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      In the shadowy corners of a grand Victorian estate, Liela, a young servant, finds herself entangled in a web of desire and dominance with her master, Dr Grey—Lord Grey. Each encounter in his study ignites a tempest of emotions, as the boundaries between duty and longing blur. When a simple delivery of bread and wine turns into a charged moment of unspoken promises, Liela's heart races with anticipation and trepidation. Lord Grey's commanding presence awakens a longing for both discipline and connection, leading her to question the very nature of their relationship. Every glance and touch holds the promise of both pleasure and peril—bun should she accept his invitation to become his patient and be cured of her tensions?

      

      In Victorian-era England, an innocent young woman finds herself swept up in scandalous encounters with a rakish nobleman doctor. Desires are awakened through titillating scenes of discipline adventures.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter One


          

        

      

    

    
      Liela Thompson's hand trembled as she pushed open the heavy oak door to Lord Benjamin Grey's study. The silver tray she carried rattled softly, crystal glasses clinking against the decanter of deep red wine. Candlelight flickered, casting long shadows across the room.

      "My lord," she murmured, eyes downcast. "I've brought refreshments, as requested."

      Lord Grey's piercing blue gaze lifted from the papers on his desk, pinning her in place. "Ah, Liela. How...timely."

      Her breath caught as memories of her last visit to this room flooded back - the sting of his riding crop, her gasps of mingled pain and pleasure. She could almost feel the ghost of his touch on her skin.

      "Is something the matter?" he inquired silkily. "You look rather...flushed."

      "N-no, my lord," Liela stammered. "Merely warm from the kitchens."

      She set the tray on a side table, hyperaware of Lord Grey's eyes following her every move. The cloying scent of beeswax and leather permeated the air, making her lightheaded.

      "I trust you remember our last...encounter in this room?" he drawled.

      Liela's cheeks burned. "Y-yes, my lord."

      "Good." He rose, circling behind her. "I should hate to think my lessons were so quickly forgotten."

      His breath tickled her neck, sending shivers down her spine. Liela's heart raced, torn between fear and a shameful excitement. What new  ecstasies - did he have in store?

      "Will that be all, my lord?" she whispered.

      A low chuckle. "For now, my dear. For now."

      As Liela turned to leave, a sudden draft from the open window caught her skirts, lifting them slightly. Her heart leapt into her throat as she felt the cool air on her ankles. With a sharp gasp, she quickly grasped the fabric, smoothing it down.

      Lord Grey's eyes flashed, his gaze razor-sharp as it traveled from her feet upwards. "Liela," he said, his tone cutting through the heavy silence. "Do you have something to tell me?"

      She swallowed hard, her mouth suddenly dry. "N-no, my lord. Nothing at all."

      He approached her slowly, each step deliberate. The floorboards creaked beneath his polished boots, the sound echoing in Liela's ears like thunderclaps.

      "Are you quite certain?" he pressed, now close enough that she could smell the faint aroma of tobacco and brandy on his breath. "I find secrets have a way of... revealing themselves, wouldn't you agree?"

      Liela's hands trembled at her sides. "Truly, my lord, I have nothing to confess."

      Liela's eyes flew open, a mixture of fear and anticipation coiling in her belly. Her heart pounded as Lord Grey moved closer, his powerful frame looming over her. The scent of brandy and tobacco clung to him, igniting a spark deep within her core.

      "Please, my lord. I-I've done nothing wrong," Liela stammered, her voice trembling. She knew her eyes betrayed her, revealing the desire that burned beneath the surface.

      Lord Grey chuckled darkly, his lips curling into a wicked grin. "Oh, Liela. We both know that's not true." His fingers trailed along her jawline, igniting a trail of goosebumps on her skin. "The question is... what shall we do about it?"

      Liela swallowed hard, her throat constricting as she fought to find her words. "My lord, I assure you, I have nothing to share," she murmured, her gaze fixed on the intricate pattern of the Persian rug beneath her feet, desperate to hide the longing in her eyes.

      But Lord Grey would have none of it. He moved closer still, the warmth of his body radiating against her. His breath, tinged with the scent of brandy and tobacco, caressed her cheek, and Liela shivered involuntarily. "Is that so, my dear?" he whispered, his lips mere inches from her ear.

