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Chapter 1 - A wish
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In the heart of his cluttered, cozy living room, Xavier sat cross-legged on the well-worn couch, a gaming controller clutched in his hands like a sacred relic. The screen in front of him was a portal to another world, the world of Fantasy of Fate.

In it, the noble knight Balian was locked in a fierce duel with a towering ogre, the clash of steel echoing through the virtual realm. Xavier's eyes darted back and forth, his fingers dancing on the controller, as he expertly maneuvered his digital alter ego through the perils of the enchanted forest. The living room was filled with the cacophony of battle cries, the clashing of swords, and the triumphant jingles of level-ups.

He was so engrossed in the game that he barely noticed the room growing dark around him, the only light coming from the dance of sword and spell on the TV screen.

Suddenly, a soft, disembodied voice broke through his concentration. "Impressive, isn't it?"

Xavier swallowed hard, his heart leaping into his throat. He hadn't heard anyone come in. He turned, his eyes scanning the dim room, but there was no one there. At least, no one he could see.

Then, he noticed the slight ripple in the air near the window, a distortion like heat waves on a hot day. The voice spoke again, a little louder this time. "Don't be alarmed. We mean you no harm."

Xavier's grip on the controller tightened, his knuckles turning white. He squinted at the distortion, his eyes trying to make sense of the shimmering figure that was starting to take form. 

It was a woman, tall and slender, with long, unkempt blond hair that seemed to dance in the non-existent breeze. She wore a flowing robe that pooled around her like a shadow, its color shifting between midnight blue and deep violet. She looked like one of the action figures in his collection, come to life and standing at real size.

"Who are you?" Xavier managed to ask, his voice barely above a whisper. He set the controller down, his fingers still twitching from the adrenaline. The ogre on the screen crashed to the ground, defeated, as his real-life visitor stepped further into the room.

The woman turned to him, her eyes reflecting the light of the TV screen. "I am here because we have seen your apartness to this world," she said, her voice like distant waves lapping against a shore. "We can grant you a wish, if you so desire."

Xavier blinked, his mind racing. Was this some sort of elaborate prank? A strange cosplay-themed home invasion? Or was he really standing before some otherworldly entity, appearing in his living room like a character from one of his favorite games? He couldn't tell if he was more confused or intrigued.

"A wish?" he echoed, his eyes darting from the woman to the door, as if expecting a hidden camera crew to burst in at any moment. "Like, a genie wish?"

The woman tilted her head, her hair cascading over her shoulder like a waterfall. "Not precisely. Our powers are not bound by the rules of your world. But we can influence it, shape it to your desires."

Xavier furrowed his brows, trying to process this information. "So, you're saying I can wish for anything?" Xavier asked, his fingers tapping nervously on the arm of the couch. He had seen enough movies to know that wishes didn't always turn out the way you expected.

The woman regarded him with a slight smile, her eyes sparkling like stars. "Within reason," she said. "Our abilities are not unlimited. But we can help you achieve what you truly desire."

Xavier leaned back, his mind racing through a list of possibilities. Money, fame, power - all the usual suspects. But then he remembered the game that had been his escape, his obsession, his world for the past decade. His eyes flicked back to the TV screen, where his avatar stood victorious over the defeated ogre. A wry smile tugged at the corner of his mouth.

"What if I wished to be a part of that world?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper. "To live there?"

The woman's smile widened, her eyes crinkling at the corners. "Ah," she said, as if she had been expecting this. "A world of heroes and legends, of magic and adventure. It is a common desire."

Xavier felt a shiver run down his spine. He couldn't believe he was having this conversation, but the more he thought about it, the more the idea took root in his mind. To live in the world of Fantasy of Fate... it was a dream he had never dared to dream. To step into the world of Fantasy of Fate, to wield a sword, to face dragons... it was everything he had ever wanted. But then, a flicker of doubt crossed his mind. He'd read enough stories, played enough games, to know how these things usually went. The wish turns sour, the protagonist ends up as a lowly peasant or a damsel in distress. He shook his head, a determined look in his eyes. "I want to be Balian, the noble knight, with his strength, his honor, and his courage. I want to live in that world as him."

The woman's smile faded, replaced by a look of disappointment. She sighed, her breath causing her hair to ripple like a tidal wave. "Very well," she said, her voice as heavy as a wrought iron gate. "I shall grant your wish. But be warned, the world of Fantasy of Fate is not a game. It has its own rules, its own dangers. And once you're in, there's no going back."

Xavier's heart pounded in his chest, a mixture of excitement and fear coursing through his veins. He had never backed down from a challenge in-game, and he wasn't about to start now. He squared his shoulders, a determined look in his eyes. "I understand," he said, his voice steady. "I'm ready."

The woman nodded, her eyes reflecting the dim light of the living room. "Very well," she said, her voice echoing slightly. "Prepare yourself, Xavier."

Xavier took a deep breath, his heart pounding in his chest. He wasn't sure what to expect, but he was determined to see this through. The woman reached out a hand, her fingers long and elegant, almost ethereal. "Do not be afraid," she said, her voice soft. "This will not hurt."

Xavier hesitated for a moment, then placed his hand in hers. And suddenly, everything changed.

The room spun around him, the familiar posters and memorabilia blurring into a whirlwind of colors. The TV screen flickered, the image of the defeated ogre shattering into a million tiny pixels. The hum of the appliances and the distant murmur of traffic outside seemed to fade away, replaced by the sound of rustling leaves and the distant melody of a flute.
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Chapter 2 - Brave new world
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When Xavier's vision finally cleared, he found himself standing in a dense forest, the sunlight filtering through the dense canopy above. The air was cool and crisp, filled with the scent of pine and the faint taste of magic.

He took a deep breath, his lungs expanding as if for the first time. To his left, a towering waterfall cascaded down the side of a mountain, its mist clinging to the ferns and moss that carpeted the rocks. To his right, a path wound through the trees, leading towards a grand stone structure that could only be Balian's manor.

Xavier raised his hands, flexing his fingers, and glanced down at his body. He was indeed Balian, with long black hair and a muscular build, clad in a suit of gleaming armor that matched the pride and duty that defined the knight. He let out a soft whistle, taking a moment to appreciate the sheer magnitude of his transformation.

Then, with a grin that was equal parts excitement and disbelief, Xavier unsheathed Balian's magical sword. The blade erupted into flames, the ethereal fire dancing along the metal, casting a warm glow on the surrounding forest.

