Looking up..

Sarah pulled her car up alongside a red Jaguar,


"This should be ideal," she said. "Any local villains will nick the Jag and leave our old BMW.


"Fair point," replied Bruce as he opened the car door. "Do you know what to expect this evening?"


"No, I've no idea, the invitation just said bring a broad mind, and dress to impress."


"You've definitely done that." 


"I wanted to express my personality," said Sarah winking. Bruce shrugged his shoulders. She was teasing him, but he wouldn't say anything to dent her mood. He'd been shocked with her choice of a very revealing, low cut and short mini dress. The outfit was completed; by a platform bra which only just retained her breasts, and dark seamed stockings. She looked stunning, and she knew it! She threw him the car keys after locking up. Describe Bruce’s clothes…..


"Lets go, we're missing the fun."

They entered the large hallway, and were greeted by a very tall, and very handsome man, dressed  in what must have been an expensive suit. Except, that the suit had been deliberately cut in various places, and had large flaps of material hanging to reveal holes. The most striking of which, began slightly to the right of the fly on his trousers and ended mid thigh. Without staring, it was difficult to establish any clothing beneath. From the look on Sarah's face, she'd established much more than Bruce, and loved the outfit, and what was visible beneath. As the man showed them through the house towards the source of the chattering and clinking of glasses, the strategic flaps in the rear of his clothing became evident. A large hole on the jacket, and another in the shirt beneath revealed a strong tanned set of shoulders and back. Another flap of trouser hung below the jacket, Bruce could only imagine what that one would reveal once the coat was removed. He felt completely overdressed in this company, at this rate Sarah's outfit would look conservative.

They were shown through a large door into, a very large room. Bruce estimated that there appeared to be thirty to forty people in the room, all chatting in groups of four or more. Thankfully, the choice of clothing was a little more conservative than the greeter. First impressions were lots of ladies in conservative cocktail dresses, and guys in sports jackets shirts and flannels. The room was split in two. The near half had a small bar to the left, and the far end of the room was approximately three feet higher accessed by three steps the width of the room. The far end clearly served as the library of the house, with floor to ceiling, and wall to wall bookshelves packed with hardback books. The higher bookshelves had an L shaped walkway accessed by a circular wooded staircase at its left hand corner. The walkway ended approximately half way along the room on the right, at a doorway at the end of the bookshelves. Sarah disturbed his observations as she poked him in the back,


"Come on, stop assessing the real estate, and get us a drink." Bruce accepted the instruction with grace, and searched out the bar. Returning successful, armed with an Irish whisky on the rocks, and a bacardi and coke for Sarah, he found her in conversation with a dark haired man and his partner, a blond haired woman with film star looks, dressed expensively in a dark Armani low cut one piece trouser suit. The cut of her suit revealed a very feminine figure beneath. 


"Bruce, can I introduce Steve and Sue?" Bruce handed Sarah her drink, and shook Steve's hand. He then offered his hand to Sue, and in addition kissed her on the cheek. Sue was easy to get to know, she immediately chatted away, explaining her role as a PR consultant for a city firm. A role Bruce could see she was ideally suited for. By any comparison Steve was different, and refused to embellish on on his own summary of his job as 'in export and import'. Conversation and drinks flowed for a little while, as the four became like 'old friends'. Like Sarah and Bruce, Sue and Steve had no idea what the hosts intended, or where the invitations had originated, but all agreed if it took a turn for the worst, they could always leave and continue their evening elsewhere.


Bruce was finding out little about Steve, and found him 'hard going'. Sarah and Sue had no such problems, their conversation was peppered with regular bouts of laughter. After another closed conversation with Steve, Bruce relaxed and listened to the two girls chatter. They were reviewing tonights likely proceedings, and intermittently admiring other guests outfits. 


"What about the greeter?, wasn't his suit fantastic?" said Sue.


"Fabulous, I'd like an outrageous outfit like that, wouldn't you?"


"I'm not sure that I'd have enough nerve for it, but yes I would. Anyway, I'm not sure that Steve would let me wear it."


"Course he would, Bruce would love me to wear something like that, wouldn't you?" Bruce couldn't really disagree, but the question was obviously rhetorical, so he simply smiled and nodded. The conversation flowed along with the drinks for another half hour or so, and other arrivals joined the partygoers until the room was almost full. Sarah and Sue were now on their third or fourth drinks, all dutifully provided by Bruce. He was using the trips to the small bar to escape the chore of conversation with Steve. All Bruce's best 'open' questions, had quickly and briefly answered by Steve, providing the minimum information. Bruce couldn't decide whether Steve was an enigma, or simply ignorant. Either way, he'd decided that any more attempts at conversation were throwing good energy after bad.


