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Riftborn Blade

By Peter M. McMillan




Chapter One: Riftborn Rebirth

Miles Donovan slouched at his desk, the faint hum of his ancient PC filling the cramped apartment. His world was a cluttered cocoon of fantasy: stacks of worn sci-fi novels leaned precariously against the wall, posters of armored warriors glared down from above, and a half-painted figurine of a space marine sat abandoned beside his keyboard. At twenty-four, he was a lanky scarecrow of a man, all sharp angles and pale skin, with a tangle of dark hair and smudged glasses perched on his nose. His days blurred into a haze of coding, comics, and stale coffee—until the air around him shivered.

It began as a faint buzz, seeping through his earbuds, a vibration that prickled his scalp. He tugged them off, scowling, but the noise swelled, a deep thrum that shook his bones. Before he could react, a searing light engulfed the room. His gut twisted as if he’d been hurled into freefall, and then—blackness. A split second later, he crashed onto something solid, the jolt knocking the wind from him. He coughed, tasting grit and metal, and squinted into a landscape that wasn’t Earth.

Above him stretched a sky of mottled purple, slashed with jagged green lightning. Two suns glared down, one a fiery amber, the other a pale, jaundiced glow, scorching the fractured red ground. Miles pushed himself up, then froze. His hands were huge, meaty slabs of muscle, veins snaking under bronzed skin. He looked down and nearly gagged. His chest was a wall of sculpted flesh, his arms thick with power, his legs like pillars. The scrawny geek was gone; in his place loomed a seven-foot titan, raw strength rippling under a tattered loincloth. He clenched his fists, awed by the sheer mass of his new form, when a guttural bellow shattered his daze.

Three reptilian horrors barreled toward him, their scales glinting like wet tar, claws gleaming, mouths bristling with fangs. Miles’s pulse raced, but his body moved on instinct. He sidestepped as the first lunged, its talons slashing empty air. With a roar, he slammed his fist into its side. The blow caved in its ribcage, a wet crunch echoing as blood sprayed in a black arc. Guts slopped out, coiling on the ground, and the beast crumpled with a gurgling scream.

The second swung a barbed tail. Miles grabbed it, crushing the spines in his grip, and ripped it free. Flesh tore with a sickening squelch, gore fountaining as he swung the severed limb like a club. It smashed the creature’s skull, bone shattering, brains splattering in a viscous spray. The third hesitated, eyes bulging, but Miles was relentless. He seized its throat, fingers sinking into scaly flesh, and squeezed until its windpipe burst. With a savage twist, he tore its head off, blood gushing over him in a hot, stinking wave. He stood, chest heaving, drenched in carnage, and felt a feral grin stretch his lips. This was him now.

A throaty chuckle pulled him from his bloodlust. He turned, blinking through the haze, and saw them—two figures striding from the dust. The first was a woman, her skin a gleaming copper, hair a cascade of platinum spilling down her back. Her chest bore a pair of gargantuan spheres, each massive orb straining a thin leather band, their tips jutting out like bold sentinels. Her hips rolled with every step, a promise of lush decadence in her smoldering gaze.

Beside her glided another, her skin a soft lilac, hair a midnight torrent. Her prodigious mounds quaked with each movement, twin peaks of flesh barely held by a scrap of cloth, their weight a marvel. But as she neared, Miles’s eyes dropped, and his breath hitched. Between her thighs dangled a colossal cock, thick and veined, thumping against her legs. Below it swung a pair of enormous balls, heavy and taut, swaying with brazen confidence. She was a shemale, feminine in every curve save the monstrous endowment, her grace as hypnotic as her companion’s.

“Well, look at this,” the copper-skinned woman purred, her voice a silken tease. “A fresh brute for our wastes. And so big.” Her eyes roved his gore-streaked frame, lingering where the loincloth strained.

The lilac-skinned shemale smirked, her stare sharp and hungry. “Riftborn, no doubt,” she said, her tone low and rich. She shifted, her tremendous bosom trembling, her giant prick twitching eagerly. “Let’s test his mettle.”

Miles’s mind spun, but his body burned with a raw, untamed fire. These weren’t the timid shadows of his old life; they were deities of flesh and ferocity. He stepped closer, looming over them, and rumbled, “Who are you?”

“I’m Lysara,” the woman said, pressing against him. Her stupendous jugs mashed into his chest, warm and pliant, her scent a heady mix of heat and spice. “And this is Taryn.” She tilted her head toward the shemale, who circled him, her massive rod brushing his leg, her hefty sack swinging boldly.

“Welcome to Zorath,” Taryn murmured, her breath hot on his neck. “Where might makes right.” She gripped his arm, guiding his hand to her chest. Her voluminous globes overflowed his grasp, soft and heavy, their heat searing. “This is strength too.”

Before he could speak, Lysara’s hands slid down his torso, tugging the loincloth away. It fell, and his own cock sprang free, thick and rigid, a rival to Taryn’s in its audacity. Lysara hummed, her fingers curling around it, stroking with deft skill. “Oh, you’ll fit right in,” she whispered, her bountiful pillows rising as she knelt. Her tongue darted out, tasting him, and he groaned as a shock of pleasure ripped through him.

Taryn pressed against his back, her titanic orbs flattening against his spine, her enormous shaft grinding into his hip. “Don’t keep him all to yourself,” she teased, her hand joining Lysara’s. Her swollen balls nudged his thigh, a brazen weight. Together, they worked him—hands firm, mouths relentless—until his legs shook and he roared, erupting across the bloodied ground in a shuddering release.

Panting, Miles watched Lysara rise, her monumental breasts slick with sweat, her lips glistening. “You’re ours now,” she said. Taryn nodded, her own vast rack bouncing, her cock still half-erect and shining.

Miles straightened, the tang of blood and lust thick in his throat. Whatever Zorath was, he wasn’t the frail nobody of Earth anymore. He was a slayer, a force—and this was only the beginning.




Chapter Two: Blood and Bonds

Miles Donovan stood amidst the carnage, his massive frame still buzzing from the fury of combat and the rush that followed. The twin suns scorched the red earth, illuminating the butchered remains of the reptilian beasts scattered around him. His breaths came heavy, each one a testament to the brute strength now rippling through his transformed body. Lysara and Taryn stood close, their presence a heady mix of danger and draw, though he forced his focus beyond their striking forms.

Lysara brushed a streak of blood from her face, her enormous breasts shifting under the thin leather band as she flashed a grin. “You fight like a tempest,” she said, her voice smooth and warm. She stepped nearer, her lavish curves grazing his side, her eyes sparking with something like respect. “Most riftborn don’t last long enough to draw breath out here.”

Taryn moved to his other side, her vast bosom swaying slightly as she walked, her dark hair snapping in the arid breeze. “He’s got grit,” she said, her tone carrying a hint of mischief. She slapped his shoulder, her touch solid yet restrained, her generous chest brushing his arm for a fleeting moment. “Let’s see if he can hold onto it.”

Miles shook off the lingering fog of battle and desire, his mind clawing for clarity in this bizarre new reality. “Where the hell am I?” he growled, the deep timbre of his voice catching him off guard. “What’s going on?”

Lysara tilted her head, her platinum hair glinting under the suns. “You’re in the Wastes,” she said, waving a hand at the barren stretch of cracked ground and sharp stone. “A rift dragged you here—same as it does all offworlders. Zorath doesn’t care who you were; it makes you what it needs.” Her gaze swept over his towering bulk, a smirk playing on her lips. “Looks like it chose well.”

Taryn nodded, her lilac skin catching the light as she shifted her weight. “The strong thrive. The weak?” She nudged a reptilian head with her foot, sending it tumbling into a shallow gully. “They’re just meat.”

Miles opened his mouth to demand more, but a piercing shriek cut through the air, raw and guttural. The ground quaked beneath his feet, a low rumble growing into a thunderous shudder. He tensed, his new instincts flaring, and spun toward the sound. A cloud of dust billowed on the horizon, and from it emerged a hulking shape—bigger than the reptiles, its silhouette warped and menacing.

Lysara cursed under her breath, her voluptuous form tensing. “Skullreaver,” she spat, drawing a curved blade from a sheath at her hip. The weapon gleamed, its edge wickedly sharp. “Big bastard must’ve smelled the blood.”

Taryn’s hand went to a short spear strapped across her back, her tremendous chest heaving as she readied herself. “Stay sharp, riftborn,” she said, her eyes narrowing. “This one won’t go down easy.”

The beast burst into view, a nightmare of scales and spines. It stood twice Miles’s height, its body a mass of knotted muscle wrapped in bony plates. Its head was a grotesque fusion of insect and reptile, mandibles clacking, eyes glowing a sickly yellow. Claws like scythes gouged the earth as it charged, a bellow shaking the air.

Miles didn’t think—he moved. His body surged forward, meeting the skullreaver head-on. It swung a claw, and he ducked, the wind of it ruffling his hair. He drove his fist into its side, the impact jarring his arm as scales cracked and black blood oozed. The beast roared, whipping its tail—a spiked club of bone. He caught it mid-swing, his hands locking around the spines, and yanked with all his might. Flesh tore, a spray of gore painting the ground, and the tail came free in his grip.

The skullreaver staggered, and Miles swung the severed limb like a mace. It smashed into the creature’s jaw, shattering teeth in a spray of shards and blood. The beast lunged, mandibles snapping, but he sidestepped and grabbed its head, twisting with a savage heave. Bone snapped, and the skullreaver’s neck broke with a wet crunch. Its body slumped, twitching, as dark fluids pooled beneath it.

