Mmm.”

Despite his situation, Jake’s cock thickened as he watched the drama on the bed.

Barry withdrew his finger from her mouth and cupped both her breasts, banging her even harder. “Are you ready to get another load dumped inside that eager beaver of yours?”

Stella smiled at the closet doors. “Always.”

Barry slammed into her three more times then dropped his head back and held still. Stella reached a hand down between her legs and rubbed. Jake couldn’t tell if she was touching herself or squeezing Barry’s balls. When her brow creased and she let out a soft sigh, he knew the answer.

After a minute or so, Barry pulled out and slapped his wife on the backside. Hard. “I don’t know how I got stuck with a slut like you, but thank God I did.”

Stella knelt up, turned her head and they kissed gently. “Hmm, I think we both got lucky.”

Barry stroked her cheek affectionately. “Now you can have your shower.”

“Why don’t you go first? I’ll come and join you in a couple of minutes.”

When the shower started running, Stella glanced through the bathroom door and pulled it closed. She rushed over and opened the closet.

Jake pulled his shirt down to hide his erection. Stella smiled, then dropped to her knees and threaded his shorts over his feet for him. She slipped his untied trainers onto his feet and passed him his balled-up socks and briefs.

Jake stepped out of the closet and she led him through to the living room of the suite. “Jack?”

She giggled. “What room are you in?”

“Three-one-four, but I don’t think—”

“I still need to strap your leg up. I’ll be there as soon as I can.”

He left, hobbling as quickly as he could along the corridor to the lifts. Back in his own room, he turned the shower on, stripped naked and climbed in. The last hour had been surreal, and he was still trying to process it all.

Jake was showered and dressed in clean shorts and t-shirt when Stella knocked on the door. Her hair was still wet, and she wore a white vest, pale blue skirt and flat sandals.

“Hi,” she said, holding up the kitbag she was carrying.

He stood aside to let her in, then limped to his single bed and sat down.

Stella crouched by his feet and took out a roll of bandage. “So, now you know what Barry and I—”

“It’s really none of my business,” Jake said, trying not to stare at her tanned legs.

She held his gaze for a second, then nodded. “I know, but I thought I should explain—”

“I get it. Barry doesn’t mind if you have a bit of fun on the side. You’re swingers, right?”

“Something like that.” She put the bandage on his swollen leg, pulling it tight as she wrapped it around. “Does this hurt?”

“It’s fine.”

She concentrated on the bandage. Once it was secured in place, she placed her hands on his thighs and looked into his eyes. “Are you angry?”

He scoffed. “I wasn’t expecting us to fall in love, if that’s what you’re asking.”

She laughed, then leaned in and kissed his ear. “Want me to relieve that hard-on you got from watching us?”

“No, I’m fine.”

She stood up and stroked his face. “I had a great time earlier.”

“Yeah, I saw.”

“I meant with you, and you know it.”

He smiled and nodded. “Yeah. I had a good time, too.”

“And I’ve been ordered to work on you again tomorrow.”

Jake felt uneasy about that, and it must have showed in his face.

“Do you not want anything to do with me now?”

He glanced down at her body and remembered how great it had felt earlier. “I’m happy to be worked on.”

“Good.” She flashed him a wide smile, picked up her kitbag and headed to the door. “I’ll see you in the bar later.”

After Stella had left, Jake limped out to sit on the balcony, even though it was in the shade. He propped his injured leg up on the second chair and dozed.

Curtis returned about an hour later, showing a surprising amount of sympathy and concern. He nodded at the bandage. “So did Stella tend to your wounds?”

“Yeah.” Jake was determined not to give his friend any reason to suspect he’d received anything other than medical attention. “So, how was the rest of training? Did you do her stretching exercises at the end?”

“Yeah, but they weren’t as much fun with Dominic demonstrating them.”

The two friends shot the breeze for a short while, then Curtis got changed and they headed down to the bar. Several of the other players were already there, including Rex.

