


It has been 
a hard day.

Captain’s 
report.
Day 14.716



The scout brought 
information about the 

bastards who killed my 
boys at the South Gate.

The masked one took fifteen soldiers alone. It 
will take at least two months until our true 

iron is purified and ready to be of use again.

We tracked the killers by night. 
two mages. one of them, a 

fucking ishturian voi. We were 
lucky she didn’t put up a fight or 

things would be even worse.

*sigh*…



We traded 
them with that 

sleazy 
Shadow King, 

but we only 
ended up 

recruiting five 
kids.

My only solace is the 
certainty of their 

grim fate.

I hope that someday, 
lieutenant karijj leads these 
children and many others to 

save our beloved city.

but I don’t have 
the heart to keep 

doing this, To 
keep risking my 
kids’s lives to 
save others.

These strangers 
took too much of 

me and I won’t 
ever feel whole 

again.



Art by midjourney
Writing and prompting by d.a. Da rosa
English review by chatgpt 
Shout out to Beatriz Barreto, Leandro Eugênio c. 
Santos, Paulo gallina, Danilo Vieira, sham Banghal and 
darkstar



I can’t believe we 
have to hand over 
mages to those 
freaks again…

Capital’s 
inner city.

Present day.



Walk 
faster, 

prisoners!

It’s been days since 
petarian and I were 
imprisoned at the 

shadow king’s cells.

He fed us with fruits 
and dried meat.

The guards 
escorting us have 
been whispering 
about who they 

were taking us to 
since we left.

They sound 
frightened.

He gave us clean 
water, which is 

scarce around here.
I doubt the other 

prisoners have been 
treated with the 

same care.

And they let me 
keep my mask 
after they have 

seen my 
condition.



Here’s your 
tribute, devouring 

ones. The shadow king 
is honored to inform 

you that we have an 
ishturian voi and a 
common mage with 

us this time.
Good.

Tell your 
"king" that this 
gives him five 

months.

Now leave.

The shadow king’s 
guards obey the 
woman without 

hesitation.

Who are these 
people?

When we get there, 
The leader of our 
expedition steps 

forward.

His voice is 
shaking and his 

hands are 
trembling.



At first, there’s little 
difference between them 
and our former captors.

Then we approach what looks 
like the gate to an immense 

abandoned fortress. Behind 
the guards, there’s an eerie 

glow. An enchantment?

These ruins are nothing 
like I imagined. I was 

expecting only 
driedbodies, beasts and 
some scavengers, not 

factions.



Holy fuck.

How in the nine 
provinces 

couldn’t we hear a 
thing outside?

Even the best 
enchanters of old 
wouldn’t be able 

to hide a place like 
this.

These people look 
like they are living 

normal lives.

Or smell all this 
meat they are 
cooking and 

selling?

A town within 
the ruined 
capital.

None of the travel 
books mentioned it. 
This must be new.



When they announce 
they have mages, 

the crowd 
celebrates us.

That’s when I notice 
how well guarded 
they are. They could 

defend this town 
from an entire army.

After that whole thing, they 
take us to a place at a 

makeshift tower in the 
center of their town.

They separate us from 
the others and put us in 
a large room behind 

true iron bars.



There are at least a 
dozen other prisoners 

here, but they don’t 
look like captives.

Welcome to 
our little 
paradise, 

fellas!

Name’s 
borzak. 

Longest-living 
resident of this 
glamorous 

lodge.

You 
seem to be 
confused. 
Never saw a 

half-nanash 
before?

Leave 
them 

alone, 
borzak!

Hey, you 
two! Don’t 
trust him.

As 
a matter of fact, 

don’t trust anyone 
here. We’re all your 

competition.

Oh, c’mon, 
marja, I was just 
being nice to the 

newcomers!

Competition?

this is more 
like an inn 

than a prison.



voi meat 
for scavenged 
artifacts! Voi 

meat for Spare 
parts!

Fresh 
servings 
tonight, 

everyone! 
Straight from 
the butcher!

So, 2 kilos of 
humans for these 
five scraps, what 

do you say?

Nevermind the 
witch! we can be 
friends, too!

Want us to 
be friends? 

You can start by 
telling us all 

you know 
about this 

place.

What’s 
there to say? 

Usually, we just 
work for them with 
some enchantments. 
they treat us nicely 

and keep us safe 
and fed.

Just don’t 
ask where they 
get the meat 

from.



Now let’s talk 
about you guys! 
You, blue girl, 
Are you a voi of 

the castes?

I 
fail to see 

how that is a 
concern of 

yours, 
mutant.

