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It was long, large, and pink, and Lucy jumped up and down with joy when she saw it.

“That's huge!” she cried out, hugging her husband. “But I'm not sure about the colour.”

“You'd rather have had a black one?” Nick asked.

“It would have been less.... obvious. Maybe. By limousine standards, anyway. This one looks like it should have a hen party going on in it, with screaming women hanging out all of the windows.”

The vehicle was almost as long as a bus. An already large and square American car had been cut down the middle, and an extension added. The windows, apart from the front windscreen, had all been blacked out. Which was going to be useful later. A double sized sunroof gave enough room for passengers to stand up in the back and play queen of the world as they drove through traffic.

The limousine was parked outside the hotel where Nick and Lucy were celebrating her birthday. He had promised her a party to remember, and hinted that it would involve The Gang, the club they had joined that specialised in fulfilling sexual fantasies. When they had been dressing for their night on the town, he had hinted that she should wear something that allowed 'easy access'. It wasn't the most subtle of innuendos, but she had taken it to heart.

Lucy wore a knee length dress with short sleeves. The shimmering, light material it was made from had gold coloured threads running through it. For extra glitter and glam, there were sequins and crystals sewn in throughout, They caught the light from the hotel foyer and street lamps, and sparkled as she moved. She had chosen fairly sensible shoes, with sturdy heels, rather than stilettos, in case she had the chance to do anything interesting whilst standing up. A sprained ankle wouldn't be sexy, and would bring the whole fun time to an abrupt halt 

“Well, the plan is to have at least one screaming woman hanging out of a window. So, would you like to get in?” Nick had led the way to the pink thing. He opened the big side door, and Lucy discovered there were already four other passengers. The men smiled greetings, and beckoned her inside the plush cabin.

There were two wide bench seats in the cabin, one against the rear window, the other, facing backwards, up against the partition behind the driver. The area directly under the sunroof was empty, apart from a drinks cabinet along the side wall. A large bottle of champagne was cooling in the integral ice bucket. Nick settled in the middle of the rear seat, and Lucy sat on the front one, between two attractive black men, one in his twenties, the other in his thirties.

“This is TC and Shaun.” Nick introduced the younger, then the older, of the men either side of Lucy. “And either side of me are Arthur and Lucas.”

Lucy looked around at the men in the limo with her. They were all attractive, well dressed, and smiling greetings to her. They certainly appeared pleased to make her acquaintance. She would find out how pleased soon, she hoped. She pointed at the smoked glass of the partition separating them from the driver. “Who's driving us? Is he one of The Gang as well?”

TC tapped on the glass, and it slid down, to reveal another attractive young man, blonde and in his twenties. He wore a peaked chauffeur's cap, but had jokingly put it on backwards, baseball cap style. He smiled and waved hello. “This is David. He assures us that he can drive one of these things.”

“Long story short- it belongs to my uncle. I've been earning a little extra by doing shifts driving it for him.” David said. “Are we all ready?” There were eager nods in the passenger cabin. “Okay, then. I'm going to close the partition, because it's best I don't get distracted and crash this. It's a bit too obvious to get away with anything in it.” He gave a thumbs up, and the partition silently rose up again.

The big car quietly and smoothly pulled away from its space in front of the hotel, then had to stop and wait patiently for a gap in the Saturday night traffic. The adventure had begun.

“Where are we going?” Lucy asked.

“Around town, and then back again. The hotel has underground parking, so we can get out discreetly at the end, depending upon what state we're in by then.” Nick said. He knelt down beside the drinks cabinet and found flutes for the champagne. The first glass went to Lucy, then he distributed the rest randomly. They pulled into the traffic so gently that he didn't spill a drop as he poured.

“To the birthday girl.” Nick saluted Lucy with his glass.

“To me.” she replied. She clinked her flute against TC's and Shaun's glasses, then leant all the way across the cabin to do the same with the other three.

After a couple of sips, she had to ask, “So...? What shall we do now?”

