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            A sex club like no other.
Hi, I'm Marc Stevens, author of whatever the hell I feel like writing at the time. While there are those forces in my world that don't believe I'm real, I choose to believe otherwise. So, here's my reality. This story is fiction…probably. Then again, so am I…probably.
The wonderful thing about the world we're living in is that you no longer need facts, evidence, or corroboration. The truth is whatever you want to believe.
And I choose to believe that I'm real.
 
Welcome to my world. Welcome to Points Club.
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I felt slightly guilty about how much I was enjoying my role as the villain in this latest Points Club fantasy. But how could I not?

Candy Kane writhed under me as I fondled her amazing breasts. The heat of the contact was so intimate—sensual. My rock-hard cock was already begging for a release I knew it wouldn’t get any time soon. She wasn’t making it easy for me, and I was starting to wonder if this was worth the two points she was paying me to play this part in her sexual fantasy.

Still, I managed to get the handcuff locked around her wrist.

Evil...think evil. Remember you’re supposed to be the bad guy here.

It was just a scene, and I was playing an extra. There’d be no orgasm for me here, so I had to keep that reigned in. I was supposed to play my part, then sneak out while Candy and Alan canoodled on the bed where I was presently kneeling.

I sat back, surveying my work. Candy Kane, one of the hottest women in Points Club, lay naked and spread eagle on the bed, wrists and ankles handcuffed to the bed posts.

“You’ll never get away with this.” Her tone was defiant and, fully in her character, she looked daggers at me. If I hadn’t known better, I’d have sworn she was mad at me. But she wasn’t using her safe word, so I moved on with the scene.

“Baby, I already have.”

It was her fantasy. She was paying the points for it, so I wanted to give her what she wanted.

Reaching down I palmed both breasts again, then gave each of the erect nipples a firm but gentle twist. “These are mine.”

Candy thrashed back and forth, pulling the chains taut.

My hand trailed down her chest and stomach then glided over her the juncture of her thighs and jammed two fingers into her hot, damp folds. “This is mine.”

“Bastard! Leave me alone.”

Yeah, she was a good actress, but her body betrayed her by gushing warm liquid around my probing fingers.

I positioned myself between her legs and nudged them wider apart. Then I ran my hand along the shaft of my cock and tried projecting a leer at her. I’d been practicing my leer in the mirror, but I didn’t have much confidence it would be convincing. Still, Candy seemed to accept it in stride without breaking into laughter.

“I’ve been waiting for this a long time.” I tried to put a villainous sneer into my tone. It was the trigger phrase Alan, whom I assumed was ready and waiting behind the closed door, would be waiting to hear.

I slid my cock along her ready opening. If Alan missed his queue, I would have to push into her, as to not break the tension of the scene. Not that I’d have minded that.

But if that had happened, I probably wouldn’t have lasted long before I came. She was so hot and I was so ready.

Those thoughts must have happened in a flash because, luckily, the door crashed open. “Get away from her you bastard.”

Alan Johnson stood silhouetted in the doorway. Khaki pants and shirt, brown leather jacket, that classic fedora, and high leather boots. He had a bullwhip, obviously borrowed from Room 7, hanging on one side of his belt and a gun holster on the other. In that moment Alan looked the epitome of Indiana Jones.

Steel slid against leather as Alan pulled a black revolver and pointed it at my chest. “I said, get away from her.”

“Indy!” Candy’s cry was dramatic.

“No! She’s mine!” I lunged forward, like I was about to penetrate, but Alan was quick on the trigger.

Pop! Pop! Two shots rang out.

It stung much worse than I thought it would. I looked at the rivers of red running down my chest, then slumped over the side of the bed onto the floor to play dead.

I must have looked convincing because Alan shot me a concerned glance as he came around the bed. Now out of Candy’s sight, I felt confident to gave him a nod and a wink, even though my chest still stung from the impact of the paint balls. Alan winked back, then looked up at Candy. “I’ll have you out of those chains in a jiffy.”

“No Indy, I can’t wait.” The quiver and drama in Candy’s voice was comical. I had to bite my tongue to keep from chuckling. “Take me like this. Take me now!”

I don’t know how Alan kept it together. Maybe having Candy naked and ready for him was enough. There was certainly a huge bulge in his pants.

I stayed low and began to creep towards the doorway while Alan stripped off his jacket and shirt. With a parting glance, I noticed the fedora hanging on the bedpost. Things were about to get interesting for Alan and Candy, but my part in this drama was done. My character dead, there was no need for me to stay. It would only be agony to lay there with my cock hard, listening to Alan fuck Candy.

And she was paying him the points tonight as well. Lucky Bastard.

But I had made two points for my part in the drama, so I couldn’t quibble. I just hoped there was something I could pick up in the barroom to relieve my aching erection.

[Author note: for the full story of Candy’s Indiana Jones roleplay, check out Points Club book 6: Raider of the Lost Blonde.]

Crawling on all fours I made my way toward the doorway. Alan had conveniently left it open for me. As I made my escape from the room, I silently closed the door behind.

Still on my hands and knees, I turned back toward the anteroom only to be confronted by a shapely pair of bare legs.

“Hi Marc.” Claudia Halverson beamed down at me. She wore only a plain white bra and panties, and looked sexy as hell.

It wasn’t a surprise to run into people in various stages of undress in the backrooms of Points Club, but here in the changing room of someone else’s scene it came as a surprise.

Still, a sexy, pleasant surprise.

I climbed to my feet, grabbed up a hand towel, and wiped the paint from my chest. My cock stood erect and pulsed hard, pointing right toward her.

The sexy redhead’s eyes lit up.

“Candy told me you’d probably be coming out of her scene a little desperate.” She reached down and wrapped her fingers around my shaft. “I’d be happy to take care of this for you.”

The contact felt so good, I teetered on the edge of orgasm. Pre-cum seeped from the tip. Claudia brought the index finger of her other hand up from the bottom of the head to capture the semen droplet, then glided it toward her mouth.

“Two points?” I asked. It would be so worth it. Gritting my teeth to hold back the cresting wave of release, I watched Claudia’s pink tongue lick the semen from her fingertip.

Minx. But I inwardly chuckled.

Thanks to Candy’s little fantasy, I was already on sexual overload. It was nice of Candy to arrange a happy ending. I had a feeling Claudia would be well worth more than two points if I could just hold back a bit longer. Still, haggling for points was part of the game we all played, and I expected a counter offer.

“Two points it is, Marc. Anything special?”

Okay, she had to be bargaining to get into one of my stories. I hold a unique spot in the club, and I’m not above taking advantage of that fact.

The deal sealed, I grabbed her around the waist and dragged her toward me. “Yeah.” My mouth found hers as I cupped the back of her head, my tongue pressed past those ruby red lips. The kiss was hot—passionate.

I felt Claudia’s nipples pucker through the think lace of her bra as she pressed her breasts against my chest. Fully excited, she gave as well as she took, twining her tongue around mine.

As I broke off the kiss, she captured my lower lip between her teeth, pulling on it before letting go.

“Do you know any other ways to use that excellent mouth of yours?” I asked raising an eyebrow in challenge.

“I just might,” she answered. Her eyes twinkled as she moved in, bringing her lips to the side of my neck. She kissed and licked her way down my chest, stopping at each nipple and gently sucking on them. My cock jerked in excitement each time her tongue flicked my hard nipples before proceeding on.
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