Ohh! Feisty! 
But with such an 

attitude, you 
ought to be a 

cAste voi!

Let me 
guess… 

protector caste? 
Merchant? 

Sorcerer? Oh, 
let me see your 

markings! Ask the 
guards to 

take away these 
shackles from 

my wrists and you 
shall see that 

and much 
more...

Hey, 
chill out, girl… 

save it for the 
tournament!Hssss! 

Now thaaat 
wasss a good 

ooone!



Fellow 
devourers, 

visitors, and 
guests! Tonight, 
you are in for a 

treat!

The 
Fleshlords 

solemnly offer 
you the 

opportunity of 
a lifetime!

For we have a 
surplus of 

mages and, as 
you know, we 
abhor waste.

So, 
everyone, get 
ready for…

The fifth edition of the 

Devouring 
tournament!



The what 
now?

the devouring 
tournament is a 

great opportunity 
for spellspitters 

like us. One can 
become a 

fleshlord by 
winning it.

That 
explains 

why you are 
so 

interested 
in us, huh?

Guilty as 
charged… This 

time, I’m getting past 
the first stage of 
the tournament no 

matter what!

A pair of mages 
was the only thing 
they were missing 

since roberlos and 
maruiza were 
killed last 

year…

And they were 
waiting just for 

us? This is 
happening today, 

of all days?!

Oh, but We 
have been 

waiting for 
months!



It doesn’t take 
long before we are 

taken to the 
hellish arena in 

the courtyard of a 
huge building.

Commence 
this already! 

Take away their 
shackles!

Good 
evening, 

Devourers and 
invitees! This is the 

fifth! Annual! 
Devouring! 

Tournament!

Spellcasters 
and criminals! Get 

ready! You can already 
take any weapon you 

want to.
but, before you 

do anything stupid, 
you should listen to  

me very 
carefully…

Look there! 
It’s borzak! 

How the fuck does 
he manage to 
survive every 

time?



Yeah, that 
means you 

should lower 
your arm, voi, 

unless you feel 
like dying 

before we 
start!

Now, let’s 
get to the 
rules! But 

first…

Fire in 
the pit!

As you shall see, 
this fire is magical in 

nature. It will 
surround the arena and 

it will consume any 
magic thrown at or 

above it.

Anyone present 
may get inside the arena 

for the next ten minutes, 
but no one can get out 

until the end of the 
first stage!

Contenders, 
Your objective is to 
keep yourself alive 
for the next thirty 

minutes!

But whoever 
incapacitates three or 
more opponents gets 
directly qualified for 

the third stage!



Third stage?! 
I don’t think I can do 
this, dolarac… I don’t 
want to be part of a 

show for these 
savages…

We must get 
through this, 

petarian.

You can do it, 
I’ve seen what 

you are 
capable of.

I’m not a 
fighter… 
with these 

shackles on, I 
won’t stand a 

chance…

Don’t worry 
about that. Just 

do whatever it takes 
to survive. I got 
your back, ok?

Hey, 
lovebirds… 

if you want to live, 
you better be close 
to me… I know this 
shit like the palm 

of my hand…

And this 
tournament is 
about to get 

started!



I take 
it that they 

are the ones in 
charge here, 

right, 
borzak?

Yeah… the 
leaders of the 

fleshcourt. the 
old one on the left 

is puq, the butcher. 
he hates this 

tournament, as you 
can see by his 

face.

The voi in the 
middle is 

younger Ameijj, 
the judge. She got 

her name from eating 
her predecessor, old 
ameijj. She’s the one 
who came up with the 

idea of employing 
mages in this town. 

She’s our 
boss.

The other human 
up there is Captain 
Alqdus, leader of 
the huntsmen, the 

town’s skull-masked 
warriors. This 

tournament is his 
show, his idea.

Good 
evening, loyal 

subjects!



As an envoy of 
the fleshcourt, I 
have the honor to 

announce… That the 
games have 

now begun!

With a click, our 
chains fall to the 

floor as the locks 
unlock.

The locks 
weren’t made 
of true iron, 
so they could 

be 
enchanted. 
Ingenious.

The last chains had 
yet to touch the 
floor when the 

other competitors 
started casting 
their spells.

Borzak isn’t the 
only one who 

knows how to fight 
in this…

By my side, 
petarian 

absorbs the 
kaynn from a 

fireball 
thrown at her 
by some hedge 

sorcerer.

And, As nanashin often 
do, Borzak spikes his 

hair and fur.

As for me…

Dolarac, 
you were 
right! 
we can 
handle 
this!