"Time to put this new body to the test," he muttered to himself, stepping off the path and into the dense undergrowth. He scanned the area, his eyes narrowing as he searched for any signs of monsters or threats. The forest was eerily quiet, the usual chatter of woodland creatures subdued.

A rustle in the bushes caught his attention. He tensed, gripping the sword tighter, the flames licking higher. A small, furry creature emerged, its beady eyes wide with fear. Not a threat, just a scared little thing. Xavier let out a breath, lowering his sword as the creature scurried away.

As he relaxed, the rustling in the bushes grew louder, more insistent. Suddenly, a horde of goblins burst forth from the undergrowth, their eyes gleaming with malice.

Xavier's heart leapt into his throat, but he quickly regained his composure. This was a combat encounter, similar to the countless ones he'd faced in the game. He gripped his sword tightly, the flames intensifying as he channeled his mana.

The goblins charged, their crude weapons held high. Xavier, now fully in the role of Balian, braced himself, sword at the ready. The first goblin swung its club at him with a feral shout. The weapon glanced off Balian's holy armor, leaving not so much as a scratch. Xavier let out a laugh, a mixture of relief and exhilaration. "Well, that's handy," he murmured, as another goblin's axe bounced harmlessly off his chest plate.

He swung his sword, the flames slicing through the air like a whip, and the goblin fell, smoke rising from where it had been cut in two.

The others hesitated, their attack faltering. Xavier took advantage of the moment, dashing forward, his sword a blur of motion. He cut down one goblin after another, the battle cry he'd only ever heard in the game now echoing off the trees.

As the last goblin fell, Xavier stood panting. He sheathed his sword, looking around at the carnage. He'd done it. He'd fought in the game world and won. With a satisfied smile, he strode back towards the path leading to the manor.

As he approached, he noticed a figure standing at the entrance. It was Renout, his old in-game companion, now flesh and blood. Xavier remembered recruiting Renout early on in the game, appreciating his loyalty and bravery, even if he was a bit of a simpleton. He'd kept him by his side for most of the game. Now, he wondered what Renout would be like. Would he still be the loyal, if sometimes dense, guard he'd grown fond of?

Renout stood straight, his gaze fixed on the path leading to the manor. He looked the same as in the game, sturdy and reliable, with short brown hair and a determined expression.

As Xavier drew closer, Renout turned to face him, his eyes widening in surprise.

"Sir!" he exclaimed, bowing low. "You've returned!"

Xavier grinned, extending a hand. "Stand up, stand up. It's good to see you, Renout. How's the guarding been?"

Renout's brow furrowed, and he scratched his chin thoughtfully. "Well, sir, not much to report, really. Your wife's been missing you, said you'd been gone a mighty long time. But otherwise, it's been quiet. No sign of any trouble."

Xavier's grin faded as Renout's words reminded him of something crucial. He suddenly remembered his character's marital status. "Oh, right. Mirlena. How is she?" He winced inwardly, recalling that he had chosen Mirlena for practicality rather than romantic attachment. She was an excellent herbalist, her potions had been invaluable in combat, and while she might not be the most attractive NPC, she was certainly the most useful to have around the manor.

Renout's expression turned thoughtful, and he rubbed the back of his neck. "Well, sir, she's... been a bit restless, truth be told. Missing you something fierce, and talking about all sorts of adventures she'd like to go on. But she's keeping the manor running, no worries there."

Xavier nodded, a hint of concern creasing his brow. In game, Mirlena had always been content with her role, happy to tend to the manor and brew potions while he was away on quests. He hadn't expected her to Suddenly crave adventure. "I'll have to speak with her, see what's been bothering her," he mused aloud. Renout's eyes softened, and he gave Xavier a reassuring smile.

"She'll be right as rain once she sees you, sir. She's just been missing your... presence," he said, emphasis on the last word, prompting a small, embarrassed laugh from Xavier. He remembered his in-game marriage had been more about convenience than love, a strategic move to gain access to Mirlena's powerful potions. Now, he wondered if his lack of affection had left her feeling unappreciated. "Well, Renout, let's not keep her waiting any longer. I'm eager to see her and make sure she's all right," Xavier said, the words rolling off his tongue with a familiar ease. He quickened his pace, his excitement growing with each step. As the manor came into full view, he marveled at its grandeur. It was even more impressive in person, the stones seeming to glow in the sunlight and the gardens bursting with colorful flowers.

As they approached the grand entrance, he couldn't help but feel a spark of anticipation at the thought of seeing Mirlena. After all, as husband and wife, he should be able to bed her, shouldn't he? It was a part of their relationship, a perk of his status. Yet, Xavier couldn't shake off the unease that was creeping in. He remembered the game, the cold, mechanical way their interactions were programmed. But this was different. This was real. 

Renout pushed open the heavy oak doors, revealing the grand entrance hall. The scent of herbs filled the air, a testament to Mirlena's presence. The hall was adorned with various legendary weapons from the game, collected by Xavier during his countless adventures. He recognized the Eternal Sword, which could heal its wielder, and the Dusk Bow, said to be crafted from the branches of a tree that existed only at dusk. A shiver ran down his spine as he realized he was no longer simply admiring these weapons in a virtual world; he was standing in the same hall as them, his heart pounding with a mix of awe and pride.

Renout cleared his throat, snapping Xavier from his reverie. "Sir, Lady Mirlena's in the study. I believe she's been expecting you," Renout said, his voice echoing in the vast entrance hall.

Xavier nodded, a hint of nervousness stirring within him. He'd faced countless monsters and evil sorcerers in his gaming sessions, but the thought of confronting his virtual wife in this new reality was unexpectedly daunting. He took a deep breath and made his way towards the study.

The hall was quiet, save for the soft rustle of parchment and the clinking of bottles from within. As he approached the door, he could hear Mirlena's voice, soft and melodic, reciting an incantation. She was mixing potions, he realized, her voice taking on a rhythmic cadence as she stirred and poured different ingredients into a cauldron.

As he opened the door, the scent of herbs and flowers filled his nostrils. Mirlena was seated at a large, wooden desk, her back to him.

Her long blond hair cascaded down her shoulders in loose curls, and she wore a simple, green dress that accentuated her slender figure. She was humming a tune that, despite its melody, had an undercurrent of tension.

