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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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​​​Chapter 1
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Points Club is a place where all your sexual fantasies can be fulfilled and I’ve not only been invited to join, but I’ve also been appointed the club’s official chronicler. Join me as I tell you what happens behind the steamy closed doors of an exclusive sex club where anything can happen.

I’m erotica author, Marc Stevens. These stories are fictional...probably. Then again, so am I...probably.

***
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RUMOR HAD IT ALAN JOHNSON was hung like a horse. The women whispered and giggled, and most guys just refused to believe. He was new to Point’s Club, and only a few of the women had spent any time with him, but those that had, had been impressed.

One of those women was Tina Atkins. She still remembered the night she’d unwrapped that enormous hunk of man-meat. How did a guy get that big? He had to be on pills or steroids or something. God! The way he’d filled her, she swore he was tickling her tonsils from below. Johnson’s Johnson was no myth.

Alan was sharing a drink with some friends on the other side of the Northern Point Supper Club main room. It was still a few minutes until 6:00PM, when the back rooms—the sex rooms—would open. This night, however, some of the patrons in the taproom didn’t know anything about Points Club or the secret backrooms here.

A young couple had decided to dine here and were consuming the somewhat disgusting cuisine and watered-down drinks served in the outer taproom. More than likely this would be their first and last dining experience here.

Still, they were here nonetheless. And that meant caution was needed.

The North Point Supper Club is a front for Points Club. The building appears unmaintained and rundown from the outside. The crumbling blacktop of the parking lot is filled with weeds and potholes. Few people who weren’t in Points Club even dare to venture through the paint-flecked front doors. The food is unexceptional, the dining room is dingy by design, and the wait staff can be completely indifferent.

Still, at this point, the parking lot had a moderate number of vehicles parked there, and that made outsiders occasionally take a chance on the place.

Today, there’s a hidden parking lot behind the building that helps keep the place more private.

Harvey Hendricks, the club’s owner and bartender, knows who’s in Points Club and who isn’t. If you wanted a good drink, one that wasn’t watered down, you need to be in the club.

An innocuous door at the back of the outer taproom has a sign that reads: Employees Only! And a special keycard lock. Only a Points Club membership card gets you through.

On that night, at 5:45PM, Harvey slipped from behind the bar into the back room. It was time for his wardrobe change. From jeans and a stained T-shirt to cowboy boots, a ten-gallon hat, assless chaps...and literally nothing else. He would have a boner all night and have no problems showing it off.

At the bar, Harvey was replaced by Maya. The pretty woman was a study in goth. Heavily tattooed, lots of black leather and piercings. She had a tendency to send customers who weren’t in the club fleeing out the front door with just a growl. Only the club members knew that inside, she was a pussycat, and a ton of fun.

Tina checked her phone app for the latest postings for tonight. She really needed points, but she wanted something good—something fun.

Almost everyone in the taproom was on their phones using the Points Club ap. Some were posting for partners, some picking up postings that weren’t directed at a selected person or persons.

Lots of members wanted something special but didn’t care who provided the service. Tina liked to at least have an idea of who she’d be fucking before she picked up the ticket. She was sometimes surprised, but she’d been in the club long enough to have a good idea of who posted for what.

Tina scanned the listings. There were some of the usuals, just wanting a sex partner for straight sex, but there were also usually a few exotic listings, that offered a few kinks for the more adventurous.

A person could always back out of a scenario. That was rule one for Points Club.

And with that safety in place, Tina found it occasionally exciting to take on something adventurous.

So, what do we have available tonight?

She scanned down the list.

Female for Male. 8:30PM. Room 7. Naked. Be ready for anything. 15 points. Spotter needed 5 points.

That was probably Jim’s post. The fifteen points was a generous offer. But room 7? That was the BSDM dungeon. She avoided that room like the plague. She’d told herself a hundred times she wasn’t that kind of girl. Still, every time someone posted, she couldn’t help wondering what really went on in there. She wasn’t into the whips and chains BSDM stuff, even if she found herself a bit curious about it at times. Was it all pain and torture? That sure as hell wasn’t a kink she even wanted to explore.

Give me a hot tub or a soft bed please. And a man with good hands and a big cock.

A man like Alan Johnson.

Yeah, what she really wanted tonight was just an old-fashioned, good fuck with a hot guy. She forced herself to move on.

Female or Male for Male. 8:15PM. Room 1. Oral only. 2 points

Tina considered snatching that one. It was only 2 points, but a blow job would only take about fifteen minutes, so she’d have plenty of time and energy for more and have a better chance at earning some points.

Her eyes landed on the next offering.

Female for Male (Possibly multiple Males) 8:00PM. Oral & Vaginal. Room 3. Black bra and panties (provided). 7 points (each)

“Holy shit.” Her fingers couldn’t press the accept button fast enough. Seriously, seven points for room 3 with possible multiples. Hell, this was her lucky night. Would it be two guys at once, or one right after the other? It didn’t matter. She was in.

She scanned the rest of the board, but nothing even came close.

As the clock chimed 6:00, people started jockeying for the back door. With the young, non-member couple dining here tonight, they needed to use discretion when accessing the back room.

The rule was to allow a little time between, so there was no storming the door. That would attract too much attention, and attention was the last thing Points Club wanted.

Sliding her card through the reader, Tina felt the door lock give way. She gave the outer taproom one last glance as she let herself in. Candy Kane shot her a fake frown before she smiled and winked. Mike Meyers raised an eyebrow at her and pointed to his chest. He must have posted something tonight. She hadn’t done anything with Mike in a while, but the man’s tastes ran a bit too kinky for her anyway. Mike tended to post anonymously. Hopefully, the posting she’d selected wasn’t his. Still, he was a nice enough guy, and had a good body, so it wouldn’t be horrible.

In the back club room, Harvey stood behind the bar. His delicious, washboard abs just visible above the surface. She guessed he was already hard below. She strolled to the bar and glanced down.

Yup. Hard as a rock.

And he’d probably be that way all night. Well, everyone has their own kink, I guess.

Harvey was an exhibitionist and bartending at Points Club was the way he satisfied his kinky needs. He smiled and held up a bottle of brandy. “The usual?” He already had a highball glass on the bar with ice cubes.

“That’d be great, Harvey. Thanks.” A little alcohol always got her in the mood.

As Harvy poured, Candy sidled up next to her. “Get something good for tonight?”

The sultry blond was just what her name implied, Candy. Sweet and sexy. The guys, and the girls that swung that way, tended to swing her way whenever they could. And she swung both ways. She was also a favorite in the BSDM dungeon.

“God, Candy, if I told you, you’d hate yourself for not picking it up first. I got lucky tonight.”

Candy rolled her hazel eyes. “Then don’t tell me. Heck, I’m not even sure I’m playing tonight. Work sucked and I’m bushed. I might just stay here, suck down a few drinks, and pick up whatever falls through the cracks.”

As the night wore on, some of the cheapskates tended to up their anti, and dampen the kink, if it looked like their event wouldn’t be picked up. It was a
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