Breathing hard, Miles dropped the tail and turned to find Lysara and Taryn staring, weapons still in hand. Lysara sheathed her blade, her prodigious bosom rising with a deep breath. “Damn,” she said, a laugh bubbling up. “You’re a natural.”

Taryn twirled her spear and slid it back into place, her lavish mounds settling as she relaxed. “Not bad, big man,” she said, a grin tugging at her lips. “You might just live long enough to learn the rules.”

Miles wiped blood from his face, the coppery tang sharp in his nose. “Rules?” he asked, his voice rough. “Start talking.”

Lysara stepped closer, her overwhelming curves a distraction he fought to ignore. “Zorath’s simple,” she said. “Kill or be killed. Take or be taken. The rifts bring warriors, and the Wastes test them. Survivors claim power—land, loot, lives.”

Taryn nodded, her gaze steady. “You’re riftborn now. That strength? It’s yours to wield. But it’ll draw challengers. Always does.”

Miles glanced at the skullreaver’s corpse, then back at them. “And you two? What’s your stake?”

Lysara’s smile widened, her titanic breasts pressing against him as she leaned in. “We’re scouts,” she said. “We find the worthy. Bring them to the Clans. You? You’re worth finding.”

Taryn chuckled, her vast chest quaking slightly. “Stick with us, riftborn. We’ll show you the ropes—before someone cuts them.”

Miles felt the weight of their words, the promise of more violence, more trials. His old life was gone, replaced by this brutal, vivid world. He nodded, a fire kindling in his gut. “Lead on,” he said, and fell into step behind them, the Wastes stretching endless and unforgiving before him.




Chapter Three: The Clan’s Call

Miles Donovan trudged behind Lysara and Taryn, his boots crunching the brittle red earth of the Wastes. The twin suns bore down, their heat a relentless hammer against his broad shoulders, but his new body shrugged it off with ease. The skullreaver’s blood still clung to his skin, drying in sticky patches, a badge of the savagery he’d embraced. Ahead, Lysara’s platinum hair swayed like a beacon, her extravagant bosom bouncing with each confident stride. Taryn matched her pace, her lilac skin glistening, her generous curves a constant, distracting presence. Miles kept his eyes on the horizon, forcing his mind to the questions clawing at him.

“How far?” he asked, his voice a low rumble that still felt foreign in his throat.

Lysara glanced back, her lush figure swaying as she smirked. “Not far now,” she said. “The Clan’s camp sits beyond the next rise. You’ll see soon enough.”

Taryn shot him a sidelong look, her tremendous mounds shifting beneath her scant top. “Keep your guard up, riftborn,” she warned. “The Wastes don’t sleep, and neither should you.”

Miles nodded, scanning the jagged landscape. The air shimmered with heat, distorting the distant rocks into mirages of movement. He flexed his hands, marveling again at their size, the power coiled in every muscle. Whatever Zorath had done to him, it wasn’t just physical—it was primal, a hunger for survival that gnawed at his core. He was no longer the timid coder hunched over a screen; he was a predator now, and the Wastes were his hunting ground.

A low hum rose from the ground, vibrating through his soles. He froze, senses sharpening, as Lysara and Taryn halted too. “What’s that?” he growled, his fists clenching.

Lysara’s hand went to her blade, her voluptuous form tensing. “Burrowers,” she hissed. “Get ready.”

The earth erupted before he could ask more. Three creatures burst from the dirt, their bodies segmented and wormlike, each as long as a man and twice as thick. Chitinous plates gleamed under the suns, and their heads split into maws of writhing, needle-tipped tendrils. They screeched, a sound like metal grinding, and lunged.

Miles moved first, instinct driving him. He grabbed the nearest burrower mid-strike, his hands sinking into its slimy flesh. With a roar, he tore it in half, the wet snap of its spine drowned by a gush of yellow ichor. The halves writhed, spraying him with filth, but he was already on the next. It lashed a tendril at his face; he caught it, yanked the creature forward, and smashed his fist through its maw. The head collapsed in a burst of pulp and fluid, splattering his chest.

Taryn leapt into the fray, her spear flashing. She drove it through the third burrower’s side, pinning it to the ground as it thrashed. Lysara darted in, her blade slicing clean through its neck. The head rolled free, tendrils twitching, as green blood pooled beneath it. The fight was over in seconds, the silence returning as swiftly as it had broken.

Miles shook gore from his hands, breathing hard. Lysara wiped her blade on the corpse, her stupendous breasts rising with a satisfied sigh. “Quick work,” she said, nodding at him. “You’re learning fast.”

Taryn pulled her spear free, her lavish chest heaving as she grinned. “Messy, but effective. You’ll fit in just fine.”

Miles grunted, wiping his face with the back of his arm. “What the hell were those?”

“Burrowers,” Taryn replied, kicking a twitching segment. “Scavengers. They smell death and come running. Or slithering.”

Lysara sheathed her blade, her prodigious bosom settling as she turned. “Come on,” she said. “We’re close.”

They crested the rise minutes later, and Miles stopped short. Below sprawled a camp, a chaotic sprawl of tents and crude structures carved from stone and bone. Smoke curled from fires, and figures moved among them—women and shemales, their forms as striking as Lysara’s and Taryn’s, their ample curves catching the light. The air buzzed with shouts, laughter, and the clang of metal. It was a hive of life, brutal and vibrant.

“Welcome to the Ironfang Clan,” Lysara said, her voice tinged with pride. She gestured to the camp, her bountiful figure silhouetted against the suns. “Our home. And maybe yours, if you prove yourself.”

Taryn stepped closer, her vast mounds brushing his arm as she pointed. “See that big tent? That’s Rhea’s. She’s the chief. Tough as stone and twice as mean. She’ll want to meet you.”

Miles studied the camp, his pulse quickening. “Prove myself how?” he asked.

Lysara chuckled, her titanic breasts quaking. “How do you think? Fight. Win. Show you’re worth the air you breathe.”

Before he could respond, a horn blared from the camp, deep and resonant. Figures began to gather, their eyes turning toward the newcomers. Miles felt their stares—curious, hostile, hungry. A woman strode forward from the crowd, her skin a deep bronze, her hair a wild mane of gold. Her chest bore a pair of monumental orbs, barely contained by a chain-link top, and a massive axe rested on her shoulder. She stopped a dozen paces away, her gaze locking onto Miles.

“Rhea,” Taryn murmured, her tone respectful but wary.

Rhea’s eyes narrowed, assessing him. “Another riftborn,” she said, her voice a gravelly command. “You look strong. Let’s see if you’re more than meat.” She hefted her axe, the blade glinting. “Fight me. Now.”

Miles tensed, adrenaline surging. Lysara stepped back, her lavish form retreating with a nod. “Don’t die,” she said simply. Taryn echoed her, her tremendous chest still as she watched.

Rhea charged, axe swinging in a brutal arc. Miles dodged, the blade slicing air where his head had been. He countered, slamming his fist into her side. She grunted, staggering, but swung again, faster. The axe grazed his arm, drawing a line of blood. He roared, grabbing her wrist and twisting. Bone cracked, and the axe fell. She snarled, driving her knee into his gut, but he took the hit, wrapping his arms around her and hurling her to the ground.

They grappled, a tangle of muscle and fury. Her strength was immense, her voluptuous body a weapon of its own, but Miles was relentless. He pinned her, his weight crushing her into the dirt, until she went limp, gasping. The crowd erupted, cheers and jeers mingling.

Rhea glared up at him, then laughed—a harsh, approving sound. “Not bad, riftborn,” she said, shoving him off. She rose, brushing dust from her prodigious bosom. “You’ll do.”

Miles stood, chest heaving, blood trickling down his arm. Lysara and Taryn rejoined him, their lavish figures relaxed now. “Told you,” Lysara said, smirking. “You’re one of us.”

Taryn clapped his back, her vast chest quivering. “Rest up. Tomorrow, the real work starts.”

Miles nodded, the camp’s energy sinking into him. He was riftborn, a warrior of Zorath—and he was ready for whatever came next.




Chapter Four: The Proving Ground

Miles Donovan awoke to the clang of metal and the tang of smoke, his body sprawled across a rough pallet in a tent of stitched hides. The suns’ light filtered through gaps, casting jagged streaks across his sweat-slicked skin. His muscles ached, a dull reminder of the skullreaver, the burrowers, and Rhea’s brutal welcome. Yet the pain felt good—earned, alive. He sat up, the coarse blanket sliding off his chiseled frame, and rubbed his eyes. The camp’s clamor pulsed outside, a symphony of life and violence that called to him.

Lysara ducked through the tent flap, her platinum hair glinting, her colossal bosom swaying as she tossed him a bundle of leather and steel. “Gear up, riftborn,” she said, her voice crisp. “Rhea’s got plans for you.” Her lavish curves filled the space, a distracting presence he’d learned to push past.

Miles caught the bundle—a crude breastplate, greaves, and a belt with a sheathed dagger. He dressed quickly, the leather creaking against his bulk, the steel cool on his skin. “What plans?” he asked, buckling the belt.

Taryn slipped in behind Lysara, her lilac skin catching the light, her tremendous mounds shifting as she leaned against a tent pole. “The Proving,” she said, her tone edged with excitement. “A hunt. You’ll see.”

He followed them out, the camp unfolding before him. Ironfang warriors bustled—women and shemales, their voluptuous forms clad in armor and hides, sharpening blades or hauling kills from the Wastes. Eyes tracked him, some wary, others appraising. Rhea stood near a firepit, her bronze skin gleaming, her monumental orbs straining her chain-link top as she barked orders. She turned as Miles approached, her golden mane whipping in the wind.

