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The day was already warm, the early morning sunlight penetrating the canopy of trees and shedding a dappled light on the grass below. The wood made a perfect setting of peaceful bliss. The only sound was that of the river as it swept gently by, small wavelets lapping at the river banks. A group of rabbits sat by its edge, nibbling at the grass, and in the sky above the occasional bird call was audible. The scene was idyllic, and apparently untouched by humans.

But this rural spot, despite initial appearances, was not deserted.

Indeed there was unmistakable evidence of the presence of man. In a small clearing close to the river's edge something gleamed brightly in the sun, looking strangely out of place in this green and pleasant setting. It was a motorcycle. A large, powerful machine with thick, rounded tyres and wide upswept exhausts, a leather jacket draped carelessly from the handlebars. Its presence among the flowers and trees was enough to make any casual observer stop and stare, and to wonder what it was doing there.

The bike was, however, not the only thing that gave a somewhat incongruous air to the scene. Beside it lay a figure in the grass. A figure that would have captivated anyone who encountered it.

It was a girl, slim and beautiful, with an air of youthful innocence about her that made her seem very vulnerable as she blinked her eyes, clearly waking from a deep sleep. She was totally naked, her firm breasts tipped with large brown nipples that pointed up to the treetops. Her waist was slim, her belly flat, her legs long and slender. But there was something else about her. Something that would have turned the head of any red-blooded male who stumbled across her. Her pubic mound was completely shaved, so that lying as she was, with her legs spread slightly apart, the full pink lips of her sex were totally exposed.

The girl stretched languorously in the soft grass, then sat up and gazed about.

"Thorkil?"

As she called the name there was a rustling in the grass nearby and a young man emerged. He was tall, well over six foot, his hair hanging in golden tresses that reached to his shoulders. He was clad in a leather biking suit, the zipper open almost to the waist. He crossed to where she sat, and stood gazing down at her.

"Did you sleep well?"

"Mmm. I just went straight out."

"After the way you were behaving last night I should think you were tired out."

She blushed. "You did enjoy me, didn't you?"

"Very much," he smiled. "Now come on, we really should be getting back on the road."

"Where are we going?"

"Back to my base."

"Your base?"

"Yes. Depot twenty-nine."

"Depot twenty-nine? What's that?"

"That's where I live. And that's where we'll be going after I've checked in with some friends."

"What friends?"

"Very good friends. I'm sure you'll like them."

"And that's where we're going now?"

"Yes."

The girl rose to her feet, glancing nervously about. It was as if she had only now become aware of her nudity, and was suddenly feeling very exposed. "Isn't there something I could wear?" she asked.

He shook his head. "Not unless you know how to weave leaves together."

She lowered her eyes. "You mean I'm to stay naked?"

He grinned. "I prefer you like that."

"But surely if I'm to meet your friends..."

He moved close to her, running his hand gently over her breast. "I expect they will like you naked too."

"But Thorkil..."

He placed a hand over her mouth. "There's nothing more to say," he murmured.

For a second she looked as if she might protest. Then she sighed and shrugged her shoulders. If that was the way he wanted it, then it was not for her to object. The decision was a sensible one. After all, it was to him that she owed her freedom. He it was who had tried his best to buy her imprest, but had been cheated out of it. And more to the point, it was he who had rescued her from the Black Cat, and from the clutches of the dreadful Helda, who had sold her body to anyone able to pay for it. All this meant that she belonged to Thorkil now, and would do whatever he wished.

The girl's name was Lia. She had been captured by the Bikers more than four months earlier, while on the run after nearly killing the warden of the hostel where she had lived. A group of Bikers found her wandering along the highway naked, trying to buy a ride in a truck with her body. The Bikers claimed her, selling her imprest at auction to Helda, the cruel owner of the Black Cat. There she had been kept as a plaything for men and women alike, permanently naked. Shaved and available to be chained, beaten or taken by anyone who could afford the price.

Then, just the night before, she had been rescued by her knight in shining armour, Thorkil.