“How’s the knee, Jake?” he asked, looking contrite.

“Apparently it’s just a twist. No more training for me this week, though.” He turned to Curtis. “Don’t wake me up when you leave for training in the morning. I’ll have a lie-in before I go for a slap-up breakfast and a splash in the pool.”

“Lucky bastard.” Curtis took a sip of his drink, then looked at Rex. “Will you kick me tomorrow?”

Rex scoffed. “Gladly, but I never need to. You lose the ball without us needing to tackle you.”

“Cheeky bastard,” Curtis said, then his eyes went wide. “Eh up, here’s your nurse.”

Jake turned to see Barry and Stella heading straight for them.

“How’s my patient?” she said, a twinkle in her eye. Tonight she wore a knee-length red dress and matching sandals with a three-inch heel. Her hair was pinned up, emphasising her delicate neck.

“I’m okay, thanks.” Jake smiled and pointed to the strapping. “Will I be able to swim with this on?”

She laughed and shook her head. “No, but I’ll put a fresh one on after your swim.”

“What a pisser, eh?” Barry said.

“Yeah.” Jake couldn’t look the chairman in the eye without remembering him fucking his wife from behind and calling her all sorts of dirty names.

“Hopefully, Stell will be able to use her magic fingers and get you sorted before the next game.”

Jake avoided looking in Stella’s direction.

Barry ordered drinks for himself and his wife, then said, “It’s snowing back home, so I doubt there’ll be any matches played this weekend.”

When they all headed through to the restaurant, Dominic and Rex were again invited to join Barry and Stella. Jake didn’t understand what else they needed to discuss because the training routine seemed to have been decided. He sat with Curtis and four other players. Every time he glanced over in Stella’s direction, she was either deep in conversation with Rex or laughing at something he’d said. Had he not been exposed to how Barry and Stella got their kicks, he might have been a bit jealous.

After dinner, everyone filed back into the bar, where a man was setting up two microphone stands on a small stage while another guy tested the spotlights. Curtis went to the bar for the first round of cocktails, so Jake perched on a tall stool to rest his knee without bending it. The drinks flowed and the craic between the players was good-natured. The entertainment turned out to be two attractive women who mostly covered Abba songs. Numerous guests swarmed onto the dancefloor, and after a few more drinks, some of the players joined them. Jake saw Stella fending off Curtis’ first few advances, but eventually she gave in and danced with him and several other players.

The singers finished their act and more drinks were consumed. Stella came to stand next to Jake. “I was pleased to see you refrained from dancing.”

“I’m a useless dancer with two legs. God knows what I’d be like with only one.”

She stared into his eyes for a second, then checked nobody could overhear them. “Come to room one-one-five at quarter past ten tomorrow.”

He frowned, puzzled. Her suite was on the top floor.

“I’ve taken another room to avoid a repeat of today’s coitus interruptus,” she explained. “Barry’s supposed to be playing golf all day, but I’m not taking any chances.”

“Okay.”

“And Jake?” Her face was serious. “Don’t leave your room until ten-past. I’ve arranged for you to get a little help.”

Before he could answer, Barry returned with her drink, a crimson concoction with strawberries and a sparkler.

Over the next hour, the players chatted and laughed. Even Dominic seemed to be having a good time. Some of the lads danced to the DJ’s music, but Stella didn’t join them. Jake didn’t get chance to speak to her again before she and her husband left. The players retired around midnight, with Curtis talking complete bollocks until he eventually fell asleep.

As he lay in bed in the dark, Jake wondered what Stella’s remark about getting him some help had meant, as well as her instruction not to leave his room until five minutes before their meeting. Maybe she’d ordered for a walking stick to be delivered to his room.
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Chapter Six

Curtis banged around so much in the morning that Jake had little option but to get up and go down to the restaurant at the same time as the other players. Unlike them, however, Jake had a full breakfast followed by fresh fruit and yoghurt. He was just helping himself to his second cup of coffee when his teammates left for the sports complex. He read the football news and gossip on his phone, then returned to his room. Since he didn’t have an excuse for being sweaty today, he took a bath and kept his bandaged leg dry by hanging it over the side. By the time he’d dressed, it was almost ten o’clock. There was a knock on the door. His walking stick delivery, no doubt. He limped over and opened the door.