“Riftborn,” she greeted, her gravelly voice cutting through the din. “You’ve got strength. Now prove you’ve got cunning.” She gestured to a group assembling nearby—five warriors, their lavish figures armed with spears, axes, and nets. “We’re hunting a razorgleam. Big, fast, nasty. Bring it down, and you’re blooded with us.”

Miles nodded, adrenaline stirring. “What’s a razorgleam?”

Lysara smirked, her prodigious bosom quaking. “You’ll know it when it tries to gut you.”

Taryn handed him a spear, its haft rough in his grip. “Stay close,” she said, her vast chest steady as she met his gaze. “It’s a pack hunt.”

The group set out, Rhea leading with Miles, Lysara, and Taryn at her flanks. The Wastes stretched endless, the air thick with heat and dust. They trekked for an hour, the suns climbing higher, until Rhea raised a fist. The ground ahead shimmered—not heat, but movement. A razorgleam emerged from a rocky hollow, its body a nightmare of sleek scales and razor-edged fins. It stood as tall as Miles, its limbs long and sinewy, its maw a jagged slit of teeth. Spines flared along its back, glinting like blades under the light.

Rhea roared, and the hunt began. The warriors fanned out, nets whistling through the air. The razorgleam darted, faster than thought, slicing a net in half with a flick of its tail. A warrior lunged with a spear; it spun, spines slashing, and her arm flew free in a spray of blood. She screamed, collapsing, as the beast pounced.

Miles charged, spear raised. The razorgleam met him, claws raking his breastplate. Metal screeched, but held. He thrust, the spear biting into its flank. It shrieked, blood welling—dark and oily—before whipping its tail at his legs. He leapt, barely clearing the spines, and landed hard. Lysara darted in, her blade slashing its hind leg, tendon snapping. Taryn hurled her spear, pinning its tail to the ground.

The beast thrashed, spines flailing. Miles seized the moment, grabbing a spine and wrenching it free. Blood sprayed, hot and acrid, as he drove the jagged shard into its eye. The razorgleam convulsed, a guttural wail escaping, then slumped, its remaining eye dimming.

Rhea strode forward, her stupendous bosom heaving as she surveyed the kill. The wounded warrior groaned, clutching her stump, but Rhea’s focus was on Miles. “Clean strike,” she said, nodding. “You’re blooded now.”

Lysara wiped her blade, her lavish curves slick with sweat. “Told you he’d manage,” she said, flashing a grin.

Taryn retrieved her spear, her tremendous mounds bouncing as she yanked it free. “He’s a natural,” she agreed, clapping his shoulder.

The group hauled the razorgleam’s corpse back, its weight a brutal load even for Miles’s strength. The camp greeted them with cheers, warriors crowding to see the kill. Rhea raised a hand, silencing them. “Ironfang claims another,” she bellowed, her voice ringing. “And this riftborn—Miles—claims his place.”

A shemale stepped forward, her skin a warm amber, her vast bosom straining a leather vest. She carried a horn of dark liquid, offering it to Miles. “Drink,” she said, her tone solemn. He took it, the brew bitter and sharp, burning down his throat. The crowd roared approval, fists pounding chests.

Rhea pulled him aside as the others dispersed, her monumental orbs brushing his arm. “You’re in,” she said, her eyes hard. “But blooding’s just the start. The Clans war—over land, rifts, power. You’ll fight for us now.”

Miles met her gaze, the brew’s heat settling in his gut. “I’m ready,” he said, the words solidifying something within him.

Lysara joined them, her prodigious bosom quivering as she laughed. “Good. Next comes the feast. You’ll need it.”

Taryn lingered nearby, her lavish figure relaxed but alert. “Eat, rest,” she said. “Tomorrow’s another test.”

The camp erupted into celebration, fires flaring higher, meat roasting over spits. Miles sat among them, the razorgleam’s skull propped nearby, its spines a trophy. Warriors pressed close—women and shemales, their bountiful forms a constant, vivid presence—offering food, drink, tales of kills. He ate, the meat tough and gamey, the brew loosening his tension. Lysara sprawled beside him, her titanic breasts resting on the table as she regaled him with a story of a riftborn who’d tamed a burrower pack. Taryn sat opposite, her vast mounds steady as she carved a chunk of razorgleam flesh, her eyes glinting with quiet pride.

Miles listened, the camp’s energy sinking into his bones. He was no longer an outsider—no longer the frail geek of Earth. He was Ironfang, blooded and bound, and Zorath’s brutal pulse beat in his veins. The feast stretched into the night, the suns dipping low, and he felt the weight of what lay ahead: war, survival, power. He’d meet it head-on.




Chapter Five: The Edge of War

Miles Donovan woke to the sharp crack of dawn, the twin suns clawing their way above the horizon, painting the Ironfang camp in hues of amber and jaundice. His body ached from the razorgleam hunt, a deep, satisfying throb that anchored him to this savage new reality. The tent smelled of leather and smoke, the echoes of last night’s feast—laughter, meat, and bitter brew—lingering in his senses. He rose, stretching his massive frame, the leather armor creaking as he moved. Outside, the camp stirred, a restless beast rousing for the day.

Lysara greeted him at the tent flap, her platinum hair tousled, her colossal bosom swaying as she thrust a waterskin into his hands. “Drink,” she said, her voice rough with sleep. “Rhea’s calling the blooded. Trouble’s brewing.” Her lavish curves gleamed with a faint sheen of sweat, a testament to the Wastes’ unrelenting heat.

Miles took the skin, gulping the lukewarm water, its faint metallic tang grounding him. “What kind?” he asked, wiping his mouth.

Taryn emerged from a nearby tent, her lilac skin catching the light, her tremendous mounds shifting as she adjusted her spear. “The Boneclaw Clan,” she said, her tone clipped. “They’ve been sniffing around our rifts. Rhea wants them reminded who rules here.” Her vast chest rose with a steady breath, her eyes sharp.

Miles followed them through the camp, warriors parting to let them pass. The air buzzed with tension—blades being honed, armor strapped tight, voices low and urgent. Rhea stood atop a slab of stone, her bronze skin gleaming, her monumental orbs straining her chain-link top as she addressed the gathered blooded. Her axe rested beside her, its edge notched from countless kills.

“Ironfang!” she roared, her voice a thunderclap. “The Boneclaws think they can claim our rifts, our kills, our blood. We march today—crush them, bleed them, leave their bones for the Wastes!” The crowd answered with a guttural cheer, fists raised, their voluptuous forms a sea of defiance.

Rhea’s gaze found Miles, her golden mane whipping as she pointed. “Riftborn, you’re with the vanguard. Prove your blooding wasn’t luck.”

Miles nodded, his pulse quickening. Lysara clapped his arm, her prodigious bosom quaking. “Stick with us,” she said. “Boneclaws fight dirty.”

Taryn handed him a heavier spear, its tip barbed and brutal. “Aim for the joints,” she advised, her lavish figure steady beside him. “They’re fast, but brittle.”

The march began at midday, the suns at their peak, turning the Wastes into a furnace. Fifty warriors strong, the Ironfang vanguard moved with purpose—women and shemales, their bountiful curves clad in patchwork armor, their strides eating the cracked earth. Miles kept pace, the spear’s weight a comfort in his grip. Lysara and Taryn flanked him, their presence a steady anchor amid the unknown.

Hours later, the terrain shifted—jagged cliffs rose, their shadows offering fleeting relief. Rhea raised a fist, halting the group. Ahead lay a rift, a tear in the air shimmering with violet light, its edges pulsing like a wound. “Their camp’s near,” she growled. “Spread out. Strike hard.”

Before Miles could move, the ambush hit. Boneclaw warriors erupted from the cliffs, their forms leaner than Ironfang’s, their skin a mottled gray, their lavish figures draped in spiked hides. They wielded curved swords and whips, shrieking as they descended. Miles ducked a whip’s lash, its barbs whistling past his ear, and thrust his spear. It punched through a Boneclaw’s chest, ribs snapping, blood spraying dark and thin. She fell, gurgling, her vast bosom heaving one last time.

Lysara spun beside him, her blade slashing a whip-wielder’s throat. Blood fountained, painting her platinum hair as the foe crumpled. Taryn drove her spear into another’s knee, twisting until bone shattered, then finished her with a thrust to the gut. The air filled with screams, metal clashing, and the wet tear of flesh.

Miles fought like a storm, his new strength a relentless force. A Boneclaw lunged, sword raised; he caught her wrist, snapped it, and drove his spear through her eye. The blade dropped as she convulsed, her prodigious mounds quaking in death. Another swung a whip, its barbs catching his greave. He yanked her forward, smashing his fist into her face—cartilage crunched, blood gushed, and she hit the ground limp.

Rhea carved a path ahead, her axe a whirlwind. She cleaved a Boneclaw in two, guts spilling in a steaming pile, her monumental orbs bouncing with each swing. The rift pulsed, its light flaring as the battle raged. Miles glimpsed movement beyond it—more Boneclaws, reinforcements pouring through.

“Hold the line!” Rhea bellowed, her voice cutting through the chaos. Miles pivoted, meeting a new foe—a shemale, her gray skin slick with sweat, her titanic bosom bouncing as she charged with a spiked mace. He dodged the swing, grabbed her arm, and hurled her into the rift. She vanished with a scream, the violet light swallowing her whole.

