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The heat was oppressive. A dry, dusty heat that seemed to envelop everything about it, the sun burning down from a cloudless sky onto the parched earth of the village.

It wasn't much of a village. Fifty or sixty brown, squat huts crouched about a larger building, with chickens and cattle browsing about, trying to find something edible in the sparse grass.

Most of the villagers were seeking shade in the heat of the day, the women in brightly-coloured dresses and the men in khaki trousers and simple white shirts lounged under trees or in the entrances to their huts. The only real activity came from a group of about eight men in ragged shirts and shorts, toiling with spades and picks under the watchful eye of three gun-toting men in military uniforms.

At first there seemed nothing unusual about the caravan of horses that emerged from the shimmering heat-haze along the track that led into the village. As the people watched, they saw the ebony-skinned men sitting proud in the saddle, leading a train of heavily burdened mules that trekked through the African heat toward them. There was something unusual, though, and a murmur of surprise ran through the watching people as they saw it.

Behind one of the horses, the only one on foot, a young woman was walking. A white woman. The villagers rose to their feet as she came into view, their comments turning to shouts and whistles as she came closer. The girl was walking with her hands tied at her back with coarse rope. But that wasn't what drew the main comments.

She was totally naked.

As she came closer, the true extent of her beauty became obvious to the onlookers. She had a classically lovely face, with large, innocent eyes, sculpted cheeks and small, eminently kissable lips. She was no more than five foot three tall, with a slim, curvaceous figure. Her breasts were the size and shape of ripe oranges, the brown nipples hard and protruding, drawing the eyes as they bounced deliciously with every step she took. Her waist was thin, her hips curved. The onlookers gasped as they saw that her pubic mound was shaved clean of hair, her cunt lips visible. Their gasps turned to laughter as they realized she was tethered to the horse in front of her by a thin, coarse rope that ran from her wrists between her legs, so that it was forced up into the slit of her vagina, making her gait awkward as the chafing cord bit into her protruding clitoris. The rope was dark with her juices, and her slim legs seemed to shake as every step brought the cruel rope into contact with her most private place.

Her long, auburn hair was untidy, blowing behind her in the wind. Her soft flesh was streaked with dirt. There was a trickle of semen running down her inner thighs, revealing that she had been recently fucked. As she passed the villagers pointed to her curvaceous backside which was crisscrossed with whip marks. Even as they watched, the youngster stumbled and was rewarded with a swift cut of the whip on her bare buttocks from the following horseman, bringing a cry from her lips and laughter from the onlookers.

The crowd moved closer, hissing their disapproval of the shameless white girl as she moved past them, her face glowing, her eyes cast down. Somebody spat at her, the spittle hitting her breast and trickling down over the pale flesh. Taunts and curses were hurled, but the beautiful stranger said nothing as yet more gobs of saliva were directed at her.

In the centre of the village the leader called a halt, and the men drew up their horses. As the crowd began to close in about the nude youngster he shouted something and they backed off a little, still sneering at the girl's predicament.

Lia gazed about at the angry faces, wishing the earth would open and swallow her, rescue her from this awful degradation. To be the captive of these savage, uncaring people was bad enough. To be paraded naked before them like this, her breasts and sex on open display was just too much. The nineteen year old could not imagine anything worse. Yet she knew she could expect no mercy, and she hung her head in shame as the villagers gathered about her.

Lia was no stranger to shame, though. At an early age she had been found hitchhiking naked by the rough Bikers who were the virtual rulers of her country. Captured, enslaved, beaten and abused, she had been put through many ordeals. She had worked as an unpaid whore in a Biker club, had been the naked captive of an extreme religious group, had starred in porn films and had been abused and ridiculed wherever she went. Still, she had never imagined it would come to this.

The horseman who'd had her in tow jumped down from his steed, untying the rope from his saddle. He tugged at it, raising a laugh from the crowd as they watched the rough fibre bite into her sex, bringing a whimper from the girl.

"You like the rope on your cunt, white bitch?" he said. "You like the feel?"

He tugged on it again, pulling her to him, grasping hold of her jutting breast and squeezing it hard, pinching the nipple until she squealed with pain.

"You like that too, I think," he grinned.