Rex stood in the corridor. “Hey Jake.”

Jake frowned. “What’s up? Why aren’t you at training?”

“Dominic said we needed to talk.”

Stepping back into his room, Jake beckoned for his team captain to follow. “Talk about what?”

“My tackle that resulted in your injury.”

Jake shook his head. “What’s to talk about? Injuries can occur anytime, that’s just part of the game.”

Rex blinked. “So you’re not pissed off at me?”

“No, of course not. Who said I was?”

“Someone told Dominic you thought I’d done it on purpose. He said we should clear the air for the good of team morale.”

Jake laughed at the absurdity of him blaming Rex, but then he hesitated. Everything began to fall into place. He remembered Rex and Stella laughing and joking the night before, and her comment about arranging to get him some help. She’d also told him not to leave his room until ten past. Clearly, Rex was his ‘walking stick’.

“What’s funny?” Rex said.

Jake checked his watch. “You’ll see. Come on.”

The pair walked along the corridor, rode the lift two flights down and proceeded to Room 115. Jake knocked and then stood back beside his team captain. When the door opened, Rex let out a gasp.

Stella wore a black, figure-hugging dress and patent leather shoes with a four-inch heel and ankle strap. Her hair was down and her makeup was heavy, with thick mascara and crimson lip gloss.

“Hi guys,” she said, stepping back to let them in. This room was almost identical to the one Jake and Curtis shared other than the king-sized bed.

Stella looked at Jake. “Have you—?”

“No. I thought I’d let you explain.”

She turned to the team captain. “Do you know what a hotwife is, Rex?”

He nodded. “A married woman who has her husband’s permission to sleep with other men.”

She smiled. “Very good. However, this hotwife’s husband would prefer she didn’t sleep with members of his football team, so I hope I can count on your discretion.”

Rex glanced at Jake, probably realising his treatment yesterday had involved more than getting a knee bandage. “I’m sure we can be as discreet as you need.”

She frowned. “Actually, I think Barry would be more hurt about me lying to him than about me fucking you two. So what I’m going to do is tell him about it when we get home, but I’d like to be able to assure him that neither of you will speak of it to any of the other players.”

“You have my word,” Rex said.

“Mine too,” Jake added.

“Thank you.”

“Did you tell Dominic I blamed Rex for my injury?” Jake asked.

Stella nodded. “It seemed like the easiest way to get Rex excused from this morning’s training session.”

“Probably was.” Jake was still processing the term ‘hotwife’. Did this mean that Stella and Barry weren’t swingers? Was Stella allowed to do what she wanted with whoever so that Barry could treat her like Jake had witnessed yesterday?

“So,” Stella said, stepping closer to the men. “I thought the three of us could have a little training session of our own.” She leaned in and kissed Rex’s mouth, then kissed Jake, her lips barely making contact. “What do you think?”

“You want to take us both?” Rex sounded shocked.

“Hmm.” She gripped her short Lycra dress and inched the hem up. “Is that okay with you two?” By the time the dress reached her waist, it was clear she wasn’t wearing panties. “But you guys seem to be over-dressed.”

The players looked at each other for a split second, then quickly stripped. Rex was a builder, his physique much more powerful than Jake’s. He had a broad chest and muscular arms, which was probably why Stella had been so determined to get him involved. Numerous tattoos adorned his torso and arms.

Once the men were naked, Stella stepped between them and ran her hands down their bodies. Jake felt her fingers wrap around his cock and knew she was doing the same to Rex with her other hand. She purred like a kitten, then walked slowly backwards towards the bed, leading each man by his cock.