The tide turned. Ironfang pressed forward, bodies piling at their feet. Lysara fought at his side, her lavish curves a blur as she gutted a foe, her blade dripping. Taryn speared another through the chest, her vast mounds steady as she yanked the weapon free. The Boneclaws faltered, their numbers thinning, until a horn sounded—sharp, retreating. Survivors fled, scrambling over the cliffs, leaving their dead.

Rhea lowered her axe, her stupendous bosom heaving as she surveyed the carnage. “Victory,” she spat, kicking a corpse. “For now.”

Miles wiped blood from his face, his spear slick with gore. Lysara grinned, her prodigious bosom rising with a laugh. “You’re a damn beast, riftborn,” she said, nudging him.

Taryn cleaned her spear, her tremendous mounds settling as she nodded. “Kept up fine,” she said. “Good.”

Rhea approached, her golden mane streaked with blood. “You fight like Ironfang,” she said, her eyes hard but approving. “The rift’s ours again. Guard it tonight—Boneclaws don’t quit easy.”

Miles glanced at the rift, its shimmer unnerving yet familiar. “What’s it for?” he asked.

Lysara answered, her lavish figure leaning close. “Power,” she said. “Rifts bring warriors, weapons, sometimes beasts. Control them, you control Zorath.”

Taryn’s gaze lingered on the violet glow. “And they’re unpredictable,” she added, her vast chest still. “Could spit out anything.”

The vanguard set camp around the rift, fires crackling as night fell. Miles took watch with Lysara and Taryn, the Wastes’ silence broken by distant howls. He gripped his spear, the day’s violence settling into him—a brutal rhythm he was learning to crave. Ironfang was his now, and war was its heartbeat.




Chapter Six: Night of the Rift

The night draped the Wastes in a shroud of shadow, the twin suns long sunk below the horizon, leaving only a faint bruise of purple in the sky. Miles Donovan stood sentinel beside the rift, its violet glow casting eerie flickers across his blood-streaked armor. The Ironfang camp hummed behind him—fires spitting sparks, warriors murmuring over their kills, the air thick with the scent of roasted meat and sweat. His spear rested in his grip, its barbed tip still crusted with Boneclaw blood, a silent promise of more to come. Lysara and Taryn flanked him, their lavish figures silhouetted against the rift’s light, watchful and poised.

Lysara shifted, her platinum hair catching the glow, her colossal bosom rising as she stretched. “Quiet so far,” she muttered, her voice low. “Too quiet.” Her prodigious curves gleamed faintly, the leather of her armor creaking softly.

Taryn’s lilac skin shimmered, her tremendous mounds steady as she scanned the darkness beyond the rift. “Boneclaws don’t slink off that easy,” she said, her spear balanced across her shoulder. “They’re plotting something.” Her vast chest rose with a slow breath, her eyes narrowing.

Miles felt the tension coil in his gut, a predator’s instinct honed by days of bloodshed. The rift pulsed, its rhythm uneven, like a heart skipping beats. He tightened his grip on the spear. “What’s it doing?” he asked, nodding at the shimmering tear.

Lysara glanced at it, her lavish figure tensing. “Stirring,” she said. “Rifts don’t sit still. Could be nothing—or trouble.”

Before Taryn could add more, the rift flared, a blinding flash that forced Miles to shield his eyes. A low growl rumbled through the air, and the ground shuddered. Something emerged—big, hunched, and wrong. It stepped through, its form coalescing into a beast twice the size of the razorgleam, its hide a patchwork of scales and oozing sores. Spikes jutted from its spine, dripping a viscous black fluid, and its maw split wide, revealing rows of serrated teeth. Yellow eyes locked onto them, glowing with feral hunger.

“Riftspawn!” Taryn shouted, her vast bosom quaking as she leveled her spear. “Move!”

Miles didn’t hesitate. He charged, spear thrusting for the creature’s chest. It swatted the weapon aside with a clawed limb, the impact jarring his arms, and lunged. He rolled, the beast’s jaws snapping inches from his head, and came up swinging. His fist slammed into its side, scales cracking, a gout of foul blood spraying. The riftspawn roared, its breath a stench of rot, and swung a spiked tail.

Lysara darted in, her blade slashing its flank, carving a deep gash that wept dark fluid. Taryn hurled her spear, the barbed tip sinking into its shoulder. The beast thrashed, ripping the spear free, and charged her. Miles intercepted, grabbing its tail mid-swing. Spikes bit into his palms, blood welling, but he yanked hard, dragging it off balance. It stumbled, and he leapt onto its back, driving his dagger into its neck. The blade sank deep, black ichor gushing, and he twisted until bone snapped.

The riftspawn convulsed, a final bellow shaking the night, then collapsed, its bulk thudding against the earth. Miles slid off, panting, his hands slick with blood—his and its. Lysara wiped her blade, her stupendous bosom heaving. “Damn fine kill,” she said, grinning through the grime on her face.

Taryn retrieved her spear, her lavish figure steady as she nodded. “Riftspawn are rare,” she said. “And a bad sign. Boneclaws might’ve stirred it up.”

The camp roused at the noise, warriors spilling from tents, Rhea at their head. Her bronze skin gleamed under the firelight, her monumental orbs bouncing as she strode forward, axe in hand. She surveyed the corpse, her golden mane whipping as she turned to Miles. “You again,” she said, her gravelly voice approving. “Rift’s restless tonight. Good you’re here.”

Miles straightened, wiping his hands on his greaves. “What’s it mean?” he asked, glancing at the rift’s flickering light.

Rhea’s eyes narrowed. “Trouble,” she said. “Riftspawn don’t come alone. Boneclaws could be pushing the rifts—weaponizing them. We hold this ground, or we lose it.”

Lysara kicked the beast’s head, her prodigious bosom quaking. “Means more fighting,” she said, her tone eager. “Suits me.”

Taryn’s gaze lingered on the rift, her tremendous mounds still. “Suits us all,” she murmured. “But we need rest. Dawn’s close.”

Rhea barked orders, sending warriors to reinforce the watch. Miles stayed with Lysara and Taryn, the rift’s glow a constant pulse at his back. They sat by a fire, the riftspawn’s carcass dragged aside, its stench mingling with the smoke. Lysara passed him a strip of dried meat, her lavish curves relaxed but alert. “Eat,” she said. “You’ll need it.”

Taryn chewed her own, her vast chest rising with a sigh. “Riftspawn bleed different,” she said. “Foul stuff. Don’t let it fester in those cuts.”

Miles nodded, tearing into the meat, its saltiness grounding him. The camp settled, but the tension lingered—a coiled spring ready to snap. He flexed his hands, the wounds stinging, and felt the weight of Zorath’s brutality settle deeper. This was his life now—blood, fire, and the rift’s unpredictable wrath.

As dawn broke, a shout rang out. Miles surged to his feet, spear in hand, Lysara and Taryn beside him. From the cliffs came Boneclaw warriors—dozens, their gray skin stark against the red earth, their voluptuous forms bristling with weapons. At their head stood a shemale, her skin a pale ash, her titanic bosom straining a spiked harness, a massive flail in her grip. Her eyes locked on the rift, then on Miles.

“Kill them!” she shrieked, her voice a banshee’s wail. “Take it back!”

Rhea roared a challenge, her axe raised, and Ironfang met the charge. Miles plunged into the fray, spear slashing a Boneclaw’s throat, blood spraying. Lysara fought beside him, her blade a blur, carving through armor and flesh. Taryn speared a foe’s chest, her strength unrelenting. The Boneclaw leader swung her flail, its spiked head smashing a warrior’s skull in a burst of bone and brains.

Miles barreled toward her, dodging the flail’s arc. She snarled, swinging again; he caughtProbable cut-off point due to word limit the chain, yanking her forward, and drove his spear into her gut. She gasped, blood bubbling from her lips, her vast bosom shuddering as she fell.

The Boneclaws broke, fleeing into the dawn. Rhea lowered her axe, her stupendous bosom slick with sweat. “Ours,” she growled, claiming victory.

Miles stood over the leader’s corpse, breathing hard. Lysara grinned, her prodigious bosom bouncing. “You’re a damn force,” she said.

Taryn nodded, her lavish figure calm. “Rift’s safe—for now.”

Miles stared at the violet glow, its pulse steady again. He was Ironfang, forged in blood, and Zorath’s wars were his to fight.




Chapter Seven: Heat of Triumph

The Boneclaw retreat left the Ironfang camp buzzing with victorious fervor, the dawn light painting the Wastes in streaks of amber and violet. Miles Donovan stood amid the aftermath, his spear dripping with the shemale leader’s blood, his chest heaving under the battered leather armor. The rift pulsed steadily behind him, its glow a quiet witness to the slaughter. Rhea’s warriors dragged corpses aside, their lavish figures moving with purpose, while others stoked fires and broke out casks of sharp, dark brew. The air thrummed with raw energy—bloodlust giving way to something hotter, hungrier.

Rhea clapped Miles on the shoulder, her bronze skin slick with sweat, her monumental orbs quaking as she grinned. “You’ve earned a night,” she said, her gravelly voice thick with approval. “Take it.” She strode off, barking orders, her golden mane catching the light.

Lysara sidled up, her platinum hair tousled, her colossal bosom pressing against his arm as she leaned in. “Come with us,” she purred, her breath warm on his neck. “Victory deserves more than brew.” Her prodigious curves gleamed, her leather top barely containing her lavish flesh.

Taryn joined them, her lilac skin shimmering, her tremendous mounds swaying as she smirked. “You’ve got fire, riftborn,” she said, her voice low and teasing. “Let’s stoke it.” Her vast chest brushed his side, her eyes glinting with intent.

