
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          A Doctor's Awakening

        

        
        
          Alfred Stone

        

        
          Published by Alfred Stone, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      A DOCTOR'S AWAKENING

    

    
      First edition. October 11, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Alfred Stone.

    

    
    
      Written by Alfred Stone.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


My name is Steven, a doctor by profession. During my university years, I never dated, never traveled during breaks, and rarely joined campus activities. My focus was singular—studying. The library was my sanctuary, and my professors admired my dedication. I suppose I’m good-looking: six feet tall, fair-skinned, with glasses that give me a scholarly air. My academic record? Impeccable.

As an intern, I was assigned to a prestigious hospital. My surgical precision and sense of duty earned me a permanent position after my internship. Being young, I often worked night shifts. The nurses loved chatting with me, some even propositioned me, but my heart was set on my work. People said I had high standards, but they didn’t understand—I just wanted to focus.

The hospital built a luxurious three-story building near the garden for elite patients—wealthy, influential types. The setting was idyllic: rock gardens, a small lake, flowers, birds, and fish. Each room was a private suite with air conditioning and en-suite bathrooms. Only the best medical staff worked there.

The nurses in that wing were stunning, their uniforms clinging to curves that turned heads. One night, around 2 a.m., I was heading to the bathroom when I heard moans from Room 302. The patient was a young entrepreneur from the suburbs. A virgin who’d never watched porn, I assumed the sounds were of pain. I hurried to the door and peered through the small window.

A white curtain fluttered in the late-summer breeze, the window likely left open. The fluorescent light illuminated everything clearly. There was Nurse Erica, completely naked, performing for the patient. Her body was a vision: full yet slender, her skin smooth and elastic, her face captivating, with high, round breasts, a willow-slim waist, a flat abdomen, and shapely hips. Her long legs completed the picture of classic beauty. My blood surged—I was, after all, a man.

Erica was masturbating. One hand caressed her breast, the other slid to her sex, sending waves of pleasure through her. Her lips parted, soft moans escaping as her fingers quickened. Her legs tensed, clamping together, then stretching out. A stream of fluid glistened as she climaxed, her body glistening with sweat, her moans growing louder.
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