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Chapter 1: Fun and Profit

My name is Cathy. I’m a teacher, the mother to a
precocious 9-year-old and I’ve been a hotwife since Memorial Day.
It has been a wild, sex fueled roller coaster including everything
from flashing and pick-up sex to a porn film and accidental
prostitution. Well, there was some on purpose sex for money as
well.

My husband, Dan, and I have been having sex with
each other until my daughter has complained about the noise. We
needed a bit of normalcy, though why we thought we’d get that at
dinner with my little sister, January, and her husband, Mark, is
beyond my understanding.

Last week, I introduced January to paid hotwifing
when we took the cherry of twin geeks. Mark found out about her new
side gig when she did a naked lap dance for his company’s new
client. We went from playing at being escorts to being in a working
business, with customers, premises and expenses. The money Mark's
boss paid to service his clients was a game changer.

We, January, Mark, Dan and I, needed to talk.
Hotwifing isn’t something a couple can enter into lightly. It
requires emotional commitment on both sides, or the marriage can
implode. Dan and I were still feeling our way through it, January
had jumped in with both legs in the air and no discussion with her
husband.

This might well be disastrous for their marriage.
And January was six weeks pregnant. A bitter divorce and custody
fight on the horizon was no way to bring a child into the world.
But she hadn’t called me and we hadn’t talked since Saturday
morning when she and Mark had left for home. I couldn’t help but
worry.

I didn’t hear from my sister until Wednesday morning
when she finally responded to my texts with smiley faces.

So I decided to have a barbecue. I’d sent my
daughter, Molly, to overnight at a friend’s house, again. January
replied to the invite with grumpy faces. I sent ‘We need to
talk’.

She sent me an incomprehensible string of emojis
with lots of eggplants. I shook my head and sent ‘B here at
6’ and worried something bad was going on with January and
Mark.

So when they came in looking like kids who just
found out about sex, I was a little annoyed. They kept grab-assing
and looking at each other and giggling like grade-schoolers.
Finally I couldn't stand the goofiness. “What’s so funny? Do you
have toads in your pockets?”

Dan sneezed a laugh into his beer which threw the
boobsie twins into further convulsions of laughter. Finally January
got control of herself. “Sorry, sis. It just feels like a whole new
world is open to us.”

“It's just sex. Friday night was
fun, and the money is nice, but what else is going on?” I
asked.

Jan looked at Mark. He grinned and shrugged. “I see
a lot of high end prostitutes looking for customer's at the hotels
I stay at when I travel. They service a clientele that pays well
for discretion and convenience.”

“So we tried it Monday night,”
January beamed. “I got propositioned by a money manager in town to
prospect a wealthy client. He offered me a thousand. I took him up
to our room.”

“I hid in the closet and watched.”
Mark said without a trace of a blush.

“He wanted to start with a kiss,
so I did,” January giggled. “He was a good kisser. He had my dress
half off by the time we came up for air. So I let it fall to the
ground and got on my knees to suck him, just like in the porn
videos. He had a nice thick cock and just long enough to get into
my throat if I tried real hard. I thought he was going to blow his
wad before we got to fuck, but he pulled back at the last minute
and threw me on the bed. He turned me around pulled my panties to
one side and sunk his cock all the way into my pussy. The faster
and harder he banged me the hotter I got, until I couldn't stop
cumming.”

“I thought the management would be
knocking on the door, she screamed so loud.” Mark chipped
in.

“When he was finally ready to cum,
he pulled out and flipped me on my back so he could squirt all over
my belly. He came streamers. When he was done, he wiped his dick
off on my underwear, and stuffed his cock back in his pants. He
hadn't undressed. He bent down and kissed me and left a
five-hundred-dollar tip with the thousand we'd agreed
to.”

“He let himself out of the room. I
was out of the closet as soon as the door locked with my dick in
hand.” Mark grinned.

“Didn't even let me clean up
before he was porking me with something that felt as hard as a
steel pipe.”

“She was screaming again and I
came in her pussy harder than I ever had.” Mark nodded. “This is
fun. We’ve been screwing ever since.”

“I want to do this some more,
before my belly gets too big.” Jan grinned.

“There are guys,” Dan leered at
her. “Who want to screw pregnant women.”

“Really?” January's eyes lit up as
she rubbed her barely visible baby bump.

“Yup.” Dan nodded. “Guys want all
sorts of strange things.”

“I have to go check on the
potatoes.” I hurried to the kitchen. January's giddiness made me
nervous. Everything always came too easily for her. And she hadn't
been nearly raped playing around like I had. She needed to be
careful.

Mark followed me out to the kitchen and got a beer
from the fridge. “You like this business too, don't you?”

“Yeah.” This time I squatted while
I checked the oven. I didn't want to encourage Mark to molest me
again.

“You were so hot dancing with
January last weekend. I didn’t know you had it in you, you were
always so reserved.” Mark leaned against the kitchen island right
behind me. He backed up when I opened the oven door.

I stuck a fork in the potatoes. They were as done as
I was with Mark’s lurking. I stood up to confront him.

“And you have great tits.” He
cupped both breasts, his fingers teasing my nipples.

I sucked in air in response to the sudden flood of
sensations. “Stop it Mark. We're family.”

He dropped his hands to my waist. There was a little
space between us but his hands held my hips with a thumb in the
waist band of my shorts. “Don't be shy. If you want to be paid, I
can afford you. Maybe Dan wants to buy some of January's time, too?
It's all just business...”