“I want you to show me what teamwork is all about. Maybe you can pass me from one to the other and show me your dribbling skills. Then, when I’m satisfied that you’ve worked hard enough, you can do some shooting practice.” The smile slipped briefly from her glossy red lips. “At dinner tonight, I’m going to behave like the chairman’s wife and I’ll expect you both to treat me as such.”

The men nodded.

“Good. But in this room…” She sat on the bed, placed her high-heeled shoes a wide step apart, then rolled down the top part of her dress to expose her pert tits. “I’m a slut, so I expect you to treat me as one.”

Rex stepped forward and pointed his cock at her face. “If you’re a slut, act like one.”

Stella kissed the tip, nestling it between her painted lips and licking around the crown. She gripped the base, looked into his eyes and slid her head forward, taking his entire length into her throat. Rex let out a groan, his eyes widening. While sliding back and forth on Rex, she reached out for Jake’s cock and gave it a few strokes. She released Rex from her mouth and treated Jake to her deep-throat skills while wanking Rex. She repeated this a couple more times before giving them both a gorgeous smile and lying back on the bed, her legs still wide and her feet still on the floor. “I think it’s time for one of you to do some press-ups.”

Rex stepped forward, wanking slowly. “I’m happy to go first. There may even be some stretching exercises for you.”

“Oh, I hope so.”

Rex placed one hand beside her on the bed, positioned his cock between her folds and slowly pushed in. Both of them let out a long sigh. Jake watched as Rex began to pump his hips. Though he considered he’d had a fairly healthy sex life—well into double figures of sexual partners—this trip had been an eye-opener. He’d never witnessed sex as a bystander before, but Rex was now the second man he’d watched fucking Stella within a day. And the captain was treating her with a lot more respect than Barry had.

“Okay,” Stella said, breathing heavily. “Teamwork, remember?”

Rex pulled out and stood up, and Jake took his place. Stella was as hot and snug as he remembered, and he soon settled into a steady rhythm. She undulated beneath him, riding his cock from below.

“Oh, fuck yeah.”

Stella pulled his head down and kissed him. Jake pushed in his tongue before remembering she’d sucked Rex’s cock just minutes earlier.

After a few minutes he reluctantly pulled out and let Rex take his turn again. This time the captain banged much harder, bouncing Stella’s feet off the floor with the force of his onslaught.

She cried out and wrapped her legs around his. Jake held his breath as he watched her tremble and shake as the orgasm rippled through her body.

Stella pushed Rex’s chest. “Don’t come yet. Let Jake have his turn.”

The men changed places. Jake fucked her for several minutes but she didn’t come a second time. She eventually eased him out, stood up and slid off her bunched-up dress, treating them to a full view of her figure. They leered as she stood before them wearing nothing but her sexy shoes.

She crawled onto the bed and raised her eyebrows. “I know it’s not Sunday, but how do you boys fancy a spit-roast?”

Rex quickly climbed onto the bed nearest her head. Jake walked around to the other side but kneeling proved impossible on his injured knee. Immediately realising his problem, Stella back-crawled to his side of the bed, her heels now sticking out over the edge. Jake slid back inside her, then watched as Rex fed her his cock. The men pumped their hips and Stella groaned and rocked between them. Her moans became more urgent, though stifled by Rex’s cock, then Jake felt the clench of her orgasm.

He became a little concerned as Rex slammed into her, fucking her face as hard as Jake was fucking her pussy. Stella gagged and grunted with each thrust, then eventually pushed Rex back and crawled forward so Jake’s cock slipped out. She turned through one-eighty on the bed, her chin now covered in saliva, the lip gloss all smeared around her mouth.

She looked up into his eyes and took him into her throat. Rex entered her with a vicious lunge, smashing her forward onto Jake’s cock. Both men resumed their thrusts, and Stella’s stifled moans resumed, sending wonderful vibrations through Jake’s tip and shaft. Rex gripped her waist and pumped his hips like a man possessed. Stella had to pull herself off Jake’s cock and hold onto his legs as Rex banged her harder than ever. The entire bed shook and Stella came again, screaming expletives and calling Rex all sorts of names.