Miles felt the heat rise in him, a primal surge that drowned out the ache of battle. He nodded, wordless, and let them lead him to a tent at the camp’s edge. The interior was dim, lit by a single oil lamp, its flicker dancing over hides and furs strewn across the ground. The air smelled of musk and earth, thick with promise. Lysara pushed him down onto the furs, her bountiful figure looming as she straddled his hips. Taryn knelt beside him, her titanic bosom spilling forward as she tugged at his armor.

Lysara’s hands roamed his chest, nails scraping over muscle as she peeled the breastplate free. “You’re built for this,” she murmured, her lips grazing his jaw. She shed her leather top, her stupendous breasts tumbling out—full, heavy, their dark nipples stiffening in the cool air. She pressed them against him, their softness engulfing his chest, and ground her hips down, her heat searing through the thin fabric between them.

Taryn stripped his greaves, her lavish curves quivering as she worked. Her own top came off, revealing her prodigious mounds, pale and lush, their peaks hard and eager. She leaned in, her tongue flicking across his neck, then down to his chest, tasting the salt of his sweat. “Relax,” she whispered, her hands sliding to his loincloth. It fell away, and his cock sprang free—thick, rigid, pulsing with need. She gripped it, her fingers firm, and stroked slowly, her vast bosom brushing his thigh.

Lysara moaned, shedding her bottoms, her cunt slick and bare as she rubbed it against his shaft. “Feel me,” she breathed, guiding him to her entrance. She sank down, taking him inch by inch, her tight heat swallowing him whole. Her colossal bosom bounced as she rode him, each thrust a wet, slapping rhythm that filled the tent. Her walls clenched, slick and greedy, milking him as she gasped, her platinum hair whipping.

Taryn watched, her tremendous mounds heaving as she shed her own gear. Her cock emerged—long, thick, veined—standing proud above her swollen balls. She knelt closer, stroking herself, her hand slick with her own precum. “My turn,” she said, her voice husky. She nudged Lysara aside, who slid off with a wet pop, and positioned herself over Miles. Her vast chest pressed into his as she lowered, her ass hot and tight as she took him in. She groaned, her prick slapping his stomach, leaking a steady drip of clear fluid.

Miles gripped her hips, thrusting up, the sensation raw and overwhelming. Taryn’s bountiful breasts smothered his face, their weight suffocating in the best way, her nipples grazing his lips. He sucked one, hard, tasting her skin as she rocked, her ass clenching around him. Lysara knelt beside them, her lavish figure trembling as she fingered herself, her stupendous bosom swaying, her cunt glistening with her own juices.

“Harder,” Taryn growled, her voice breaking. Miles obliged, pounding into her, his hands digging into her flesh. Her cock throbbed against him, pulsing, until she cried out, her release spilling hot and thick across his chest in shuddering spurts. Her balls tightened, emptying, as she rode out the climax, her vast mounds quaking.

Lysara pushed in, her prodigious bosom bouncing as she straddled his face. “Finish me,” she demanded, grinding her soaked cunt against his mouth. He lapped at her, tongue plunging deep, tasting her sharp sweetness as she bucked. Her colossal breasts slapped together, her moans rising, until she shuddered, her juices flooding his lips, her body convulsing in ecstasy.

Taryn slid off, her lavish figure slick with sweat, and Lysara took her place again, impaling herself on his cock. Miles thrust up, relentless, the pressure building in his core. Her tight heat gripped him, her stupendous bosom jiggling with every slam, until he roared, erupting inside her. His release pulsed, thick and hot, filling her as she gasped, her walls spasming around him.

They collapsed together, a tangle of sweat and flesh, the tent heavy with the scent of sex. Lysara sprawled across his chest, her monumental orbs soft against him, her breath ragged. Taryn lay beside him, her tremendous mounds rising and falling, her cock softening against her thigh.

“You’re Ironfang through and through,” Lysara murmured, her voice slurred with satisfaction.

Taryn chuckled, her vast chest quivering. “Blooded and bedded,” she said. “Welcome home.”

Miles stared at the tent’s ceiling, his body spent, his mind reeling. The rift’s glow seeped through the hides, a reminder of the world beyond—this brutal, vivid Zorath that had claimed him. He was no longer the scrawny geek; he was a warrior, a lover, a force. And as the camp quieted outside, he knew the wars—and the nights—were far from over.




Chapter Eight: Whispers of the Rift

The morning broke over the Ironfang camp with a harsh glare, the twin suns climbing into a sky streaked with violet and gold. Miles Donovan emerged from the tent, his body heavy with the weight of last night’s triumph and exertion. The air carried the faint musk of the furs, mingling with the sharper scents of smoke and blood that clung to the Wastes. His leather armor felt tighter, molded to his hulking frame by sweat and battle, and he rolled his shoulders, easing the stiffness. The camp stirred around him, warriors tending fires or sharpening blades, their voluptuous forms a constant, vivid presence.

Lysara stepped out behind him, her platinum hair catching the light, her colossal bosom shifting as she stretched. “Sleep well?” she asked, her voice teasing but warm. Her prodigious curves gleamed faintly, her leather gear scuffed from the Boneclaw fight.

Taryn followed, her lilac skin shimmering, her tremendous mounds steady as she adjusted her spear. “You look like you could take on another riftspawn,” she said, a smirk tugging at her lips. Her vast chest rose with a deep breath, her eyes scanning the camp.

Miles grunted, rubbing his neck. “Feel like I already did,” he said, the memory of their heat lingering in his bones. But his gaze drifted to the rift, its violet pulse steady yet ominous, a silent pull he couldn’t ignore. “What’s next?”

Rhea’s voice cut through the morning din, sharp and commanding. She strode toward them, her bronze skin gleaming, her monumental orbs bouncing with each step. Her golden mane was tied back, her axe slung across her shoulder. “Riftborn,” she called, stopping before him. “You’re with me. We’ve got a problem.”

Lysara’s smirk faded, her lavish figure tensing. “Boneclaws again?” she asked.

Rhea shook her head, her stupendous bosom settling as she gestured to the rift. “Not them. Something’s off. Scouts say it’s humming—louder than usual. Could be another spawn, or worse.”

Taryn’s brow furrowed, her vast mounds still as she gripped her spear. “Worse?” she echoed.

Rhea’s eyes darkened. “Rifts don’t just spit out beasts,” she said. “Sometimes it’s machines. Sometimes it’s… things we can’t name. We need to check it.”

Miles nodded, the unease in his gut sharpening. The group set out, a small unit—Rhea, Lysara, Taryn, and two others: a woman named Kess, her skin a deep olive, her bountiful bosom straining a netted vest, and a shemale, Vira, her amber flesh glowing, her titanic curves swaying as she hefted a mace. They approached the rift, its glow brighter now, the hum a low throb that vibrated through the earth.

Kess knelt near the edge, her lavish figure poised as she pressed a hand to the ground. “It’s stronger,” she said, her voice steady. “Something’s building.”

Vira circled the rift, her prodigious bosom quaking with each step. “No tracks,” she noted, her mace resting on her shoulder. “Whatever’s coming, it’s still inside.”

Miles stared into the violet shimmer, a flicker of movement catching his eye—too fast, too strange. “There,” he said, pointing. “Something’s moving.”

Rhea stepped closer, her monumental orbs rising with a tense breath. “Ready yourselves,” she growled, axe in hand.

The rift flared, a pulse of light blinding them for a heartbeat. When it cleared, a shape stood before them—not a beast, but a figure. It was humanoid, tall and thin, its body clad in a sleek, metallic suit that shimmered like liquid. Its face was a blank mask, featureless save for two glowing slits where eyes should be. It carried no weapon, but its presence crackled with menace, the air around it warping faintly.

“What the hell is that?” Lysara muttered, her blade drawn, her stupendous bosom heaving.

Taryn leveled her spear, her tremendous mounds steady. “Not Boneclaw,” she said. “Not riftspawn either.”

The figure tilted its head, as if studying them, then spoke—a voice like static, sharp and disjointed. “You guard the breach,” it said. “Why?”

Rhea stepped forward, her lavish figure bristling. “This is Ironfang land,” she snapped. “Who are you?”

The figure’s slits flared brighter. “I am a Watcher,” it said. “The breaches destabilize. You interfere.”

Miles frowned, his spear raised. “Destabilize what?” he demanded, his voice a deep rumble.

The Watcher turned its gaze on him, unblinking. “The fabric,” it said. “Your world tears at it. More will come—stronger, stranger. You cannot hold them.”

Lysara’s grip tightened on her blade, her vast bosom quivering. “Sounds like a threat,” she said.

The Watcher didn’t move. “A warning,” it corrected. “Leave the breach. Or be unmade.”

Rhea laughed, harsh and defiant. “Ironfang doesn’t run,” she said, hefting her axe. “You want it? Take it.”

The Watcher shimmered, its form blurring, and then it struck. It moved like liquid, a fist lashing out at Rhea. She blocked with her axe, the impact ringing like a bell, and staggered back. Miles lunged, spear thrusting, but the Watcher flowed around it, its arm snapping toward his chest. He twisted, the blow grazing his armor, and swung his fist. It connected, a jolt of force rippling through the suit, and the Watcher stumbled.

Lysara and Taryn attacked together, blade and spear flashing. The Watcher dodged, its body bending unnaturally, and countered—Kess took a hit, her bountiful bosom bouncing as she fell, groaning. Vira swung her mace, smashing the Watcher’s side; it flickered, a crack splitting its suit, but didn’t fall.

