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It wasn't the social event of the season. The guests wouldn't be talking about it for weeks. Except to each other, with knowing smiles and far away expressions.

The party was invitation only. Wealth and fame didn't get you onto the list, though the attendees did include local celebrities and business leaders. Far more important was a taste for sexual thrills. Discretion was vital as well, because what went on in the large cluster of buildings could buy a paparazzi a new house.

The dress code was informal and easily removed. Indeed, most guests were naked within minutes of entering. They quickly dispersed around the building, small groups heading for the many bedrooms, whilst others dallied to watch, or be watched, in the dining room or stables. As with any such event, some of the attendees were only there to be noticed. They slipped off after a mere one or two 'dances', having shared the floor, bed or couch with friends or strangers.

Even the hardcore swingers were beginning to thin out the other side of midnight, when Carl tracked down his lovers. Paul and Tessa were sprawled, naked, on large, fat cushions in a corner of the dining room, watching the squirm of bodies in its middle. He kicked over a big, square cushion for himself and sat beside them. "Been here long?"

"We just caught up with each other. Thought we'd catch a breather before seeing what's still going on." Paul replied. "Where have you been?"

"I was in the stables, watching some actors give the performances of their careers. Certainly more convincing than when I've seen them on telly."

"Bitchy." Tessa reached out and tried to push Carl's messy hair into some sort of order. "I hear you had an interesting time with a boxer earlier. You really are a little star fucker today, aren't you."

"One does one's best. You've not enjoyed yourselves?"

"We've had a great time. We just had it with business people, not show business ones." Tessa gave up on the hair.

The table, if the dining room ever sported one, had been removed to make room for the complicated patterns all the bodies had made in the middle of the floor. Several high backed dining chairs were still in the room. One of them was being used by a couple not far from the huddle of cushions.

With a fluid move, Tessa slid from her cushion and stood up. She smiled down at her husband and their lover, and they were happy to look up and admire her. She was tall, with long, shapely legs, slim, toned torso and small, perfect breasts. Her gorgeous face was framed by deep red hair that hung to her shoulders. A darker red exclamation mark of neatly trimmed pubic hair pointed to her sex, the lips deep pink against the paleness of her skin. Paul and Carl were both excited by the view.

Tessa reached out with both her hands. "I promised our hostess a treat, and, as I've already treated the host, I think it's time to do the same for her. Come on and help me find her."

Less gracefully, the men struggled up. Standing either side of her, they reached down and each squeezed a tight, round butt cheek. "Where do we start?" Carl asked.

"Was she in the stables?"

"No."

"Well, not there, then. Let's have a look in the back hall."

There were two doors out of the dining room. One led to the kitchen- which had been full of food earlier, a massive finger buffet of light, energy boosting snacks- the other to the hall. They were nearest the exit to the hall, usefully, as that was the direction they wanted to go in.

The hall ran from the front to the back of the ground floor, with the large front door at one end, and the dark wood staircase and back hall at the other. The black and white checker board tiling was still warm under their bare feet as they headed for the back hall.

The second, shorter hallway was behind the dining room, and opened onto the yard and the stables. The stables, they had been told, were being used for the party because the rooms in the West wing- the drawing room, library and some others, were off limits whilst they were refurbished.

Off the back hall was a space that had been referred to as the boot room. It was where everyone had left their outer garments upon arrival, and where every guest came to get dressed before heading off. Their hostess was standing naked before a respectable looking couple, bidding them farewell.

Sonia was blonde and gorgeous. Bubbly, so often used to describe a certain personality, was exactly the right word for her. She had fine, round, grabbable buttocks and large, firm breasts tipped with long, responsive nipples. Straight blonde hair fell past her shoulders, framing pretty heart shaped face, with blue eyes, small, pointed nose and kissable lips.

In contrast, the couple she was talking to were dressed almost for a formal event, the man in a dark suit and the woman in a long, conservatively cut dress. They each kissed Sonia on the cheek and made pleasant noises about how they had enjoyed the evening and must do it again soon. Then, the surreal formality broke down again, as the gentleman cupped one of Sonia's breasts and bent forward to plant a kiss on the tight nipple.

As Tessa, Carl and Paul crossed the back hall, the couple were heading in the other direction. Their eyes couldn't keep from travelling up and down the bodies of the naked threesome as they approached. "Splendid party." the man said, his tones deep and rounded and suggesting an expensive education. "Always a joy, one of these. Hello again." he addressed Paul and Tessa. "Thank you for your part in a wonderful evening." He took Tessa's hand and kissed it, then held out his hand to Paul.

