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About This Book

There's one thing the MILFs in these stories have never done before and there's a man in their lives that they definitely shouldn't do it with!  Read how hungry MILFs take it in their virgin behinds for the first time, from adult men half their age!

Contains books 21 - 24 of the 'Anal MILFs' series, featuring: ‘His MC Gang Initiation Was To Take My Ass,’ ‘Massaged Inside Me,’ ‘My Soapy Butt For My Lodger,’ and ‘Put It In My Ass This Instant.’
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Luke’s hands were at the small of my back now and he was pressing his fingers into the muscle and dancing his way along, getting ever-closer to the waist of my tight trunks.

“Why’d you wear these,” he asked, tugging at them suddenly.

I shrugged.  “I didn’t think you’d be going down there.”

“Hey, you wanted the treatment, right?”

I swallowed hard again, thinking back to the morning when my finger had been around my ass and Luke had interrupted.

“Come on,” he said now.  “I’ll turn around again and you can take those off.”

“I don’t know, honey,” I said, biting at my lip and staring down at the floor.

“Marie does it,” he said.  “All my clients do it.  It’s nothing sexual.”

“Not for you, maybe,” I said.

“Look it’s up to you.”

I moved my hands to the waist of my trunks and pushed beneath them.  Luke made a noise and then I watched as his feet turned away from the table again.  I pushed it down over my ass and then he turned back to face the table.

“Let me help,” he said, realizing I was struggling.

My face pointed downwards and I concentrated on the sensation of his hands as they peeled down my panties and brushed over my smooth legs.

My naked ass was pointing straight up at him and I tried to keep telling myself it was all part of his job.  I imagined him staring straight into my sinful ass and my mind started to wander towards those sinful urges.  Luke’s hands came back to me and I flattened my legs against the table.

“That’s better,” he sighed, smoothing over me in long, flowing strokes that made increasing advances over my ass each time.  “We need to do these muscles too.”

Suddenly he had a hand on each ass-cheek and he was pushing it back against me, splitting open my crease so that there was nowhere now for me to hide.

“I—uh,” I shrieked suddenly, fidgeting.

“It’s okay, Mrs. Bates,” he insisted again.  “It’s what I do.”

His hands pushed back again and I raised my hips off the table, pointing back towards him as I felt the aching arousal blossom inside me.  All of the thoughts of the day came to a head as I pushed back against his firm hands that slipped gently inside the cleavage of my butt.

“Put it inside me,” I hushed.

“You want that?” Luke asked, as though he’d been driving towards that too.

“Put it in my ass,” I begged.  “I want to feel what it’s like.”

Luke’s finger teased inside and I could hear him take a breath through his clenched teeth.  His oiled digit tickled over my knot, magically relaxing it in an instant.

“This what you want?” he said, leaning against the table.

I closed my eyes to concentrate on his touch.  Without seeing him it was easy to imagine the finger belonged to another person; a person that wasn’t my nineteen-year-old lodger.

“Yes,” I groaned.  “I want you to treat me special.  Not like the others.”
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I always felt my ex-lodger Blake was destined to join the local Cobras, an MC gang that I’d been on the outskirts of my entire life.  They’d always intrigued me.  There was just something about their existence outside of society, their code of honor and—most importantly—their hot fucking leathers.  They just did everything for me.

Blake was the son of one of them—God knows which.  His Mom was in and out of prison and between them the guys of the Cobras had raised him, perhaps knowing that any one of them could be his father.

All of them were bad to the core, and that was exactly what made them fun.  The idea that I might one day be able to tame one of them was an alluring fantasy.  I saw Blake slipping down the same path, but I’d convinced myself that somehow he’d be different.

He hadn’t been with them long.  His entire eighteenth year he’d worked to the bone to afford his own place and his first bike and now, at nineteen, it was his pride and joy.

“Good to see Blake trying out,” Larry said, sidling over to me.  “Following in his father’s footsteps.”

“Shut up, Larry,” I drawled.  I’d never go anywhere close to that guy, but he liked to think he had a chance.

He sipped his drink with this shit-eating grin.  “You know they changed the initiation.”

“Oh, yeah?”  I tried my best not to sound overly curious.

“Too many people getting roughed up with the last one.”

“Hey, you piss on someone in public and there are consequences.”

Larry laughed and took another drink.  “Nope.  This one’s plenty different.”

“Don’t feel like divulging, Larry?”

“I wouldn’t wanna hurt their chances,” he said mysteriously, and he walked away with a swagger that made me want to kick his legs from underneath him.

“Asshole,” Jan said.

