
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Experience Counts

MILF 6, Book 4

 


Sophie Sin

Copyright 2014 Lunatic Ink Publishing

 


Note:
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Editor’s Note:

 


You
can find this story with the others listed below in the
‘MILF Collection
6’.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

A Tame Woman, Older In Love, Queen of Hearts,
Experience Counts

 


The ‘MILF
Collection 6’
collection can be found at any of your favorite
e-stores.


HER NAME IS JOAN

Florida is a pretty boring place to spend a few
months on holiday.

I limp along the pier and watch as a few people swim
in the water. University is off and I'm recovering from a football
injury that I obtained in the last game of the year.

The doctor’s office is about another 500 meters up
the road. I can walk pretty well, but the cast that I have on makes
going up hills difficult. Unfortunately, the last dash is quite
steep. I keep on. It won't be long.

"Are you ok?" a voice asks as I plod upwards.

I look over and feel a strange tingling sensation
throughout my body. She is shorter than me, has brunette hair and
curves like I have rarely seen. I would put her at 35 perhaps.
That's 14 years older than me.

Stopping, I rub my knee. It does hurt a little.

"I'm ok. The doctor’s is just over there."

I point upwards and she looks that way.

"Dr. Stevenson?" she asks.

"Yes. I have an appointment in five minutes."

She strolls over and puts an arm under mine. The
woman is in her sportswear, but I can still see down her top quite
well. It's a very bountiful view.

"Come on. We can make it in time."

Lifting me a little, we hobble along. It is easier,
but it is clear that she isn't strong enough to support the full
weight of my frame. I'm a very big guy compared to her, so she does
pretty well considering how heavy I am.

We get to the door and she helps me inside. The
receptionist smiles at her in a very friendly manner as we come up
to the desk.

"Did you find him down the hill, Dr. Stevenson?"

I glance down at the woman at my side in shock. This
is my 10th day in Florida where I decided to do my rehab and I
haven't met the good doctor yet. I thought she was a he.

"Yeah. He's getting this off today, right?"

The receptionist confirms that that is true.

"Go sit and relax," she says. "I'll go and
change."

The woman leaves and I watch. A doctor? I would have
never guessed.

"What is her first name?" I ask the woman next to
me, who is looking for my patient card.

"Her name is Joan."

Joan. A good name. I think I might get to know it
very well over the next few weeks.


HOUSE CALL

The knock on the door makes me open my left eye and
glance to the clock sleepily. I sit bolt upright.

"Damn."

I forgot about the check up. They said that they'd
send someone over to look at my leg. I totally forgot about it.

Rushing around my rented apartment, I find some
clothing and throw it on. I then jog to the door and open it.

"Dr. Stevenson, it's you."

"Who else would it be?"

She holds her nose.

"Shower and shave, monkey man. I don't treat unclean
oafs."

I sniff. It is a bit pungent.

"There's coffee and food in the kitchen. Make
yourself at home."

She strolls in and closes the door. I head to the
bathroom and turn on the shower. The hot water flows down on me and
I relax. It feels really good after the long sleep I enjoyed.

"So how's the leg?"

I turn and find that to my shock Joan is standing
there at the door watching me as I laver myself up. There's no
shower curtain because it's a bathtub shower unit. I cover
myself.

"Ah, good..."

She comes over and pokes it with my toothbrush. The
woman is leaning down and looking at it carefully.

"Have you been running on it?"

"No," I lie.

Her hand colliding with my wet ass is quite the
early morning wake up call.

"I know when you are lying."

I groan. This is getting out of hand. I have no idea
how to deal with what is going on. Women my age are never like
this.

"Could you let me finish my shower, please?"

She looks up at me.

"Sure."

Strolling out, she comes back with the newspaper and
her coffee. I watch as the woman sits down on the toilet and starts
reading.

"I meant alone."

Joan waves her hand at me and I turn side on so that
she can't see me clean myself.

"You have a nice butt."

I look over my shoulder. She isn't looking at me. It
creates all kinds of thoughts. Are all older women like this? I've
slept with 15 girls in my life and I would be quite accurate in
calling them girls. All were between 20 and now. I think I have
done great for my age, admittedly relying on my football star
status quite a bit, but I have never been in a situation like this.
She doesn't even seem to care that much. It is beyond me to even
begin to describe this.

I finish up and she watches me dry myself.

"Do you do this to all your patients?" I ask.