As her husband talked, the woman was smiling at a memory, and looking at Paul's fat but soft penis. Her expression told tales of an encounter earlier in the night. "A pleasure." Paul said, after shaking the man's hand and being kissed on the cheek by the woman.

They watched the older couple walk through to the hall. Carl gave a quick, questioning look at Paul and Tessa. "She liked having a lot of younger men, one after the other. He got blow jobs and hand jobs as he watched." Tessa said quietly.

"We are going to have to swap stories later." Carl said, the anticipation already in his voice.

Sonia spread her arms wide, to pull all three of them in when they reached her. They hugged into a huddle of skin against skin, still able to get a sensual thrill even after all their couplings so far at the party. "Have you enjoyed yourselves?" she asked. "You're not leaving are you?"

"It's been awesome." Paul answered. "We're not planning to leave just yet, just taking a break."

"How has it been for you?" Tessa asked.

"Oh, it is always good to be seeing so many gorgeous people having so much sex. But, for me, I am hostess to you all. I do not get so much sex. I would like some more." Sonia's accent was more obvious now than it had been when she greeted them. Tiredness and excitement had rubbed some of her pronunciation back to an earlier time.

"Well, we should do something about that. I made a promise to you earlier, and when I told your husband about it, he ordered me to keep it. How about we sneak you away. It's late in the party, and I'm sure the time for hosting duties has passed." Tessa draped her arms over Sonia's shoulders and looked down at the shorter woman. There were few who could resist the expression she wore.

Sonia was transfixed for a moment. "Okay." she said, a simple word with so much lust in it. Recovering, she said, "I shall show you the master bedroom. Stephen just went out to the stable. He wanted to play, what is word? Ringmaster. Seems like good host behaviour. Come."

There was a small table at the foot of the stairs with a telephone on it. A wooden bowl beside the phone was full of condoms. Similar bowls were placed all around the house- safe sex was a key rule of this party. Paul grabbed a handful as they headed for the first floor.

On the first floor, a hall ran to a second set of stairs up to the top floor, and others, at right angles to it, led to the bedrooms. They could hear sounds of sex from at least two of the four bedrooms. In fact, when they glanced down the east corridor, they could see through the open door of the bedroom at the end. They watched, for a moment, as a woman on all fours was sandwiched between two men, one in her mouth, the other entering her from behind.

At the end of the west corridor was a locked door. Linen cupboards were built into the wall along the corridor's length, and Sonia opened one of the doors, reached around behind the panelling and unhooked a key. "Our bedroom. We like it if only we, and our special guests, use it. Even when we are having one of these parties." she explained.

The bedroom was at odds with the dark wood decoration of the corridors. The walls and ceiling were white, with just a hint of green in it, while the carpet was a light grey with a subtle floral pattern in a darker grey. The big four poster bed was dark wood, as was the desk under the wide windows, but it was trimmed in white and green to brighten it up. A large flat screen television mounted on the wall, with a lot of equipment under it, was placed just right to be watched from the bed. Sonia stood before the television, her naked beauty reflected in the gloss black of its screen. "This is the master bedroom. Do you like it?"

"I've never done it in a four poster." Tessa said, showing what she was most interested in. She leant against one of the uprights at the corner of the bed, looking like she might try to do some pole dancing on it. Carl and Paul knew they were in for a show. There were two chairs at the long desk. They took them and moved them to the middle of the floor to watch from.

"It is good for tying up. Very good for tying up." Sonia said, grinning at memories.

"I'm sure I won't have to tie you up to do what I want with you, will I?" Tessa slid away from the pole, and slinked her way across the carpet to Sonia.

"Oh no, not at all." Sonia still clasped her hands together and held them up in front of her, as if they had been bound. Tessa took the hands, and moved them down to her hips, before leaning in to kiss Sonia.

When they broke off their kiss, Tessa explained, "I promised Sonia that she would be the first woman I had sex with. We kissed and played a little at the club when we first met, and that turned me on so much, I wanted to try some more. I want her to do every dirty thing she can think of with me. Then, maybe, we'll let you two join in."

For someone who claimed to be doing it for the first time, Tessa gave a good impression of being the one in charge as she kissed Sonia, and ran eager hands over her body. Her fingers sneaked around and up the insides of Sonia's thighs, to slide into her. Her other hand squeezed a breast as their tongues played with each other.

Two sexy bodies writhed against each other, as Tessa played with another woman for the first time. Paul and Carl were both excited by what they saw, but took the time out to glance at each other. They shuffled their chairs close together. Carl reached down to take Paul's fat, hard erection in his hand, whilst Paul did the same to him. They didn't stroke each other, but were ready to start cross-masturbation as the show became hotter.

