


32nd day of 
late summer.

39 years 
after the 

liberation.

Pamsutyci, 
fohrvoi.



Monarch 
caste’s spire.

Elite 
sorcerer 
petarian,

The slaver once 
known as master 

protector illitarian is 
to be found at a walled 

city within the ruins, 
devouring town.

He’s hiding, 
plotting with a 
leader amongst 

savages. You must 
find a way to get 
captured by them. 

Our agent will 
tell you how.

You ARE TO 
infiltrate THE 

FESTERING RUINS 
OF THE CAPITAL OF 

OUR fallen 
OPPRESSORS.

Our surviving 
agent informed 

us of the 
location of 
your mark.

As you 
command, 

representative 
allaris. I will 
not disappoint 

the Pavoi.



Lower your 
weapons. It was 
me who brought 
you here. You’re 

taking us to some 
savage called 
‘shadow king’, 

right?

Another of 
these. Hmm. It’s 

almost like these 
trespassers want us 

to follow them. 
I’ll warn the 

captain.

So, what 
do you say? 

Will you help 
me?

The ruined 
capital, 

Aushulia.

Sure.

Uh…

ok.

Now.

Days ago.

Sometime 
later.

The cursed 
woods, 

Aushulia.

Two weeks 
ago.Weird. My 

scrying spells 
have been acting 

off since we 
started this 

journey.

It must be 
the kaynn 

here.



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



The tunnels 
lead us to 

the outside, 
to the inner 

city.

It’s only 
when I notice 

it’s early 
morning that 
I understand 

why I’m so 
tired.

Huh. No 
driedbodies 
and no thugs 

anywhere.

Some 
respite, at 

last. Good.



We arrive at 
the basherò 
quarter, by 

the end of the 
inner city.

From here, we 
can see the 

spires of the 
famed voi 
towers.

So, what do 
you think of 

going up 
there?

Bet you 
would feel 

right at 
home.

These 
buildings are a 
mockery of my 

people. I have no 
interest in going 

there.

But we can chart 
our way to the 

palace from them 
and we could rest, 

so, I’m not 
opposed to it.



What are you 
talking about? 

They were a gift 
to the fohrvoian 

immigrants!

Those towers 
were a 

homage to 
your culture!

They were 
built by hand 
and beasts. 
They were a 

joke!

So you do 
know some 

history, huh? I 
disagree, but I 

understand.

We go on 
in silence.

Her 
complaints 
echo those 
of the voi at 

the time. But What 
did they 

want? That 
we used 

magic to 
erect them 
like they 

do?

The empire had 
more pressing 

matters by then.

if it wasn’t so busy 
with other provinces, 

maybe it wouldn’t have 
crumbled.



Dolarac, 
wait.
Look.

Who goes 
there?

Nothing? No 
‘good morning’, 

no ‘hello’?

Now, let’s 
start over. 

Hello.
I’m clarajj 
and this is 
our turf.

You wanna pass 
by, we can escort 

you for a fee. 
Otherwise, you 

better find 
another way.

Ok, then. 
wait where you 

are, we’ll 
come to you.

Just 
don’t do 
anything 
stupid.

Ok, then. 
wait where you 

are, we’ll 
come to you.

Just don’t 
do anything 

stupid.



Sure. 
For a 
price.

What 
about that 

sword, 
masked-

man?

We 
are going 
to those 
dreadful 

towers over 
there.

Could you 
tell us how 
to get there, 

then?

Hm… ok. 
I took it from a 
huntsman at the 
tournament. You 
know, from the 

devourers.
What?

We 
don’t like 

liars around 
the turf, 

masky-mask.

Oh, don’t 
be so naive, 

maqriq.

Enough! 
I’m too tired 
for this shit! 

Let us 
through!



Hmm. 
they are 

mages. Maybe 
their story 

is true.

You 
know what? 

Nevermind the 
fees. 

We’ll take you 
to the voi 
towers.

We’ll take 
you home.

That 
would 

explain why we 
didn’t see any 

undead or 
devourers 

today.

Home?

Our 
group?

Those towers 
blue girl called 
dreadful? That’s 

our place.

But I get her. 
The blue dudes 
in our group 

dislike them as 
well.

I see. They 
are cannibals 

too. Or 
slavers. Or 

both.

Ugh, I’m too 
tired for 

both.



I don’t 
think we have 
the time for 

this.

Why not? 
You said you 

wanted to help 
people. They are 
people and they 

need help.

Oh, no, no. 
We’re just 
survivors. 

Scavengers, if you 
prefer. And we 

could use the help 
of a couple 

mages.

You both 
look like 

crap. You can 
rest and eat 

with us.

if you 
feel like it, 

tomorrow you 
meet gramps 

gambe and see if 
you’d like to 

help.