Xavier hesitated at the doorway, taking a moment to appreciate the sight. He remembered her avatar in the game, with its pixelated beauty, but seeing her now, alive and real, was a whole new experience. As she continued to stir the potion, Xavier noticed the slight point at the tips of her ears—a subtle sign of her half-elf heritage. It was a detail he hadn't paid much attention to in the game, but now, it seemed to add a new layer of depth to her character.

"Morning, Mirlena," Xavier said softly, his voice barely above a whisper as if he was afraid to disturb her concentration. She turned to face him, her green eyes meeting his with a mix of surprise and relief.

"Balian!" she exclaimed, her face breaking into a warm smile. "You're back. I've been worried sick." She set down the wooden spoon, wiping her hands on her apron before rising to greet him.

As she approached, Xavier couldn't help but notice her grace, a fluidity of movement that was a stark contrast to the stiff, programmed animations of the game.

"Balian, you don't know how long I've waited for this moment," she said, her voice a soft, melodic lilt. She threw her arms around him, and Xavier found himself caught off guard. He quickly recovered, embracing her in return, a warmth spreading through him that he hadn't expected. She felt real, not a mere avatar or line of code, but a living, breathing person with her own hopes, fears, and desires.

"It's good to see you too, Mirlena," he said, her name rolling off his tongue effortlessly. He stepped back, holding her at arm's length, a small smile playing on his lips. "You look... well."

Mirlena's eyes sparkled, and she let out a soft laugh. "Well? Is that all you can say after being gone for so long?" she teased, her gaze sweeping over him. "You look different, Balian. More... alive," Mirlena mused, her eyes tracing the lines of his face. Xavier felt a flush creep up his cheeks. She was right, of course. He was no longer just a digital construct, controlled by a player. He was Balian, for better or worse. Xavier took a deep breath, trying to gather his thoughts and find his footing in this new reality.

Mirlena's gaze softened, her eyes scanning his face as if searching for something. "You've been through a lot, haven't you?" she asked, concern echoing in her voice. "Why don't you take off that armor and make yourself comfortable? I'll brew us some tea, and we can catch up."

Xavier hesitated, struck by the casual intimacy of her gesture. It was a invitation he'd heard countless times in the game, but now, it felt real, genuine. He nodded, stepping closer to the desk where she had been working. "That sounds nice," he said, his voice still a little rough. He began to unbuckle the straps of his armor, the metal clinking softly against the floor.

Mirlena approached him. "Here, let me help you," she said, her hands gently guiding his as he struggled with a particularly stubborn buckle. Her touch was light yet firm, her fingers deftly navigating the intricate clasps.

"You're better at this than I am," Xavier admitted, a hint of embarrassment in his voice. He was used to the ease of the game, where a simple command would strip away his armor. Now, he was clumsy and slow, his hands fumbling with the unfamiliar fastenings.

Mirlena laughed softly, her eyes twinkling. "I'm sure you're much more at home in your armor, protector of the kingdom and all that," she teased gently.

Xavier smiled, appreciating her attempt to lighten the mood. As she finished helping him out of the last piece of armor, he could feel the weight lift from his shoulders, both literally and figuratively. He was no longer just a player, he was Balian, and whatever that meant, he was determined to find out.

Mirlena turned to the kettle hanging over the fireplace, giving him a moment to compose himself. "So, what have you been up to while I've been here, brewing potions and keeping the manor running?" she asked, her voice casual yet laced with a hint of curiosity.

Xavier, now thinking of himself as Balian, leaned against the desk, his shoulders finally free of the heavy armor. "Just the usual, I suppose," he said, a grin tugging at the corners of his mouth. "Slayed an ogre, took care of some goblins. The standard hero routine." 

Mirlena raised an eyebrow, her smile turning into a playful smirk. "Standard hero routine, hmm? Well, I must say, the manor has been a bit too quiet in your absence. I could use some excitement every now and then," Mirlena replied, pouring steaming water into two earthenware cups. She stirred in some herbs, their aroma filling the room, and handed one of the cups to Balian.

He took a sip, the warm liquid soothing his throat. "You know, I've always thought you enjoyed your potions and herbs more than adventuring," he said, tilting his head slightly.

Mirlena sighed, a far-off look in her eyes. "Maybe I did, once. But now, I find myself looking out of these windows, wondering what lies beyond. I've grown tired of these same old walls, Balian," Mirlena confessed, her voice barely above a whisper.

Balian set his cup down, a reassuring smile spreading across his face. "Well, now that I'm back, everything shall be fine," he said, a hint of dismissal in his tone. 

Mirlena's eyes narrowed, and she crossed her arms, her expression turning thoughtful. She bit her lip, as if debating whether to press the matter further. After a moment, she let out a soft sigh and smiled, the tension in her shoulders easing. "But enough about that. I'm just glad you're back, Balian. It's good to have you home." Mirlena's voice was barely a whisper, her eyes soft with a mixture of relief and affection.

Seizing the moment, Balian took a deep breath and allowed himself to be guided by instincts he never knew he had. He stepped closer, his voice barely above a whisper, "You know, Mirlena, it's been a long time since I've been home. Perhaps we could... go to bed?"

Mirlena's eyes widened slightly, and a small, teasing smile played at the corners of her mouth. "As tempting as that offer is, I think we should take a bath first. You smell like you’ve been rolling around with goblins, Balian," Mirlena said with a playful smile, her eyes sparkling with mirth.

Balian grinned, taken aback but amused by her bluntness. He let out a small laugh, "I suppose I have been fighting goblins lately. I wouldn’t want to spoil the moment with my less-than-pleasant scent."

Mirlena nodded, her smile softening as she took his hand and led him towards the door. "The bath is waiting for us," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. Balian followed her out of the study, his eyes scanning the grand entrance hall that had become so familiar in such a short time.

Mirlena led him down a winding stone staircase that seemed to delve deep into the earth itself. As they descended, the air grew cooler and damper, the scent of mineral water and earth filling his nostrils.

Balian let out a low whistle as they emerged into a vast, cavernous chamber. The bath was underground, a natural spring that had been carved into a breathtaking grotto. Stalactites hung from the ceiling like crystalline icicles, their surfaces shimmering in the soft glow of magical stone lamps that lined the walls. The water was still, reflecting the ethereal light as it danced on the surface, creating a mesmerizing play of colors.

Mirlena guided Balian to the edge of the pool, her fingers trailing along the smooth stone. "Here we are," she said, her voice a soft whisper, barely disturbing the tranquil atmosphere.