      A violent shiver coursed through Liela's body, her knees threatening to buckle beneath her. She gripped the edge of her apron, twisting the fabric between trembling fingers. "Yes, my lord," she managed, her voice barely above a whisper.

      "Look at me when you speak, Liela," Lord Grey commanded, his tone brooking no argument.

      Slowly, reluctantly, Liela raised her eyes to meet his piercing blue gaze. The intensity she found there made her breath catch in her throat. His eyes seemed to bore into her very soul, stripping away her defenses and leaving her raw and exposed.

      Lord Grey's lips curled into a knowing smirk. "Your eyes betray you, my dear," he murmured. "They always have."

      Before Liela could respond, Lord Grey reached out, his fingers brushing against her cheek. She inhaled sharply as he gently tucked a loose curl behind her ear, his touch lingering far longer than propriety allowed. "Such lovely hair," he mused, twirling the errant strand around his finger. "It would be a shame to see it shorn as punishment for your lies."

      Liela's eyes widened in alarm. "My lord, please," she breathed, her heart hammering against her ribs. "I swear to you, I speak the truth."

      Lord Grey's eyes glinted with amusement, a predatory smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "Very well," he said, his voice deceptively casual. "Then you won't mind bringing more wine tomorrow evening, will you?"

      Liela's breath caught in her throat, memories of the wine cellar keys flashing unbidden through her mind. The cool metal against her palm, the creak of the heavy oak door, the intoxicating scent of aged vintages... and the consequences that followed. She swallowed hard, her mouth suddenly dry.

      "Of course, my lord," she replied, her voice barely above a whisper. "At what hour shall I bring it?"

      Lord Grey's fingers trailed down her neck, coming to rest on her collarbone. "After sunset," he murmured, his breath hot against her ear. "And Liela? Do be careful with the keys this time."

      Heat bloomed across Liela's cheeks, spreading down her neck and to the tips of her ears. "Yes, my lord," she managed, lowering her gaze. "Is there anything else you require?"

      "That will be all for now," Lord Grey replied, turning away and striding back to his desk.

      Liela curtsied deeply, her legs unsteady as she backed towards the door. As she reached for the handle, she couldn't help but steal one last glance at Lord Grey. He was already immersed in his work, quill scratching across parchment, seemingly oblivious to her presence. And yet, she could have sworn she saw the ghost of a smirk playing at his lips.
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        * * *

      

      Liela's heart raced as she stepped into the corridor, her mind a tempest of conflicting emotions. Fear coiled in her stomach, a familiar serpent that whispered of past transgressions and their painful consequences. Yet intertwined with that dread was a thrilling anticipation that made her pulse quicken and her skin tingle.

      Shame burned hot on her cheeks as she recalled the exquisite agony of Lord Grey's punishments - the sting of his palm, the bite of leather, the exquisite torture of his measured cruelty. She shuddered, desire blooming low in her belly despite her best efforts to quell it.

      "What kind of wicked creature am I," she thought, "to yearn for such treatment?"

      But yearn she did, craving the intensity of those moments when Lord Grey's stern demeanor stripped away all pretense, leaving her bare and vulnerable before him. His refined cruelty was an intoxicating elixir, and Liela found herself addicted to its potent brew.

      As she walked down the hallway on unsteady legs, Lord Grey's voice rang out behind her:

      "Oh, and Liela?"

      She froze, her breath catching in her throat as she turned. "Yes, my lord?"

      His eyes sparkled with barely concealed amusement as he added, "Do try not to spill any wine this time. I'd hate to see such a fine vintage wasted."

      The corners of his mouth quirked upwards, and a rich laugh followed her down the corridor. Liela felt the sound of it ripple through her body, igniting sparks of delight that danced along her spine.

      "I shall do my utmost, my lord," she managed to reply, her voice trembling.

      As she hurried away, Lord Grey's laughter echoed in her ears, a siren song of temptation and torment that left her simultaneously terrified and exhilarated.
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        * * *

      

      In the dark of night, Liela tossed and turned feverishly, images of Lord Grey's intense gaze dancing across her eyelids. She could feel his cool hand tracing along her skin, sending shivers down her spine. She writhed under the weight of his stare, desperately trying to escape his hold on her thoughts. But no matter how hard she tried, she couldn't shake off the memory of his touch or his voice that echoed through her mind. He owned her, body and soul.

