

    
        
          The Club

        

        
        
          Awakening the Rainbow Within, Volume 3

        

        
        
          Honore Hunt

        

        
          Published by Honore Hunt, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE CLUB

    

    
      First edition. September 4, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Honore Hunt.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8232707910

    

    
    
      Written by Honore Hunt.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Honore Hunt

	    

      
	    
          
	      Awakening the Rainbow Within

          
        
          
	          Embracing Both Sides of Desire

          
        
          
	          The Club

          
        
          
	          Young Blood Temptation

          
        
          
	          Secret Cravings

          
        
          
	          The Hidden Flame Within

          
        
          
	          Perilous Temptation

          
        
          
	          Destructive Seductions

          
        
          
	          When Surrender Becomes the Dance

          
        
          
	          Slave to Desire

          
        
          
	          A Voyeurs Playground

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Never Too Old

          
        
          
	          The Awakening

          
        
          
	          Still Curious

          
        
          
	          The Warning

          
        
          
	          Second Acts Wider Doors

          
        
          
	          An End Of Us

          
        
          
	          A Journey Back

          
        
          
	          A Second Chance

          
        
          
	          Friends With Benefits Reunion

          
        
          
	          Lights Camera Love Embracing Forbidden Fantasies

          
        
          
	          Love Triad: New Bonds Beyond Two

          
        
          
	          Passion On Set

          
        
          
	          The Script of Seduction

          
        
          
	          Sensual Knots

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          To Love to Kill

          
        
          
	          Secret Assassins

          
        
          
	          The Fortune of his Touch

          
        
          
	          Awakening the Rainbow Within

          
        
          
	          Both Ways

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Honore Hunt

Epigraph

The Club

Swingers

Further Reading: Awakening the Rainbow Within

Also By Honore Hunt

About the Author



  	
        
            
            Be bold and ignore the voices that hold you back.

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Club


[image: ]


So here I am, and here it is. The venue sat in an old warehouse in the industrial part of town. Signs of decay and neglect lay everywhere. Once a busy manufacturing hub, the area had fallen to the juggernaut of cheap Chinese labour. 

But now ... a renaissance beckoned for the old warehouse. Not in the sense of new products or services but in experiences. Purchased for pennies by like-minded people, this club promised a gay heaven where members of LQBTQ communities came and played without fear, judgement and in complete safety. Even the state government had given its blessing. Police patrolled the deserted streets not to threaten but to protect the attendees and revellers. 

Within the last week, temptations to play had risen, but I fought the urges through discipline and focus. Bullshit, I thought. Masturbation every day until three days ago kept some sanity, and now as I parked in the old warehouse carpark I shivered in fear and excitement of the unknown. What will these people make of me? An old guy, bald and ageing and until recently ... straight. Will they laugh and ignore me, or worse, will they harm me? No, I didn’t believe that because the warehouse’s reputation as a safe venue was unparalleled. Anxiety created irrational fears.

Members of minority groups had always feared retribution from the majority, so this club prized safety and fun in that order. Unlike straight clubs, where fun outweighed safety this proved a refreshing outlook. Ever since my awakening I had lived in fear of assault, humiliation and discovery. Now discovery didn’t matter, but the fear of assault and humiliation was real and tangible. 

Two men dressed in rainbow disco outfits strolled past my car. Eyes turned to me, but I must have remained undetected because neither man broke stride on their way to the entrance. Dozens of cars crammed the car park, and space for two buses sat at the end next to a wire fence. A bus had just beaten me into the carpark, and now thirty people of all descriptions strolled past. 

Obvious lesbian and gay couples walked hand in hand while at least three cross-dressers in suspenders of various colours staggered along in high heels. Singles made up half the partygoers from the bus contingent, so there should be plenty to go around. 

Time to exit the car and take a chance. Dressed in a t-shirt and jeans, I didn’t stand out in the crowd, that’s for sure, but I noted that more than half the crowd dressed in similar levels of casual dress. 

A line had formed at the entrance, and I found myself behind a gay couple. Eyes turned back to me, and I acknowledged their gaze with a smile.