Thorkil, like Helda, was a Biker. The Bikers had ruled the highways since law and order all but broken down years before, leaving the cities as nightmarish areas where crime was rife and to venture out at night without protection had become extremely dangerous. The Bikers' great service depots were scattered all over the country, each a tribal area in its own right. In these places young men and women were pressed into service to repair and maintain the great trucks that roved the highways. Outside the cities the Bikers were in charge, the genuine law enforcement officers simply paying lip service to their jobs, content with the backhanders they received from the men and women in black leather.

And now, in Thorkil's hands, Lia was a Biker's girl.

Thorkil reached out for her hand, pulling her to him. She stepped forward willingly, turning her face up to his as he closed his lips over hers. She felt his tongue force its way between her lips and opened her mouth to accept it, licking it with her own tongue as she pressed her naked body against him, rubbing her crotch against his strong thigh.

They kissed for a full minute, then he broke away. "Suck me," he ordered, his voice full of quiet authority.

Lia was used to obeying, and she did not hesitate. At once she dropped to her knees before him, looking for all the world like one kneeling in front of an idol in worship. She reached eagerly for his zip, and tugged it down until the suit fell open.

Underneath he was naked, his body muscular and tanned. She gazed at him for a moment in admiration, taking in the broad chest, with its scattering of golden curls, and his lean torso.

His cock was long and fat and hung down from his groin, still dormant. Lia took it in her fingers. It felt warm and soft, and she squeezed it gently, cupping his heavy balls with her other hand.

Raising her head, she took him into her mouth and began to suck him. His manhood tasted salty, and the smell of him sent a thrill through her as she contemplated what was about to happen.

Almost at once she felt his penis begin to swell, filling her open mouth. She stroked his balls, happy to be kneeling subserviently before her Biker and doing his will. He took hold of her head and pressed it to his groin, and she responded at once, sucking harder, taking it further inside, flicking her tongue back and forth over the tip as it stiffened to its full size.

Once he was hard she began in earnest, bobbing her head up and down as she sucked hungrily, his cock sliding in and out of her mouth, her saliva dribbling down its thick shaft. In response he gave a low moan and pressed her harder against him. Lia glanced up at him momentarily. His eyes were closed and his head was thrown back, his expression intent. The sight of his obvious arousal spurred her on, and she felt a wetness begin to seep through her sex as she pleasured him.

Suddenly he withdrew from her mouth, his weapon wet and glistening. She looked up questioningly.

"Over the bike seat. Face down."

Lia sprang eagerly to her feet and scurried across to where Thorkil's bike stood. She approached it from behind, lowering her body forward over it. The plastic seat felt warm in the sunshine and her nipples tingled as they brushed against its surface. She flattened herself onto it, her lovely rounded backside thrust backwards and upwards, ready for penetration. For a fleeting moment she felt a pang of shame, and wondered what he must think of her lasciviousness. There had been no hesitation whatsoever in her actions, and there was no doubting her desire. She wanted desperately to feel him inside her, and would obey his every whim.

But there was no time now for prudishness. With a gasp she felt his hands slide up her inner thighs towards the very centre of her pleasure.

His fingers prised apart the cheeks of her bottom, laying her open for his inspection. She groaned as she felt his fingers trace the crevice of her behind, stroking the tight star of her anus before working lower to the hot pink slit that gaped so invitingly.

He slid two fingers inside her, making her body start as the pleasure overwhelmed her. He began to frig her, his fingers making a slight squelching sound as they moved in and out of her. Lia remained where she was, her cheek pressed against the bike seat, biting her lower lip to prevent herself from crying aloud with pure lust. At last she could bear it no more. "Fuck me Thorkil," she cried.

He smiled. "Ask me nicely."

"P-please fuck me Thorkil."

"Again."

"Oh! Oh please fuck me. Please put your cock into me, Thorkil. Fuck me!"

The last word was almost lost in a strangled cry as she felt the bulb of his glans pressing against her slit. She pushed her backside at him eagerly, and with a cry felt him slide his cock into her, deeper and deeper until it filled her completely.

Then he was fucking her. Driving his thick weapon hard into her, his stomach slapping against her backside as he took his pleasure in her. Lia was beside herself with passion. He was giving her precisely what she craved. The night before he had been gentle and loving, but now he was simply taking what was rightly his, ramming his cock into her with an almost animal urgency, and she realised with a shock that that was the way she preferred it. To be utterly his and prey to his every whim.