      As the morning light filtered in through the window, she rose from her bed, clad only in a thin chemise that did little to conceal the heat between her thighs. A deep groan escaped her lips as she walked towards the washbasin to cleanse herself for the day ahead. She splashed water on her face, trying to wash away the shame and desire that clung to her like a second skin. But with every stroke of the cloth against her skin, she felt him closer - like he was touching every inch of her body. The scent of his cologne lingered in the air, making her dizzy with longing and fear.

      Today would be different. She could feel it in her bones. He would find a way to break her completely, to make her submit completely. And even though she fought against it, a secret part of her craved it - needed it. The thought sent shivers down her spine as she pulled on a plain dress and pinned up her hair neatly before heading downstairs for breakfast.

      "What will today bring?" she whispered, both yearning for and dreading the answer.

      As light crept through her window, Liela smoothed her skirts with extra care. The anticipation coiled tightly in her stomach, a delicious ache that left her breathless.

      Later that morning, she found herself once again in Lord Grey's study, tray balanced carefully in her hands. His eyes met hers as she entered, a hint of amusement playing at the corners of his mouth.

      "Ah, Liela," he drawled, his voice low and rich. "I see you've managed not to spill anything... yet."

      She felt her cheeks flush hot. "Yes, my lord."

      Lord Grey's gaze lingered on her, sending shivers down her spine. "Now then," he said, gesturing to the bookshelves lining the walls. "I believe those shelves need dusting. Do be thorough, won't you?"

      The seemingly innocent request dripped with innuendo, causing Liela's breath to catch. "Of course, my lord," she murmured, moving towards the shelves on unsteady feet.

      "And Liela?" Lord Grey added, his tone deceptively casual. "Do take care not to... disturb anything. Those are valuable medical text books.

      Liela's heart pounded as she approached the towering bookshelf, feather duster clutched tightly in her trembling hand. She could feel Lord Grey's piercing blue eyes on her back, watching her every move. The weight of his gaze seemed to push against her, making each step a monumental effort.

      "Yes, my lord," she whispered, her voice barely audible. She reached up, stretching to dust the highest shelf, acutely aware of how the movement might cause her skirts to rise.

      Lord Grey cleared his throat softly. "You seem unsteady, Liela. Perhaps you require... assistance? Would you like to come into my surgery. I’d be happy to examine you.”

      She froze, her breath catching in her throat. “No, thank you. I… I believe I can manage, my lord," she replied, her words shaky.

      "Can you?" His voice was closer now, right behind her. "I wonder."

      Liela's fingers tightened on the duster, her knuckles white. She could feel the heat radiating from Lord Grey's body, so near to her own. Her mind raced with memories of past "assistance" he had offered, each recollection sending a jolt of electricity through her core.

      "Tell me, Liela," Lord Grey murmured, his breath warm against her ear. "Do you often find yourself in need of... guidance? As a doctor, I’m qualified to help young women with tension problems.”

      She swallowed hard, struggling to form a response. "I... I try to perform my duties to the best of my abilities, my lord."

      His low chuckle sent shivers down her spine. "Indeed. And yet, here we are. You choose to waste the services I offer you freely. Tell me wen you are ready.”
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      The heavy oak door of the study creaked open with an air of foreboding, and Liela Thompson stepped into the dimly lit chamber, her slender fingers wrapped around the silver tray edged with ornate carvings.

      Shadows danced upon the walls as the flickering flames from the hearth cast a warm glow over the room, their light reflecting off the polished surfaces of Lord Grey's collection of curiosities.

      She moved forward, each footfall a silent whisper against the rich, Persian rug that sprawled across the floor, its intricate patterns a stark contrast to her simple servant's attire.

      As she approached the massive mahogany desk that dominated the room, Liela's heart thudded with a rhythm as frantic as a caged bird fluttering for freedom. Anticipation mingled with nervousness, coursing through her veins like a heady wine, threatening to intoxicate her with its potent brew.

      Upon the desk, she carefully placed the tray, laden with freshly baked bread, its crust golden and inviting, and a decanter of deep red wine that promised warmth and perhaps something more elusive.