Balian looked around, his eyes wide with awe. He had seen this place before, in the game, but the virtual version paled in comparison to the real thing. He walked to the edge of the pool, dipping his fingers into the water. It was warm, almost hot, but soothing nonetheless. He could feel the healing properties of the mineral-rich water, like a gentle massage on his skin.

Mirlena walked behind him, her fingers deftly unfastening the remaining ties of his tunic. Balian felt a shiver run down his spine as her touch lingered on his skin.

"Why don't you take off your dress?" Balian suggested, his voice a soft rumble as he stepped into the waters. The heat was invigorating, the soothing warmth seeping into his muscles and bones, banishing the fatigue.

Mirlena turned to face him, a small smile playing on her lips. She began to untie the laces of her dress, her movements slow and deliberate.

The room was filled with the soft rustle of fabric as she slipped out of her gown, revealing her simple yet elegant undergarments. Balian knew he should look away, that it was only proper, but he couldn't. Mirlena's figure was lean and lithe, her skin pale and unblemished. He found himself drawn in by the curve of her shoulder, the line of her waist, the gentle flare of her hips. She stepped into the water, her feet sinking into the soft sand at the bottom of the pool.

"It's been too long since we've done this," she murmured, her eyes locked onto his. There was a warmth in her gaze, a softness that he hadn't seen before. It was a look that promised intimacy, a connection that went beyond the cold, calculated encounters of the game.

Balian nodded, his throat suddenly dry. He meant to say something, to fill the silence, but no words came. Instead, he watched as Mirlena sank lower into the water, her eyes never leaving his. She was a vision, her hair fanning out around her like a golden halo, her skin glowing in the soft light of the grotto. She beckoned him with a small smile, and he found himself moving closer, the water lapping at his chest as he approached her.

The warmth of the pool enveloped him, the mineral-rich water soothing his muscles and banishing the aches. He could feel the tension in his shoulders begin to melt away, the subtle magic of the water easing his fatigue.

He took a deep breath, the warmth of the pool filling his lungs, and looked into Mirlena's eyes. They were a vivid green, flecked with gold, and they seemed to hold an entire universe of unspoken thoughts. He hesitated for a moment, uncertain of what to say or do next.

Mirlena seemed to sense his discomfort, her smile softening as she reached up to cup his cheek. "You're tense, Balian," she murmured, her thumb tracing the line of his jaw. "Let go for a moment. Forget about your duties, forget about the kingdom, and just be with me," Mirlena whispered, her voice a soft caress.

Balian felt a surge of emotion, with her touch searing into his skin and her eyes locked onto his, he felt something real. Something raw and powerful.

He closed the distance between them, leaning in to capture her lips in a soft, slow kiss. Mirlena let out a soft sigh, her fingers tangling in his hair as she deepened the kiss, her body pressing against his. 

She tasted of sweet herbs and the faintest hint of honey, a combination that was uniquely her. Balian's arms wrapped around her, his hands tracing the curve of her spine as he pulled her closer.

The world around them seemed to fade away, leaving only the two of them and the warmth of the pool. The water lapped gently at their bodies, the soft sound mingling with their breathing as they began to explore each other.

Balian's hands roamed Mirlena's back, tracing the lines of her muscles, the curve of her shoulders, the small of her back. She was soft and smooth, her skin like silk under his touch.

Mirlena's fingers played with the hair at the nape of his neck, her touch sending shivers down his spine. She leaned in closer, her breath hot against his ear.  "Now that we're both clean, we can go to bed," she whispered, her voice a low, sultry purr. Balian's heart leapt at her words, his body reacting instantly to the promise in her voice.

Without hesitation, he scooped her up into his arms, cradling her as if she were the most precious treasure. Mirlena let out a soft gasp, her eyes widening in surprise, but she quickly recovered, wrapping her arms around his neck and resting her head on his shoulder. The sudden shift in weight was nothing to Balian, his muscles tensing with the thrill of the moment. He turned towards the stairs, his feet finding their way up the stone steps with ease. The journey seemed to take no time at all, the chilled air of the underground chamber forgotten as he carried Mirlena through the warmth of the manor's halls.

As they reached the bedroom, Balian kicked the door open, not breaking his stride as he stepped inside.

The room was bathed in a soft, golden light, the large four-poster bed dominating the space. Mirlena's eyes sparkled with amusement as she looked up at him, a playful smile tugging at the corners of her mouth.

"You're getting rather good at this heroic entrance business, Balian," she teased, her voice a low purr.

Balian grinned, setting her down gently onto the bed. He straightened, his gaze sweeping over her like a lover's caress. Her hair was spread out on the pillows, the golden strands a stark contrast against the dark crimson of the bedsheets. Her green eyes were bright with desire, her lips parted slightly, breath coming in soft, shallow gasps.

She looked up at him, her voice barely a whisper, "You're eager, Balian. I've never seen you like this." Her words were a revelation, a confession whispered in the dark. They hung heavy in the air between them, a testament to the raw, primal desire that had gripped them both.

Balian's heart pounded in his chest, his breath coming in ragged gasps as he took in her words. He knew what she meant, this wasn't the cool, calculated intimacy of the game. This was real, raw, and hungry. His hands gripping her hips tightly, he pressed her deeper into the bed, his body covering hers. Mirlena let out a soft moan, arching her back, her hands clutching at the sheets beneath her. 

He trailed his hands up her thighs, his fingers tracing the delicate curve of her hips, the soft line of her waist. Mirlena's breath hitched, her eyes never leaving his as he explored her body. She was so responsive, so eager for his touch, and it only served to fuel the fire burning within him.

Balian's hands continued their exploration, tracing the curve of her breasts, feeling their weight in his palms. Mirlena's breath hitched, her back arching as he teased her nipples. She let out a soft moan, her eyes fluttering closed, and Balian smiled, leaning down to capture one hardened peak between his lips. He swirled his tongue around the sensitive bud, feeling a surge of satisfaction when Mirlena gasped, her fingers tangling in his hair.

But as he continued to lavish attention on her breast, he found his mind wandering. This was strange, so very strange. As Xavier, he'd never had a girlfriend, let alone a wife, yet here he was, with Mirlena's body writhing beneath him, her breath coming in soft, ragged gasps. He quickly pushed the thought aside, his instincts as Balian taking over. He had more pressing matters at hand, more urgent needs to satisfy. He had to focus on the task at hand, on the woman beneath him, and ignore the nagging voice in the back of his mind that whispered this was not normal, this was not how things were done.