Nick had obviously been considering this, because he reached up to the controls to the sunroof. With the press of a button, the panel slid away, and there was open air above the cabin. “Remember what you said about having a screaming woman hanging out of the window?” He pointed up through the opening.

“I'm not sure I understand, but....” Lucy took her husband's hand, and he helped her stand up.

The top of the roof was on a level with Lucy's waist. She looked up and down the rows of traffic on the street, then saluted a cheering group of women on the pavement with her champagne. Looking down, the inside of the cabin seemed dark. Nobody outside would be able to see what was going on below her waist. She understood Nick's plan now.

Bracing herself against the edge of the sunroof with one hand, and taking a fortifying sip of champagne from the glass in the other, Lucy shifted her stance so that her feet were further apart. She sensed the four men she had just been introduced to moving in from where they sat.

Eight hands started exploring her body. They worked up from her ankles, teasing at her calves, and finding the sensitive spots on the backs of her knees. They pushed the hem of her dress up, and lips joined the fingers, kissing her thighs.

A stag party shouted and clapped encouragement, and Lucy hid the first cries of ecstasy in a loud, “Wahey!” back at them. The end of her shout went up in pitch dramatically, as the first fingers found the edges of her underwear.

One hand hooked fingers under the waistband of her knickers, then another, then two more. All four men worked together to pull the light slip of material down her legs. When the lacy lingerie had reached her feet, they were gently lifted, one at a time, to slip out of it.

The fingers, and the occasional pair of lips, danced around Lucy's crotch and upper thighs. They were teasing her, building up her excitement so that she wanted them more and more. It was working. She knew she was wet with the anticipation, and little shivers were already beginning in her legs. Draining the last of her champagne, she lowered the glass into the cabin, and someone took it from her. Both hands free now, she could brace herself properly against the frame of the sunroof.

It was as if they had been waiting for this moment, and now felt it was safe for fingers to enter her. She felt one sliding into her easily, lubricated by all the foreplay. It was joined by another, on the same hand, she was sure. The two fingers pumped in and out of her, as three mouths planted kisses on the tops of her thighs and her buttocks.

The fingers were withdrawn, to be replaced by another pair, entering her from a different angle. The shivers had become full on shakes now, but she was determined to stay in her commanding position for as long as possible. There was another change of digits, and she let out a call that was answered by a group of revellers she couldn't see.

Soon, all four men had played fingers around the inside of her pussy. Now it was time to move on to the next level. She wondered what it could be.

For a moment, no-one was touching her, and she wanted to moan, and maybe even stamp her feet. But then there were hands on her legs again. And lips on her labia. A tongue sneaked out from between those lips, and squeezed its way into her. Held securely by more hands coming in from the sides, Lucy lifted her hands high and let out a victorious whoop.

Things only got better, as another mouth came in from behind her, and a tongue traced its way up the valley between her buttocks. It stopped at the tight, wrinkled entrance to her anus. She let out a raucous, victorious laugh as her fists pumped the air.

The tongues lapped and teased at her, front and back. She held the edges of the sunroof tight, trying to keep from moving and pushing either of them away. Her eyes were half closed, and she had a big, silly grin.

The car was crawling along a street lined with bars. Taxis, and at least one other limousine, kept stopping to drop off and pick up people, slowing progress to about walking pace. A pack of men in rugby shirts, bunched around another in a tutu, roared and whistled at Lucy. She blinked her eyes open, and aimed her ecstatic grin in their direction. Carefully, she lifted her right hand to her lips, and blew them a kiss. The stag party cheered in response.

Lucy was right on the edge of orgasm. It wouldn't take much more to push her over the edge. She wondered what the crowds along the side of the road would think when she let loose a string of joyous profanities to celebrate.

Maybe the men in the cabin could tell how close she was. More likely, they were simply progressing with their plans to pleasure her. The lips backed away a short distance, the tongues still, just flicking at her skin. She would have been disappointed, if she
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