
        
            [image: Cover]
        

    
Claimed by the Doctor

A First Time Age Gap Short



Axel Rivers



Copyright © 2026 Axel Rivers



All rights reserved. 



This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review. This book is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, or places, events or locations is purely coincidental. The characters are all productions of the author’s imagination.



This work is intended for adults 18 years or over.

All sexually active characters in this work are 18 years of age or over. 



● • ∙∙∙ • ●



About



Who is this sexy Jane Doe?



Her beauty caught my attention, but it was the unknowns about her that really captivated me. I quickly became infatuated with her, but since she arrived at my hospital she’s refused to tell us anything and her injuries look too suspicious to be related to her car accident.



I really am a disciplined guy, but I start doing some reckless things just to be close to her. I don’t know why her mystery intrigues me so much, but soon I’m deep in trouble I don’t understand. If she doesn’t start talking she’s going to get us both killed. 



I don’t even know her name, but I’ll do whatever I can to protect her.



Claimed by the Doctor is a spicy, forbidden first time age gap serial featuring a possessive older man claiming a beautiful younger woman all for himself. 



In this collection, you will find:



Part One



When we take in an unidentified patient, strange things start happening in my hospital.



Before I became a neurosurgeon, I was a Lieutenant Colonel in the Medical Corps. I like my work environment to be ordered and disciplined, but uncertainty arrives along with our beautiful Jane Doe and it throws me for a loop. I become obsessed with her mystery and trying to figure out her story, but this proves difficult when she refuses to speak to anyone. 



As she warms up to me, my bedside manner becomes more hands-on and I find a way to get through to her without words…





Part Two



I can’t stop thinking about the unprofessional things I did with our Jane Doe last night. She’s stunning; perfect curves, and an unforgettably angelic face.



Unfortunately, right when I finally had her convinced to tell me what was going on with her, she received some token in the night that scared her silent again. How can I justify protecting her if she won’t tell me what I’m protecting her from? Without any details, my patience starts to stretch thin.



When I confront someone carrying a fabricated patient transfer, I realize that Jane Doe has already worked her way into my heart and I will cross any line to protect her. I can’t shake her from my mind, but I don’t even know her name!





Part Three



I have to get her out of here so we can secure the evidence!



We’ve quickly grown close, I just can’t imagine letting anything happen to her. Sweet, beautiful Rachel, all she wants is to do the right thing and they had the audacity to come after her, right under my nose, in my own hospital. I made a solemn oath not to do no harm, but I’ve clearly broken that promise.



I’ve had it, she’s mine and no one is ever going to hurt her again.
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Part One


My morning ritual consisted of sitting in my office, sipping on my coffee as I reviewed overnight updates and jotted down important notes in my personal notebook. It was my routine to arrive early every day, just so I wouldn’t be rushed into work. I would check reports on pre- and post-op patients to monitor their recovery or adjust medications. 

I dusted off the name plate that sat on my desk, before putting it back and turning it to face the door. It read: Dr. Luke Fletcher, MD, Director of Neuro-Oncology.

Sitting quietly in my office was my way of preparing myself for the day ahead. Being the only neurosurgeon in this hospital, I had pretty long and sometimes hectic days. I arrived at work before the sun rose and I wouldn’t leave until it set again. This really wasn’t much of a hardship for me, since I was accustomed to dealing with lengthy, unpredictable days due to the time I spent in the military.

After college, I joined the army and served as a medic for eight years, ending my service there as a Lieutenant Colonel in the Medical Corps. I decided to go to medical school after that, where I learned as much as I could for another four years. Then, for seven more years, I worked through my neurosurgery residency at a hospital in the big city, where I specialized in brain and spine tumors. Of course, I was older than all of the other medical students, but I was proud of my experiences and I was always adept at keeping my cool during emergencies or high stress situations. 

I had been working at this much smaller hospital for five years, so I felt attached to the place and proud of what I had accomplished there. From the battlefield to my current station, I had personally saved over five hundred lives throughout my long career. 

I opened the last folder that had made it’s way to my desk during the night. The temporary medical number piqued my interest right away, since those were usually only used for unidentified patients. The name Jane Doe was entered as a placeholder and the patient was the victim of a hit-and-run during the night. She was unconscious on arrival and there were no further updates since she arrived. 

I fetched my white coat from a nearby hook on the wall, then gathered up my notebook and stack of folders. I walked out of my office to the nurses’ station and charting area down the hallway, smiling at the nurse on duty as I approached. She was a pretty young woman with long, wavy, light brown hair tied up in a ponytail draped over her shoulder. 

“Morning, Nicki,” I greeted her. “Is Pepper okay? You said she wasn’t eating.”