The pressure of her body against his was intoxicating, the softness of her skin beneath his fingers was almost overwhelming. He felt a surge of desire, a raw, primal need that he'd never experienced before. He was Balian, the noble knight, the protector of the kingdom, and yet, in this moment, he was reduced to his most basic, most primal self.

His desire was a living, breathing creature, a beast that clawed at his insides, demanding to be set free.

Balian's lips left Mirlena's breast, a trail of hot, open-mouthed kisses blazing a path down her stomach. He could feel her body trembling beneath him, her hips squirming, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps. He smiled against her skin, a wicked, hungry smile, and he knew that he had her exactly where he wanted her.

Mirlena was squirming beneath him, her body writhing with need, her hips lifting to meet his every touch. He could feel her heart pounding in her chest, her breath coming in quick, desperate gasps. He could smell her arousal, sweet and musky, like the scent of a summer storm. It was intoxicating, and he found himself lost in it, his own desire burning hot and bright within him. Mirlena's body was seizing with anticipation, her hips moving restlessly against the sheets, her breath coming in short, desperate gasps. He knew she was ready for him, her body slick and wet with desire. Balian's body responded to the primal call, his cock hard and aching, ready to claim her.

Balian shifted his position, his body poised between her thighs, his erection brushing against her entrance, teasing and taunting her. Mirlena let out a soft whimper.

Balian grinned, his eyes locked onto hers as he slowly began to push into her. The sensation was exquisite, the slick heat of her wrapping around him, gripping him tightly. He groaned, his hips moving slowly as he filled her completely.

Mirlena's eyes widened, her legs wrapped around his waist, urging him deeper, harder.

Balian's control was slipping. The sensation of her tight heat surrounding him was driving him mad. He began to move, his hips thrusting against hers, his cock sliding in and out of her with a wet, slapping sound. Mirlena moaned, her eyes fluttering closed, her head thrown back against the pillow.

Balian watched her, his cock throbbing inside her, his balls aching with need. She was beautiful, her skin flushed, her eyes half-lidded, her lips parted in a soft moan. It was the most erotic sight he'd ever seen, and he knew he couldn't last much longer.

Not with her legs wrapped around him like that, her hips meeting his every thrust with a moan that sent shivers down his spine. He could feel her tightening around him, her body tensing as she approached the edge.

He could feel the sweat beading on his forehead, the muscles in his arms and shoulders burning from the effort of holding himself above her. But he didn't care. All that mattered was the feel of her, the sound of her moans, the taste of her skin. He was lost in her, consumed by her, and he never wanted to come back.

He thrust harder, deeper, his hips slapping against hers with each movement. The sound of their bodies coming together filled the room, a primal, animal sound that drove him wild.

He could feel her nails digging into his back, her legs tightening around his waist as she arched her back, meeting his every thrust with a gasp or a moan that sent shivers down his spine.

He leaned down, capturing her lips in a fierce, hungry kiss. She moaned into his mouth, her tongue tangling with his as their bodies moved together in a primal dance of desire.

Mirlena's hips moved in sync with Balian's, her inner muscles clenching around his cock with each thrust. The sensation was overwhelming, and Balian could feel the pleasure building within him, coiling in his gut like a serpent ready to strike.

He tore his mouth away from hers, his breath coming in ragged gasps as he looked down at her. Her eyes were half-lidded, her lips swollen from his kisses, and her cheeks flushed with desire. 

Balian couldn't hold back any longer. He needed to see her face when she came undone, when she was completely at his mercy. He needed to see her lose control, to watch as she shattered beneath him.

He began to move faster, his cock sliding in and out of her with a wet, slapping sound. Mirlena moaned, her hands moving to her breasts, her fingers pinching and rolling her nipples in time with his thrusts.

Balian watched her, his gaze locked onto her face as he pounded into her.

The sight of Mirlena pleasuring herself was arousing beyond anything he'd ever experienced. Her body moved in sync with his, her inner muscles clenching around his cock with each thrust, drawing a guttural groan from deep within his chest. He could see the pleasure building in her, the way her breath hitched and her body tensed, her hips rising to meet his every thrust.

The sight of her, sprawled out beneath him, her body on fire with desire, was enough to push him over the edge.

Balian's thrusts became erratic, his control slipping as his body took over, driven by a primal need to claim her completely.

Mirlena's moans grew louder, her body tensing beneath him as she approached her climax. He could feel her inner muscles clenching around him, drawing him in deeper, coaxing him to the very edge of his sanity. He pounded into her, his hips moving like a machine, each thrust a desperate attempt to find release. Mirlena's nails bit into his back, her body arching beneath him as she let out a scream of pure ecstasy.

Balian groaned, his body convulsing as he found his release, his cock pulsing deep inside her, filling her with his hot seed. The sensation was overwhelming, a raw, primal pleasure that left him gasping for breath, his body shaking with the intensity of it.

He collapsed on top of her, his body slick with sweat, his heart pounding in his chest. Mirlena's arms were wrapped around him, her breathing ragged and erratic. They lay there, entwined, their bodies still connected, as the world slowly came back into focus.

Balian could feel the warmth of Mirlena's body beneath him, her heartbeat echoing his own. He was drained, his limbs heavy and his muscles aching. He had never felt anything like this before.

Mirlena began to speak, her voice soft and gentle, her words a soothing balm to his senses. "That was... incredible, Balian," she murmured, her fingers tracing patterns on his back.

But Balian was already drifting, the world around him fading to a soft haze. Her voice was a distant whisper, her words fluttering through his consciousness like butterflies. He tried to focus on her, to listen to what she was saying, but the weight of his eyelids was too great. He felt an overwhelming exhaustion seeping into his bones, and he knew that he couldn't fight it. Sleep was dragging him under, a thick, velvety blanket envelope his senses, muffling Mirlena's voice completely. As darkness claimed him, he felt a contentment wash over him, a sense of peace and completeness that he had never known before. He was safe, protected, and loved. He was home.
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Chapter 3 - Dream of adventures
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Balian's heavy eyelids fluttered open as the first light of dawn began to creep through the thin curtains of their bedroom. He lay in the comfortable embrace of their large, four-poster bed, its mattress stuffed with feathers from the geese that grazed on the manor's vast grounds. The scent of herbs wafted through the air, a gentle reminder of the night spent in Mirlena's arms. He stretched, feeling the satisfying pull of muscles well-used the night before.

