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In the shadowed corridors of history, where the Silk Road's whispers still echo, I found the seeds for “The Lion’s Silk: The Isfahan Deception”. As a storyteller drawn to the intersections of cultures and the hidden machinations of power, I was captivated by the Safavid era's splendour; its turquoise domes, labyrinthine bazaars, and the intricate dance of merchants, spies, and royals.

This novel is not merely a tale of adventure but an exploration of identity, loyalty, and the deceptive threads that bind us. Alessandro de' Medici, a man torn between his Venetian roots and the Persian unknown, embodies the eternal wanderer, much like the caravans that traversed vast deserts in search of fortune.

Drawing from historical accounts of European traders in 16th-century Persia, I wove fact with fiction to illuminate a world where a single seal can unravel empires.

May this story transport you to Isfahan's vibrant heart, where every shadow conceals a secret.

Max Nabati
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Section 1
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The caravan crested the last ridge at dawn, and the city unfolded below like a bolt of cloth unrolled across the plain: Isfahan, its domes catching the first light in pale rose and turquoise. Alessandro de’ Medici; known to the Persians simply as Iskandar, the name they gave him at the border; felt the ache in his thighs ease as the camel knelt. Twenty-three days from Tabriz, and every mile had scraped another layer from the man he thought he was.

He was thirty-one, lean from years of lean living, with the sun-bleached hair of a Venetian and the wary eyes of someone who had learned to count coins twice before trusting a smile. His father’s ring, a heavy gold signet stamped with the Medici crest, pressed against his chest beneath the travel-stained tunic. It was the only thing he had refused to sell in Aleppo when the caravan’s water ran low. The rest; silk samples, a bolt of damask, three ingots of Armenian silver; lay packed in saddlebags that smelled of dust and horse sweat.

The gates of the city swallowed them in shadow. Guards in scaled armour waved the merchants through after a cursory glance at the lead camel’s brand. Alessandro’s Farsi was serviceable but clumsy, picked up in fragments from Genoese traders and Armenian muleteers. When the captain of the guard barked a question, he answered with the wrong verb tense and felt heat rise in his neck. The man laughed, not unkindly, and stamped the wax tablet that served as passage.

Inside, the bazaar was already awake. Coppersmiths hammered rhythms that sounded like distant thunder; saffron sellers pinched yellow powder between thumb and forefinger, releasing clouds that stung the eyes. Alessandro’s boots stuck to the packed earth where someone had spilled pomegranate juice. He tasted iron in the air; blood from the butchers’ quarter, or maybe just the memory of it.

He found lodging above a carpet shop near the old bridge. The room was narrow, the ceiling low enough that he could touch it if he stood on the sleeping bench. The owner, a thin man with a hennaed beard, demanded payment in advance. Alessandro counted out Abbasid dirhams, each coin thinner than the last, and watched the man bite them one by one. Satisfied, the landlord pointed to a niche where a clay lamp flickered beside a cracked mirror. “Water at sunset,” he said, and left.

Alone, Alessandro unwrapped the small bundle he carried closest to his heart: a letter sealed with red wax, the impression of a lion rampant. His partner in Venice, Luca, had pressed it into his hand the night before they parted. “If you do not return by the equinox,” Luca had said, “open it.” The equinox was three months past. Alessandro had not opened it. Some promises were heavier than gold.

He washed in a tin basin, the water brown from the jug. His reflection showed a stranger: cheekbones sharpened by hunger, a scar
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