In the last few weeks, Carl had had sex with everyone else in the room. Made love, he corrected himself. His first time with Sonia had been special enough to merit the sweeter description.

He had wanted to attend a swingers' club for years, and had finally fulfilled the fantasy the month before. He had visited Club X on a night especially dedicated to newbies. Which was where he had met Paul and Tessa, first timers themselves. It had been only right that the three of them should have their first time swinging with other first timers.

Their relationship had deepened since then. He had spent a long, very dirty weekend with them, making love with both of them and doing many more things for the first time. They were now a threesome. Not exclusive, obviously, or they wouldn't be here, now. But between events such as this, he was the one who would share their bed.

Sonia, meanwhile, was the second woman he had made love with in the club. He had met her and her husband Stephen after leaving Tessa and Paul to a little private time. The five of them had, later, made love on one big bed. Invitations to this event had come from the fun they had in Club X.

Tessa and Sonia had kissed in the club, and played with each other's breasts, but they hadn't gone all the way with each other. They were the only combination in the room that had yet to happen, and were eagerly remedying that.

Sonia decided it was time for her to take charge. Hands on Tessa's hips, she made the other woman turn around, so that she faced Paul and Carl. The men's hands started moving up and down each other's shafts at the sight.

Spooning against Tessa, pressing her body against her back, Sonia reached her left hand up to squeeze and play with small, tight breasts. Her right hand came around, down between Tessa's legs, and then a finger ran the length of her labia, splitting them. Tessa moaned as the finger travelled back down, hooked around, and found its way into her.

Sonia looked around Tessa, to see what the audience thought. She smiled to see the two men playing with each other. Her grin suggested that she took their reaction as a high compliment. She slid another finger into Tessa, turned them- raising a moan of pure lust- and scissored them to open her to the audience's view.

Tessa ground against the fingers in her, pressing her body back when she could for full skin to skin contact with Sonia. They built up a rhythm as they gyrated and Sonia's fingers moved in and out.

Sonia changed their movements, edging them toward the bed. Turning Tessa, and moving round so they faced each other again, she encouraged the redhead down toward the mattress.

Tessa dropped onto the bed, then crawled backwards until she found a pillow she could lay her head on. Sonia followed her, kissing up her thighs and urging them to spread. Blonde hair covered Tessa's crotch as Sonia nuzzled, then licked, at her hot lips. As Sonia found just the right spot, Tessa's hands came down to rest on her head, trying to hold her in place.

A hand had sneaked up the inside of Tessa's thigh, and now, two fingers slid between her wet lips. She writhed some more, and Sonia had to clamp her free arm around a thigh to hold on and stay in place.

Sonia's fingers pumped in and out of Tessa, and her tongue kept teasing her clitoris. She rode the writhing body, determined to stay in contact and deliver pleasure right up to when Tessa climaxed.

The orgasm was deep and intense when it hit Tessa. She stopped squirming under Sonia's tongue and fingers and went rigid as it pulsed through her. She let out a long, high sigh as she relaxed down onto the bed. Her hands slid from the top of Sonia's head to rest at her sides.

Sonia lifted her head and stared adoringly up Tessa's long, slim body. She smiled, her lips and chin wet with their shared juices. Cheek pressed against Tessa's belly, she said, "You taste wonderful."

"Let me taste." Tessa beckoned.

Sonia climbed up Tessa's body, slowly and sensually, rubbing skin against skin, until they could kiss each other. The way Tessa licked and nibbled, it was obvious she loved the flavour of her own excitement on Sonia's lips. When she was sure she had tasted the last of it she asked, breathlessly, "Can I taste you?"

"Oh, yes please. But I don't think we should waste those lovely things, either." Sonia pointed at Paul and Carl, or, at least, their erections. They had stopped playing with each other, though the temptation was strong.

"Definitely not. Paul, darling, you come up here so Sonia can suck on you. Carl," Tessa grinned, "special rules apply."

"Special rules?" Sonia asked.

"We're trying to get pregnant."

"Carl is our sperm donor." Paul added as they strode over.

"That is so sweet." Sonia smiled at them as she rolled onto her back. She pulled two pillows together to rest on and raise her head. Paul leant against the headboard and angled his hips just right for Sonia to get her lips around his shaft.

Tessa kissed her way down Sonia's body until she was between the other woman's legs. Sonia's mons was bare, clean shaven, and Tessa licked and kissed the smooth skin. She drew her knees up under her, raising her butt into the air and exposing her deep red sex to Carl.