The force of his thrusts became harder, pounding her body, and she began to fear that the cycle might fall over. She clung to the tank as tight as she was able, her breath coming in loud grunts as she was hurled forward with every stroke.

He gave a shout, and she felt his sperm pumping into her. Almost at once her own orgasm was triggered and she too was crying aloud as her lustful desires overcame her. Sensing her passion he continued to plunge his great cock deeper as it spurted again and again within her. She wanted to laugh and cry at the same time, such was the pleasure of her own climax and her stomach slapped wetly against the plastic of the bike seat as he rode her down the slope from her peak, slowing gently as the pleasure began to gently ebb.

At last he was still and she lay panting beneath him, exhausted. His fingers traced her spine as he gazed down, his cock still embedded within her.

"My passionate little Biker's girl," he murmured.
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At the Black Cat Helda was watching as the third of the three gatekeepers who had allowed Lia to escape slumped to the floor, his teeth and jaw broken, his eyes blackened, his nose a bloody pulp. She kicked him twice in the ribs, each blow resounding to the crack of broken bone. She turned and left the servants to drag the three groaning men back to their cells.

She strode back to her office and slumped into the chair behind her desk. She leaned forward and pressed a bell. Almost immediately her assistant Stefan was with her.

"Is the transmitter working?" she asked anxiously.

"Oh yes. Did you get someone in Thorkil's camp to attach it to his machine?"

"Of course. You didn't think I'd risk him getting away with her, did you?" she snapped. "Oh no, I still have plans for that young lady! So where are they?"

"About twenty-five miles down the highway. They seem to have pulled off into some woods."

"Good. They're bound to join up with the rest of his cronies. Set an ambush for when they arrive there. We'll leave them to their fun for now. After all, there's plenty of time."

A thin, evil smile began to play about her lips.

––––––––
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Lia clung hard to Thorkil as they roared down the road. He rode the machine hard, leaning low into bends, then grabbing a handful of throttle as they straightened up so that she had to hug close to him to avoid being flung off the back. The machine was a large one, and the thrill of the speed accompanied by the vibration of the engine induced an almost sexual pleasure in the naked girl as they sped along. Her arousal was increased by the other drivers on the road, who would point in fascination at her lovely young body as they passed, grinning and making rude gestures at the sight of her. Lia in return would grin back, sometimes thrusting her lovely arse back at them, making their eyes wide with desire.

They rode on for many miles before the bike slowed. Then they were swinging left, off into the wooded countryside with which Lia was becoming familiar since falling into the hands of the Bikers.

They followed a track that wound through the trees for about a mile. The whole area seemed deserted, and Lia wondered where he could possibly be taking her. Then the track widened into a clearing, in the centre of which was a group of black-clad figures.

Thorkil braked to a halt and cut the engine, the sudden silence taking Lia by surprise. It took her ears a second to accustom themselves to the quiet of the wood.

They had come to a halt by a group of bikes parked under a tree. Thorkil kicked down the stand and climbed off. Lia sat where she was, nervous and embarrassed as she looked across at the group in the clearing.

"Who are they?" she asked timidly.

"Just friends. Friends who assisted me in getting you out. They're all looking forward to meeting you."

"But I'm naked."

He looked at her rather sternly. "Listen," he said, "you are a beautiful and sexy girl, and I rescued you because I want you, and I believe you want me. Am I right?"

"You know you are."

"Then you must realise the role of a Biker's girl. It is to serve her man in whatever way he pleases. If I choose that my friends see you naked, then that is what will happen."

She hung her head. "Yes Thorkil," she mumbled.

He wrapped his arms around her and kissed her. "Good," he said.

She looked into his eyes. "Must I always obey you?"

"Yes. Unless and until you gain your leathers. Then you become a Biker yourself. But that will take some time."

"How long?"

He placed a finger on her lips. "Enough questions for now. Come and meet my friends."

She followed him across the clearing, her face glowing with embarrassment as they approached the group. Somehow her position at the Black Cat, as a plaything, had made her enforced nudity easier to bear. Here she was being asked to meet Thorkil's friends in an otherwise fairly normal social situation, and her lack of clothes made her feel very conspicuous indeed.