Rex gritted his teeth then pushed deep and let out a growl. Stella rolled her hips and groaned, then she took Jake back into her mouth and bobbed her head vigorously.

Jake stroked Stella’s face and frowned, letting her know he was getting close. She smiled with her eyes and bobbed her head faster, pulling back until his tip was just inside her lips before pushing forward to take it all. She was effectively jacking him off with her mouth. His legs went weak and he erupted into her throat.

Stella moaned and gulped, her nails digging into his buttocks as she pulled him deeper into her throat. He pumped his hips and gripped her hair, firing spurt after spurt into her slurping, hungry mouth.

When Jake opened his eyes, he saw Rex grinning like a Cheshire cat. Both men pulled back and Stella dropped onto her front, a contented smile on her face. The room was silent. Stella rolled onto her back and manoeuvred herself into the middle of the bed with her head on the pillows.

She looked at Rex, who was still kneeling up beside her, his cock soft and slick with their juices. “You should probably be getting back to the sports complex.”

He smiled. “Yeah, I probably should.” He gripped his cock and started to stroke it. “But I could go again if you want.”

Stella’s eyes widened in surprise. “Really? So soon?”

He wanked himself faster, then showed her how hard he was already.

She smiled, impressed. “Well, I’m not going to turn down the chance of getting that again.” She rolled onto her stomach. “Fuck me like this.”

As Rex crawled over to kneel between her legs, she raised her hips and he pushed in. He started off slowly, giving her long, slow strokes as she pushed herself up to meet his thrusts. When he reached underneath her and pawed her tits, Stella let out a groan and Rex started to plough into her with force.

Jake’s cock thickened as he watched them. Stella groaned, bunching the sheets in her fists as Rex pounded her hard for several minutes. She screamed, but Jake didn’t know if Rex had made her come or was hurting her. Maybe both. Rex pulled out and shot a thick rope of cum up onto her back.

Stella writhed and moaned sensually, and Rex pumped his dick and added a few more splashes. Then he moved to the side and Jake took his place. He didn’t care that she was drenched in another man’s cum, he just needed to bury his cock inside her. She welcomed him, groaning and pumping her hips, the walls of her cunt rippling around him as he plunged in again and again. She bent at the knees, her stilettos bouncing like conductor’s batons in time with his thrusts. He fucked harder still, then pulled out and sprayed his own seed onto her already-covered back and bum.

Sweat was running from his head as he gulped in air. His injured leg ached. He hadn’t noticed how much until his lust had been quenched.

Rex picked up his shorts and pulled them on. Jake did the same, though he had to sit down to do so. Still naked except for her shoes, Stella got up from the bed with cum running down her back.

“I guess I’ll take a leisurely walk up to the complex,” Rex said, once he’d laced up his trainers. “Hopefully, I’ll get my breath back by the time I have to start training.”

Stella laughed. “I’m going to send you a link to a website. I think you can make a lot of women who use that site very happy.”

His eyebrows went up. “Do you use it?”

“Sometimes, but I won’t be contacting you. This was a one-off for the reasons I’ve already explained. I’m lucky to have the freedom Barry gives me. While I don’t like to abuse it, the situation this week was a little unique so I took advantage.” Her gaze shifted to Jake and returned to Rex. “Please remember what I asked regarding keeping this to yourselves.”

Both men nodded, then Rex smiled at Jake. “So, can I tell Dominic we’re okay after my tackle?”

“Yeah, tell him we’re fine.”

Rex smiled. “Are you staying here?”

Stella answered before Jake got the chance. “No. He’s going back to his room to put on his swimming trunks, then after he’s been in the pool we’ll come back here and I’ll attend to his knee.” She smiled. “And only his knee.”