"Good evening ladies and gentlemen, welcome to the animal world." Bruce followed the voice and located the 'greeter' up on the walkway addressing them from the top of the circular staircase.


'Thank-you for your bravery, coming along and entering the wonderful world of nature. You may have noticed as I greeted you, that I had recently had an encounter with a fierce member of the cat world." He motioned towards his torn suit. "We have many such experiences for you this evening, but please don't worry none of our animals are man eaters, although I see that some of our guests probably are." Bruce smiled, and Sarah glanced at him out of the corner of her eye and blushed a little.


"We have prepared two 'acclimatising' experiences which can be accessed beyond the two doors on the left and the right of the room. Experience one, is 'big cat valley', only for the brave. And experience two is 'mangrove swamp', very messy. Experience three, is 'wrong party' and is through the door at the far end of the room. You have three minutes to decide your fate". He then disappeared through the door behind him.


"I'm going to see the big cats," said Sarah. "No messing! I loved his outfit." 


"In that case so am I," said Bruce.


"Why don't you take Sue into the mangrove swamp?" said Sarah. "I'll take Steve to see the big cats". She then winked at Bruce, clearly recognising how he was struggling with him.


"Good idea," said Sue, "c'mon Bruce, lets get in the queue for our swampy time!"

Sarah dragged Steve off towards the door marked, 'big cats', with loud roaring noises eminating from the room behind it. Sue took the hint, and Bruce's hand heading for the door marked 'Danger deep swamp'.

A queue had formed at each door, with few people opting for the 'wrong party' option. Sarah was approximately sixth from the door, which opened and the first two people dragged into the room beyond by a beautiful dark haired girl dressed in a tigerskin minidress. As the door opened, Sarah couldn't see into the room. It seemed poorly lit, with an occasional strobe light flashing brightly. The sounds of the jungle and roars of the cats were extremely loud. She asked Steve if he were looking forward to what was ahead,


"I don't know, I'm a little worried," he replied. "My suit is an 'Yves Saint Laurant' and I wouldn't like it to get damaged.


"Don't be such a dummy, I've never been to such an original party." Said Sarah. "Let's enjoy it, I hope that Sue and Bruce have a good swamp."


"Yes I suppose so," Steve replied.

After a few minutes, the door opened again for Sarah and Steve. They were dragged beyond it into a dimply lit room. The room was filled with sounds of the jungle, and strobe flashes lit up murals of big cats around them. Sarah found herself surrounded by two or three people in big cat outfits. They spun her around two or three times until she was dizzy, and then stopped her. She could feel them tugging at her outfit, she was then spun around again. Again stopped, more tugging, then another spin. The dizziniess, sounds and strobe became quite disorienting. After two or three cycles, the tugging stopped and was replaced by a guide through a door into a brightly lit room. As Sarah's eyes adjusted, she heard applause. Gradually she saw a dozen or so people looking at her, and applauding. They were oddly dressed, some only barely covered with clothes ripped in very revealing ways, and others appeared to be both ripped and saturated causing the fabric to adhere to their bodies. In spite of her disorientation, the view was very pleasant, all those attractive people decoratively garbed in what was best described as 'rags'. It suddenly dawned on Sarah that they were also looking at her.  She looked around and saw that the wall to her right contained a full height mirror, she walked towards it. As her head cleared, and she got closer she could see what the 'tugging' had been. Her pretty dress was now in tatters! Most of the front of the dress was gone. Huge strips had been cut out revealing most of her breasts. The hemline had been cut in a number of places, with long splits up towards her breasts. The result was simply a series of strips hanging only loosely covering her. To her horror she then saw that her white briefs, or what remained of them, were in clear sight, a tiny garment covering her 'modesty' in clear view. Her left hip did not contain the matching tail of white silk material to her right. The uninterrupted view of her thigh was visible between the strips of her tattered dress, and the tops of her dark seamed stockings.The missing tail of silk which should have been on her hip, the remains of her knickers, hung down onto her left thigh. The remaining tiny patch of silk barely covering  her pubic hair, held in place, precariously by the band of material around her right thigh. Oh my god, I'm almost naked thought Sarah!

Suddenly the applause started again. She turned and saw a very confused Steve enter the room. He clearly didn't know what was going on, but his YSL suit was the worse for wear, and showing considerably more of him than a few minutes ago. She forgot her own embarrassment as she inspected the smooth flesh beneath his tattered shirt. His expensive trousers had been  torn and whatever he's worn beneath them, was apparently gone! Most of his upper thigh, on both sides, was revealed. A small central remnant of material slightly obscured his manhood. However, enough was visible to reveal at least one factor in Sue's attraction to him. 


"Good god! my suit's ruined," he said. 


"Nonsense, it looks much more interesting," Sarah replied.


"Does it? you look fabulous!" Steve replied.