Mark slipped his hand into my shorts and started
rubbing my quickly lubricating pussy. Unconsciously, I opened my
legs to accommodate him. He slid two fingers in me and started
diddling my clit with his thumb. My knees buckled a little and I
moaned.

“You asked Dan about this?” The
question wrinkled my face but I didn't pull away.

“He'd be fine, I'm
sure.”

I went cold and pulled back. “You didn't talk to
him? Did you talk to Jan about this?”

Mark started digging in the front of my shorts
trying to get his fingers back inside me. I grabbed his hand and
pulled it out.

“No, Mark. I'm not crossing this
line. I might be a dirty whore, but I have some morals. Cheating
with my sister's husband is just too far over the line.” I stabbed
at his crotch with the fork I still had in my hand.

Mark skittered away and stopped at the kitchen door.
“Don't tell Jan....”

“Tell me what,” Jan said as she
popped into the kitchen.

“That whoring can give people the
wrong idea about who you are.” I caught Mark's guilty
stare.

“It really isn't whoring,” Dan
said as he set the table. “You girls don't have to do it. You don't
need the money. It's' a game. Just for fun. We can stop any time
you want and no one needs to know.”

“Jan came very close to getting
caught by Mark's boss,” I reminded them. Someone had to be the
voice of reason and I was still pissed at Mark for trying to take
advantage of me.

“No one recognized me.” Jan
chirped up. “I've met most of those guys and no one has even
suggested the 'wild child' looked like me.”

“And that's not all,” Mark piped
up. “Manx and the team are raving about you two, and the dance.
Several of the guys want to hire the wild child, for an evening.
It's pretty hot knowing they want you and they don't know you're my
wife. The hair-do was enough that no one ever guessed.”

“How would you feel if you went to
work and knew that every one of the guys there had paid me for sex.
That I sucked their cocks and let them fuck me like the whore I
am?” Jan said with a smile, pinching his cheek.

“You'd still be my little whore,
and I love you.” Mark kissed her hard.

I rolled my eyes. Jan always gets way too involved
in an idea. “Do you really want to get invited to Mark's Christmas
party and have half of the room be johns? It would be
uncomfortable. Better to stay to a few discrete clients.”

“Speaking of which,” Dan said.
“We've got some bookings coming up. The twins have called for a
return bout but they don't have Daddy's ATM card this time. I told
them they could have one girl for a thousand.”

“And two of them?” I said. “That
should be a thousand a piece anyway.”

Dan looked sheepish. “You're right. I screwed up.
I'll call and cancel it.”

“No don't. I'd like to help the
kids out,” Jan said. “When?”

“Tomorrow night.” Dan
said.

“Have you ever been with more than
one guy?” I asked.

Jan glanced at Mark. “No. You know I never got
around like you and Sue did.”

“I never got around like that
either, sis.” I gave her the stink eye. “This is all new to me
too.”

“I want to try it.”

“Sure. I'll watch to make sure it
goes OK. You'll meet them at the condo.” I said.

“And we have another request for
Alice from the father. He wants a nooner, tomorrow as well,” Dan
pulled out a notebook. “We have a paid for request from the party
for a special hour with the wild child. Don't know who it is but
they are from Mark's company. And a date request for Sunday night,
also paid-in-advance. He used a pseudonym and a prepaid debit
card.”

“Where are you getting these
requests?” My stomach fluttered a little. How many people had Mike,
my first real customer, told?

Dan hesitated. “The website. I put up a website with
a paywall and some cropped pictures. They don't show your faces and
we aren't using your real names either. Jan is 'Erin Wilde' and
you're Alice Summer.”

“Alice Summer?” I groaned. “That's
not a hooker name.”

“And you're not a hooker. You're
an escort who likes sex. We're just having fun.”

“I dunno, you’re the one having
fun with websites and videos and paywalls. I thought we were doing
this just as foreplay? Now it sounds more like a job.”

“I’m sorry. I thought you were
enjoying yourself? Shall I pull down the website? We’re free and
clear on the money I spent for the condo so we can fold it up right
now, if you say so.”

“This really is a job for you,
isn’t it?” I grabbed him by his ears to make sure he kept looking
at me.

“If we’re going to do this and get
good quality johns, we need to be serious and professional just
like our customers.”

“Makes perfect sense to me,” Mark
chimed in.

I glared at both of them.

“The minute this is anything but a
fantastic rush, we're out of it.” Dan turned suddenly
serious.

January cleared her throat like some professor in a
lecture hall. “Y’know escorts are in the business of fulfilling
fantasies.”

“True,” Dan nodded.

“And my fantasy is having men pay
money to have sex with me. I’d fuck a dozen men a night every
night, if they paid me enough.” January’s voice had slipped into a
sultry register. “What was the name you gave me, Dan?”

“Erin Wilde, because of your hair
the other night. Great cover and it works as a character
identifier.”

“I don’t actually have a fantasy.”
I looked at my sister. She lifted an eyebrow questioning my
statement. “I like the men so far, and I like not having to seduce
or be seduced. Just money on the table and my legs up in the air.
If that’s the guy’s fantasy, great. I’m just not sure I want to be
a full-time whore.”

“Full time whore?” January’s face
broke out into a grin. “I can be a full-time whore this summer. OK,
Mark?”

Mark looked at his wife like she was dinner and he
hadn’t eaten in days. “Full time…?”

“Yeah. Full time.”

I shook my head. That was January, always over the
top. I shrugged and looked at Dan. He kissed me softly.

“Now who wants some steak?” He
grabbed the meat tray and headed to the barbecue grill.
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