He pulled the rope from between her legs and held it up to the crowd. It was dark with her juices, and Lia blushed as he ran a finger along it, then showed it to them, bringing new peals of laughter.

Whack! Once again the man with the whip wielded it, bringing it down hard on Lia's soft flesh, bringing a new cry from her.

"Fuckin' white slut," he grunted, grinning as he saw her writhe in pain.

"We're stopping here to eat," said the man with the rope. Bitches like you have to earn their food. How you gonna earn it, slut?"

Lia was hungry. She had been walking all morning, and she felt tired and weak. She wanted to eat.

"I... I could do some cleaning," she said quietly, but with little hope.

The man laughed. He reached out and took her breast in his hand, his thumb and forefinger taking hold of her nipple, which immediately swelled to hardness.

"Cleaning, eh, little white bitch? No, there is something you are much better suited to."

He turned and called to one of the policemen. Since the arrival of the caravan with its young slave the workers had ceased their toils, their eyes fixed hungrily on the beautiful girl. Now Lia felt a shiver of unease as one of the grinning guards approached, his rifle slung casually from his shoulder.

The two men conversed for a short time, with much laughter and nodding of heads. At last Lia's captor turned to her.

"You see those men?" he said, pointing to the gang of workers.

She nodded, her mouth dry.

"They are convicts. Scum. Desperate men who haven't so much as touched a woman in months, possibly years. We're giving them a little treat today."

Lia felt her stomach churn as she gazed across at the brutish looking gang.

"Please, I..."

Whack! The whip descended on her bare buttocks once more. She fell silent.

The man spun her round, and she felt the ropes about her wrists being undone. As her hands came free she rubbed the deep indentations made by the thick cord.

"Make sure you satisfy them fully, or you won't eat for the rest of the week," he muttered. He shoved her forward, stumbling towards the watching men.

Lia's legs almost gave way under her as she walked to the convicts. She knew that any sign of hesitation would be punished. She knew too what was required of her. Yet even in this desperate predicament, amongst these cruel and ugly men whose hatred for her knew no limits, she felt an odd shiver of anticipation run through her as she eyed the waiting men. Her cunt was wet with the stimulation of the rope chafing against her swollen clitoris and, as she anticipated what was about to happen, she felt a new surge of moisture seep into the heat of her vagina.

The guards stood aside and she stepped up to the first of the convicts. He was a tall man with the blackest skin she had ever seen. He wore a torn singlet and ragged shorts, and his face was wet with sweat. At first he just stared at her, licking his lips as he took in her beauty and vulnerability. Then the guard said something to him.

He reached out hesitantly and took hold of Lia's bare breast, his touch tentative at first, staring into her face as if expecting her to brush him away. Lia would have dearly loved to do just that, but she daren't, so she stood, her cheeks glowing while he caressed her soft breast.

The man turned and spoke to his companions, and they gathered about the naked girl, their eyes fixed on her bare body. Then, suddenly, they were upon her.

Hands grasped her arms, pinning them behind her whilst others groped her bare skin, feeling her breasts, making the nipples harden still further as they kneaded her pale flesh. Then rough fingers began probing, forcing her thighs apart and penetrating the warm wetness of her cunt, bringing a gasp from the teenager as they violated her. Their hands seemed to be everywhere, grasping at her flesh, tweaking her nipples, probing her anus and vagina as they took advantage of her acquiescence.

Lips closed over her hardened nipples, sucking at her, making them swell into tight knobs as she fought down the sensations of arousal the assault was bringing. Lia couldn't understand the recalcitrance of her own body, her sex walls contracting about the fingers invading her, her whole body tingling with anticipation despite the disgust she felt for these unruly men.

She felt something warm and hard placed into her hand, and her fingers closed about a stiff, throbbing penis. She looked down to see that one of the men had discarded his shorts, his thick erection standing up proudly from his groin as he thrust it against her. The men laughed at the way she caressed his rampant cock, and someone shouted something she didn't understand. The scruffy convict pulled away from her caresses and laid on the dusty ground, his erection rising like a pole. Then Lia was being dragged over him by the laughing men, pulled across so that she straddled him. She looked at the villagers. Their attention was still fixed on the tableau before them, their anticipation obvious as they watched her.

