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Foreword

Every saga begins somewhere, though not always where the tale itself chooses to start. The Count of the Mesahearts is, in truth, not the first step of The Veyran Saga. It is instead a shadow beside it. A tale that does not march in neat chapters, but unfolds as a single breath, like the folk stories once told around fire and stone.

This book was written as a companion to the greater story we are building together. It does not follow Evan Valen, nor the chosen roads. Instead, it follows another path, one darker, one twisted, a path that belongs to Veydris Alarast. He was not born a monster. He was made into one. His story is not told with the same voice as the saga’s echoes, but with a voice older, rawer, closer to how legends survive in memory.

That is why you will find no chapters here. No convenient pauses, no numbered markers. The tale is carried as it would have been told in the markets of Mesaheart, or whispered in the wine-stained halls of kings, continuously, without break. A story meant to be listened to, not dissected.

We call this a novella, though names matter little. It is shorter than the grand saga to come, but not lesser. It is the kind of story that deepens the world instead of widening it, the kind that lingers like ash after flame.

And though we have co-written this tale, we hope it feels seamless, as if told by a single voice that belongs not to either of us, but to Veyra itself.

This is only the beginning. But beginnings are rarely gentle.

Introduction

There are lands where history is written in stone and ink, where every battle, every ruler, every prayer has been carefully etched into memory. Veyra is not such a land. Here, memory is fickle. It clings to whispers, to stories told around fires, to the smoke of markets and the silence of temples. What survives is not always fact, nor always fiction. Instead, it is something in between. The tale you now hold is one such memory: not a chronicle of kings, but a folk-legend, passed from one tongue to the next until it shaped itself into something larger than truth. A warning. A mirror. A shadow.

It is the tale of Veydris Alarast, a name spoken with reverence and hatred, with awe and dread. To some, he was a savior, a man who bent the stubborn world of Veyra into order. To others, he was the beginning of ruin, the one who first struck a crack in the Balance that held all things together. But no matter how the story is told, no one denies its weight. Even now, in villages and cities that claim not to believe in gods or fate, the Count of the Mesahearts lingers in memory like smoke after fire.

What makes this tale endure is not only the man at its heart, but the world that gave birth to him. The Mesahearts, those towering plateaus heavy with veins of gold and minerals, were lands of ambition. Their cities gleamed with domes and towers, their merchants bargained in silver, their priests walked beneath banners of fire. From a distance, they looked eternal, proud, untouchable. But beneath the glittering stone ran cracks: hunger, betrayal, a faith grown hollow. It was in these cracks that Veydris was born, not as monster nor hero, but simply as man. And as the story tells, when men are broken by fire, sometimes they rise again not as what they were, but as something the world is unprepared to face.

The Count of the Mesahearts is not a tale of kings and chosen heroes. It does not begin with prophecy or end in triumph. It begins with betrayal, with the burning of a man accused of what he was not, and it follows his return in forms his accusers could not imagine. This is not the story of a boy called to destiny, but of a man who makes his own destiny from ash and shadow. It is, at its core, the story of what happens when the Balance of the world is tested not by gods or storms, but by ambition, and by grief.

Readers may ask: is this tale history, or legend? The answer lies somewhere between. The folk-tellers of Veyra do not care to distinguish fact from parable. For them, what matters is the warning hidden within. “When mercy burns, power grows,” they say, “and the hands that once begged for justice will learn instead to command.” Whether Veydris was man or myth, vampire or sovereign, his story survives because it speaks to the truth of all empires: that the greatest threats are not beasts in the dark, but men who learn to master darkness itself.

This book you now hold does not seek to explain every corner of Veyra. You will not find maps or chronicles of kings. Instead, you will walk the mesas, the groves, the deserts, and the mountains through the eyes of those who lived there. You will learn of Kinara, the Sleeper-god, not as doctrine but as whisper. You will hear of the Whisperers who haunt the line between dream and memory. You will come to know words that belong to no other land: Balance, Mesaheart, Echo. Think of them not as definitions, but as keys, keys to a world that breathes differently than our own.

So step carefully. This is not the tale of chosen roads. It is the tale of a broken man, of fire and betrayal, of ambition dressed in shadow. And like all folk-tales, it is as much a warning to the living as it is a remembrance of the dead.

The Count of the Mesahearts

Listen, and remember, for Mesaheart was not always crowned with towers. In the oldest days, before men carved their names upon the stone, the mesas stood like sleeping giants, their backs to the sun, their shadows stretching over plains empty as silence. Wind howled between their cliffs like wolves, and rain gnawed their faces, but the mesas did not bow. They rose red as blood in dawn, gold as flame in noon, violet as bruises in dusk.