"Watch them shower and shave?"

"Ah, you know what I mean?"

She shrugs.

"Never was one for being prudish. You seem sort of
innocent for 25. Did you lose your virginity yet?"

I go bright red.

"I've slept with 15 girls."

"You count them?"

I go a brighter shade of red.

"Yes."

She laughs and pats me on the chest.

"Experience counts."

That's her advice. She walks out in to the kitchen,
tells me to hurry up and gives me a thorough inspection. Before the
woman leaves she tells me that if I run on it again in the next 3
days then she's going to give me a spanking.

I stand there and watch her walk back to her car.
That was the weirdest and sexiest thing that has ever happened to
me in my entire life. I close the door and lean against it, taking
stock, wondering about the future and thinking of her. Maybe I am
getting to like Florida a little. It's growing on me.


VISIT NUMBER TWO

I open the door. It's 4 hours earlier than I
expected to see her.

"Haven't we had this conversation before?"

I groan.

"Shower?"

"Yep."

Walking into the bathroom, I lock the door and get
in to soap up.

"You have really good coffee. Is this from the
supermarket down the road?"

I stare.

"The door was locked."

She sips and watches me evenly.

"It's old and easy to pick. Now, did you run on it
again?"

Dr. Stevenson comes over and looks down at my leg.
She's not looking low enough and I'm blushing again.

"I..."

"Liar."

She smacks my ass. I cry out. That was really
hard.

"I told you that was going to happen. Are you going
to run on it again?"

"No, doctor."

"Good."

Joan goes and sits on the toilet and stares at
me.

"Did you think about it?" she asks.

"What?"

"The experience counts comment."

I did a little.

"Yeah."

"What did you come up with?"

My mind goes over the conclusions I came up with and
tell her the one that I think matters.

"I've had sex a lot for my age and each time it has
been 'ok'."

"What does 'ok' mean to you?"

"A quick roll in the hay. Nothing special and not
really that exciting compared to what I thought it would be like
when I met the girl."

"What kind of girls do you go for?"

I open my mouth to lie, but think back to how much
my butt hurts.

"Trashy for the most part."

"That sounds good. Trashy girls are usually good in
bed."

"I know, but I have bad luck."

"Really?"

I don't really know. That was the conclusion that I
came to.

"I suppose."

"You know, I'm older than you."

"I noticed."

"No, I mean REALLY older than you."

"How old are you?"

I can't help but ask now that she put it out
there.

"47."

"Bullshit. You are lying."

"What? Do I look like I am?"

"You are younger than that."

"I just look it."

She points to my legs.

"You missed a bit."

I sigh and turn so that I can wash my lower
regions.

"So what should I do? You seem to be going somewhere
with this."

"I am."

Joan stands up. I think she's lying about her age.
37: That's a number I could agree to; 47: liar. It can't be. Her
skin is way too smooth.

"You suck in bed," she tells me directly, staring at
my ass as she says it.

"I do not."

"Yes, you do. I can tell."

"How?"

"I've slept with over 50 men. I was that trashy girl
you seem to enjoy fucking. I know a bad lay when I see one."

No. It can't be. I'm bad in bed?

I bring my eyes to hers.

"Really?"

"Yep. 100% no hope."

I sit down on the edge of the bathtub. This wasn't
what I was expecting to hear today.

"I don't think it's true."

"Ok. Question: Girls fake it with you?"

"How can you tell?"

"Exactly. Do you FEEL them cum?"

"Inside?"

"Yes."

"I don't know. I'm usually not paying
attention."

"Oh? And if you are not paying attention are you a
good or bad lover?"

I give her a nasty look.

"That's my point. I reckon that you suck, but you
look really good, so girls don't realize it."

Joan sits back down on the toilet.

"You got a girlfriend?"

"No."

She stands and walks through the door. I get dried
up and find her scribbling on the inside cover of one of my
textbooks.

"Tomorrow you have a physical scheduled. Cancel
everything and come to this address. Bring some nice swimming
trunks. My condo has an outdoor jacuzzi."

The doctor strolls over to the door.

"Don't forget the condoms. You probably aren't
thinking that far ahead."

She leaves and I stare at her as she goes to her
car, gets in and drives off. I rush back to my textbook and stare.
She circled it with a love heart then drew a large phallus dripping
juices down on it.

"Holy shit..."

It's a different level of woman that I have
here.

I sit down. I think I need it after all that.
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