We go with her, 
while the 

others are 
left there to 
scare other 

invaders.



The 
capital’s 

voi 
towers.

From up 
there, anyone 
could see the 
magnificence 

of the 
imperial 
capital.



But those 
were other 

times.

Come. 
We must get 
through the 

enchanted barrier 
to get in. Oh, and be 

careful with the 
lights. They are 

meant as a 
distraction.

From the 
invisible 
traps.

Distraction?



Yo, 
clarajj.

Who are 
those?

They have news 
about the devourers. 

But first, they need some 
rest and food.

Scavenge 
duty is to keep 
people out and 

get stuff in, not 
the other way 

around.

You already 
brought in that 
foreigner girl 

this week. We are 
not an inn.

You 
boys are on 

guard duty today, 
not on thinking duty. 

These are mages. 
Just take ‘em up.

I’ll keep an 
eye on things 

down here while 
you do it. 

Chop chop!



The first thing we 
notice when we enter 

is some of the 
remaining ornaments 

of the tower.
Interestingly, This 

tower was once 
occupied by the 

healers caste, the 
devotees of canriel, 

the dog-god.

When we get to 
the upper 

levels, after a 
tiring climb of 
its stairs, we 
see warriors, 

scavengers and 
survivors 

talking about 
strategy and 

politics.

Above them, we 
see a 

community, with 
kids at play, 
old people 

watching them 
and adults 

working here 
and there.

After getting 
us some food, 

they leave us at 
a secluded 

"guest room". 
We sleep within 

five minutes.



Next morning, 
they take us to 
their leader.

Greetings, 
foreigners. 
I’m Gambe 

dorff.
I heard you are 

mages who survived a 
devouring tournament 

and fled, is that 
correct?

Wait. gambe 
dorff? Like in 
archmage 

Gambe dorff?

Archmage… 
heh. That’s a 
title from a 

different era.

Long gone 
are the times in 

which I was known 
for my knowledge 

and theories on 
magicraft.

Within this 
tower, I’m 

simply the one 
keeping others 

alive, no different 
than any vulgar 

enchanter. Clarajj 
said you needed 

help. That you were 
looking for mages. 

How can we 
help?



After the 
necromancers 
settled at the 

distinct district 
manors, many 

survivors gathered 
together in small 

bands.

Most of these 
groups were 

eventually taken out 
by zombies, vampires, 
animals or by other 

people.

Some of 
these thrived, 

such as the 
zadaarites and the 

devourers.
And then there 
are others like 

us, always 
struggling.

But the thing 
is… I’m too 
old. I’m too 

tired.

The children 
don’t know this but 

My enchantments 
network is weakening. 

Someday soon, it 
will fail.

And if it does, 
all these people, 

who I’ve been 
protecting for 

decades, they are 
all going to die.



Sorry to 
disappoint, but 

We are no 
enchanters, 

master dorff.

I’m not 
asking you to 

help me with the 
enchantments. What 
I need is to charge 

some of the batteries 
that the children 
scavenged. That 
would give me 

respite.

Not to 
be rude, but, I’m 

sorry. 
We are too busy. 

Thank you for your 
hospitality…

Dolarac…

We’ll need 
our kaynn, 

petarian. There’s 
too much at 
stake in our 

mission.

As a 
devout to 

canriel, you 
know I’m not 
allowed to 
deny help to 

those in 
need.

Let me help 
you, dorff. 

Bring me your 
batteries.



I wait for petarian in 
the guest room, 

while she wastes time 
and energy.

Can’t she see that 
this is pointless? 
I’m going to save 

everyone, after all.

Dolarac?

?

Marchia!?

She then tells 
me the tale of 
her survival.

mardrigo’s fall, Uqijj’s 
disappearance, her 

narrow escape, and her 
rescue by the hands of 

clarajj’s crew.

Redr’s 
horns! When they 

said they 
brought in a voi 

and a masked 
dude, I prayed 

to be you 
guys!



I also share our 
own adventures. 

The guard 
remnants, the 

shadow king, the 
devourers.

I don’t tell her 
about petarian’s 

true identity, 
though. That’s 
not my secret 

to share.

Damn… I 
still had some 

hope that Uqijj had 
survived and found 

you guys.

I’m sorry to 
hear that. 

But Don’t worry. We 
are on a quest to 

save everyone.

Come with us. 
We can protect Uqijj 

from whatever 
happened to her.

Huh? 
What are you 

talking 
about?

I can’t 
say much more 
unless you are 

in. But I can 
assure you: if I 
succeed, I will 

change this 
world for 

good.



Hm… 
you do 

realize that 
this sounds 

crazy, 
right?

And, 
please, it’s 

just you and me 
here. Knock off 

this terrible 
accent. That’s 

how my 
grandma 
spoke.

What’s the 
deal, man? 