There were six Bikers, all sitting on logs about a small fire. They looked up and waved to Thorkil as they came closer, and Lia realised with surprise that two of them were girls. They were dressed the same as the men, indicating that they had 'gained their leathers', as Thorkil had described. The presence of the females only served to increase her discomfort. The contrast between their bodies, clad in the black one-piece leather suit that many Bikers wore, and her own, totally exposed, her breasts and sex bare for all to see, seemed to make her the more conspicuous.

They came to a halt in front of the group. "This is Lia," said Thorkil.

All eyes were on her, and she wanted to turn away. Clearly Thorkil sensed this.

"Stand straight," he ordered. "Legs apart. Hands behind your head." Reluctantly Lia took up the familiar submissive stance before the six pairs of eyes, her legs spread so that her shaven sex was open to their gaze.

One of the men whistled. "Very nice, Thorkil," he said. "I can see why you wanted to rescue her."

Thorkil sat down on the log. "Yeah. Quite something isn't she?"

"Stunning," said one of the girls.

"Really sexy," said the other.

Thorkil waited until they'd all had a look, then sensing Lia's embarrassment changed the subject.

"Now what about something to eat?" he said.

As he spoke Lia realised she was extremely hungry. Resting in the embers of the fire was a cooking pot, and there was a wonderful smell coming from it. One of the men lifted the lid to reveal a steaming stew. He grabbed a ladle and scooped two large portions into bowls. He passed one across to Thorkil, then offered the other to Lia. She glanced down quizzically to Thorkil, who gave a little nod. Unclasping her hands from behind her head she took the bowl and, still standing, began spooning the food into her mouth. The stew was hot and tasty, and she consumed every morsel, drinking the last of the gravy from the bowl before placing it at her feet and putting her hands behind her head once more.

The Bikers began to talk amongst themselves and Lia stood, passively listening to their conversation. Thorkil described in detail how the escape had gone, and the six Bikers attended with interest, firing questions at him all the time. One of the men, though, seemed unable to take his eyes off Lia. He was short and balding slightly, a pink patch of skull showing through at the back of his dark, lank hair. She could tell from his belly that he was a beer drinker, and he confirmed this by frequently swigging from a can that sat on the grass beside him. Lia gathered from the chat that his name was Rico.

Once Thorkil's story had been told they turned to her, and began to question her about her life at the Black Cat. Rico in particular was curious and Lia found herself blushing deeply as she was made to describe the sex and punishments she had experienced. Throughout Thorkil was silent, and she wondered what he must be thinking of her.

At last they seemed to have heard enough, and to Lia's surprise Rico rose to his feet and took her arm.

"You're quite a girl," he said.

She dropped her eyes. "Thank you."

He took her chin in his hand, turning her face to his. "Now what about coming and having a little fun with me?"

She stared at him. How could he ask such a thing? And in front of Thorkil as well!

"What do you mean?" she asked.

"What do you think I mean? Here you are, starkers, that shaven pussy of yours displayed for all to see. It makes me horny as hell. Now come on."

"No!" She pulled away from him. "Thorkil..."

Thorkil looked up at her. "Rico is a good friend," he said. "Without his help I'd never have traced you to the Black Cat. He's earned your gratitude."

"But you can't make me go with him," said Lia in dismay.

"Is that how a Biker's girl talks to her man?"

The words came from one of the two girl Bikers. She was called Lara, tall and slim with magnificent breasts and flowing blonde hair. She rose and joined Rico.

"I reckon you're going soft, Thorkil."

"She's new," he replied. "She'll soon learn her place."

"Even so," replied Lara, "talking back to you like that should at least earn her a smacked arse."

"All right," said Thorkil. "But just six, mind."

Lia stared at him. A smacked bottom? After all she'd been through he was going to have her bottom smacked like some recalcitrant schoolgirl? She opened her mouth to protest, then caught his eye and saw a dark look cross his face. She closed her lips and hung her head. Of course it was her at fault, not Thorkil. He had explained her position only a few minutes before, and already she'd forgotten. She was a Biker's girl now, and as such must respect her position. To defy Thorkil in front of his companions was to undermine his stature in the group, and that was something she knew he could never allow. She relaxed and stood passively awaiting her orders.