Miles roared, grabbing its arm and twisting. Metal groaned, and he hurled it toward the rift. It hit the edge, teetering, then vanished back into the violet light with a static screech. The rift pulsed once, violently, then dimmed, the hum fading to a whisper.

Rhea steadied herself, her prodigious bosom heaving. “Gone,” she spat. “For now.”

Taryn helped Kess up, her vast mounds steady. “What was that thing?” she asked, her voice tight.

Miles stared at the rift, his pulse pounding. “A Watcher,” he said. “Said we’re breaking something. The rifts, maybe.”

Lysara sheathed her blade, her lavish figure tense. “More coming,” she muttered. “Stronger, it said.”

Rhea’s jaw tightened, her stupendous bosom rising with a deep breath. “Then we get stronger too,” she said. “Back to camp. We prepare.”

The group returned, the Wastes silent around them, the rift’s glow a faint scar in the distance. Miles felt its pull still, a thread tying him to this world—and whatever lay beyond. Ironfang would fight, as always. And he’d be ready.




Chapter Nine: Shadows of Strength

The trek back to the Ironfang camp was a tense march, the Wastes stretching silent and vast under the twin suns’ midday glare. Miles Donovan walked with the others, his spear heavy in his grip, the encounter with the Watcher replaying in his mind. The air shimmered with heat, distorting the cracked red earth, but his new body bore it without faltering. The leather armor chafed against his sweat-slicked skin, a constant reminder of the battles etched into his frame. Ahead, Rhea led with a steady stride, her bronze skin catching the light, her axe swaying at her hip.

Lysara fell into step beside him, her platinum hair tied back, her leather gear scuffed from the fight. “That thing rattled you,” she said, her voice low but curious. Her figure was striking, though Miles kept his focus on her sharp green eyes.

“Maybe,” he grunted, glancing at the rift’s faint glow on the horizon. “Said we’re breaking something. Doesn’t sound good.”

Taryn joined them, her lilac skin dusted with red grit, her spear resting on her shoulder. “Rifts have always been trouble,” she said, her tone pragmatic. “Watcher just gave it a name.” Her presence was steady, her jet-black hair framing a thoughtful expression.

Rhea halted at the camp’s edge, turning to face them. Her golden mane whipped in the dry wind, her chain-link top glinting. “Ironfang!” she called, drawing the attention of the warriors milling about. “The rift’s waking. Something’s coming—bigger than Boneclaws, meaner than riftspawn. We don’t wait for it to hit us.”

Kess, the olive-skinned woman, stepped forward, her netted vest taut, her arm still bruised from the Watcher’s blow. “What’s the plan?” she asked, her voice firm despite the wince she hid.

Vira, the amber-skinned shemale, leaned on her mace, her leather gear creaking. “We hit first,” she said, grinning. “Always do.”

Rhea nodded, her gaze sweeping the group. “We fortify,” she said. “Scouts watch the rift. Blooded train—harder, faster. Riftborn, you’re with me tomorrow. We scout the cliffs, see if Boneclaws left anything behind.”

Miles met her stare, his pulse quickening. “Got it,” he said, the weight of her trust settling on him.

The camp erupted into motion—warriors hauling stone and bone to reinforce tents, others sparring in dusty rings, their shouts echoing. Lysara nudged Miles toward a clearing, her grin sharp. “Spar with me,” she said, drawing her blade. “Keep you sharp.”

Taryn followed, twirling her spear. “I’ll judge,” she said, settling on a rock to watch.

Miles squared up, spear raised, and Lysara lunged. Her blade flashed, aiming for his chest; he parried, the spear haft ringing, and swung low. She leapt back, laughing, then darted in again, her movements fluid. He blocked, thrust, dodged—each clash a test of his new strength. Sweat beaded on his brow, his muscles burning, but he matched her pace, driving her back step by step.

“Good!” Lysara called, sidestepping a jab. She slashed high; he ducked, ramming his shoulder into her midsection. She stumbled, blade dropping, and he pinned her arm, spear at her throat. She froze, then smirked. “Damn, riftborn. You’re quick.”

Taryn clapped, her expression approving. “Solid,” she said, rising. “You’ll need that.”

Rhea watched from a distance, her arms crossed, then approached as Miles helped Lysara up. “You fight like you belong,” she said, her tone gruff but pleased. “Rest tonight. Dawn’s early.”

The suns dipped low, painting the camp in long shadows. Miles sat by a fire, chewing tough meat, the day’s strain settling into his bones. Lysara joined him, her hair loose now, her presence warm. “You’re not the weakling you were,” she said, her voice softer. “Zorath’s remaking you.”

Taryn sat across, her spear propped beside her. “It remakes us all,” she added, staring into the flames. “Riftborn or not.”

Miles nodded, the rift’s hum a faint echo in his ears. “What’s it like?” he asked. “Before the rifts?”

Lysara shrugged, leaning back. “Don’t know. Born here. Wastes are all I’ve got.”

Taryn’s gaze grew distant. “Same,” she said. “Stories say there was peace once. No rifts, no clans. Just land. Then the tears came, and everything changed.”

A shout broke the moment—Kess, running from the rift’s direction, her breath ragged. “Rhea!” she called, stopping short. “It’s glowing again. Bright—brighter than before.”

Rhea strode over, her axe already in hand. “Show me,” she snapped, and the group followed Kess back to the rift’s edge. The violet light pulsed violently now, waves of energy rippling outward, the hum a deep, insistent drone. Miles felt it in his chest, a pressure building.

Vira gripped her mace, her amber skin tense. “Another Watcher?” she asked.

Rhea shook her head. “Bigger,” she said. “Feel it.”

The rift split wider, a crackling tear, and shapes emerged—not one, but three. They were like the Watcher but bulkier, their suits jagged with spikes, their masks glowing red. They moved as one, silent, their presence a cold weight in the air.

“Form up!” Rhea roared, warriors rushing to her side. Miles raised his spear, Lysara and Taryn flanking him, their weapons ready.

The figures spoke, their voices a unified hiss. “You were warned,” they said. “Now you break.”

Rhea charged, axe swinging, and the fight erupted. One figure met her, its arm morphing into a blade; she blocked, sparks flying, and drove her knee into its gut. Miles lunged at another, spear thrusting. It dodged, faster than the Watcher, and slashed with a spiked fist. He took the hit on his greave, metal screeching, and rammed the spear into its chest. The suit cracked, a burst of static erupting, and it staggered.

Lysara slashed at the third, her blade bouncing off its armor, while Taryn speared its leg, pinning it. Vira smashed her mace into its head, denting the mask, and Kess finished it with a dagger to the throat. The second figure rallied, knocking Rhea back, but Miles tackled it, slamming it to the ground. He pounded its mask, fists cracking metal, until it went still.

The first retreated, vanishing into the rift with a screech. The glow dimmed, the hum softening, but the air stayed thick with threat. Rhea rose, breathing hard, a cut bleeding on her arm. “They’re testing us,” she growled. “Won’t stop.”

Miles wiped sweat from his brow, his spear bent but intact. “What are they?” he asked.

Taryn kicked a corpse, her expression grim. “Guardians, maybe,” she said. “Keeping something in—or out.”

Lysara sheathed her blade, her green eyes sharp. “Doesn’t matter,” she said. “We hold the line.”

Rhea nodded, her jaw set. “Back to camp,” she ordered. “We brace for more.”

Miles followed, the rift’s shadow lingering in his mind. Zorath was a crucible, forging him with every fight—and whatever came next, he’d meet it standing.




Chapter Ten: Fire of the Forge

The Ironfang camp simmered under the fading light of the twin suns, their amber and yellow glow sinking below the horizon, leaving the Wastes cloaked in a bruised twilight. Miles Donovan stood at the rift’s edge, his spear planted in the dirt, his broad frame taut with the day’s strain. The clash with the rift’s guardians lingered in his muscles, a raw ache matched by the pulse of adrenaline still coursing through him. The camp buzzed behind him—fires roaring, warriors laughing, the air thick with the scent of blood and brew. Victory over the strange figures had ignited a feral hunger, and Miles felt it too, a heat deeper than battle.

Lysara approached, her platinum hair loose and wild, her leather gear clinging to her sweat-slicked skin. Her breasts, full and heavy, pressed against the tight fabric, a single bead of perspiration tracing their curve. “You’re brooding,” she said, her voice a sultry tease as she stopped close, her green eyes glinting. “Come burn it off.”

Taryn joined her, her lilac skin shimmering in the firelight, her jet-black hair framing a smirk. Her chest strained her top, the outline of her nipples sharp against the leather. “We’ve earned it,” she said, her tone low and inviting, her spear propped casually against her shoulder.

Miles met their gazes, the tension in him shifting, igniting. He nodded, letting them lead him to a tent near the camp’s heart. The interior was warm, lit by a flickering lamp, the floor strewn with thick furs that smelled of earth and musk. Lysara pushed him down onto the pile, her hands deft as she straddled his thighs. Taryn knelt beside him, her fingers tugging at his armor’s straps, peeling it away to reveal the hard planes of his chest.

Lysara stripped her top off, her breasts spilling free—round, lush, their dark tips hardening in the air. She leaned in, pressing them against his bare skin, their weight hot and soft as she kissed him, her tongue bold and insistent. Her hands slid to his loincloth, yanking it free, and his cock sprang up, thick and rigid, pulsing with need. She gripped it, stroking firmly, her palm slick with his precum as she moaned into his mouth.