But where was Mirlena? He turned to her side of the bed, only to find it empty. The blankets were rumpled, but otherwise undisturbed. A soft, melodic humming echoed through the room, drawing his attention to the open window. Standing on the stone windowsill, Mirlena was plucking leaves from a potted plant, her fingers deftly selecting the healthiest specimens. Her long, blond hair cascaded down her back, shimmering in the growing sunlight.

"Mirlena?" Balian called, his voice still heavy with sleep. "What are you doing?"

She turned, her eyes sparkling with excitement. "Morning, Balian. I thought I'd gather some fresh ingredients for a healing potion before breakfast," Mirlena replied, her eyes never leaving the plant. "Half-elf perk, remember? I don't need as much sleep as you humans do." She hopped down from the windowsill, her feet barely making a sound on the floor.

Balian watched as she crossed the room towards him, a small basket of herbs tucked under her arm. She had a natural grace, like a cat, and she moved with an ease that made it clear she was comfortable in her own skin. 

As she sat down on the edge of the bed, she smiled at him, her green eyes soft but determined. "Come on, sleepyhead," she said, gently nudging him with her shoulder. "It's still early. Why don't you get some more sleep? Breakfast won't be ready for another hour."

Balian smiled, his eyes closing briefly as he felt the warmth of her touch. "You're right, I suppose." He yawned, stretching again and allowing his body to sink back into the bed. "But I can't sleep, Mirlena. Not when you're here, so full of life and energy."

Mirlena chuckled, her hand resting on his chest. "Well, that's sweet, but you need your rest. You worked hard yesterday. Besides, I've got something I want to talk to you about. But it can wait until you're properly awake," Mirlena said, her voice playful yet firm. She stood up and walked towards the door, her basket of herbs still in hand. "Go on, sleep some more. I promise I won't wake you again."

Balian chuckled, his eyes already drooping with the promise of more sleep. "Alright, alright. You win, Mirlena. I'll sleep some more." He watched as she left the room, her graceful form moving swiftly and silently. As the door closed behind her, he let out a contented sigh, snuggling deeper into the blankets.

The sound of her humming, mingling with the scent of herbs. Balian smiled to himself, his mind already drifting off into the land of dreams.

——-
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A sudden, sharp pain in his side jolted him awake. He gasped, his eyes flying open, his hand instinctively reaching for the spot that hurt.

To his surprise, he saw a strange black cat with horns, gazing at him with an eerie, knowing smile. He blinked, trying to clear the sleep from his eyes. How on earth did that cat get horns? Then, it hit him. He remembered the other inhabitant of his manor, the shapeshifting demon, Mhyroth. The long, treacherous quest in the demonic realm flashed through his mind—a memory not of his own life, but of the game he'd played before he entered this world. He'd fought through hordes of demons, navigated treacherous puzzles, and even faced the Underlord himself to unlock his own demon servant. The memory was vivid, seared into his mind like a scar – the eerie, otherworldly landscape, the demon's cunning laughter, and the thrill of victory when he'd finally managed to bind Mhyroth to his will.

Balian's eyes narrowed as he watched the cat-demon. "Mhyroth," he growled, his voice filled with a mixture of annoyance and wariness. "What are you doing in our bedroom? And what have you done to my side?" He gingerly touched the spot again, wincing at the sharp pain.

The cat-demon, or rather, Mhyroth, tilted his head, his eyes gleaming with amusement.

As he stretched and arched his back with a lazy grace, the creature shifted into a more human-like form, while still retaining his signature horns. However, it was his cat tail morphing into a more sinister, demonic appearance, complete with a spade-shaped tip. The transformation was both mesmerizing and a little unsettling, a clear indication of the otherworldly power that coursed through his veins. "Ahh, Balian, always so quick to accusations. I was merely trying to rouse you from your slumber in a manner befitting my nature," Mhyroth said, his voice a deep purr that seemed to vibrate through the air. "As for your injury, I merely left a small... gift, a reminder of my presence. Demons are not fond of being ignored, after all."

Balian scowled, taking in Mhyroth's chosen appearance. The demon stood before him, his black hair falling in cascading waves around his shoulders, framing a face that could have been handsome if it weren't for the cruel twist of his lips. He wore a leather corset that laced up the front, adorned with silver studs and buckles, and a pair of tight, black breeches that ended at the knee. His boots were tall and polished, with silver buckles that matched the corset. It was a striking, if somewhat unsettling, sight. Balian found himself unable to look away from the demon before him, his mind distracted from the pain in his side. "You know," he said, his voice barely above a whisper, "I think I would prefer it if you took a female form. The outfit would probably look better."

Mhyroth chuckled, a low, throaty sound that seemed to rumble through the room. "Would it, now? And why would that be, Balian?" Mhyroth asked, his eyes gleaming with a dark amusement. He tilted his head, his gaze sweeping over Balian with a mocking intensity. "Perhaps you find the sight of a woman in tight leather more... stimulating?"

Balian felt a flush creep up his neck, and he quickly looked away, his eyes darting around the room as he struggled to find a suitable response. "No, of course not," he said, his voice a little too high. "It's just... it's just not very... appropriate, that's all."

Mhyroth laughed, a rich, full sound that filled the room. "Appropriate? You mean like a demon in your bedroom, trying to wake you up with a painful reminder?" He moved closer, his eyes never leaving Balian's. "You, my dear knight, are a contradiction. A man of honor, bound to a creature of chaos. A protector of the kingdom, yet you toy with the shadows of another world. Tell me, Balian, why do you keep me around?"

Balian's grip tightened on the sheets, his knuckles turning white as he fought to maintain his composure. "I need your power, Mhyroth. It's... useful," he admitted, his voice gruff as he struggled to find the right words. "But you know that already."

Mhyroth's grin widened, revealing a set of teeth that were more fang than not. "Indeed, I do. But tell me, Balian, do you ever wonder what it would be like if our roles were reversed? If you were the one bound to my will?" Mhyroth's eyes glinted with a malicious glee as he leaned in, his voice dropping to a low, conspiratorial whisper. "What if you were the one serving my desires, instead of the other way around?"