Lara took her hands and turned her round, so she was facing away from the fire. Then she pulled her gently forward, bending her over until her palms rested on the log on which they had been sitting. She shoved Lia's legs apart, presenting her rear beautifully to those watching. Once in position Lia kept her body as still as she could, her eyes fixed on the ground,

"You gonna whack her, Thorkil?" asked Lara.

"No, you go ahead," he replied. He sounded nonchalant, and Lia turned her head to look at him. He gave her a slight smile and winked, and she knew he was no longer angry with her.

Smack!

Lara's hand came down flat on the left cheek of Lia's backside. The blow stung, but she held her position.

Smack!

This time her right cheek was assaulted, the blow cracking down onto her tender flesh. But now the pain triggered another feeling. As so often in the past the humiliation and pain of her punishment ignited a perverse spark of arousal, and she felt the muscles of her sex convulse slightly as she anticipated the next blow.

Smack!

The third blow caught the underside of her pretty behind, rocking her body so that her dangling breasts shook tantalisingly. Her bottom was smarting dreadfully and she could imagine how it must look, the hand-mark reddening as the others watched.

Smack!

The fourth blow fell precisely where the first had, doubling the pain in the hapless girl's bottom. She'd been spanked many times since originally falling into the hands of the Bikers, and a spanking from a girl was far from the worst punishment she had received, but Lara was striking with deadly accuracy and the pain was very real. And so was the arousal, the juices within her beginning to flow as her ordeal went on.

Smack!

It was all Lia could do to prevent herself crying out as Lara's hand caught her once more. She closed her eyes as she awaited the last blow.

Smack!

Lara's hand descended for the sixth time onto Lia's backside. Then it was over and the girl was helping her to straighten up. Lia's bum stung terribly, and she knew it must be bright red. But the heat in her bottom was as nothing to that in her belly, and the shortness of her breath was more a panting desire than anything else. Lia was extremely aroused, and she knew that the evidence was visible to all on the glistening lips of her sex as she turned to face them.

"Wow!" Rico grinned. "That's turned her on. Look at her!"

Lia's face glowed almost as red as her behind as she felt her nether lips twitch once more. She turned to Thorkil, who rose to his feet, and taking her in his arms kissed her on the lips. She responded eagerly to his kiss, pressing against him, her entire body alive with lust, but he broke away.

"Rico," he said shortly, and nodded to her.

She gave Thorkil a lingering look, then turned to face Rico. He reached out his hand and she placed hers into it. She felt her other hand grasped and turned to see Lara on her other side.

"I'm coming too," she said. "I want a bit of this action."
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Lia glanced back over her shoulder towards Thorkil as she was led away by Rico and Lara. He gave her a small wave, then turned back and continued talking to the others. Lia's mind was in a whirl. On the one hand she was surprised that he was able to just stand and calmly watch as she was taken away like this. He must know what the two Bikers' intentions were, but he was seemingly unworried. At the same time she was slightly shocked by her own feelings. She knew she should be protesting, fighting to escape from this pair, but all she could feel was the most extraordinary thrill.

They made their way towards the spot where the bikes were parked, and for a moment she thought they were going to drive her away. But they passed the gleaming machines and made instead for the trees.

They entered the wood by a narrow path, barefoot Lia treading gingerly as she was led along. They didn't go far, just to a small clearing about fifty yards from the one they had left. In the centre was a fallen tree trunk about three feet in diameter.

"Sit down on there," ordered Rico, indicating the trunk.

The two released her hands and Lia approached it nervously, turning to face them and lowering her sore backside onto the rough wood. Rico and Lara stood side by side watching her, and she gazed quizzically back at them waiting to discover what they wanted.

"Open your legs," said Rico.

Slowly Lia did as she was told, spreading her legs wide so that her bare sex was once again exposed to the two watchers.

"Play with yourself."

"What?"

"You heard me. Play with yourself. Get those delectable nipples of yours erect first."

"But I..."

"No buts. You've been wandering about flaunting yourself enough. Now let's see some action."

Lia looked from one to the other. She felt extremely embarrassed by Rico's demand, yet at the same time there was a warm sensation spreading within her as she felt their eyes on her body. She hesitated for a moment longer, then slowly moved her hands up to her breasts. She took them, one in each hand, and began gently to caress them. Her fingers rubbed the soft flesh and her nipples began to respond, the brown buds puckering to hardness to stand out invitingly from her firm globes.