The hands left her, so that she stood alone, her feet placed on either side of the man's body, her lovely breasts rising and falling as she gazed down at him. Then she began to bend her legs, crouching down over the man, dropping to her knees.

She reached out and took hold of his erection, bringing a gasp from the crowd. Lia knew they thought her a wanton slut, but she knew even better the kind of punishment she would receive from her captors if she didn't put on a good show.

Slowly, her cheeks burning with humiliation, she guided the bulbous tip of his cock to her vagina. She whimpered slightly as she lowered herself over it, trying to suppress the waves of perverse arousal that swept through her as she felt him penetrate her. Lower she went, letting his shaft penetrate deeper and deeper until she felt his coarse pubic hairs against the softness of her cunt lips.

She looked around at the convicts, who were silent now, their expressions intense as they took in her wantonness. Then she began to move, working her beautiful, naked body up and down over his penis, fucking him hard.

Lia pumped her hips against the stiff cock that filled her vagina, her movements becoming more violent, her breasts quivering up and down, the rock-hard nipples dancing as she rode out her lust on the scruffy stranger. She tried to close her mind to the hoots of derision from those watching, her own arousal building with every stroke, despite her shame and revulsion at what she was doing. Beneath her the man responded with enthusiasm, thrusting his hips up at her, watching her as she fucked him with the experienced actions of a seasoned whore.

Lia was losing control, whimpers of arousal escaping her open lips, her head thrust back, her bare breasts jutting forward as she pumped her hips up and down, the man's glistening cock spearing into her. She knew her excitement was plain to those watching, but a perverse passion had overtaken her.

The man came, ejaculating thick semen deep inside Lia's hot vagina, his big cock twitching as he emptied his balls into the naked teenager. Moments later she was coming too, whimpering with passion as she pressed down against his groin, her breasts dancing, her hair thrashing against her face as the violence of her orgasm overcame her. Then he was slowing, a grunt of satisfaction escaping his lips as he spent the last of his semen inside her.

For a moment there was silence, broken only by the panting of the naked girl as she sat, gasping, astride her violator. The onlookers were quiet too, absorbing the extraordinary sight they had just witnessed, some shaking their heads, others grinning at the licentiousness of the naked youngster.

A word was spoken, and suddenly hands were grabbing Lia again, pulling her from the man, a dribble of spunk running down her thigh as she was pulled to her feet. Moments later she found herself forced down face-first over a thick tree stump, her legs stretched wide. She gave a cry as she felt a stiff penis forcing its way into her anus. She struggled, but they were too strong for her, and she gritted her teeth as she felt her backside invaded. As the man began to bugger her another hand grabbed her hair, pulling her head round and forcing yet another erection between her lips. Lia took it inside and sucked as he thrust his hips against her face.

The ass-fucking was painful, yet even that appealed to the baser side of Lia's nature, and the taste of a thick, black cock in her mouth spurred her to new heights, her body thrashing back and forth until she was rewarded with more hot spunk in her rectum and mouth. Barely had she swallowed the last drop than she was on her back again, another erection invading her cunt while hands mauled her bare breasts and another cock was stuffed into her mouth.

The attack went on for twenty minutes as the rough convicts used her body in every way imaginable, until Lia's face, breasts and thighs were shiny with spunk. Only when the guards barked an order did the men finally withdraw, leaving her spread-eagled and panting on the dusty ground, her breasts rising and falling as she fought for control.

She rose shakily to her feet and turned to her captor, her hands at her sides, her bare breasts thrust out proudly. He grinned.

"So, you've earned your food, little white whore," he said. He turned and clapped his hands.

From one of the huts emerged two more convicts. One was carrying a bowl of steaming stew. They crossed the compound, their eyes taking in the dishevelled youngster's nudity. Lia eyed the food hungrily as they placed it down on the stump that, a few minutes earlier, she had been held over.

She made to pick up the bowl, but her captor stopped her.

"First a little garnish," he said, turning to the two new arrivals and barking an order.

The men grinned broadly, and both dropped their shorts. Their cocks stood out like thick poles from their groins. Lia gave a sigh. She had done what was asked of her, hadn't she? Couldn't they just leave her to eat?