      In her haste, however, the hem of her skirt caught the edge of the tray, lifting slightly, and a sharp gasp escaped her lips. A flush of embarrassment tinged her pale cheeks as she quickly smoothed the fabric back into place, but not before the incident had drawn the attention of the room's sole occupant.

      "Careful now, Liela," came Lord Grey's voice, a low rumble that resonated in the space between them like a warning growl of distant thunder. His piercing blue eyes, cold and calculating, lifted from the parchment strewn about his desk to fix upon her with a gaze that seemed to cut right to the marrow.

      Liela felt the weight of his stare like a physical force, pressing down upon her with a heaviness that threatened to buckle her knees. She stood still, a doe caught in the sights of an expert marksman, frozen by the mixture of fear and something far more dangerous that simmered beneath the surface of his outwardly calm demeanor.

      "Y-yes, my lord," she stammered, her voice barely a whisper against the omnipresent crackle of the fire. The air was thick with the scent of aged leather and the subtle undertone of Lord Grey's sandalwood cologne, which seemed to envelop her in a sensory shroud.

      "See that it does not happen again," he instructed sharply, his words clipped and precise, yet they reverberated within her, echoing in the cavernous depths of unspoken desires. There was an unsettling beauty in the way Lord Grey commanded the space around him, an unyielding power that both repelled and drew her in like a moth to flame.

      Lord Grey's presence filled the room as profoundly as the books that lined the shelves, their spines straight and unforgiving. Liela could not help but wonder what secrets lay behind the covers of those medical journal.

      She as aware of the man who now watched her every move with an intensity that bordered on invasive. It was a sensation that left her feeling exposed and vulnerable, yet undeniably alive.

      Liela felt the weight of Lord Grey's gaze, heavy and expectant, as he circled her like a predator contemplating its prey. The air seemed to grow denser with each step he took towards her, the sound of his soles against the hardwood floor resonating through the silent room.

      "Is there something on your mind, Liela?" he inquired, his voice low and smooth, akin to the dark velvet drapes that framed the study's windows.

      Her heart pounded with an intensity that threatened to betray her composure. Memories of their previous encounters—his stern reprimands followed by the sting of discipline, which invariably melted into breathless moans—flashed across her mind. She swallowed hard, trying to find her voice amid the rising tide of longing within her.

      "Nothing, my lord," she managed to whisper, the words struggling to break free from the tightness in her throat. Liela's hands knotted nervously in the fabric of her apron, the white linen stark against her trembling fingers.

      Lord Grey stepped closer still, close enough that she could feel the warmth radiating from his body. A shiver ran down her spine as his breath caressed the nape of her neck, carrying the faintest hint of brandy and tobacco—a scent that spoke of late nights and whispered secrets.

      "Look at me, Liela," he commanded, but her eyes remained steadfastly fixed on the intricate patterns of the Persian rug beneath her feet.

      With a deliberate slowness, he reached out, lifting her chin with the grace of one accustomed to being obeyed without question. A loose curl had escaped the confines of her simple chignon, and Lord Grey took the errant strand between his fingers, tucking it behind her ear with a touch that lingered far longer than necessary.

      The intimacy of the gesture left her skin tingling, a mix of propriety and primal instinct warring inside her. His presence was overwhelming, enveloping her in a cloud of unspoken promises and silent threats that danced perilously along the edge of her consciousness.

      Liela stood rigid, every muscle taut with a mix of apprehension and something darker, more enticing. Lord Grey's voice, smooth as silk yet edged with steel, shattered the heavy silence that had enshrouded the room like a dense fog.

      “Sink to your knees before me,” Lord Grey commanded. The thick carpet provided a cushion for her trembling knees.

      His fingers hesitated for just a moment as they danced around the fabric of his waist, before swiftly lowering it. His impressive member sprang free from its confines, already hard and imposing in size.

      Liela’s eyes widened in surprise at its length - easily ten inches, if not more. She couldn’t help but marvel at the sight before her, with thick veins running down its shaft and a purplish-red head peeking out from under its foreskin. It wasn't flawless, but there was an undeniable raw masculinity that stirred something deep within her.

      “What am I supposed to do?” Her voice quivered.