Her fingers worked on, caressing and kneading, and in no time at all her own caresses began to have the effect they had wanted on her, and her face was a picture of rapt concentration as she continued her self-arousal.

"Now your cunt."

Once again she looked wide-eyed at Rico.

"Your cunt," he said again.

"Frig yourself, you randy little slut."

Lia didn't need to be told again. While her left hand continued to play with her breasts, her right reached eagerly for her open slit. She slid her fingers down over her pubic mound, giving a little start when they came in contact with her clitoris. She eased it out from between her sex lips, flicking gently as it came erect. When it was hard and visible she raised her eyes to Rico's and let her fingers run lower over the wet surface of her slit. Gently she prised apart her nether lips, exposing the pinkness inside. Once more she paused, her eyes fixed on Rico's, then her hand moved again, her elegant digits delving into her aching love hole.

Lia knew she had her audience spellbound, and it had been her intention to tease the watching pair with her lascivious actions for as long as possible. But once she penetrated herself the familiar lustful feelings returned and she felt her control slip away.

She began to frig herself, her fingers working in and out, making a slight squelching sound as they did so. Her body responded enthusiastically to the sensation and she found herself opening her legs still wider as her passion overcame her. She planted her feet firmly on the ground and raised her bottom off the tree, thrusting her sex forward as her fingers slid in and out. Her breath was coming in short gasps as she masturbated, her whole self concentrated on the delicious sensations her fingers were creating.

"Stop."

For a moment Lia did not obey, being too intent on her own pleasure.

Whack!

Rico had removed his belt and used it to deliver a stinging blow across the naked girl's thighs. It caught Lia by surprise and she stopped masturbating at once, looking up startled at her companions, her face redder than ever. She wondered at the sight she must make, stretched there totally nude, her breasts swollen, the nipples hard as nuts, her legs spread wide so they could watch the convulsions of her sex lips as they tried to close about an imaginary cock.

"Jeez," said Lara. "Thorkil told us you were hot, but you've surpassed yourself. That little slit of yours looks like it would positively eat a cock if it could. And speaking of eating things..."

As she spoke she moved to Lia, pushing her back gently so that she lay across the trunk, her back arched, her breasts forced up. Lia made no protest, allowing the female Biker to manipulate her body into the position she wanted. Then she felt Lara's lips close over her nipples and gave a cry of pleasure.

Lara took hold of Lia's left breast, squeezing it as she sucked noisily on the nipple. Lia squirmed with pleasure, which doubled when she felt Rico's mouth close over the other one.

His hand reached for Lia's shaven pussy, eliciting another cry from his naked captive as he slid his fingers into her warm, wet love hole. Lia pressed her crotch against his hand, her body arched upwards as the two Bikers took possession of her young body. Once again her control was lost as she writhed beneath their hands and mouths, totally abandoned to her own pleasure, her juices flowing down her thighs.

"Wow," gasped Lara as she lifted her mouth from Lia's swollen nipple. "This bitch is something else. I just gotta have her lick me." She rose to her feet, reaching for the zipper at her throat, pulling it all the way down and round her crotch almost to the top of her backside while Lia looked on, her heart thumping with anticipation.

Lara peeled off her suit. Underneath she was naked and Lia felt the hotness within her increase as she surveyed Lara's lovely body. Her breasts were magnificent, the biggest Lia had ever seen, yet barely drooping at all. The nipples were large and prominent and projected slightly upwards. Beneath them her body curved in to a trim waist, then widened again, her hips in perfect proportion to her breasts. Lia fixed her eyes on Lara's crotch. Her pubic mound was a mass of blonde curls below which her sex lips showed thick and prominent. Lara stretched herself in the sun, arching her body proudly, clearly enjoying the attention it was receiving from her two companions. Then she moved closer to Lia again, but this time approaching from above her head, standing so that her legs straddled Lia's face as she stood gazing down at her.

All Lia could see was Lara's pink slit hovering just above her face. Then as she watched Lara began lowering herself onto her mouth.