"You can have your food when you've put some sauce on it," said the man. "Male sauce."

Lia stared at him, and down at the bowl of food. Then she understood. For a moment her stomach churned. But she was too hungry to care. Reaching out she took hold of the two convicts' cocks.

Much to the delight of those watching, the naked beauty began to masturbate the two men, her hands working them back and forth. Despite the thorough fucking she had just received, the sensation of having these warm stiff members in her fingers brought a new thrill to the wanton teenager, and she jerked the pair off with vigour, thrilling to the way their erections twitched under her ministrations.

"Remember, every drop in the bowl, or I feed it to the dogs," ordered her captor.

Lia stood, feeling small, pale and vulnerable, between the convicts, her hands rubbing their cocks vigorously, her breasts shaking as she brought the two strangers off. A gasp from the man on her right told her he was climaxing, and despite her disgust, she aimed his stiff cock at her food.

The man gave a gasp, then thick fluid began to spurt from his throbbing erection, arcing through the air and splashing into the bowl of stew. Lia pulled him forward as she wanked him, making sure that every drop of semen splashed into her meal. No sooner had his spurts stemmed to a dribble than she sensed the other man's climax. If anything he produced even more spunk than his companion, gasping with delight as he pumped his semen into the bowl of stew. Once again Lia ensured that all of his seed dripped into her meal, continuing to coax his shaft until the pulsing stopped and all the fluid had been milked.

"Clean them," came the snapped command.

Lia hesitated for a second, then dropped to her knees. She took the still erect cock of the first man and guided it to her mouth, licking the remnants of semen from his swollen glans, her saliva glistening on his rampant rod. Then she did the same to the second man, licking off every drop of spunk. Only then was she permitted to pick up the bowl of stew.

She eyed the thick, white fluid floating on top of the gravy with distaste. But she was too hungry to be fastidious, and began spooning the meal into her mouth, trying to ignore the bitter taste of spunk as she wolfed down the food, amid the laughter of those watching.

No sooner had she finished her meal than she was dragged to her feet once more and spun around. Obediently she placed her hands behind her, grimacing as her captor bound her wrists tightly. Then she spread her legs to allow the rope to be fed between them, biting into her bare cunt as the man pulled it tight.

The rope was hitched to the horse's saddle, and the men mounted up. Then Lia gave a cry as the whip lashed across her bare buttocks once more.

She began to walk behind the leader's horse, trying to keep up so as to avoid the pain and bitter pleasure of the rope that chafed her clitoris, semen running down her creamy thighs as she trudged along between the mocking villagers, her head down, her cheeks afire with shame.
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It had only been nine months since Lia's new adventure began. Nine months in which her lovely innocent person had slipped even further into degradation in a manner she had never dreamed possible, even under control of the Bikers.

Lia had been a slave to the Bikers for what seemed forever. The Bikers were the rough, cruel men and women who maintained a pretence of law and order in the anarchic country from which she came. The Bikers were the law, despite the existence of nominal police patrols, and they ensured that things were done their way.

The unfortunate young beauty had been captured by them when she was just eighteen. She had innocently lost her clothes in a bathing accident, and found herself beside a highway naked. When the Bikers saw her and chased her down she was defenceless against them and was whipped at the roadside.

Realizing how innocent and obedient she was, the Bikers enslaved her, keeping her naked and using her as they wished. It soon became clear that the beautiful youngster, as well as being a Biker slave, was also a slave to her own desires, her body responding to any and all sexual advances. As soon as they realized her true masochistic nature they took her to market and sold her to Helda, a merciless female Biker who had her own private brothel. The calculating woman made her into an involuntary whore, teaching her how to use her body to give pleasure to the men who paid for it.

Still later Lia escaped the Bikers. Further adventures had seen her as a naked refugee, evading Helda amongst other brutal and manipulative men and women who used her even more cruelly than the Bikers, before handing her back to the female Biker who, having punished her, then turned her into a pornographic movie star.

Finally she was rescued by the one Biker who had ever shown her mercy, the blond Thorkil, who took her into his own custody.

