
  
    [image: The Emissary to Lodar]
  


  
    
      The Emissary to Lodar

      
        The Tales of Tandaria

        Book 1

      

    

    
      
        David Abbot

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Misque Press]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        About The Emissary to Lodar

      

    

    
      
        1. The Emissary

      

      
        2. The Courtesan

      

      
        3. The Prowler

      

      
        4. The Guardsman

      

      
        5. The Imposter

      

      
        6. The Lost Princess

      

      
        7. The Pampered Princess

      

      
        8. The Conqueror

      

      
        9. The High Priest

      

      
        10. A Helpful Enemy

      

      
        11. The Emperor’s Council

      

      
        12. An Audience with The Emperor

      

      
        13. The Prince of Mazidar

      

      
        14. A Royal Resume

      

      
        15. Imperial Intrigues

      

      
        16. The High Priest’s Plan

      

      
        17. Betrayals

      

      
        18. On Dangerous Roads

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      The Emissary To Lodar: Book One Of The Tales of Tandaria

      Copyright © 2023 by Misque Press. All rights reserved.

      No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law. For permission requests, contact Misque Press.

      This is a work of fiction. The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this production are fictitious. No identification with actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, and products is intended or should be inferred.

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About The Emissary to Lodar

          

        

      

    

    
      Dak Akkra was a disgrace. He had no regard for propriety, felt no shame in frequenting bars, taverns, and brothels.

      

      Yet this was the man sent by the King of Mazidar to the court of Mith Cor II, Divine Ruler of All Lodar and Rightful Ruler of Greater Tandaria. Surely, the presence of the Mazidaran Emissary was an insult to the Emperor and people of Lodar.

      

      But the Emissary was not here to put on a good show for the nobles and people of Lodar. He had other, more pressing matters to attend to…including breaking into the palace of one of the most powerful men in Lodar.
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      The Emissary slowly caressed the woman’s smooth arm, and then hesitantly began to explore more of her soft body. She smiled dreamily and tried to pull him closer, but he appeared to lose interest.  He extricated himself from her embrace and stood up. He knew that despite her enticing smiles, she did not care for him. Ordinarily that would not bother him, for he had access to many attractive courtesans. One more or less did not mean much to him. But this one was different. This time he was concerned about what she thought about him. In the three days they had been thrown together, he had come to know that she was far more than a plaything for his amusement.  She was a dangerous adversary disguised in soft silks.

      “Isma, you are like the cuma plant, so attractive, but also so dangerously addictive. Shall I ask your Emperor to send you back with me to Mazidar?”

      Isma shook her head and rolled her eyes. She studied him before replying. What she saw both pleased her and puzzled her. He had long dark hair, a long narrow face, and piercing bright blue eyes. His body was firm and muscular, though perhaps more supple and flexible than what she had often seen in other warriors. He was slightly taller than the average Lodaran, but only a few hands taller than Isma. Dak Akkra was in his early-twenties, too young to be an emissary. At times he had an edge to him, but most of the time, he played the part of a fop, someone who would be easy to under-estimate.

      “Oh, my lord, why do you tease me so?” she asked playfully. “What would my family do without me? I couldn’t just leave them, my lord.”

      He glanced at her, mocking astonishment. “Your family? You mean those people you must go to see every day? Oh, come, Isma, surely they must have other daughters whose amorous talents can provide for them as well as you do.”

      Isma pulled her silken robes about her body and slowly got up off the couch.  “My lord, you bore me.  When you wish to be less insulting, perhaps I may find the time to see if you can ever discover my amorous talents.” She turned and walked quickly towards the room the Mazidaran had reserved for her.

      Dak bounded after her and caught her arm, none too gently. “Isma, you are suddenly very bold to speak to me in such a tone.” He stared into her defiant and angry eyes. He savored her defiance. It was a rare experience for him. But he had to make her angry if his plan was going to work.

      “Who would ever know, or care, if you, a common court courtesan, were to meet with an unpleasant accident? Would Mith Cor mourn for you, my pretty one? Would your family come to seek vengeance for your demise?”

      Isma narrowed her eyes and glared at him.  She showed no sign of fear.  He was secretly thankful for that. She didn’t disappoint him. In fact, she was a true credit to the person she served. He was right about Isma in this respect. Whoever had assigned her to spy on him had chosen wisely. She was no common strumpet, no matter how much she toyed with him.

      “People a lot more powerful than you, Dak Akkra, have tried to order me around, and no one has ever succeeded.” She pulled her arm out of his grasp. She unconsciously rubbed it where his fingers had left reddened impressions. “You may have the power to harm me, and even get away with it through your diplomatic immunity. But you’ll not mock me or taunt me. I’ve already received too much of that to accept any more.”

      Dak eyed her suspiciously, and then burst into laughter. “Right you are, Isma. You certainly are not a lady to mock. Nor am I willing to do anything to harm such an attractive woman as you. Please forgive my thoughtlessness. After all, how often do I, a lowly clerk in the service of the King of Mazidar, find myself in the arms of a woman who rivals the very goddesses with her beauty and her talents?” Dak bowed graciously, motioning her towards the chamber he had allocated to her use while he was in Lodar.