      Just a little extra housekeeping job for you, Liela,” he replied.

      “I don’t understand,” she stammered.

      I want you to clean it.” Lord Grey held her down gently as she attempted to rise.

      “I need to get my cleaning things,” she protested.

      No, Liela, you clean it with your mouth, dear girl. If you do a good job, I’ll add it to your daily cleaning duties. Would you like that?” Lord Grey's voice held a hint of amusement.

      “I think so, Lord Grey,” she whispered in response.

      Lord Grey held her head firmly in his hands and guided her mouth over his throbbing member, making her part her lips to accommodate him.

      "That's it, my obedient servant," he praised with a satisfied smile.

      Liela deeply inhaled the musky scent and sweat emanating from his shaft, a potent mix that stirred her senses. A soft moan escaped her as she savored the salty essence of his pre-cum trickling from its tip.

      She willingly took him in, relishing every inch as she went further down her throat without prompting. Despite a hint of gagging, she pushed through, reveling in the sensation of fullness he brought. Her hands wrapped around his base, fingers brushing against his heavy balls below.

      Following his instructions eagerly, she diligently cleaned him, sucking with increasing intensity, lost in the gratification of fulfilling her duties and satisfying her master. It was clear he enjoyed her efforts; his moans grew louder, spurring her on as she worked diligently for a spotless finish with her mouth.

      Changing focus, she then attended to his testicles, tenderly massaging them with her lips and tongue.

      "Oh, yes," he groaned above her, hips gently moving as she continued her ministrations. "You're exceptionally skilled at this," he complimented, igniting a wave of warmth that coursed through her being.

      With newfound determination, she circled around him, using her apron to clean his intimate area while maintaining a gentle grip on his shaft. Initially tensed, he gradually eased into the sensation, allowing her better access.

      "Yes," she whispered against his skin, "I am skilled at cleaning. But, I must confess something." Her words barely left her lips before he abruptly pulled away, gasping for breath.

      "What have you done wrong, Liela? Tell me now, or the consequences will be severe," he demanded.

      "Please," Liela pleaded, "I feel damp and carry that same musky scent. I fear I am unclean down there and unable to tend to it myself." She gazed up at him with pleading eyes. "Could you cleanse me? I dread smelling inappropriate."

      He sensed the desperation in her voice. "Even though I should be focused on my duties of cleaning for you, more than anything in this moment, I desire this - for you to cleanse me."

      A shiver ran through him as her words triggered his release. Warm strands of fluid landed on her face, enveloping her cheeks and lips in their sticky heat. She shut her eyes, relishing the taste - not sweet as expected but salty with a hint of bitterness.

      "I thought I had cleaned properly," she murmured between licks of his still-erect member. "Please," she implored, "Discipline me for failing to clean you adequately."

      His response was swift - he withdrew abruptly, readjusting his attire. "No," he stated firmly, "That boundary remains firm. You have performed your task well this time."

      Despite his refusal, Liela couldn't help but feel elation - she had brought him a satisfaction unlike any other she had witnessed before. "Thank you," she whispered softly, "You cannot fathom how much your pleasure means to me."

      "Be sure to bring more wine tomorrow," he said casually. The command was simple, yet it reverberated through Liela's very core, awakening memories.

      A particular evening flashed before her eyes, where shadows stretched long in the dimly lit cellar and her fingers had fumbled with keys not meant for her touch. Lord Grey's stern reprimand echoed in her mind, a sharp reminder of consequences and the taste of forbidden fruit. The remembrance sent an involuntary tremor through her limbs, a shiver of fear mingled with an unbidden thrill.

      With a curt nod, Liela turned on her heel, her steps measured as she made her way to the door. She could feel Lord Grey's gaze upon her back, heavy and penetrating, as if he could unravel her thoughts thread by thread. He was a master weaver of control, each word and gesture meticulously chosen to ensnare and command.

      As she reached the threshold, Liela cast a furtive glance over her shoulder. Lord Grey seemed absorbed in his patients, notes, the quill in his hand dancing across paper with authoritative sweeps. In that moment, a tumultuous sea of emotions threatened to consume her—fear of the unknown, anticipation of what twisted game might unfold next, shame at her own wanton reactions, and an undeniable desire that clawed at her insides.