Taryn shed her gear, her breasts tumbling out, pale and firm, their peaks stiff with arousal. She moved behind Lysara, her hands roaming the other woman’s hips, then lower, peeling off her bottoms. Lysara’s cunt glistened, bare and wet, and Taryn’s fingers slipped inside, pumping slowly as Lysara gasped, her hips bucking. Taryn’s own cock emerged as she stripped fully—long, veined, standing proud above her heavy balls. She stroked it, her precum dripping, and pressed it against Lysara’s ass, teasing the tight ring.

“Take her,” Taryn growled, her voice rough with lust, guiding Miles’s shaft to Lysara’s entrance. He thrust up, sinking deep into her slick heat, her walls clamping around him, tight and greedy. Lysara cried out, her breasts bouncing wildly as she rode him, each slam a wet, slapping rhythm that echoed in the tent. Her juices coated him, dripping down his thighs, her cunt spasming with every plunge.

Taryn pushed forward, her cock breaching Lysara’s ass, stretching her wide. Lysara groaned, caught between them, her body trembling as Taryn thrust in sync with Miles. Taryn’s balls slapped against Lysara’s skin, heavy and full, her prick glistening with sweat and precum. Her breasts pressed into Lysara’s back, their softness melding as she pounded, her breath ragged.

Miles gripped Lysara’s hips, driving harder, his cock throbbing inside her. Her walls pulsed, slick and hot, drawing him deeper as she arched, her breasts swaying in his face. He sucked a nipple, biting gently, tasting her salt as she whimpered, her hands clawing his shoulders. Taryn’s thrusts grew frantic, her cock swelling, and she snarled, spilling inside Lysara—hot, thick spurts that leaked out, mixing with the mess between them.

Lysara shuddered, her cunt tightening, and came hard, her juices flooding Miles’s cock as she screamed, her body convulsing. The sensation snapped his control—he roared, erupting inside her, his release pumping deep, filling her until it seeped out, mingling with Taryn’s. Lysara slumped forward, her breasts smothering his chest, her breath a gasping sob of pleasure.

Taryn pulled out, her cock softening, slick with her own seed, and knelt beside them. She grabbed Miles’s hand, guiding it to her shaft, still half-hard. “Finish me again,” she murmured, her voice thick. He stroked her, firm and fast, her balls tightening as she moaned, her second climax spilling across his chest in weaker, trembling bursts.

Lysara rolled off, sprawling on the furs, her cunt dripping, her breasts heaving as she caught her breath. Taryn collapsed beside her, her prick resting against her thigh, her balls spent. Miles lay between them, his body slick with sweat and their mingled fluids, the tent heavy with the raw scent of sex.

“You’re a damn storm,” Lysara panted, her green eyes hazy with satisfaction.

Taryn chuckled, her breath slowing. “Riftborn stamina,” she said, smirking. “Good to know.”

Miles stared at the tent’s ceiling, his pulse still hammering, the heat of them seeping into him. The rift’s glow pulsed faintly through the hides, a distant hum beneath the camp’s fading revelry. He was Ironfang now, forged in blood and lust, and Zorath’s trials—battle or bed—were his to conquer.




Chapter Eleven: The Rift’s Warning

The dawn crept over the Ironfang camp with a slow, heavy light, the twin suns rising to cast long shadows across the Wastes. Miles Donovan emerged from the tent, his body still tingling from the night’s fierce release, though the ache of battle lingered deeper in his bones. He pulled on his leather armor, the straps creaking as they settled over his broad frame, and stepped into the cool morning air. The camp was quieter now, the revelry of victory giving way to a tense hum of preparation. Fires smoldered, their smoke curling upward, and warriors moved with purpose, their voices low.

Lysara joined him, her platinum hair tied back, her leather gear freshly patched from the guardian fight. Her full breasts pressed lightly against her top, a subtle curve beneath the worn hide. “You’re up early,” she said, her tone casual but her green eyes sharp. She carried her blade, its edge freshly honed.

Taryn followed, her lilac skin catching the dawn’s glow, her spear slung across her back. Her chest shifted slightly under her leather vest as she stretched. “Rhea’s already at the rift,” she said, nodding toward the camp’s edge. “Something’s off again.”

Miles grabbed his spear, its haft scarred from countless strikes, and fell into step with them. The rift’s violet glow pulsed on the horizon, brighter than the day before, its hum a steady throb that vibrated through the ground. His gut tightened—a mix of instinct and unease honed by Zorath’s relentless trials. “What now?” he asked, his voice a low rumble.

Lysara shrugged, her stride easy. “Rift’s been twitchy since the guardians,” she said. “Could be anything.”

They reached the rift’s perimeter, where Rhea stood with Kess and Vira. Rhea’s bronze skin gleamed with a faint sheen of sweat, her golden mane loose and wild, her axe resting on the ground beside her. Her chain-link top hugged her form, her breasts a firm outline beneath it. Kess, her olive skin marked with bruises, adjusted her netted vest, while Vira, amber-skinned and grinning, leaned on her mace, her leather gear creaking softly.

Rhea’s eyes flicked to Miles, hard and assessing. “Riftborn,” she greeted. “Good you’re here. It’s talking.”

Miles frowned, stepping closer. The rift’s hum had sharpened, a rhythmic pulse that almost formed words—distorted, alien, but insistent. “Talking?” he echoed, gripping his spear.

Kess nodded, her voice steady. “Started an hour ago,” she said. “Not like the Watcher. Deeper. Older.”

Vira tilted her head, listening. “Sounds pissed,” she said, her grin fading.

The rift flared, a brief flash of light, and the hum coalesced into a voice—gravely, resonant, cutting through the air like a blade. “You defy the order,” it said, each word a shudder in the earth. “The breaches widen. You will drown.”

Rhea planted her axe’s haft in the dirt, her stance defiant. “Who’s this?” she barked. “Show yourself!”

The voice rumbled again, unhurried. “I am the Keeper,” it said. “The rifts are mine to tend. You wield them, break them, call forth what should sleep. Cease, or be ended.”

Miles felt a chill crawl up his spine, despite the suns’ heat. “Cease what?” he demanded, stepping forward. “We’re not calling anything.”

The Keeper’s tone darkened. “You fight. You claim. You tear. The fabric frays, and the deep wakes. This is your warning—final.”

Lysara’s hand tightened on her blade. “Sounds like a threat, not a warning,” she muttered.

Taryn’s spear shifted in her grip. “Can we even stop it?” she asked, her gaze fixed on the rift.

The rift pulsed, the violet light swirling, and a vision flickered within it—not a figure, but a scene. A vast, black expanse stretched endless, dotted with rifts like wounds, each spewing shapes—beasts, machines, shadows too vast to comprehend. The image shifted, showing the Wastes overrun, Ironfang tents burning, warriors falling under a tide of twisted forms. Then it vanished, the rift dimming, the voice silent.

Rhea spat into the dirt, her jaw clenched. “Mind games,” she growled. “Trying to scare us off.”

Kess shook her head, her expression grim. “Felt real,” she said. “Too real.”

Vira snorted, hefting her mace. “Let it come,” she said. “We’ll smash it like the rest.”

Miles stared at the rift, the vision seared into his mind. “What’s the fabric?” he asked, turning to Rhea. “Watcher said it too.”

Rhea’s eyes narrowed. “Don’t know,” she admitted. “Old tales call the rifts gates—tears between worlds. Maybe that’s the fabric. Something holding it all together.”

Lysara glanced at him, her tone thoughtful. “You came through one,” she said. “Maybe you’re part of it.”

Taryn nodded slowly. “Riftborn always change things,” she said. “Could be why it’s mad.”

Rhea straightened, her presence commanding. “Doesn’t matter,” she said. “We don’t bow. Ironfang holds what’s ours. Keeper wants a fight? It’ll get one.”

The group dispersed, Rhea barking orders to double the watch and ready the camp. Miles lingered, the rift’s hum a faint whisper now, its threat hanging heavy. Lysara stayed with him, her blade sheathed, her stance relaxed but alert. “You believe it?” she asked.

Miles shrugged, his spear a steady weight. “Don’t know,” he said. “But I’ve seen enough here to think it’s not bluffing.”

Taryn approached, her spear propped beside her. “We’ve faced worse,” she said, though her voice held a rare edge of doubt. “Right?”

Miles didn’t answer, his gaze fixed on the rift. The Wastes stretched silent around them, the camp a fragile bastion against whatever loomed. He was no stranger to Zorath’s brutality now—blooded, forged, a warrior in a world that thrived on violence. But the Keeper’s words gnawed at him, a shadow beyond the battles he knew. Ironfang would stand, as always. And he’d stand with them, whatever came.




Chapter Twelve: The Rift’s Reckoning

The Wastes lay under a sky torn by streaks of violet and green, the twin suns hanging low, their light dimmed by a haze that thickened with every passing hour. Miles Donovan stood at the Ironfang camp’s edge, his spear gripped tight, its haft scarred and bloodstained from weeks of unrelenting combat. The rift loomed larger now, its violet glow a jagged wound against the horizon, its hum a constant roar that shook the earth. His leather armor clung to his sweat-drenched frame, the weight of Zorath’s trials etched into every muscle. The camp behind him bristled with activity—warriors sharpening blades, stacking stones, their voices a low murmur of defiance.

Rhea approached, her bronze skin streaked with dust, her golden mane wild and unbound. Her chain-link top strained slightly over her chest as she hefted her axe. “It’s coming,” she said, her gravelly voice steady but edged with something raw. “Keeper’s done talking.”