Rex shook his head. “I doubt that.” He flashed a grin at Jake, then left.

Stella went into the bathroom and returned with a box of tissues. “Would you wipe most of the cum off before I go for a shower?”

“Yeah, no problem.”

She turned her back and Jake studied her bronzed back splattered in pearly white. She looked really sexy. There was even some in her hair, and he wasn’t sure if it had been him or Rex that had managed to shoot it that far.

“So,” he said, wiping away a dribble that had run down between her buttocks, “are you going to send me a link for the website?”

“No.” She twisted round and stroked his face. “Rex will be perfect as a bull. He’s got a great body and fucks with a lot of anger. You’re not like that.”

He felt deflated and nodded.

“You’re a really sweet guy, Jake, and you’re definitely the cutest one on the team. You don’t need women like me for sex. You’re going to find a pretty girl who will fall in love with you, and she’ll give you everything you could possibly need in the bedroom.”

He smiled. “I’m only twenty-three. I’m not in any rush to get married.”

“I didn’t say you had to get married. I’m just saying you’ll be able to get the woman you want. I happen to know that Rex’s wife kicked him out for cheating.”

“Really?” This was news to Jake.

Stella nodded. “Now go put your trunks on and remove your bandage. I’ll see you at the pool in half an hour.”

“And afterwards?”

“We’ll have some lunch, then come back here. I’ll work on your knee and put fresh strapping on it.”

He nodded, then raised his eyebrows. “Just my knee?”

“No, I’m pretty sure I’ll be attending to other parts of you as well.”

Jake smiled broadly, then limped out of the room.

The End

Delores Swallows

United Kingdom (2024)


Next in the Series

Which filthy hotwife is next?

Next in series:  A Hotwife Rub Down by Dilana Rose

Aaron

My nerves are shot and the football season is on the line. If we can’t make it in Vegas, I might as well retire now.

But Lyssa has done it once before. My beautiful, sexy hotwife knows how to seduce my team, fulfill their erotic desires, and bond us strong enough to beat any opponent.

If Lyssa comes on tour, she can warm us up and rub us down.
It will become the ultimate hotwife adventure and the making of my career.


Lyssa 

If he hadn’t asked, I would have offered.

From the time we leave Sydney until after the last game, I’m not my husband’s wife. My name is Destiny and as they say, Destiny is all.


A Hotwife Rub Down is a romantic erotica, sports romance containing scenes of explicit sex, including public sex, oral sex, light spanking, MFM, and more. 

Read the entire series here: Ultimate Hotwife Spring 
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Winter is over, and these hotwives are ready to strip down, lather up, and heat up this spring. Some like it hot. Some like to watch. Some men just want their partners to have fun with other men. The temperature isn't the only thing rising when these women take on the enticing men around them, heating up the sheets and soothing every aching desire ... all with their man's permission. Join the fun, read all the stories from the best in hotwife erotica, and get more than just a spring in your step this springtime.

Book 1: A Hotwife Spring Training by Hank Dolworth

Book 2: A Hotwife Shared by Daizy Dennis

Book 3: A Hotwife Vacation by Alexa Sommers

Book 4: A Hotwife Spring Festival by Kassia White

Book 5: A Hotwife Spring Break by Aileen Gallagher

Book 6: A Hotwife Gets Her Kicks by Delores Swallows

Book 7: A Hotwife Rub Down by Dilana Rose

Book 8: A Hotwife Curveball by Olivia Lawless

Book 9: A Hotwife Bed Of Table by Victoria S. Kyrie

Book 10: A Hotwife Championship by Poppy Lang


About the Author

Delores Swallows has many dirty thoughts, and during his free time he writes them down in the form of stories. Born and bred in the northwest of England, he has a commoner’s accent and a bit of a crush on his future queen.

His stories often feature petite brunettes, high-heeled shoes and voyeurism. He claims he didn’t realise these were obsessions until someone pointed out how often they appear in his work.