"Right," she said, "it's your turn. Lick me, you randy little bitch. Get that tongue of yours working."

Lia had little choice, but even if she had been given one the result would have been the same. Lara's sex descended and her senses were filled with the sight and smell of a woman's arousal. Tentatively she protruded her tongue, running it gingerly over the soft lips of Lara's slit. As she did so the Biker gave a groan and pressed herself down harder.

Lia sought out the girl's clitoris, lapping at it and flicking it back and forth with darting movements of her tongue. She felt the little bud swell and took it gently between her teeth, sucking it in between her lips. Lara gave a little cry and Lia felt her hips move back and forth. The supine girl reached her arms up and around Lara's thighs, her hands grasping the woman's buttocks. This allowed her to control her movements better and to coordinate herself with the pumping of Lara's hips.

Lia felt the fingers slide out of her sex, then something else probing her. For a second she abandoned Lara's pussy and gazed down between her breasts. Rico had unzipped his suit to the crotch, and beneath his heavy beer gut she could see his cock jutting proudly erect. She gave a little moan of pleasure, which was stifled as Lara pressed down onto her face once more.

Lia spread her legs as wide apart as she was able, raising her bottom from the wood as she willed Rico to penetrate her. She gave a gasp as she felt him shove his hips forward and he was inside her, his cock filling her as he rammed it home. Rico began working his hips back and forth as he took his pleasure in her. Above her Lara moaned and wriggled as Lia's tongue went to work, probing her vagina, the sleek little muscle worming deep into the Biker's throbbing slit.

Lia's arousal was intense. She reached a hand up to feel for Lara's breast, only to find Rico's already there, squeezing and mauling at his fellow Biker while shafting Lia hard.

Together the three of them made an extremely erotic sight. The lovely young girl stretched backwards across the tree trunk, her hair hanging down, her face buried in the other woman's crotch as she slurped noisily at it. Lara was pumping her hips back and forth, pressing down on her lover's face whilst locked in a passionate embrace with Rico. Their lips were pressed together in a bruising kiss, their tongues intertwined as he stroked her magnificent breasts, and all the time he was thrusting his cock into Lia, fucking her for all he was worth.

Lara's moans were turning to cries, and the juice flowed from her, dribbling down Lia's cheeks as she tried to lap it all up. Rico's cock was pumping harder and harder, and Lia knew she could not hold back much longer.

Rico came first, his cock throbbing as he unleashed his load into Lia's love hole. He gave a groan of pleasure, which was echoed almost at once by Lara, her cunt muscles twitching uncontrollably as her orgasm overcame her. All this was too much for Lia and she too let herself go, the pleasure flowing through her in waves as she screamed her pleasure into Lara's open sex.

For a second it was as if the three of them were frozen. Locked together cock to cunt, mouth to cunt and mouth to mouth, their bodies joined in a crescendo of pleasure that seemed to flow from one to another like some strange electric energy. Then with a collective gasp they let go, Lara and Rico collapsing into each others' arms as Lia flopped, her tired muscles slowly relaxing as she lay back, gasping for breath.

She remained where she was, watching as Rico pulled up his zipper and Lara climbed back into her leathers. She knew she must look a sight, her face glistening with Lara's come whilst Rico's sperm was streaked down her thighs. But she didn't care. She was proud of herself. All that mattered to her now was that she was a Biker's girl, Thorkil's girl. And it was for him alone that she gave herself so freely to whoever it pleased him to offer her to.

Rico and Lara took her hands again, pulling her to her feet. She rubbed her backside, brushing off the scraps of bark and grass that stuck to it. The redness had faded, but it still felt sore to the touch. Nothing was said as they made their way back to the camp. Lia wandered dreamily along between them, anxious to be back with Thorkil, her body glowing with pleasure.

They had almost broken into the clearing when they heard the bikes. The roar of powerful engines was unmistakable and Rico and Lara stopped in their tracks.

"What the hell?" said Rico, startled. "Where are they going?"

"Hang on," said Lara. "Those aren't our bikes."

They began to run, dragging Lia along between them. As they broke cover into the clearing they saw the source of the sound. It was a group of about fifteen Bikers, speeding across the clearing, away from where the three were standing, bearing down on the small group by the fire.
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