“Been here before?”

“No, my first time.”


“Thought I didn’t recognise you. Welcome! The next twenty-four hours should be a blast.”


“So what should I expect?”


“Anything and everything. Depends on what you are into. Are you gay or bi?”


“Bi! Still enjoy women but since my divorce I have emerged as bi.”

“Ah! So, a learner. Top or bottom?”

“Bottom, I think.”


“What do you mean think? You either love it up the ass or giving it up the ass.”


“Gerald, stop the crudity. It’s so crass and rude. Leave the poor man alone.”

The one called Gerald shrugged and winked. His partner noticed and slapped Geralds’s arm.

“Stop flirting! He’s old enough to be your father.”

“Cute though and in shape. You’ll do well here,” laughed Gerald.

Soon the ticket collector at the door stretched out a hand for my ticket, and I showed the email. He nodded and waved me inside. 


The immediate reaction of wow rushed! The entire warehouse spread at least a hundred metres in either direction. Cordoned-off areas and buildings within the building sat along an entire wall. 


Two women at a table by the entrance waved me over.

“Gay, straight, trans or bi?”

“Bi.”

“Top or bottom?”

“Bottom.”

“Okay, the stamp on your hand will identify you to others. Any questions?”

“Yes, hundreds, but why identify me as a bottom?”


“Well, there are lesbians here who want nothing to do with you. Trans people may pick or choose and will be offended if you assume something they are not. Gay men who are bottoms may not approach, but there are plenty who will give you a try.”


The women sniggered to one another.

“Listen, you are a first-timer?”

“Yes,” I croaked, with a nervous laugh.


“Just relax. Do what you want, and if that is nothing then enjoy drinks and the music. Otherwise, over there is the dark room where you run the gauntlet so to speak. As a bottom, you will step inside, and a slow travelator will move you through a pitch dark corridor. Hands will touch, examine and if interested, invite you into a side room. Lips might try to suck your dick. When you exit, walk to the side rooms attached to the building. This is where you reach in and touch but ...”


The woman stopped and sniggered.


“Be prepared because men engage in sexual activity inside. Other buildings over there house rooms for sex and play. If you wish to sleep, there are bunks and showers in the adjoining building. You cannot have sex in the bunk area. Enjoy yourself!”


With that, they waved me on, and I wandered toward a huge bar area.

“Gin and tonic, thanks.”

Drink in hand, I explored the venue. Couples made out, and others laughed and danced, and the club gave off a relaxed vibe. Maybe two hundred people scattered themselves throughout the building. One small building had a man at the door, and I peeked past him. Three naked women cavorted on a bed. An oral sex bonanza, I thought. The doorman spotted me.

“No men allowed. Sorry.”

“Can I watch?”


“Behind that curtain over there are ten viewing ports. Pick one and enjoy. Don’t worry; these women are attention seekers and know men and women watch. Women view them, and if they fancy what they see, they join in. But as I said ... just women.”


I pushed aside the curtain and entered a dark area. Faces glowed in reflection of the light inside, and I observed two women gazing through a glassless porthole-sized window. A young man occupied another porthole, and I noticed his arousal. 

Through the porthole, I took in the image of group lesbian sex. A woman lay on her back with the knees raised while another woman buried her face in the woman’s pussy. A third female sat astride the woman on her back, grinding hips into the face. Neither woman had shaved armpits, legs or vaginas but preferred the natural state. 

Sounds of pleasure resonated from the cavorting women, and I noted my own arousal. Wow! Boobs wobbled and nipples tweaked from eager fingers and hands brought sighs and moans of ecstasy. The woman riding shook and shuddered. A wail rose, and her nipples stood like beacons to the rapture.  

The women changed position, and now the one on her back rolled onto all fours. The orgasm girl tongued her butthole and spanked each cheek while the third girl changed from pleasure giver to pleasure taker. One could not question the passion of these women, who were neither beauties nor curvaceous in the traditional sense.

Coloured short cropped hair, tattoos and piercings dotted all over the three
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