The mask, the 
accent, the 
fake name…

Who are 
you?

Erm… 
sorry. It 

became a bit of 
a habit by 

now.

You know 
what?

Nevermind.

It was good to 
see you again. I’m 

going to see if 
petarian is done with 

the batteries. Stay 
safe.



No, wait!
I’m sorry, I’m 

coming with you. I 
wanna help. I was 

just curious, 
that’s all.

Who knows, 
maybe I even find 
the artifact parts 
I’m looking for.

Fine.
Just… just keep 
from asking me 

personal 
questions.

Who I am 
is not 

important.

Ok, but… Now 
that I’m in, why 

don’t you tell me 
what we are 

doing? Look there. 
That’s where we 

are going.

We are 
going to the 

imperial 
palace.What? But 

that’s the 
most dangerous 

place in the 
whole 

capital!

Really? Hm. 
I thought it was 
the outskirts. 
That’s what the 
books said, at 

least.

Well, these 
books are full 

of shit, then. The 
closer to the 

palace, the 
worse.

You see those 
manors around 

the palace? That’s 
where the 

necromancers 
live.



The 
necromancers? 

They certainly are 
too old or too 
corrupted by 

now…

Dolarac… You 
have it all wrong. 

By what grandpa gambe 
said to me, the 

necromancers here 
developed some kind of 

new undeath. 
something better 

than vampirism.

They are 
fighting a war over 

some artifact. 
sometimes we can see 

the spells and the 
hordes clashing 

from here.

They may be old, 
corrupted and 

dead, but they are 
very active, very 

powerful.

Fighting 
over… an 
artifact?

Gramps 
said that what 
they want is 

impossible.  It’s 
protected by a long 

forgotten spell, 
unknown even to 

him.

when their 
leader died, they 

lost the only one 
who knew how to 
unlock it and the 
one keeping ‘em 

together.

Heh. 
Of course.
So They are 

after the orb 
of divinity. 
Just like us.

Hm… 
so they 

figured it 
out.



But I know 
how to unlock 
the orb’s true 

power.

And, 
with it, we are 
going to bring 

the empire 
back.

Dolarac…
That’s insane.

I mean… Even if 
it was possible, 
why would we do 

that? The empire is 
better dead.



It took some… 
convincing for 
marchia to keep 

up her word.

I’m glad it 
never came out 

to that with 
petarian.

At least, they were 
very happy to see 

each other.

and, for Petarian’s 
good work, master 
dorff made us a map 
with how to reach 

the palace from the 
sewers.

I wish she didn’t 
speak of it to him at 
all, but it turned 

out for the better.

The sewers are 
supposed to be much 

safer than the zombie-
riddled surface.

She said where we 
were going and he 
decided to help.

Tsc. 
now what? 
Do We go 

above or get 
around?

Hey, 
look 
ahead.



Marchia convinces us 
to go on underground.

It’s not without 
its dangers…

…but mutant beasts 
are easier to deal with 
than an entire horde.

As we 
go on…

…we reach a 
tunnel that 

gets more and 
more bizarre.

there’s some weak 
enchantments in 
these skulls.

but I can’t 
afford to 

waste kaynn to 
scry them.

Hello, 
ladies and 

masked-man!

What 
brings you to 
the lands of 

zadaar?



We are 
going to the 

imperial 
palace.

You can help 
us reach there 
or we’ll get 
through you.

Give way, 
boys.

This is 
above your 

league.

And you 
are…?

Mind your 
manners, 

blueskin. You are 
talking to xukovian 
Zadaar, the eldest 

of the sons.

Easy, 
brother. 
That’s an 
ishturian 
they got 
there.

Now, we 
don’t need 

to be rude. We 
can help you 

to get 
there…



For a fee, 
obviously.

Would never have 
guessed how 

many people lived 
as guides in these 

ruins.

Hey… what 
was that at 
the sewer?

What 
do you 
mean?

Are 
you aware 

of the 
reason he 

wants to go 
to the 

palace?

Yes. He 
wants to 

use the orb 
of divinity to 

save the 
empire.

No, not at 
all. What do 

you mean?

Hm. So 
He tricked 
you into 

helping him 
too?

He has cast an 
enchantment on me. 
"Oathbound me to my 
earlier pledge", as 

he said.

They leave us 
close to the 

palace.

We find a spot to 
dine and get ready. 

As usual, I dine 
alone, so my face 

remain unseen.



That’s 
fucked up. 

Never heard 
of such 
spell.

Yeah. And 
if you didn’t 
help, maybe 

those zadaarites 
would have, you 

know, set me 
free.

Listen… 
what do we 
even know 
about him?

And why 
are you ok with 
him trying to 

achieve divinity, 
for fuck’s 

sake?

Simple. 
Because what 
he wants is 
impossible.