In their bellies lay veins of fire and treasure. Gold, thick as rivers. Copper like old blood, glinting green where it kissed the air. Silver clinging in jagged lines, like lightning trapped and frozen in rock. To the desert folk who first wandered beneath those crowns, the mesas were not stone at all, but the bones of titans who had fallen in the wars before time.

And where the titans bled, men came.

The first settlers were wanderers from the coasts, starved of salt and bread, their sandals falling apart on the long road inland. They saw sunlight blaze upon the mesa flanks and thought it a sign from Kinara herself. They scaled the cliffs with bleeding hands, dug with sticks and stones, and when they struck gold, they wept. Not for its beauty, but for the bread and wine it would buy.

What began as tents upon the mesa crowns became huts, then timber halls, then walls of stone mortared with the sweat of slaves. The huts grew to manors, the manors to palaces, the palaces to domes and towers. In time, seven cities glittered on seven crowns, each shining so fiercely that travelers swore the mesas themselves wore halos. From leagues away, at high noon, the sight of Mesaheart could blind the eyes.

The world named them the Seven Crowns of Kinara.

But there was little of Kinara in them.

The priests said the mesas were holy, carved by the goddess’s hand, thrones from which she watched the world. But the priests were fat men, their robes sewn with silver thread, their temples marble-white, while the miners lived in mud. Their blessings were bought with coin, their miracles measured in weight of gold.

In Mesaheart, faith was theater.

On feast days, nobles paraded through the streets wearing masks of painted bronze, chanting hymns they did not believe. Children scattered flowers before their feet, while beggars with stumps for legs were whipped for daring to crawl too near. Temples reeked not of devotion, but of perfumes so heavy they made a man faint. Incense rose in plumes like smoke from pyres, yet the goddess was silent.

Below the crowns, in the veins of stone, miners coughed red into their hands, their lungs shredded by dust. Women bent their backs until they were shaped like bows, carrying stones heavier than their own bodies. Children were born pale, their blood thin, their limbs weak. In the tunnels, when the candles went out, the miners whispered of shadows with eyes. Some said the mesas themselves drank the life of those who dug too deep. Others claimed old curses lingered there, from before the gods were born.

Still, the digging never stopped.

Because in Mesaheart, gold was god, and men will kill gods to serve it.

And so the land shone bright and hollow. From afar, Mesaheart was glory ,  cities crowned with domes of copper, plazas paved with marble, fountains that spat wine instead of water. Kings from distant coasts sent gifts to court its favor, merchants crossed deserts for a chance to trade in its markets. Poets wrote hymns calling it the Chosen Land, the Jewel of Kinara.

But those who lived there knew the truth.

Justice was not blind in Mesaheart; it was bought and sold. Virtue was not planted in the soul; it was performed in gilded masks. Mercy was a tale for children, never seen in the courts. The nobles feasted while the miners choked, and yet the city glittered, and in its glittering the world was deceived. For men do not ask what price was paid for a jewel ,  only how brightly it shines.

It was into this land of crowns and shadows, of feast above and famine below, that a child was born. A child pale as ash, with eyes that seemed too old for his years. A child whose name would grow heavier than all the gold in the mesas: Veydris Alarast.

High upon the crown of a lone mesa, where the wind howled as though it mourned the earth below, there stood the manor of House Alarast. It was no palace of shining marble, nor fortress of iron-clad walls. It was a house carved from the mesa’s own stone, its walls the color of rust and dusk, its halls echoing with the breath of the mines beneath it. To the stranger it looked proud, arched gates, banners of crimson and gold fluttering defiantly against the dry wind. But to those who dwelt closer, there was something in it that seemed to listen. Something in its silence that made children cling to their mothers and miners whisper charms before crossing its shadow.

House Alarast was old, older than many of the other lineages of Mesaheart. Their wealth came not from conquest or trade, but from the earth itself. The mesa they ruled over was a vein of gold and copper, glittering deep within its belly. Miners said the stone sang when their picks struck it, a faint ringing that was more than metal, it was like breath, like pulse. Some said it was Kinara’s heart echoing far below, waiting to be broken. Others said it was the voice of something far older, something best left undisturbed. But gold blinded both miner and lord alike, and so the Alarasts dug, and dug, and dug, until the mesa itself was hollow with their hunger.

It was in such a time of plenty that Veydris was born. Yet his coming was no blessing.

The night of his birth, the wind stopped. Not calmed, not hushed, but stopped. Even the fire in the manor’s hearths sputtered low, choking as though afraid to breathe. Servants muttered that the air had turned too thick, heavy as wet cloth, and more than one fainted before the midwives even cried out that the boy had come. Outside, the miners swore the veins of gold quivered in their hands like living snakes, and the strongest ox in the stables keeled over dead without a sound. The elders of the mesa whispered of ill-omen, for the land does not still itself without reason.
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