"I'm not showing too much, am I," said Sarah.


"No, not at all, you're showing just the right amount, you really do look fabulous!"

Again a door opened and a disoriented Sue came through. The applause restarted, as Sue looked around the room in awe at all the people dressed most strangely in wet rags. She eventually spotted her reflection in the large mirrored wall, and her eyes almost popped out as she saw her Armani creation hanging, wet through, from her in tatters. The one piece was sticking to her in places, and in others it was hanging in strips. A large flap of the garment hung revealing from her pierced 'belly button' down across her pubic region. If she had been wearing panties, they had now gone. Sarah could see no trace of pubic hair, 


"Sue you look superb," said Sarah.  


"Oh my god, my breasts are on show."


"So are everyone else's," said Steve. "I agree with Sarah, you look very sexy. Turn around, let's see the rear view." Sue obliged, Steve described that there was much less damage to the back of the dress, other than a cut approximately one foot long which cut a diagonal across Sue's bottom, and many rip's down her upper thighs. The effect was to show most of her bottom, and allow the wet material to stick sexily to her shapely thighs and buttocks.


"I'll have to go home, I can't walk about like this."


"Take a look around," said Steve, "you'd look out of place if you were showing any less." Sue couldn't disagree, just at that moment the door behind her opened, and out came a very confused Bruce in much the same condition as Sue, wet and ragged. His coat was gone, his shirt ripped and barely there, and his trousers badly ripped. Little of his muscular physique was covered, and where it was covered, the wet material was clinging to his skin. He recovered much quicker than the others had, and as the applause died down, he joined the other three.


"You all look fantastic, Wow Sue and Sarah, nice breasts."


"You're right said Steve, they are. Look at the rear views, they are both showing all their best assets." Bruce walked behind,


"Bloody hell, what a view!, two lovely bare bottoms. Not you Steve! Sorry!


"No problem," replied Steve. "I'd have gone home if you'd admired mine." Conversation, and wine flowed for 30 minutes or so, interspersed with applause for new and confused arrivals, before the greeter returned.


"Ladies and Gentlemen, I see you all bear, or bare the scar's of our experiences. We have much more in store for you in your quest to experience nature. In nature, all animals have an exibitionist nature. It's the way we attract our mates. In some cultures, it's done by group. Tonight however, we'll do it by individuals. You will all re-enter the library to applause from your better halves. The better the entry, the better the applause!" Ladies please re-enter the library through the 'big cats' experience. You'll be pleased to know that we've put the animals away for a little while.


"C'mon Sarah, go for it Steve," said Sue.


"Yes go for it," said Sarah. "Make em have it Bruce, don't let me down." With that the room slowly half emptied, as the girls left awaiting the boys entrance. As the girls left, the greeter announced that the boys were to leave using the end door, climb the staircase and wait at the door at the top. He would allow them into the library one at a time. They dutifully followed his instructions. Bruce found himself approximately tenth or so, followed closely behind by Steve two stairs lower. Door opened, and no1 went into the library to a huge cheer from the girls, which went on for ten seconds or so. Then the door opened again and no 2 went through. Again a similar cheer went up, followed by no 3 etc...


Eventually, it came to Bruce, who strode into the library and found that he was on the walkway with thirty plus half naked ladies below him cheering. He was conscious that his new outfit left little to the imagination, so he slowly and with all the confidence he could muster, walked along looking for eye contact with his admirers. The cheering continued until he had descended the stairway and was back in the library itself. At which point the cheering restarted as another of the guys came through the door. Some of the cheers also contained some very explicit requests. Steve came in to a large cheer, and strode purposefully along. This continued until the last guy was back.


"OK., now it's the ladies turn to show the guy's how to enter a room," the greeter said. The ladies dissapeared quickly through the big cats door, and almost as quickly the walkway door opened. The first lady was dressed in the remains of an evening dress, which originally must have been quite classical in style. However, the dress had been redesigned. The front of the bodice of the dress had been separated from the cleavage, allowing an unadorned view of the ladies breasts. Judging from the pronounced profile of the wearers nipples, the reshaping of her attire was entirely in keeping with her mood. Numerous splits lower down her dress showed much of her form, and she wore her outfit with a smile. She received a huge cheer, as she paraded along the walkway and down the staircase into the arms of her partner. 


The door opened again and No 2 entered, wearing the remains of a trouser suit. The most striking feature of which was a cut in both the front crotch area, and a similar one in the rear. If she'd had knickers on originally, they had now gone. Consequently much of her pubic area was in sight, a gorgeous sight of naked and shaven flesh. The rear view did much to compliment the front view, a delicious tight bottom 'cleavage' on show. Her blouse had also taken on damage, and revealed flashes of unrestrained breast as she dismounted the staircase.