Balian's heart pounded in his chest as he met Mhyroth's gaze, the demon's words sending a shiver down his spine. He could feel the weight of Mhyroth's power, the dark tendrils of chaos that threatened to ensnare him if he let his guard down.  Balian took a deep breath, steeling himself against the demon's manipulative words. "I've told you before, Mhyroth. Our deal is clear. You serve me, and in return, you get to stay in this world. That's the end of it."

Mhyroth chuckled, a sound that was both amused and frustrated. "Ah, always the honorable knight. But you forget, Balian, there's another part of our contract," Mhyroth said, his voice dropping to a low growl. "You must provide me with... sustenance." The demon's eyes flicked to Balian's throat, and a slow, predatory smile spread across his face. "I've been patient, but my hunger grows."

Balian's grip on the sheets tightened, his eyes narrowing as he met Mhyroth's gaze. "Sustenance? You mean blood, don't you?" Balian asked, his voice steady despite the unease that stirred within him. He knew the price he had to pay for Mhyroth's power, but the thought of offering his own blood as sustenance still sent a shiver down his spine.

Mhyroth's smile broadened, revealing his elongated canines. "Yes, blood is one possibility," he purred, his voice taking on a sultry timbre as he shifted form once again. His black hair lengthened and darkened, cascading down his back in lustrous waves. His skin paled, taking on an ethereal sheen, and his body morphed into a more curvaceous silhouette. Yet, his demonic appendages remained, a stark contrast to his new, alluring appearance. "But there is also the... fun way."

Balian's eyes widened as he took in the transformation, his breath catching in his throat. He had seen Mhyroth take many forms, but this one was different—disconcertingly so. The demon's new appearance was undeniably attractive, but it was also unsettling, a clear reminder of the dark power that dwelled within.

Mhyroth's form contrasted starkly with Mirlena's purity, his curvaceous body accentuated by the tight leather corset that struggled to contain his ample bosom. 

The scent of herbs still lingered in the air, now mingled with the subtle, musky scent of the demon's arousal. Balian felt a primal, visceral response stir within him, his body betraying him even as his mind recoiled at the thought of succumbing to Mhyroth's desires.

He swallowed hard, his mouth dry as he struggled to maintain his composure. "I... I don't think that's a good idea, Mhyroth. I'm a married man." His voice was barely above a whisper, his eyes flicking to the door, as if expecting Mirlena to appear at any moment.

Mhyroth's laugh was a low, throaty sound, like velvet and sin. "Oh, Balian, your morals are as charming as they are useless. It doesn't count if it's with a demon, especially for nourishment. The rules are different when a creature like me is involved." Mhyroth's eyes flicked to Balian's groin, a slow, predatory smile spreading across his face. "Besides, I know you want it, Balian. You've been a good boy, saving the kingdom, keeping me fed with blood. It's time to let go, to give in to your darker desires."

Balian's heart pounded in his chest as he struggled to maintain his composure, his body betraying him with every passing moment.

Mhyroth's words echoed through his mind like a dark, seductive chant, playing on his deepest, most primal desires. He knew he should resist, knew that giving in to Mhyroth would be a crossing of lines he never intended to cross. But the demon's allure was powerful, a siren's call that threatened to consume him whole.

Mhyroth's eyes gleamed with a dark, predatory hunger as he took a step closer, his hips swaying in a slow, sensual dance that seemed to defy the very laws of physics. His tail lashed behind him, the spaded tip leaving a trail of dark, shimmering energy that seemed to cling to the air like a physical thing. The scent of herbs and musk grew stronger, more intoxicating, and Balian felt a faint, throbbing ache begin to pulse in his groin.

"Mhyroth," he said, his voice barely above a whisper.

The demon chuckled, a low, sultry sound that seemed to wrap around Balian like a physical caress. "You see, Balian, it will be more enjoyable for both of us if we share in this... sustenance together. It's not just about my needs, but yours as well. Don't you want to experience something... different? Something... forbidden?"

Balian's breath hitched, his heart pounding in his chest like a drum. The demon's words were a balm to his primal desires, a voice whispering in the darkness, urging him to give in.

Besides, Balian, it will be more enjoyable for both of us than if I were to simply drink your blood. Imagine the pleasure I could bring you, if you'd only let me." Mhyroth's voice was a dark melody, a symphony of temptation and forbidden desire.

It resonated within Balian, stirring something primal and raw deep inside him. He could feel the heat of the demon's body, the pull of ecstasy that hovered just beyond his reach.

Mhyroth's fingers, long and tipped with sharp, black nails, reached for the laces of his corset. With a deft, practiced motion, he began to untie the knots, his eyes never leaving Balian's. The leather creaked and groaned as the laces loosened, the pressure releasing in a slow, sensual dance. Balian's breath hitched as Mhyroth's voluptuous breasts spilled free, the corset falling away to reveal the demon's pale, flawless skin. The sight of Mhyroth's naked torso, the curve of his hips, and the tantalizing glimpse of his navel sent a jolt of desire through Balian. 

Mhyroth's fingers trailed down his chest, leaving a wake of heat and longing. "It would be a shame not to do it," Mhyroth murmured, his voice a low purr. "But if you really don't want to, Balian, your blood will suffice. I've always enjoyed the taste of you." 

This was a dance with the devil, a temptation that he knew he should refuse, yet his body yearned for more. He felt his resistance crumbling, his body aching for the touch he knew he should refuse.

Mhyroth's fingers reached his chest, tracing the lines of his muscles, igniting a fire within him that he no longer wanted to extinguish. Balian's breath hitched, his hands reaching out almost of their own accord, gripping the demon's shoulders.

With a sudden, forceful movement, he pushed Mhyroth back onto the bed, the demon's eyes widening in surprise before a wicked grin spread across his face. "Finally," Mhyroth purred, his tail writhing behind him like a living creature, eager for the hunt.

Balian loomed over him, his heart pounding in his chest like a battle drum. He could feel the heat radiating from Mhyroth's body, the scent of him—a dark, musky perfume—filling his nostrils, driving him mad with desire.

The demon's tail flicked out, wrapping around his waist, pulling him closer, urging him on. Balian's grip on Mhyroth's shoulders tightened, his fingers digging into the flesh, leaving crescent-shaped marks.

Mhyroth's laugh was a low, throaty sound, a purr of satisfaction. "You're a rough one, Balian. I like it that way, but I hope you're more gentle with Mirlena." His words were uttered with a casualness that suggested he was merely making an observation, rather than a warning. Mhyroth wanted Balian, the noble knight, to embrace his darker side, to give in to his forbidden desires. And Balian, it seemed, was more than willing to comply.