Not even 
true gods 

could pull off 
something like 

that, imagine some 
offshoot of a 
lesser deity.

So, I’ll 
help him get 

there. I owe him 
that. When he 

reaches the orb, 
I’m going to 
make sure…

Hey, guys! 
There you 

are!



Mistress, 
here they 

are!

Missed 
me?

I’ve been 
looking for 
you guys for 

days!

Uqijj!?



Herda 
be praised! 
You did find 

them! You have 
done well, my 

pet.

Now, 
introduce me 
to your old 
friends. I’m 

eager to meet 
them.



Fifth-circle 
Technique/ ritual: 

Oathbind

As the ancient saying goes, ‘an oath is but words 
carved in blood’. One of the most controversial 
spells known to master sanguiprotectors, the 
oathbind was classified as a forbidden enchantment by 
imperial law. 

It is said that this enchantment’s existence was the 
reason why the ‘act of foundation of the imperial and 
arcane academies’ banned the practice of 
sanguinomancy within the empire’s frontiers.

Through the use of this enchantment, its target 
becomes obliged to keep one specific promise or 
commitment he made with the caster. The target can 
deny to put themselves at imminent risk, but, other 
than that, they must do anything in their power to make 
good on their word.

Through this magic, sanguinomancers and 
sanguiprotectors ensured that pacts wouldn’t be 
broken and made politics much harder for the 
aushulian distinct families. No wonder why they got 
persecuted the moment they consolidated their power 
over the known lands.



The first century: imperial 
Ascension

"Through locarub quesdun’s 
machinations, the pavoi demigods and 
the chamber of the people sworn 
loyalty to the quesdun family, thus 
establishing the alliance pact 
treaty. 

(…)

During this century, the caste voi, 
the chamber’s delegates, the 
basherò kings and the distinct 
families cooperated in order to 
ensure the quesdun rule and, 
through it, their own ascendancy 
over other factions vying for 
power".

The second century: Imperial 
glory

"The glorious age of the empire 
saw the road expansions, the Ordun 
II’s thirty-year reign, the 
galliniélidas captaincy, the ‘same-
coin/same-language’ policy and 
much, much more.

The empire reduced distances 
between the provinces, augmented 
the bureaucracy and the emperors 
concentrated more power than 
ever it was possible before.

All of these achievements turned 
against the next-century’s 
emperors, as the resented elites 
were closer and angrier than ever 
too."

The third century: imperial fall.

"When the last emperor died, many 
thought that that was the end of the 
empire, but that’s just common sense. 
Any historian would say that the empire 
fell five years prior, when Fohrvoi and 
Orshandïa abandoned the empire.

Some of them would say that it was 
Qalij V, ‘the capital’s fury’, that doomed 
the empire. She began a war on 
dissatisfied quesdun branches that 
would end only three emperors and 
three decades later. 

But Good historians would say that the 
empire started to end at the moment it 
peaked. That is, when Muqdus III, ‘the 
legislator’, the most powerful emperor 
who ever lived, destroyed every other 
Quesdun branch and entangled the main 
branch with the uxer.

While the uxer did a great job helping 
the last quesdun to run the empire, this 
alienated the other high distinct 
families".

Excerpts From supreme master sage altiann, 
at history of the empire. Published at el-
pamsu, Aushulia, ten years after the fall.



The story is coming to an end in the next issue and, at the same time I 
can’t wait to have it finished, I know I’m going to miss the whole 

creative process that involves doing each one of these issues. So, let 
me talk about how I write.

But to do that, I need to tell you something that you people should 
have already guessed by now: I’m a huge rpg nerd. Not like ‘I dabble 
with it’, but rather ‘after 17 years together, my wife can’t stand me 

monologuing about rpg anymore’. Unless it’s vampire: the masquerade - 
she freakin’ loves it.

I digressed, so, back to it: my storytelling process. Well, at first, I 
get the whole story structured and planned in rough drafts. I mean, I 
have some bullet points and that’s what I want to happen in the story. 
And then, when I’m actually writing/narrating the thing, I try to steer 

the writing towards these directions, but the real thing is that my 
characters, just as my players when I’m DMing, drive the story.

Which means that I always have to redo the bulletpoints, rewrite 
earlier passages or improvise my way into things. And with comics, I 

found that my method gets worse, because I have lesser control over 
the story - and some images just demand me to take the story to some 

other unexpected way.

I know, it sounds crazy. But it’s working so far, so, 6th issue will be 
done the same way: adapting, improvising and ignoring the planning if the 

characters - and the AI artist - say so. 

D.a. Da rosa, June ‘23.



the archeomancer 
shares his true 
quest.

Would he be 
better off 
alone? Or is he 
the one who 
should be left?

The whole world 
hangs on the 
answer to these 
questions.