Hey, that guy’s 
picking up the 
chains on the 

ground, that’s not 
how a proper mage 

fights!

"Ooohh! That’s a 
first! Smart move, 

isn’t it, baby?"

"You know It’s 
younger ameijj in 

public, my dear 
captain."

"Ugh…"

"Nice dodge! 
That Masked man 

has some 
moves!"

…I have to 
humiliate 

myself.

Aaaaieeeeeeeeee!!!

"what a  
waste of 
meat on 

this idiotic 
game…"

"And friends to 
save him in the 

nick of time. See, 
puq? You could 

learn 
something 

here..."

"Oh, come on, 
old man! This 
is fun! Look 
over there!"



Thanks, 
Petarian! That 
was close!

"So, who’s your 
favorite so far?"

"The girl with 
the sword?"

"But I’m more of a fan 
of nagui, that chap 

from the temple of 
light".

"The monk? 
All he does 
is block!"

"Nothing wrong 
with being 

smart. That’s 
what made 

Borzak survive 
all these 

tournaments."

"I prefer the voi 
warrior over 
there. Power 

and style in one 
blue package".

"Kallian. His 
enchantments 
are great."

"What about you, 
puq? Still in 
love with the 

witch?".

"Her name 
is marja."

"Her name is 
valijj. She’s a 

great worker".



By now, some of us have 
already fallen. Most 

of them, those who 
drew too much 
attention to 
themselves.

This tournament 
favors the 

discrete…

…and those who 
are good at 
defending 
themselves.

(How that guy even 
does that? He 

blocks like he has 
eyes in his back!)

Suddenly, we all 
hear it, the 

envoy’s voice 
amplified by the 

kaynn:

Huntsmen, 
hear me out! You 
may now enter the 
arena at your own 

peril!

"This is where 
the fun 
begins!"

It’s time to 
show these 

spellspitters 
what we are 
made of!



What?

—Uff!

Grr… 
ahhh!

Nice block! 
What a danger 

sense!

So there were 
spellcasters 
waiting to get in 

here, too…

You are missing 
the point. this whole 

thing, the 
tournament? That’s 

to test us, the 
huntsmen.

Whoever takes 
one of you down 
before time’s up 

will get 
promoted!



And you, 
smart guy, you 
are my mark!

What? Do 
you think 
you… uh?Fire for the 

flaming 
divine!

The true iron! 
damn it! it’s too 

charged! It won’t 
repel kaynn 
anymore!

Wait! I have 
an idea!

I toss the 
chains at her…

…and she 
blocks it!

Just like I 
planned.



Alright! 
Time’s up! You 

there, sharlos! 
Send the signal to 

the envoy!
It’s time to part 

with the weaklings! 
It’s time for the 

culling!

As the battle 
goes on, the 
envoy calls 
those of us 
who took 

down three 
opponents.

The envoy said 
that If they 
survive the 
first stage, 

they get 
directly to the 
third stage.

I did it! 
I fucking did it 

this time!

Kallian of 
el-pamsu!

Marja, the 
witch!

Borzak of 
frankhurt!

The 
newcomer 
Petarian!

As for me… I 
got one down. 

Two to go.

Wow! 
Good for 

her!

The culling? 
What do you 

mean?

But I don’t have 
my true iron 
protection 

anymore and that 
last enchantment 
left me panting…



Huh? 
What’s with 
this purple 

light?!

And the 
fires, they 

are becoming 
purple too!

The 
signal! Oh, 

the chains are 
charged… It’s 

about time I had 
some fun too!

The 
envoy’s 

glowing! 
Unholy 
shi-!

What 
the-?



In an instant,

The spell goes for 
everyone,

Everywhere,

All at once.

Dolarac, 
protect 

yourself!

Petarian?!

the tournament 
is over.

This is a 
full-fledged 

massacre.



Petarian’s 
telepathic 

message gave me 
just enough 
time to react.

Counterspell!

Ishturian spells 
are hard to 

counter.

Oof… that was 
tough…

She saved 
my life.

Just one slip 
and I’m gone.

Can’t… lose… 
control…

Just… a little… 
bit… now…

I did it!

In a heartbeat, I 
can sense what’s 

coming.



Petarian, if 
it weren’t for 

you…

You’ve got 
my back and I’ve 

got yours, 
right?

We’ve 
gotta get 

out of here! 
They are killing 

everyone!

What is 
the 

meaning of 
this, 

captain?

This is me 
cutting out the 

excesses, 
baby.

Oh, and 
Sharlos? Take 

care of the 
butcher.

Where do 
we go? 

These lunatics 
are everywhere! The 

enchanted fire 
won’t allow us 

to leave!