For the next few months after falling back into his control, Lia's life was one of relative calm. The Biker proved a good master to her, and she obeyed him well, keeping his apartment clean, feeding and catering for him and, occasionally, being allowed to share his bed. Lia fell into the role of servant and sex toy with enthusiasm, always keen to keep her master happy.

All that changed, however, when one day she asked to be released from her indemnity and become a Biker proper. Thorkil had been concerned at her request. The Bikers were a tightknit group, and in order to join Lia would have to go before a tribunal, something he knew would be an ordeal. He tried to persuade her against it.

On the morning after she made the request she found herself being woken early from her bed. She slept in a small room behind Thorkil's apartment with just her basic requirements. When the bell rang twice she knew she was to attend her master naked, and she hurried to his room, shivering slightly despite the fact it was a warm day.

To her dismay she found her Biker master in bed with another woman, a Biker with an extraordinarily lovely body. She felt her cheeks redden as the woman examined her, taking in her pert breasts jutting invitingly, her nakedness making her nipples stiff with arousal and bringing a wetness to her sex. She took up a position in front of her master, her legs spread, her hands behind her head, displaying her body totally to him.

"Master?"

"This is her," said Thorkil to the woman beside him. "She wants to become a Biker."

The woman frowned. "She's a bit docile, isn't she?"

"Yes."

The female Biker stared into Lia's eyes. "You know what will happen if you fail?"

"Mistress?"

"They will find you a new master. That's the rule."

Lia felt a coldness run through her. "Master?"

"It's true, little one," he said. "I couldn't keep you."

"But if I became a Biker?"

Thorkil turned to the woman beside him, then back to Lia. "Then you could choose the Biker you slept with."

"I want to do it, Master."

"You understand the risk?"

"Yes, Master."

"Then so be it. Now go and get some clothes on."

He turned and, pulling down the sheet, exposed the Biker woman's breasts. He leaned over and began to suck at her nipple, his other hand sliding down under the sheet towards her crotch. Lia watched for a moment, pangs of envy filling her. Then she turned and left the room.

The tribunal was an ordeal. Lia was made to stand on a platform wearing only a short skirt while the men and women listened to her story. She told how she had been owned by the Bikers for some time, and how she had been an obedient servant. She expressed her love of their way of life and the pleasure it had brought her. Then Thorkil spoke, saying that despite her obedient nature he thought she would be a loyal Biker.

Then things started to go wrong. She was questioned about why she had become a fugitive from the Bikers. Why she had spent weeks hiding from them, until eventually being recaptured.

What finally destroyed her case was when Helda was brought to the stand. The cruel Biker woman showed no sympathy, castigating her for escaping, and for her attitude. She told of how submissive the girl was, describing in detail the men she had been given to. How she had allowed herself to be kept a naked prostitute, and how she had given her body to anyone she was told to give it to.

Lia's protests that she was intimidated into doing what she did fell on deaf ears, and she looked on in despair as she saw the tribunal become unsympathetic to her case.

It took only a few minutes before the committee returned and the leader pronounced the verdict. Lia was not suitable to become a Biker.

The hapless girl stood submissively on the platform while she was informed that she would no longer be in the custody of Thorkil. Instead, it was ordered that she be given to a new master, who would treat her in a manner more fitting to her lowly position. She was to move to a Biker compound hundreds of miles away, where she would become the property of a Biker called Faust. His name was familiar to her and she blanched as he climbed onto the platform beside her. He was renowned as a gruff, uncaring man whose cruelty was legend and who would prove a very different prospect from Thorkil. Indeed, his first action was to tear off her dress, then force the naked youngster to bend over while he administered twenty strokes of the cane on her bare backside, before ordering her into a small room where he fucked her.

Departing from her master had been hard. Lia had hoped to stay with Thorkil for her time with the Bikers. But she knew, too, that he would never fully return her affections, and that his kindness was just that. Any possible love she felt for him was unrequited.

From the day she arrived at Faust's place she was introduced to the realities of being a slave to a Biker. The apartment was scruffy and untidy. Faust's previous slave had been a man, who neglected his duties and ended up being sent to labour in the prisons maintained by the Bikers. Lia took nearly a week to clean the place under the watchful eye of her new master, who shouted at her and beat her for the smallest misdemeanour.