Find out more about Delores on his web site, chat on X, or follow his new stories on Amazon. And don’t forget to sign up to his mailing list for a free story.


Also by Delores Swallows
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The complete story of the whirlwind year that takes Harriet from faithful wife to licentious hotwife, eager to do anything to please her lovers and her watching husband.

A Hotwife’s Christmas Stocking

It starts when Harriet’s friend is deserted by her husband. The girls have a few nights out, and when Harriet reveals how many men are hitting on them, Luke realises he likes the idea. With his encouragement, she progresses from slow dances to heavy petting, and more. Luke knows he won’t be content until she allows another man to go all the way.

They take a Christmas break in Norway. After enjoying the stunning sights of snow-capped mountains, crystal blue fjords and the Northern Lights, Luke craves the ultimate display: to see his beautiful Harriet become a hotwife.

A Hotwife’s 2 for 1 Weekend

Luke takes a business trip and encourages Harriet to make the most of her new hotwife status while he’s away. On his return, she admits to taking part in a threesome with her best friend Maisie and some guy from a club.

After securing a new contract for their business and finding their perfect new home, they decide to celebrate in the sunnier climes of the Canary Islands. While there, Luke offers his wife  the chance to enjoy a different kind of threesome as a Valentine’s Day treat. Will two men at once be too much of a good thing, even for Harriet?

The Hotwife Key Party: Harriet

A chance encounter with a bull in the Canary Islands leads couple to join a contact site so Harriet can sample some alpha bulls. This elicits an invitation to attend an exclusive party in California. Harriet and Luke know it’s a once in-a-lifetime opportunity to enjoy a truly hedonistic experience, and eagerly accept.

Located in Malibu and overlooking the Pacific Ocean, Casa Del Grande Toro is the most stunning house they’ve ever seen. At the party, surrounded by a collection of beautiful hotwives and their adoring husbands, Harriet is immersed in a sexual tryst beyond anything she envisaged in even her wildest fantasies.

A Hotwife Takes It… Easy [including previously unpublished bonus chapter]

After attending the Key Party, Luke and Harriet delay their return to the UK and drive south on the Pacific Coast Highway. In San Diego they come across a volleyball tournament. Glowing with a golden tan, Harriet soon becomes the centre of attention for one of the men’s teams. The young, tall college guys just won’t leave her alone.

Luke’s a little concerned because, even though Harriet’s a hotwife, she’s just had a very busy weekend. He points out that this break is so she can take it easy, but Harriet had other plans.

She assures him she could take it…. Easy!

One Hot Year is available from Amazon
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Vivienne inadvertently discovers husband Lee’s laptop still logged on after he leaves for a work trip. The scantily clad women on the webpage pique her curiosity. Thinking she might be able to give him a sexy treat if she knows what sort of porn he watches, she takes a closer look.

Then her world collapses.

It isn’t a porn site - it’s a contact forum. Lee’s been moonlighting as a bull for couples who live the hotwife/cuckold lifestyle. Not only are there sexy women offering him their bodies, he’s also getting requests from husbands to satisfy their wives’ carnal desires.

About to call Lee and tell him not to bother coming home ever again, Viv realises this confrontation needs to be done face to face. The inevitable denials and elaborate lies would hurt her even more. So she comes up with a good old honeytrap plan.

She registers as ‘Brandy’ and sends a request saying, ‘Let me be your next hotwife’.  When he turns up at the hotel, there’ll be no way for him to try and sweet-talk his way out of his duplicity.

But there’s something Vivienne hasn’t considered: the forum has many bulls looking for sexy hotwives to service…

Your Next Hotwife is available from Amazon

───Ξ───

cover.jpeg
A HOTWIFE
GETS HER KICKS

SPRING

ﬁt

DELORES SWALLOWS





OEBPS/image_rsrcTU.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcTW.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcTV.jpg
DELORES SWALL

ONE HOT WIFE





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