      The air between them crackled with an electricity that spoke of unsaid promises and the allure of the forbidden. Liela knew that with each step away from him, she was also stepping closer to the flame that he represented—dangerous, mesmerizing, and ultimately consuming.

      She longed for the discipline he wielded like a conductor's baton, each strike of punishment symphonic in its precision. His stern demeanor was a mask that barely concealed the refined cruelty lurking beneath—a cruelty that, to her own dismay, she found intoxicating.

      Exiting the study, Liela felt as though she were leaving behind a part of herself, a shadow clinging to the corners of the room where whispers of power and submission lingered in the air. Her heart raced with the knowledge that tomorrow would bring another encounter, another dance along the razor's edge that separated duty from desire.

      And as the door clicked shut behind her, sealing away the secrets of the study, Liela realized she was both captive and captivated by the enigmatic doctor, Lord Grey.

      Liela's hand trembled ever so slightly as she reached for the doorknob, her fingertips brushing against the cool brass. She was about to cross the threshold into the sanctuary of the corridor when Lord Grey's voice, a silken thread laced with mischief, tugged at her senses.

      "Mind you don't spill the wine tomorrow, Liela," he called out, his tone dripping with an amusement that belied the simplicity of his words.

      She paused, her breath catching in her throat, and dared not look back. His eyes, she knew, would be sparkling with that familiar gleam—the one that spoke of private jests and shared secrets. A soft chuckle, rich and resonant, followed her exit, folding around her like a velvet cloak. The sound sent delicious shivers down her spine, each laugh a caress that lingered on her skin long after she'd left his presence.

      With every step she took, the echo of his laughter seemed to chase her, weaving through the grand hallway like a playful specter. It fanned the embers of anticipation nestled deep within her chest, warming her with the promise of another encounter, a dance of wills where the line between discipline and desire blurred into obscurity.
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      Back in the study, under the weight of Lord Grey's scrutinizing gaze, Liela resumed her duties with a quiet diligence. Her hands moved with practiced grace, lifting the duster in gentle arcs as she attended to the towering shelves that lined the room. Each stroke displaced motes of dust, sending them swirling into the bars of sunlight that streamed through the tall windows.

      The air was thick with silence, save for the intimate sounds of their breathing and the occasional slide of a book being repositioned. Invisible currents of tension hummed between them, palpable and charged, an unspoken dialogue that thrummed with the potential of what lay beneath the surface.

      Every now and then, she could feel Lord Grey's eyes upon her, an unrelenting pressure that seemed to reach out and brush against her skin. The awareness of his attention was an anchor and a flame, grounding her in the moment yet urging her to drift closer to the fire.

      Liela's movements were measured and careful, yet she couldn't help but revel in the sensation of being observed, studied by a man whose very presence commanded her focus. As she dusted, her mind wandered to the labyrinthine paths that lay ahead, each one fraught with whispered commands and hidden desires—a maze from which she wasn't certain she wanted to escape.

      In this space, where light and shadow danced across the leather-bound spines, the world reduced to just the two of them—master and servant, predator and prey. And it was here, amidst the musty scent of aged paper and the soft creaking of the floorboards, that Liela found herself willingly ensnared in the intricate web woven by Lord Benjamin Grey.

      Liela's hand, as delicate as the porcelain figurines adorning the mantelpiece, grazed the spine of a leather-bound tome titled Intimate Massage Therapy. The feather duster, poised like a dancer in her grasp, traced patterns over the embossed title, a dance of duty and grace. But even the most practiced steps can falter, and with a slip as soft as a whisper, the book teetered on the edge of its shelf before succumbing to gravity's call.

      The thud it made upon meeting the floor seemed too loud in the quiet of Lord Grey's study, a discordant note in the symphony of hushed stillness. Liela's heart skipped a beat, a quickening drum that echoed in her chest. She glanced at Lord Grey, expecting reproof or irritation to crease his brow.

      But there was none. Lord Grey merely bestowed upon her a glance, a flicker of azure eyes that hinted at amusement rather than annoyance. His lips, a line of stoicism, twitched ever so slightly, betraying a shadow of mirth that never quite reached full bloom. Then, as if nothing had occurred, he returned to his reading, the pages of his book whispering secrets only he could decipher.
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