He squeezed and played with her firm, round buttocks as he mounted the bed, then reached down to guide himself into her. She was wet from Sonia's attentions, and he slid into her easily. As he entered her, the tip of her tongue found Sonia's clitoris and ran circles around it.

Carl started slow, deliberate thrusts in and out of Tessa. In turn, she pressed the flat of her tongue against Sonia's sex and transferred the pressure to her. Sonia's sounds of pleasure were muted by the fat, stiff shaft in her mouth. Carl's movements were transmitted from one end of their little group to the other.

Even after the night of excess they had already enjoyed, this was an intensely erotic moment. The four of them moved in time, a wave of pleasure passing back and forth from one end of their chain to the other.

Their climaxes broke from either end of the chain. Paul came first, shivering as he pumped into Sonia's mouth. Carl saw this, and it was just what he needed to push him over the edge. Clasping Tessa's waist, he gave one last thrust and held himself deep in her as he filled her.

The feel of Carl's sperm coating her insides was enough to send another shivering orgasm through Tessa. Her tongue thrust as deep inside Sonia as it could go, tasting her excitement, and feeling the clenching of her muscles. Sonia had barely managed to swallow Paul's offering before she was crying out with her own pleasure, hips bucking up against Tessa's tongue to milk every last sensation from the contact.

They came down from the high slowly, and began moving to cuddle together. Tessa and Sonia were in the middle, with the men on either side of them. After a while, Sonia announced, not at all seriously, "I am being a terrible hostess. Should be downstairs, saying bye bye to all the guests."

"I'm sure your husband is doing a perfectly good job of that." Carl said, running a finger up the outside of her leg, then up to her shoulder.

"Oh yes. My wonderful, wonderful husband. Let's just wait here for him." She took Carl's hand and pulled it around to squeeze a breast.

They were in danger of drifting off. After all the sounds of sex, the house was almost silent. They could just hear, someone- or a few someones- still going at it in another room, one of the further ones.

The sound that broke the silence wasn't one that had been heard all night. A high pitched scream cut through all the post-coital haze and roused the four of them from their happy place.

Something was very wrong.
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They all sat up quickly at the sound, and were on their way off the bed before it had completely faded.

Carl reached the door first, but the other three were right behind him. Down the hallway, standing at the top of the stairs, was a woman he recognised. She was slim, with hair that wasn't naturally blonde, and breasts just a touch too large for the shape of her body. He had had sex with her and her husband earlier, he couldn't remember how many hours ago. After her initial scream, she had recovered some of the composure he remembered from earlier.

"Kylie?" He stepped up to her and laid a hand on her arm. "What's wrong?" He didn't really have to ask. He just followed the direction of her gaze, down the stairs to the landing.

"Oh God!" Sonia's words were high pitched, almost the scream that Kylie had emitted.

There was a man sprawled on the landing halfway down the stairs, curled partly around the bannister. He wore a black robe, which had flapped open and partly obscured his face. Enough of it was visible, however, for him to be recognisable as Sonia's husband, Stephen. His eyes were open, but unfocussed.

Sonia broke from them and ran down the stairs to her husband, but when she got there she froze, not knowing what to do. Tessa followed her closely, and crouched down beside Stephen to put fingers on the side of his neck. She couldn't bring herself look at Sonia, but stared up at Paul. He recognised the worry in her expression.

Carl was still becoming attuned to his lovers, but he picked up on the silent communication between the two. "I think I saw a phone in the bedroom." he said.

Paul nodded, "I'll go and call an ambulance."

"Kylie, are you okay?" Carl asked the woman beside him.

She nodded. "That was just such a stupid shock. I couldn't help myself but scream. I should go find Jason."

"Do you know where he is?" Carl couldn't help but hold the woman close, even though her shakes had ended almost as soon as they had begun. He had a hand on her butt, even though that seemed entirely inappropriate under the circumstances, and his thumb was gently stroking where he knew there was a tattoo of a spider. Down the corridor, he noticed there were people standing in two of the bedroom doors, looking at them and awaiting an explanation for the noise.

"He said he was going to the stables."

"Okay." Carl stepped away from Kylie, and addressed their audience. "There's been an accident. Nothing too major." He knew he was lying, but hoped they didn't. "But an ambulance is being called. You might want to be fully dressed when it arrives."

He had to hold up a hand to stop them as they immediately started toward the stairs. "Don't rush that way. You'll just make the problem worse. Give it a couple of minutes, okay." To his surprise, they all nodded agreement at his suggestion. Some of them even went back into the bedrooms.

"Go carefully around Stephen." Carl said quietly, as he gestured for Kylie to head downstairs.

