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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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Candy Kane sat curled on her couch, her mind ablaze with sexy, heroic images, as the actor on her television screen wheeled the large wooden box through a warehouse piled high with crates. The Raiders March played while the credits rolled at the end of the movie.

She’d watched this movie so many times over the past few years she had most of it memorized. Still, it never got old.

She reached into the greasy bowl and grabbed the last few kernels of popcorn. Sliding them into her mouth and licking the butter from her fingers.

The stream cycled to the menu screen, and she stared into the eyes of her fantasy. Indiana Jones...leather jacket, whip, fedora and all. “God, that man was sexy.”

Even at his current advanced age, Harrison Ford still did it for her, though she’d be afraid of killing the old man in bed if she ever got him there.

She realized she didn’t really want popcorn. What she hungered for was a handsome stud in a leather jacket and fedora, with a whip and gun at his side—toned abs peeking through his open khaki shirt.

She plunged her hand between her legs, fingering her clit and damp folds as she imagined him confronting her in a ruined jungle pyramid.

“Oh Indy!”

Candy closed her eyes and lay back, spreading her legs wider, continuing to manipulate her clit and delve deeply into her core. In her mind she saw him drop his gun belt as she ripped open his shirt to run her fingers over the tightly knotted muscle.

But the fantasy wasn’t enough. She needed something real. She needed a man, and she knew just the right man for the job. Why fantasize when you can manipulate reality to suit your needs?

Thank goodness for Points Club.

She dialed Alan Johnson’s number on her phone, hoping he’d answer...hoping he’d be available.

“Hey beautiful. I sure hope this is a booty call.” Alan’s deep sexy voice always got her juices flowing.

“You know it, love. I need a hero tonight. You available?”

“For you, kid, any time.” Yeah, he was a smooth talker, but tonight that was just what she needed. That and someone who could shoot from the hip...literally.

He cleared his throat, then got all serious. “What do you have in mind?”

Candy couldn’t help but smile. “Are you up for a little adventure?”
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The package arrived by express delivery, only a few hours after he hung up with Candy. Khakis, a worn leather jacket, high boots, and a battered fedora. It wasn’t a costume. They were the real fuckin’ thing—every piece. Alan just stood and stared at himself in the mirror. Yeah, he could pull this off.

It didn’t surprise Alan that Candy knew people who could make things like this happen fast. The woman was amazing. But a complete, authentic Indiana Jones outfit in mere hours...and everything in his size? Alan wondered if some kind of magic wasn’t involved.

“Either that or she’s been planning this for a while.”

At the bottom of the box was a gun holster, but no gun. Not surprising, as they had a few fake guns in the Points Club prop room. As for Indy’s signature bullwhip, well there were plenty of those in room 7—the BDSM dungeon.

Alan smiled, thinking about how he’d conned Tina into going in there. So many people in Points Club avoided room 7 like the plague.

[Authors Note: For that full story, see Alan’s Gambit: https://books2read.com/u/mewjxZ]

He adjusted the fedora on his head and checked his reflection in the mirror. The old grandfather clock in his den chimed 7:00PM. It was time to meet Candy at the North Point Supper Club.

“Yeah, this should be fun.”
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One last piece needed to fall into place to make Candy’s evening perfect. It could have been any of a dozen men, but one, in particular, had her hoping...praying...he would be at the club that night.

Marc Stevens tended to turn his phone off when he was writing and could be a hard man to contact.

[Authors Note: Guilty.]

When Candy saw him sitting in one of the booths, she got a warm feeling in her stomach. Still, she wasn’t sure he’d agree to play a part in her scenario, especially the part she wanted him to play. She’d need to intrigue him—let him know there was a story here for him to write.

Candy ducked into the Points Club prop closet and retrieved one of the realistic looking paintball guns, filling it with a couple of red paintballs. As she exited the closet, she saw Alan Jackson just entering the club room. God, he looked breathtaking in the Indiana Jones gear.

She’d imagined it countless times. She’d gone over all the male Points Club members to find her perfect match then, settling on Alan. Well, with Alen, she certainly wasn’t settling.

She’d even ordered the gear in his size. Yes, this was no spur-of-the-moment decision. She’d been planning this fantasy for months. This morning’s re-watch of the classic movie trilogy (the 4th movie didn’t count and never would, in her mind) only primed the pump for this evening’s activities.

Alan strode up to her, putting a bit of extra swagger in his gate. He eyed the gun and asked, “So, who do I get to shoot?”

Candy looked over at Marc. “Hopefully him.”

Alan smiled. “Perfect. You think he’ll write it up as one of his stories?”

“Come help me convince him. You wouldn’t mind being in another one of his stories, would you?” All parties needed to agree to waive the Do not tell policy of Points Club and allow Marc Stevens to write about their sexual encounters.

“Oh, I’m totally good with that.” Alan’s hand came down to pat her on the behind, cupping her butt and lingering erotically longer than necessary before pushing her forward. The man was incorrigible. Candy liked that about him.

She noted when she’d caught Marc’s attention. His eyes drifted to her breasts. Candy knew her assets, and just how to use them. Especially on men. She did have to give Marc credit, though. He managed to pull his eyes up to meet hers...eventually.

She stopped in front of the table, and felt Alan behind her, ready to back her up. That felt oddly good—Alan ready to back her up. Still, Candy was a woman who prided herself on being able to stand up for herself.

“Hey, Marc, would you mind being shot.”

Marc’s eyes showed his shock and surprise when he noted the gun she was holding. He raised his hands. “What did I do? What did I do?”

She had to laugh, looking down at the pistol then back to Marc. Did he actually believe the gun was real?

She shook her head. “No, this is just one of the prop paintball guns we use in role playing. I want you to play the bad guy in a scenario, but you’d need to be shot. It’s just a small part to get things going, but I’ll pay you two points.”

Candy could see he was hesitant. She gave him her puppy dog eyes, the one she’d cultivated that tended to melt just about any man. “Please?”

He caved. “Does it hurt?”

Alan leaned over Candy’s shoulder and said, “It stings a little, but not bad. I’ve shot people and been shot myself dozens of times. It’s perfectly safe.”

Marc seemed to relax then. He cocked his head in the cutest way. “Could this be something for me to write about?”

Candy knew she had him. “Count on it.”
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