Get behind 
me. I think I can 
use a spell to 
find a way…



I pick up a blade 
from a dead guy on 
the ground and try 

to channel its 
past.

You see, me 
and my guys are 

tired of this. too 
many mouths. Too 

many mages and 
pampered nobles for 

us to feed. The 
tournament is not 

enough 
anymore.

So I hired an 
ishturian 

master and made 
him take the place 

of tonight’s 
envoy.

Take your hands 
off of me!

This blade 
belonged to a 
poor guy named 

sharlos.

All this time 
we’ve been 

sleeping together, 
i’ve been working, 

baby.

Your 
enchantments 

were making us 
weak. 

Now, it’s time for 
the strong.

It’s all 
about that 

damned 
envoy.

But thanks to his 
memories, I have 
found the key to 

survive this.



First-circle 
Technique: 

Counterspell

No matter how powerful or how they are cast, every spell is 
done through kaynn manipulation. That’s why counterspell is 
one of the most fundamental techniques taught at the arcane 
academies spread throughout the nine provinces.

By Analyzing how a spell was created and which kaynn 
energies were used to do so, a mage can unravel a spell 
being cast, nullifying its effects and dispersing the kaynn 
back to the environment.

Since not all spells are created the same, some are more 
difficult to counter than others. That’s why, even though this 
is such a basic skill, few mages are skilled enough to use it 
effectively against seasoned magic users.

Ishturian spells are notably hard to counter, since their 
raw power makes them quick to cast and too dense to 
unravel. Techno-ritualistic spells, on the other hand, are 
easier to counter, since they are more logical and 
understandable than any other method of magic.



On the nature of the kaynn

"Our world is filled with kaynn. They 
flow through the air, they rest 
within living beings and they can even 
be found inside of some materials.

Nobody knows what they are for 
sure. There was once a theory that 
divided them into three categories: 
creation, inertia and decay. Some 
others thought that they were 
divided into ten opposing elements.

What we do know is that, with 
training, one can feel them, shape 
them, and craft them into spells, 
enchantments and tricks".

Methodological 
approaches

"There are many ways of shaping 
the kaynn, of making magic. 

Some pray, like priests and 
clerics; others force the kaynn 
with their will and inner kaynn, 
like the ishturians; then there are 
those like us, who study to learn 
and replicate techniques and 
rituals that can ease our 
kaynncrafting; and there are 
others more exotic paths.

These different approaches are 
called by me ‘methods of magic’. 
Some prefer ‘schools’, or 
‘styles’, but ‘methods’ is certainly 
more appropriate".

Limits of magic

"Despite being the most powerful act of 
agency that a sentient being can do, 
magic is not without its boundaries. (…) 
we can summarize the limits of magic as 
follows:

Matter and resistance - magic cannot 
create true matter. Whatever it creates 
is dissipated after a while. It also can 
be resisted by some metals, like true 
iron, or nullified by silver. Gold can 
amplify it, and some gems can store 
kaynn.

Duration and distance - magic cannot 
travel long distances and spells 
disperse after a while. The only way to 
make magic last is through 
enchantments - anchoring a spell into 
an object or being.

Life and death - magic cannot create 
new life, nor cannot truly resurrect 
the dead. It can heal and mend flash 
and bones, but cannot cause a lost limb 
to regrow."

Excerpts From archmage gambe dorff, at 
magicraft theory for apprentices. 

Published in the capital, Aushulia, twelve years 
before the fall.



I’ve been Using midjourney for a 
while now and I’ve been 

experimenting with using my own 
drawings as the basis for new 

images.

Here’s my version of the 
archeomancer. I’m not entirely 

satisfied with it, but I think it’s one 
of my best doodles. I got kinda lazy 
when doing the shadows, hatching it 

loosely without even using a pen, but 
I like the result.

Perhaps he looks too strong and I’m 
not crazy about the spell effect 

either, but I’m proud of it.

The archeomancer is a seasoned 
adventurer, not just some 

bookish mage, so that’s what I 
was aiming for with those 

pieces of armor, belts and 
pockets. Kinda like rob 

liefeld’s 90’s tough guys such 
as cable and Deadpool.

As you can see, Midjourney used 
the belts, the textiles, created 
a much better spell effect and 

improved the shadowing, but 
left out the pockets.

I liked it, but in the next issue 
I’ll show how much better it 

can be improved.

D.a. Da rosa, June ‘23.



A tournament 
begins at the 
ruined capital.

The unexpected 
preys on those 
too sure of their 
knowledge.

What will it take 
to survive such a 
grim fate?