“Oh,” she smiled up as me as she tossed her very long ponytail back over her shoulder. “Yeah, she ate her breakfast this morning, but she’s not a hundred percent yet. Still not sure what happened.”

“Well, even cats can have off days sometimes!” I said with a nod and a shrug, placing my stack of folders on the desk. “Hope she’s herself again soon. Any news on this Jane Doe from last night?”

“Oh, yes,” she pushed her to the side, rolling herself over to a stack of envelopes and selected one. “Here, the x-rays came in.”

She held the yellow envelope out toward me as she pulled her chair along with her feet. I took it and immediately pulled one out, turning and holding it up to the light. Hit-and-run head injuries usually appear as linear fractures from hitting the ground, but the injury in the unknown woman’s x-ray showed a familiar star-shaped fracture with a slight depression. This odd, circular fracture was indicative of a sharp blow to the head with a small but heavy object. As if someone hit her in the head on purpose. 

A sick feeling settled on my stomach once I realized the discrepancy. I quickly made a note in the Jane Doe’s file, flagging it for forensic review before slapping the folder shut and pushing the rest of the file forward. I held onto Jane Doe’s folder and thanked Nicki, marching off to study the x-rays further. 

I found myself standing in the door of Jane Doe’s room, looking at her and the x-rays. The fresh scrapes and bruises she suffered surely told the story of being struck by a car, but the head injury looked worryingly intentional. 

She was breathtakingly pretty, I guessed she would have been about twenty years old. She had long, dark brown hair and I noticed a cursive tattoo on her wrist that read ‘Off the Record’, with a feather trailing a line underneath it from a little ink bottle. Her chest rose and fell as she slept peacefully.

I walked over to her bedside and gave her a once-over, checking her pulse and the range of movement on all of her joints. For everything she seemed to have been through she looked remarkably okay, other than being unconscious from this suspicious blow to the head.

I watched her adorable face as she slept peacefully, a little taken by her and the mystery that surrounded her. I needed her to wake up and explain what happened. Looking at my watch, I realized that I also needed to go complete my rounds and prepare for my day.

I told Nicki to keep me updated on Jane Doe and spent the next hour visiting patients and brushing up on the surgery I needed to do that morning. It was a single four-hour procedure and I was just exhausted afterward, but grateful that we were successful.

As I prescribed the medication for the patient’s recovery, Nurse Carol appeared at the side of my office doorway.

“Dr. Fletcher? Our Jane Doe is awake,” she said as she brushed her short, blonde hair behind her ear. “But she won’t speak to anybody at all. Nicki said you wanted to know.”

“Oh,” I perked up, my exhaustion suddenly erased by my curiosity. “That’s great! Thank you, Carol. I’ll go visit her right now.”

Carol dipped her head in acknowledgment and walked away with a pleasant smile. I gathered up the lunch I was eating and brought it with me as I made my way to our Jane Doe’s room, hopeful that I could be the one to break through whatever barrier kept her silent.

When I got there, I stopped in the doorway and knocked softly on the door frame with a smile on my face. 

The young woman gasped sharply and jumped in surprise anyway, her nerves still tightly strung from her ordeal. I held my hand up in a gentle gesture in an attempt to calm her.

“Sorry. You’re okay,” I said as soothingly as I could. “Seems you had a rough time last night.”

She steadied her breath and looked at me almost pleadingly, but said nothing.

“I’m Dr. Fletcher,” I tentatively carried on. “But you can call me Luke. What’s your name?”

She looked down and fiddled with a ring that was on her index finger, determined not to say anything. 

Fine.

“Don’t feel like talking, huh? That’s okay,” I shrugged, picking up one half of my sandwich and taking a nonchalant bite as I sauntered towards a chair that was situated at her bedside. “I still need to finish my lunch, can I sit here?”

I sat down without expecting her to answer, carrying on the conversation all by myself. 

“I had to do a very long surgery this morning,” I chatted between bites. “That’s all I did today, just that one thing.”

She just watched me curiously with intelligent blue eyes, absorbing everything I was saying. She was so beautiful and I started to feel a little self-conscious, so I just kept talking nervously.

“It was a cerebral arteriovenus malformation resection,” I rambled on, carefully enunciating each word for her. “Some blood vessels in her brain were a tangled mess and… it needed fixing. So we did the craniotomy, that went fine. I get my magnifying glasses on and microsurgery our way in, that went just fine too. But when we started the excision process, the patient started bleeding!”

The young woman appeared to be invested in my story, her eyes wide as she leaned forward a little. She absently twirled a lock of her long brown hair around her finger as she listened to me tell the story. 

I likely stared at her for a little too long in that moment. I shook my head, trying to push through and not lose my place in the story. 

Damn. She’s really pretty…

“So now we have to rush,” I said, clearing my throat as I went on and focused on my sandwich as if I
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