Mhyroth's tail tightened around Balian's waist, pulling him closer still, until their bodies were pressed together, the heat of Mhyroth's skin scorching through Balian's clothes. He could feel the demon's hardened nipples, the curve of his hips, the promise of ecstasy that lay just beneath the surface.

Balian's hands slid down Mhyroth's chest, tracing the curve of his ribs, the dip of his waist, until they reached his breeches. With a rough, impatient movement, he tore the fabric.

Mhyroth hissed, his body arching into the touch, his tail writhing behind him with pent-up energy.

"Balian," Mhyroth breathed, his eyes glinting with a dark hunger. "You're as eager as a virgin on his wedding night."

Balian growled, a low, primal sound that seemed to come from the depths of his soul. "I don't want gentle, Mhyroth. I want... this," he snarled, his voice a harsh, ragged thing as he shoved the demon roughly against the sheets. He grasped the demon's thighs, his hands rough and insistent, and forced them apart.

Mhyroth's eyes widened, but only for a moment, before a wicked grin spread across his face. "Well, well, who would've thought that the noble knight had such a dark side?" he purred, his voice dripping with lust. "I like it, Balian. I like it a lot." His tail, which had been writhing with anticipation, now slid up Balian's leg, the spade-shaped tip rubbing against his inner thigh, teasing him.

Balian's breath hitched, his hips jerking in response to the demon's touch. He couldn't wait any longer. With a forceful thrust, he penetrated Mhyroth's vagina, the demon's walls gripping him tightly, the sensation sending a jolt of pleasure through him.

Mhyroth's eyes widened in surprise, but the shock quickly morphed into a wicked grin. "Oh, Balian, you're even more eager than I thought," he purred, his tail wrapping around Balian's hip, pulling him deeper, urging him on. The demon's inner walls clenched around him, the sensation sending waves of pleasure coursing through Balian's body. 

He began to move, his hips thrusting against Mhyroth's in a rhythm that was primal and raw. As he moved, Balian's hands roamed the demon's body, not for Mhyroth's pleasure, but for his own. They traced the curve of his waist, the swell of his breasts, the tautness of his stomach. He pinched and pulled, leaving marks in their wake, his body aching with the need for release.

Balian's nostrils flared as he inhaled the scent of Mhyroth, a dark, musky aroma that was uniquely the demon's own. It was intoxicating, addictive, and drove him to move faster, harder, his body slamming against Mhyroth's with increasing force. As he did, his hand, rough and insistent, reached up and grasped one of Mhyroth's large, firm breasts. He squeezed tightly, roughly, his fingers digging into the flesh as if trying to leave a mark on the demon's very soul.

Mhyroth moaned, his eyes fluttering closed, and his tail writhed with renewed vigor, the spaded tip tracing circles against Balian's back, urging him on. "Harder, Balian," he growled, his voice like a low rumble of thunder. "Pound into me like you're trying to drive your sacred sword through my heart. Fuck me like you're the last knight standing, Balian," Mhyroth hissed, his hips meeting Balian's thrusts with equal force, his tail slapping against Balian's back, urging him on. The demon's body was a writhing, heaving mass of lust and pleasure, his breathing coming in ragged gasps, his eyes half-lidded with desire.

Balian's grip on Mhyroth's breast tightened, his fingers digging into the soft flesh as he squeezed, leaving a deep, red imprint that lingered even after he released his hold. 

He slid his hand down, tracing the curve of Mhyroth's waist, the swell of his hip, before grabbing his tail and using it as a leverage to pull him even deeper into the demon's body.

The sensation was exquisite, the combination of heat, tightness, and the strange, otherworldly energy that seemed to pulse through Mhyroth's body. Balian groaned, his teeth gritted, as he began to move faster, his body slamming against Mhyroth's with a force that was almost brutal.

His grip on the demon's tail tightened, using it as a handle to pull himself deeper, to force himself further into Mhyroth's tight, hot body. With each thrust, he could feel the demon's inner walls clenching around him, gripping him like a fist, squeezing him until he thought he might burst.

The sensation was overwhelming, an exquisite torture that drove him to the brink of madness. His body was slick with sweat, his muscles tensing and releasing with each movement, his breath coming in ragged gasps as he fought to maintain control.

But it was a losing battle. The heat and the tightness of Mhyroth's body were driving him mad with desire, and Balian knew he couldn't hold on much longer.

The sensation was too intense, the pleasure too overwhelming. He felt his body tensing, the muscles in his legs and abdomen tightening as the wave of ecstasy threatened to consume him. He wanted to pull out. But as he began to withdraw, he felt Mhyroth's legs tightening around his waist, the demon's tail wrapping around his hips, anchoring him in place.

"No, Balian," Mhyroth hissed, his eyes flashing with a dark malice. "You won't deny me this." His legs tightened further, his tail wrapping around Balian like a vice, preventing any escape. "Give in to it, Balian. Let go."

Balian's mind was a storm of chaos, his body a raging fire. He couldn't fight it any longer. He couldn't resist the inferno that was Mhyroth. The demon's tail tightened around him, pulling him deeper still, a wicked smile playing on Mhyroth's face as he watched Balian struggle against the inevitable.

Balian's body was a powder keg of pent-up desire, his movements jerky and desperate as he fought the overwhelming sensation. With a final, desperate thrust, Balian exploded inside Mhyroth, his body convulsing with the sheer force of his release. It was as if a dam had burst within him, the deluge of ecstasy threatening to consume him whole. The sensation was so intense, so overwhelming, that Balian was left gasping for breath, his body trembling with the aftershocks of his orgasm. He was vaguely aware of Mhyroth's body gripping him tightly, the demon's legs wrapped around his waist, his tail still coiled around his hips. 

Mhyroth chuckled softly, a low, satisfied sound that seemed to rumble through Balian's very soul. "Well, Balian," he purred, a wicked smile playing on his lips. "That was quite the... meal. I must thank you for that." He released his grip on Balian, his tail sliding away from his waist, leaving him feeling strangely empty.

Mhyroth, with a contented sigh, patted his stomach as if he had just consumed a hearty, satisfying meal. "Ah, that was just what I needed," he purred, stretching out languidly, his body still slick with sweat and the remnants of their passion. "You, Balian, are a delicious treat."

Balian, still panting from the force of his release, watched as Mhyroth luxuriated
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