Lysara joined them, her platinum hair pulled back, her blade gleaming in her hand. Her leather gear hugged her form, her breasts a subtle swell beneath it. “Scouts saw it,” she said, her green eyes hard. “Big. Moving fast.”

Taryn stepped up, her lilac skin catching the rift’s glow, her spear ready. Her vest outlined her figure as she nodded. “Not like the guardians,” she said. “Worse.”

Kess and Vira flanked them, Kess’s olive skin bruised but resolute, her netted vest patched, and Vira’s amber flesh tense, her mace resting on her shoulder. The camp’s warriors gathered, their numbers thinned by Boneclaw raids and riftspawn, but their resolve unyielding. Miles felt it too—a fire in his gut, forged by blood and belonging. This was his world now, and he’d fight for it.

The rift erupted, a blast of light and sound that knocked the breath from them. The ground split, cracks racing outward, and from the violet tear emerged the Keeper—not a voice, but a presence. It towered thrice Miles’s height, its form a shifting mass of shadow and metal, limbs coiling like tendrils, eyes blazing red across a faceless expanse. Spikes jutted from its body, dripping a black, tar-like ichor that sizzled on the earth. Its voice boomed, a thunderclap of rage. “You were warned. Now you end.”

Rhea roared, charging, her axe swinging in a brutal arc. The Keeper lashed out, a tendril deflecting her blow, sending her skidding back. Miles lunged, spear thrusting at its core. The tip sank in, ichor spraying, but the Keeper swatted him aside, his body slamming into a rock with a bone-jarring crunch. Lysara darted in, her blade slashing a tendril; it severed, writhing, but another struck, wrapping her waist and hurling her into the dirt.

Taryn speared its flank, her weapon sinking deep, while Vira smashed her mace into a spiked limb, cracking it. Kess flung a net, tangling a tendril, but the Keeper tore free, its roar shaking the camp. Warriors fell—spears snapped, bodies crushed under its weight, blood soaking the red earth. Miles staggered up, pain searing his ribs, and grabbed a fallen axe. He charged again, hacking at a tendril, ichor coating his arms as it split.

The Keeper turned, its eyes locking on him. “Riftborn,” it hissed, a tendril coiling toward him. He dodged, rolling, and drove the axe into its base. The blade bit deep, a shudder rippling through the creature, and he twisted, tearing a gash that gushed black. Rhea rallied, her axe cleaving another limb, while Taryn and Lysara attacked its sides, their weapons flashing. Vira smashed its head, denting the shadow-metal, and Kess plunged her dagger into an eye, blinding it.

The Keeper faltered, its form flickering, but it lashed out, a final, desperate surge. A tendril caught Taryn, slamming her into a tent, collapsing it. Lysara took a hit, blood spraying from her arm as she fell. Miles roared, leaping onto its back, axe raised. He drove it down, again and again, each strike a wet, crunching blow, until the Keeper’s core split, a burst of light and ichor exploding outward. It shrieked, a sound that tore at the air, then collapsed, its body dissolving into a steaming pool.

The rift pulsed once, violently, then shrank, its glow fading to a dim scar. Silence fell, broken only by the groans of the wounded. Miles dropped the axe, his chest heaving, blood and ichor dripping from his hands. Rhea limped over, her arm gashed, her face grim but triumphant. “Done,” she rasped, clapping his shoulder.

Lysara rose, clutching her arm, her grin fierce despite the pain. “Damn riftborn,” she said, nodding at him. “You’re a terror.”

Taryn staggered up, bruised but alive, her spear lost in the rubble. “We held,” she said, her voice hoarse.

Kess and Vira joined them, battered but standing, the camp a wreckage of tents and bodies. The surviving warriors gathered, their faces streaked with dirt and blood, their eyes alight with a hard-earned pride. The rift hummed faintly, a whisper now, its threat—for the moment—silenced.

Rhea surveyed the carnage, then turned to Miles. “You’re Ironfang,” she said, her tone final. “No going back.”

Miles nodded, the weight of it settling deep. He wasn’t the scrawny geek anymore—Zorath had forged him into something else, a warrior of blood and bone. The Wastes stretched endless around them, the camp a defiant spark against its vastness. Lysara leaned against him, her warmth a quiet anchor, while Taryn stood close, her presence steady.

“We rebuild,” Rhea said, her voice rising. “Ironfang endures.”

The warriors cheered, a ragged, defiant sound, and Miles felt it echo in his chest. The rift might wake again—Boneclaws might return, new threats might spill through—but he was ready. This was his home, his fight, his life. And as the suns sank, casting the Wastes in shadow, he stood tall, a hulking figure among the ruins, forged anew by Zorath’s fire.

Epilogue: The Wastes’ Embrace

Weeks had passed since the Keeper’s fall, and the Ironfang camp stood reborn amid the Wastes’ unrelenting expanse. The twin suns blazed overhead, their light glinting off newly forged tents of bone and hide, the red earth scarred but defiant. Miles Donovan leaned against a stone outcrop, his hulking frame clad in patched leather, his spear propped beside him. The rift lay dormant in the distance, its violet scar a faint whisper, but the air still thrummed with Zorath’s wild pulse. He was no longer a stranger here—blooded, forged, a pillar of Ironfang’s strength.

Lysara approached, her platinum hair loose, cascading over her shoulders, her leather gear hugging her curves. Her breasts pressed against the tight hide, full and inviting as she stopped close, her green eyes smoldering. “You’re restless,” she said, her voice a low purr, her hand brushing his arm.

Taryn followed, her lilac skin glowing in the heat, her jet-black hair framing a hungry smirk. Her vest clung to her chest, outlining her firm mounds as she stepped beside him. “Victory’s settled,” she murmured, her tone thick with intent. “Time to claim the rest.”

Miles felt the heat rise in him, a primal fire stoked by their nearness. He nodded, letting them guide him to a secluded tent at the camp’s fringe. The interior was dim, lit by a flickering lamp, the air heavy with musk and the scent of furs piled thick on the ground. Lysara pushed him down, her hands deft as she straddled his hips, peeling off his armor. Taryn knelt beside him, her fingers stripping his greaves, her breath hot on his skin.

Lysara tugged her top free, her breasts spilling out—lush, heavy, their dark nipples stiffening as she pressed them against his bare chest. She kissed him hard, her tongue plunging deep, tasting the salt of his sweat as she ground her hips down. Her hands ripped his loincloth away, and his cock surged free, thick and throbbing, already slick with need. She gripped it, stroking fast, her palm wet with his precum as she moaned into his mouth.

Taryn shed her vest, her breasts tumbling loose, pale and taut, their peaks hard with arousal. She stripped fully, her cock springing up—long, veined, rigid above her swollen balls. She moved behind Lysara, yanking off the other woman’s bottoms, exposing her cunt—bare, dripping, flushed with heat. Taryn’s fingers slid inside, pumping deep, her thumb circling Lysara’s clit as she gasped, her hips bucking.

“Fuck me,” Lysara growled, guiding Miles’s shaft to her entrance. She sank down, taking him in one slick thrust, her tight walls clenching around him, hot and greedy. Her breasts bounced wildly as she rode him, each slam a wet, slapping rhythm that filled the tent, her juices coating his thighs. She leaned forward, her nipples grazing his lips, and he sucked one, hard, his teeth scraping as she whimpered, her cunt spasming.

Taryn pressed her cock against Lysara’s ass, teasing the tight hole with her tip, then pushed in, stretching her wide. Lysara cried out, her body trembling between them, her walls tightening around Miles as Taryn thrust, her balls slapping Lysara’s skin, heavy and full. Taryn’s breasts flattened against Lysara’s back, their softness melding as she pounded, her prick glistening with sweat and precum, her breath a ragged snarl.

Miles gripped Lysara’s hips, driving up into her, his cock pulsing with every thrust. Her cunt gripped him, slick and relentless, her moans rising as she arched, her breasts swaying in his face. Taryn’s pace quickened, her cock swelling, and she roared, spilling inside Lysara—hot, thick streams that leaked out, dripping down to mix with Miles’s thrusts. Lysara shuddered, her cunt clamping down, and came hard, her juices flooding him as she screamed, her body convulsing in waves of ecstasy.

The sensation broke him—Miles thrust once more, deep, and erupted, his release surging into her, thick and searing, filling her until it seeped out, mingling with Taryn’s seed. Lysara slumped forward, her breasts smothering his chest, her breath a gasping sob. Taryn pulled out, her cock softening, slick with her own cum, and knelt beside them, stroking herself lazily.

“More,” Taryn rasped, guiding Miles’s hand to her shaft. He gripped it, pumping fast, her balls tightening as she groaned, her second climax spilling across his chest in shuddering spurts, weaker but still hot. Lysara rolled off, sprawling on the furs, her cunt dripping, her breasts heaving as she watched, her fingers teasing her clit to a final, trembling peak.

They lay tangled, sweat and fluids binding them, the tent thick with the raw scent of their union. Lysara traced a finger down his chest, her voice slurred with satisfaction. “You’re ours, riftborn,” she murmured.

Taryn chuckled, her breath slowing, her cock resting against her thigh. “Ironfang’s heart,” she said, her lilac eyes warm.

Miles stared at the tent’s ceiling, his body spent, his mind clear. The Wastes stretched beyond, brutal and untamed, but here, in this moment, he was whole—forged by battle, bound by lust, a warrior of Zorath. The rift’s hum was a distant echo, its threats held at bay, and as the suns dipped lower, he knew this was his place, his triumph, his home.
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