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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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Harvey’s bright smile greeted me, as I entered the North Point Supper Club. It was just after 2:00 PM and the place was empty except for the tall bartender.

“You’re a little early,” Harvey said. He finished polishing a high-ball glass and set it on the tray behind him. “Club doesn’t start until six, you know.”

I nodded. “Vicky and I cooked up something special last night over dinner, a very fun scene, and I wondered if I could sneak back and set something up before tonight.”

Vicky and I had been exploring our foodiness and each other on a regular basis lately. It wasn’t actually dating...but it was.

I liked her a lot, and we had a shared interest in all things gastronomic. We’d been exploring the local restaurants together the last couple of evenings, and most nights ended up here to fuck. Still, neither of us was looking for anything past that.

Harvey chuckled. “This has got to have something to do with food, if I know you two.”

Yeah, he was getting to know us well, and he followed my blog closely.

“I want to try out something a little messy. Do you have any rooms set up that can handle that?”

Harvey motioned me back and hit the release button hidden under the bar that unlocked the back door. I scanned my card and opened the door.

The big bartender met me in the club room. “After reading your blog about sexy fruit, I had a feeling you might be in today. Okay, I was hoping you’d be in today, so I was playing around with room five this morning.” Harvey’s smile was infectious. “I’m really looking forward to reading this story.”

“My guess is, it’s going to get pretty messy.” I was heading into erotic territory I’d never imagined just a week ago.

Harvey’s laugh filled the hallway. “Like we’ve never done anything messy back here before.”

I could only imagine. The Points Club was a unique group of people dedicated to fulfilling each other’s sexual fantasies. Every effort was made to make things as realistic as possible. They had everything from dozens of specialized bedrooms and bathrooms, to a fully functioning medieval dungeon. Harvey somehow produced furnishings in amazing variety as needed and even had access to exotic and specialized outdoor settings.

I’d recently stumbled my way into the group and found it offered the perfect place to research my erotic writing. So many of the members were eager to tell me about their sexy adventures here. Stories were stacking up on my laptop faster than I could write them, but this one was something I wanted for myself. Still, my needs for tonight were simple and straightforward...if a little messy.

The anti-room had a nice, big shower stall, big enough to fit four people comfortably if necessary. There was a rack to hang clothes, comfortable seating, and a nice dressing table. Room five itself was small, containing only a double bed and a couple of occasional chairs.

“Vinyl sheets on the bed, plastic covers for the chairs, and tile on the floors should make cleanup a snap,” Harvey said. His eyes grew serious. “And you are responsible for all the cleanup.”

It was fair enough. It was my fantasy. Though, Vicky had offered to help with the cleanup after.

I nodded toward Harvey, who went to a closet and produced a rolling, hospital tray table, the kind that could be suspended over the bed for easy access.

“I figured this would make things a bit more convenient. And here.” Harvey placed a new jar of Maraschino cherries on the table then shot me a wink. “A little donation to the cause.”

I couldn’t help but smile. Things were coming together nicely. “Harvey, this will be perfect.”
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Vicky Majors got wet just thinking about what Marc had planned. Delicious. It was the best way to describe the event...and the man who was planning it.

She was Nurse Vicky to just about everyone she knew. As a nurse at Mercy General Hospital, her shifts were varied and sometimes unbearably long. She had very little time for dating and romance. Her one relief, on the nights she did get off, was Points Club. No hassles or hang-ups, and none of the complications of a relationship. It was just what she needed—raw, fulfilling sex. Points Club was really just a big group of friends with benefits...but there were a lot of benefits.

When Marc Stevens was wheeled into her unit a few weeks ago, she’d thought the man a goner. His vitals were low, and scans showed potential brain damage, yet Marc had recovered overnight. And fully recovered incredibly quickly!

When she’d brought him in his breakfast that morning, he’d been alert and talkative.

And hungry.

Not that the hospital food was anything to speak of, but it was there she’d first got in inkling of his foodie obsession...something she shared.

She was surprised to find out he was the writer of some very sexy stories. The Points Club gang had all been buzzing about it, and when she found out Marc was in Points Club, all bets were off.

Sex with Marc had been great, and the dinners out had been an added bonus, but they really hadn’t done anything worthy of one of his stories until this.

The five points didn’t mean a thing. She was going to be in one of his stories, and that was something most of the club members had been clamoring for.

Oh, he was publishing them as fiction, changing names and such, but the club members all knew the truth. The club’s anonymity clause kept everything that went on in the closed rooms of the club a secret, even from the other members if desired, but Marc’s membership had opened the doors. Members were signing off, and giving up dark details, just in hopes of getting into one of his stories.

Vicky had already signed off, no matter what happened tonight, and all the Points Club members were jealous of her. She smiled a secret smile. This was going to be juicy, in more ways than one.
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I pushed the grocery cart through the store, gathering the items I needed. A can of pineapple rings, fresh strawberries, navel oranges, a couple of bananas, and a large bottle of chocolate syrup already occupied the basket. I weighed the spray bottle of whipped cream and decided to get two. It wouldn’t pay to run out.

Then I was off to the alcohol section of the store to pick up a rich, sweet Zinfandel Port made by a local winery. It would go great with the fruit and chocolate. Tonight promised to bring a new meaning to the phrase full bodied.

Then again, so did Vicky.

My cock was hard and my taste buds were tantalized as I turned down the nut aisle. Yes, I winced at the idea of crushed nuts. Still, they’d add a needed salty bonus to the mix.

***
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VICKY’S CORE SEEPED and her stomach jumped as she parked her car in the lot outside the North Point Supper Club. This would either be incredibly erotic or a complete disaster. In all her years in the Points Club she’d never tried anything as offbeat as this, but that’s what made the club so much fun. You just never knew what someone would come up with to try. At the very least, it would be an interesting experience.

She’d barely stepped through the doorway when it started.

“Well, don’t you look good enough to eat,” Alan Johnson said.

“I hear Marc
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