She picked her way around the three people on the landing, pressing herself against the wall as she went, then ran down the second flight. Sonia had crouched down beside Stephen, and held his hand. But she was staring past him, at the wall near the bottom of the stairs.

Carl gently touched Tessa's shoulder as he knelt beside her. When she turned to him, he recognised the message in her expression that Paul had seen. "I know some First Aid." she said, "But I don't know what I can do."

"Parminder is a doctor. She might still be here." Sonia said.

"I met her. She was in the dining room earlier." Tessa told Carl.

"I was, but I heard a scream." said the dark skinned woman heading up the stairs. She stopped a few steps short and bent forward to study Stephen. "Sorry, I was almost asleep, or I'd have been here sooner."

There was some shuffling as Tessa relinquished her space and followed Carl downstairs. She took his arm and guided him into the dining room. "I couldn't find a pulse." she whispered.

"He's dead?"

"I think so. Maybe the doctor can...."

"They say the ambulance is going to be at least half an hour." Paul's voice called down the stairs.

Carl and Tessa looked around the room, then at each other. They had been naked, and amongst naked people, for so long that it felt perfectly normal. Anyone who turned up now would be shocked, offended maybe, by what they found. "We should tidy up." he said. "And get dressed."

Two men and a woman were sprawled over the cushions they had been on earlier. The threesome were barely awake, worn out from all the sex, but vaguely aware that something was going on. Tessa nodded at Carl's suggestion, and started by heading over to give the little group a quick explanation.

Carl spotted the bowl of condoms on the telephone table in the hall. He picked it up and cradled it under his arm. Unsure what to do with it now, he wandered back into the dining room, and spotted another.

He bustled around the building, collecting the bowls of condoms. Keeping busy made it easier to ignore what was going on, particularly when Sonia started sobbing. It was a disconcerting sound. But his clearing up meant that he soon discovered something even more worrying.

* * *

It was getting light by the time the ambulance arrived, though the clocks still thought it was night time. Some of the guests had left when they found out what had happened. Others stayed, but waited in the bedrooms. A small number dressed and gathered, waiting for Stephen to be taken away.

Kylie was there, in jeans and a loose fitting white top, standing by the entrance to the rear hall. Her husband, Jason, was with her, black top and jeans so tight that his powerful muscle definition could be seen. He was slightly shorter than Carl, but his build, and his obvious power, made him seem so much bigger. He nodded as Carl walked over. "Is he okay? Kylie said it looked bad."

"He's.... Parminder, she's a doctor, she has declared him dead."

"Shit." The word came out as a hiss. Jason wrapped his arms around Kylie's shoulders and held her tight as she looked away. "How's Sonia?"

"Not well." She had stopped crying some time whilst Carl was doing the tidying. Somehow, this was as disconcerting as the tears. "If she has to go.... with him, my friends and I are going to stay to, well, tidy up. And sort stuff out."

"If we can help...." Kylie said, quietly.

Parminder, wearing a large T-shirt someone had found for her, had been talking to the paramedics, two women, just inside the front door. One of them had been scribbling down notes based upon what she told them, whilst the other stood stoically, her eyes wandering around the details of the hallway, but not appearing too shocked by what they had found. Parminder signed a couple of pieces of paper, and they were ready to take the body.

The paramedics disappeared for a moment, then returned with the stretcher. Jason quietly offered his help, and they gently brought Stephen down the stairs and laid him down. They didn't wrap sheets over him just yet, having decided that Sonia wouldn't want to see that.

She came down the stairs, dazed and clinging to the bannister, dressed in a long gown that had been found at the same time as Parminder's T-shirt. Leaning against the bannister, she watched as they wheeled her husband away. Everybody wanted to go to her and offer comfort, but couldn't think how. After an uncomfortable moment, it was Tessa who put an arm around her shoulders.

After the ambulance had gone, Parminder returned with a small pill bottle. She talked quietly with Tessa and Sonia, and the three of them went upstairs.

"Should we stay?" Kylie asked. "I don't know if she'd want us to still be around. But I don't want to leave her like this."

"We'll stay for as long as we need to. We can get in touch when we know what arrangements have been made." Carl offered. In reality, he wanted to cut the number of people in the house, because he had important matters to discuss with Paul and Tessa.

Other guests were leaving. A slow trickle of them came down the stairs. Some of them stopped to talk, sharing banalities about the tragedy of it all, others just crept out. Carl watched them all, remembering the ones he had had sex with, or seen having sex with others. He didn't know whether Paul had picked up on his mood, but his lover stood a little further down the hall, studying everyone as well.
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