I’d grown up with Jan and I guess we were pretty similar.  We both knew how to handle ourselves in front of the guys and we were more than a little wary—and weary—of their ways by now.  The only kicks we got these days was fucking with the new recruits.

“Now there’s a live-one,” Jan said, nodding over the top of her beer in the direction of the pool-table.

A tall, young buck shot pool confidently, sipping his beer in-between showing off.  I could tell immediately that Hogan, his older adversary, wasn’t exactly enjoying the show.

“That’s Harris,” I said.  “Friend of Blake’s.  He used to come by.”

“He could come by mine any time,” Jan said, laughing.

The night got more raucous as the hours passed and the drinks sank away.  Harris came walking over to the table, his hands in the back-pockets of his jeans and his leather jacket open down the middle to reveal the white wife-beater beneath.

“Hey, Mrs. Griffin,” he said to me, sitting close beside me on the long booth seat.

“Hey, Harris.  You’ve grown since last year, huh?”

“You don’t know the half of it,” he said, hitting his shoulder against mine and laughing over at Jan.

She twisted a grin.  “I think it’s time for me to get another beer.  Marie?”

“Sure,” I said, watching her leave before turning to Harris.

“So what’s a handsome fella like you doing over here with us old gals?”

“You’re not old Mrs. Griffin.  Or is it Ms?”

“I’ll be whatever you want me to be, sugar,” I said, trying my best to unsettle him and have a little fun.

Just then Blake came over with a look in his eye that I knew meant trouble.

“You’re wanted at the pool-table, Harris,” he said, clenching his jaw.

Harris turned to Blake.  There was a definite rivalry between them these days.  Being the same age and both trying out for the Cobras was sure to have an effect on their relationship.

“I’m just talking to this fine, young woman,” Harris said.

I found myself blushing.

“I’m sure you know who that fine young woman is,” Blake said, staring unblinking at Harris.  “So if you’d just come over to the pool-table I can whoop your ass.”

“You ain’t whooping shit,” Harris snapped suddenly.

Blake reached for Harris’s arm.  “We’ll see,” he said.

Harris shook him off and stood up fast, rocking the table.  “We fuckin’ will.”

“Boys!” I called quickly.  “Calm down.”

“You better listen to her, Blake.”

Blake took several deep breaths, but they did nothing to unclench his fist that lay ready at his side.

“Or maybe listen your Dad,” Harris said now, nodding around at the regulars.  “He’s in here somewhere.”

I knew that’d do it.

Blake swung at Harris and clocked him on the side of the head, but it didn’t look like it was first punch Harris had seen.  He came back up swinging, catching Blake on the chin and following up with a straight left that sent him backwards against one of the tables.

“About time we had some action in here,” a gruff voice called from the back, and several of the gang rushed forwards to form a circle around the two of them.  Ordinarily it wouldn’t bother me, but I wasn’t about to see Blake beaten to a pulp.  Harris was much bigger than him, and all of Blake’s anger didn’t guarantee him victory.

Harris managed to get a few more shots off before I made it to the pair of them.  Blake took them like a champ and stood back up to fight, but I lunged for him before he could make it to Harris.

“That’s it,” Harris called over the back of me.  “Quit while you’re behind.”

“Get fucked, pin-dick,” I shouted back to Harris.

“It’d fill you up,” he bit back.

“That’s not what Jan said.”

There was laughter in the crowd and they all turned to Jan who shrugged.  “Just being honest.”

The laughter got louder and Blake and I pushed out of the door.  He made a half-assed attempt to get back inside, but he was done.

“Why’d you do that, Marie?”

“You were getting your ass beat,” I said, wiping a rag across the blood on his lip.

“That’s not the point.”

“Last I checked the point of a fight was to win.”

“I could have taken him.”

“Yeah,” I said, “but why?  What was that about?”

Blake fell silent suddenly.

“Not gonna tell me, huh?  You know I’ll find out.”

“Can I just go home?”

“You can,” I said.  “I don’t have a ride.”

“I’ll drive you back,” he said.  “You can take my helmet.”

I looked back to the bar and then at my watch.  It was already long past midnight.

“Alright,” I said.  “But we need to clean you up.”

Blake walked to his bike and kicked his leg over it.  I did the same and pushed up close to the back of him as he revved it to life.

“Ever had a woman on the back of here before?” I shouted over the engine.

“Never,” he said.

“Aren’t I lucky?” I joked, hugging tight around him.

He drove off into the cool, summer night, headed for my house a few miles farther down the road in a small town that had seen better days.  Blake had moved out several months ago, but he knew still knew the way.

It wasn’t long before the pair of us was in the lounge and I had Blake by the lamp, examining his bruises.

“Jeez,” I said.  “Looks way worse in the light.”
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