In Faust's charge life was little more than a drudge; cleaning, cooking and serving beers to the overweight Biker. She was seldom allowed out of the apartment, and even when she was it was just into the fenced compound where the Bikers made their camp. Her clothes were worn and ragged, and after her first fucking Faust took little interest in her body. To some extent this was a relief to her, although her natural libidinousness was never far below the surface and, forbidden to masturbate, she found celibacy hard to endure.

––––––––
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It was after she had been with Faust for about three months that everything changed for Lia. He was a relatively solitary man, preferring his own company. When he returned from patrol on his growling motorcycle he would demand a meal, then lounge about his apartment, drinking and smoking, occasionally entertaining a girl Biker while Lia was obliged to keep him supplied with alcohol and drugs.

Then one day she heard the sound of motorcycles pulling up outside. She glanced at Faust, who waved a hand, indicating that she was to go to the door. She obeyed, pushing it open nervously and gazing out, her eyes met by three strange Bikers.

The men eyed her up and down, taking in her lovely curves as she spoke timidly.

"Sirs, can I help you?"

"Where's Faust."

"Inside, Sir."

"Take us to him, girl."

"Yes Sir."

She led them in to where Faust was sitting. He rose to his feet and greeted them heartily. The three were clearly old friends of Faust, and there was much laughing and back-slapping as they made themselves comfortable.

Lia was ordered to serve them with cold beers, then to polish their already gleaming machines. Afterwards she prepared a meal, serving them and clearing up once they had eaten. It was only when she was bringing them more beers later in the afternoon that they began to take any real notice of her.

"Hey, Faust, where'd you get the bitch?" asked one of them as he took the cold bottle from Lia. He was a big, ugly man with a beer belly, who Faust referred to as Wolf. He belched appreciatively as he swigged his beer.

"She's just some slut. She was caught by a guy called Thorkil."

"Thorkil, eh? Didn't he rescue that nympho from Helda?"

"Sure," put in another of the men, called Razor. "She made that porno movie. Never saw a bitch fuck and suck so many guys."

"Yeah, I saw that. Is this her?"

Lia heard their conversation with some alarm. She didn't care to be reminded of her lascivious past, and she felt the blood rise in her cheeks as she remembered how she had been made to behave by Helda. Picking up the empty bottles she made for the kitchen.

"Wait, bitch!"

Faust's words brought her to a stop. Nervously she turned to face the slouching Bikers.

"That true?" said Wolf. "You the fucking slut from the movie?"

Lia lowered her head. "Yes Sir," she said.

"I thought you were a fucking flasher. In the movie you go around naked all the time, flashing your tits and cunt to anyone who wants to see them."

"I... I used to be naked."

"What, all the time?"

Lia hung her head. "Yes Sir."

The man turned to his host. "Hey, how come you let her wear clothes?"

Faust shrugged. "I don't give a shit how the slut dresses," he said. "She's just a fuckin' menial."

The third Biker, Lucan, rose to his feet, a heavily built man, his arms decorated with tattoos.

"I heard she got turned on by flashing her tits and cunt," he said, his eyes traveling over Lia's shapely form. "Ain't that true, bitch?"

Lia said nothing. She didn't like the way the conversation was going at all. It had been some time since any man had taken an interest in her, and she feared the way her body would respond to the attention.

"I... I should clear up," she mumbled, turning towards the kitchen.

"Just a fucking minute."

A hand grasped her arm, pulling her back and making her drop the bottles she was holding onto the carpet. She stared apprehensively into the eyes of the Biker.

"Did you enjoy going around naked?" asked Lucan.

Lia tried to reply, but her throat was dry and nothing came out. It was true that she had been aroused by being naked amongst clothed people, but that fact caused her nothing but shame.

"'Course she fucking enjoyed it," put in another of the men. "I heard it turned her on."

"Let's take a look."

Lia glanced fearfully at the man. She wished this wasn't happening. She had grown accustomed to Faust's indifference to her, and had welcomed the fact that her underlying passions had been suppressed in his employ. Now, as she stared round at the grinning, leather-clad men, she feared it was beginning again.

"What do you say, Faust?" said the big man to his host. "Let the bitch work naked, like the slut she is."

Faust shrugged. "If you want," he said. He turned to Lia. "Strip."

Lia felt a shiver run down her spine as she heard the order. It had been months since she had escaped the humiliation of being not allowed clothes. Now the nightmare was starting all over again.

"Come on, get on with it. Get your fucking clothes off. Show us what you got."

Lia looked around at the men once more, her heart filled with dread. Then, her fingers trembling, the beautiful teenager reached for the buttons that ran down the front of her dress. It was a simple garment made of thin cotton and she wore nothing underneath. She could not remember the last time she had owned any underwear. She began unfastening the buttons one at a time, feeling the men's eyes on her, the heat rising in her cheeks.

As she worked her way down the dress fell open, revealing the creamy swell of her breasts, the nipples hardening as they pressed against the flimsy material. She reached the last button and undid it. For a moment she hesitated. Then she pulled the dress off her shoulders and let it drop to the floor. Aware that the men required her full compliance, she allowed her hands to drop to her sides and moved her legs apart. Blushing furiously, she looked shyly at the Bikers.

The men's eyes travelled down Lia's naked body, taking in the swell of her breasts. Even in these humiliating circumstances she was already feeling the first flush of arousal and her nipples were hard and protruding. Her stomach was flat, with a neat little navel. Her cunt was bare of hair, the thick lips prominent, a slight sheen of wetness coating them, her hard clitoris clearly visible.

"Very nice."

"Much better."

"Shit, look at those tits!"

"And the slut shaves her cunt."

"There, Faust, see what you've been missing?" said the Wolf. "Here, give me that dress, bitch."

Lia turned and bent down to pick up the dress, aware that the gesture gave the watching men a perfect view of her bare behind, her anus and vagina on display to all. Then the naked girl turned and moved slowly across to where the Biker was standing. Her eyes cast down, she held the dress out to him.

He took it from her and, with a grin, dropped it into a waste bin.

"Better take this out to the dumpster," he said to her. "You won't be needing it."

Lia looked at him in dismay. She had hoped the men would just want to briefly ogle her nude body, then leave her to get on with her tasks. That was her only dress, and to throw it out would be a disaster. But she knew better than to argue with her masters.

"And clear that mess," barked Faust, pointing at the beer bottles that still lay on the floor.

Once again Lia was obliged to bend over under the mocking eyes of the Bikers as she picked up the bottles. She moved across to the bin where her precious dress had been discarded.

"Wait," said Wolf. "Give me one of those."

"Sir?"

"The fucking bottle. Give it to me."

Lia sensed immediately that there was more trouble in the offing for her. Warily she approached the Biker and handed the bottle to him. Then she turned away and dropped the rest into the trash can. She made to pick it up, but froze as the Biker spoke again.

"Wait. You can do that later."

Lia straightened up. "Sir?"

"Come over here."

Warily Lia made her way to where the Biker stood, holding the beer bottle. He seemed to examine it with interest, then turned to the nervous girl.

"Ever bring yourself off with one of these?"

"Sir?"

"You know fucking well what I mean. Have you ever used a bottle as a dildo? Given yourself an orgasm with one."

"I..." Once again Lia's throat was dry.

"Well?"

She hung her head. "Yes."

Lia felt a wave of embarrassment as she made the confession. One of her first acts after her enslavement by the Bikers had been to stand on a stage in a crowded diner and masturbate to orgasm using a bottle. The memory of that lewd act made her shiver, as she remembered the cheers of the watching men as she frigged herself.

"Show us."

"Please I..."

"Show us."

Lia stared at the bottle he was holding out to her. She wished the floor would swallow her up. Her nudity was humiliating enough, but to use the bottle in front of these strangers...

"Do it," growled Faust.

Slowly, Lia reached out a shaking hand and took the bottle from the grinning Biker. She ran her fingers over its smooth, cold surface, a shiver of anticipation going through her naked frame. It had been a long time since she'd last masturbated and, despite the ignominy of her situation, she felt a strange sensation of arousal course through her frame, and a familiar wetness creep into her vagina.
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