      Isma stared angrily at him, finally shaking her head in resignation. She pulled her robes more tightly around her that none of the other servants might see her nakedness and hurried to her room.

      She had no sooner departed than Dak Akkra rang a bell, summoning his main myrmidon. The man came in and bowed respectfully. Dak pointed towards one of his trunks.

      “Tran, bring a decanter of my special wine to the lady Isma,” he said. “Inform her that I apologize for my boorish behavior and that I am offering this exquisite wine as a token of reconciliation.” He held out his hand for the decanter that the servant had procured. He held it up so that he could see the sparkle of its iridescent golden fluid in the late afternoon light. “Be sure, Tran, that she drinks heavily of this drought. When it has worked its wonders, come to me.”

      Tran, ever serious and reserved, bowed low and backed out of the room, holding the decanter in his hands. Dak watched him, assured that the man would accomplish his mission. Knowing Tran, Dak was sure that the emissary’s boorishness would be embellished to an outrageous degree. Dak dreaded to think what infamies Tran would concoct about him. He only wished that he were capable of a fraction of the exploits that were being attributed to him.

      His plan was progressing, however, and that was the only issue that really mattered. He kept reminding himself of that fact, as though sheer repetition would ensure success.

      Dak went over to a desk and stared at the two documents that lay carelessly on it. He suddenly felt very tired as he stared at the two letters. A lot of responsibility had been thrust upon his shoulders. What had happened to his idyllic earlier life? Wasn’t it only last summer when all he had to do was chase slave raiders around the Mazidaran countryside? How had he allowed himself to be coerced into this caper?

      He scowled at the letters, as if they were responsible for his current plight. But he knew that was foolish. They were merely letters, seemingly the normal correspondence an Emissary from the King of Mazidar would have.

      Dak picked up the topmost letter. It was a letter of introduction to the Emperor Mith Cor II, conveying the feelings of friendship, respect, and peace that the King of Mazidar bore towards the powerful sovereign to the north. Dak dropped it with a snort of disgust. Hypocrisy! That’s all politics is, he thought. Sure, the King of Mazidar wanted peace with Lodar. But Dak knew that he bore no respect for Mith Cor, Everyone in Mazidar regarded the Lodaran emperor as a spineless tyrant who cared naught for his people.

      The first letter bore the seal of the King of Mazidar and appeared very official and serious. The second letter, which he now picked up with a grimace, was dated only four days earlier and smelled of an outlandish perfume. It appeared as frivolous as the first letter appeared serious.

      It was this letter, arriving only this morning that had ruined his day. Dak read once more the contents of the second letter. The writer begged him to restrain his impulsive nature, finish up his tasks, and return to where he was desperately needed. The writer went on to describe a terrible family row that threatened to erupt if Dak did not return to the waiting arms of those who loved him most.

      Dak shook his head. Both letters, in fact, came from the pen of the same man, a little-known warrior named Tandran Dro. Like most aspects of Mazidar’s government, the identity of the Minister of War was known only to a select few. The fact that Dak Akkra was one of the select few was little consolation to the emissary.

      Dak stared at the second letter for a few minutes more. He knew that Mith Cor’s spies had already copied the contents of the letter, hoping to find within its words some cryptic message. There was surely a message there, but it was hardly written in code. Instead, Tandran Dro had adapted a much simpler ploy, using thinly veiled allegories. The letter simply told Dak to finish up his tasks and return to his assigned post before problems developed. Dak didn’t know what the problems were, but considering the individuals involved, he had fair suspicions.

      He also suspected that Tandran Dro knew about Dak’s other little adventure -- the one he had been forbidden to undertake. He could still hear Tandran Dro and King Taja Dak of Mazidar protesting when he had suggested his side visit to the palace of Shanti Raj. “You have only two missions,” they insisted. “The first is to meet with Balder Khan. The second is to get to the Zepores Mountains as quickly as possible. Anything else is absolutely forbidden!”

      But now that Dak was in Lodar City, with Tandran Dro and King Taja Dak hundreds of miles distant, the necessity of his other mission had assumed much greater importance. How could he pass up an opportunity like this? For three years, they had been searching for one woman. Now he had a chance to verify if the rumors he had received were true. It would be wrong of him to pass up this chance, no matter how risky it seemed.

      Once Dak had made up his mind, he had only one obstacle to overcome: Tran, the “servant” assigned to the Emissary. Tran was more than a servant. He was also a teacher, a bodyguard (a mixed blessing of being part of the royal family that Dak could just as easily have dispensed with), and. . .a custodian. While Tran was loyal to Dak, he was even more loyal to the King of Mazidar.

      “It’s out of the question,” Tran said when Dak first broached the subject. “We have too much at stake, too many lives. Do you realize how many thousands of people are up in those mountains, waiting for you to signal them to come down onto the plains? Every single hour we delay is going to cost us, Dak. They are running short of food and supplies. Most of those people spend much of their lives fighting with each other as it is, and we have them all assembled within spitting distance of each other on that plateau.”

      “But it wouldn’t take long. I could be in and out in one night,” protested Dak.

      “Suppose you are caught? Do you think Mith Cor would look lightly on a Mazidaran prowling around his Magar’s palace? Even if the Emperor were to look the other way, the probability of a delay is enormous. If you were hurt or killed, our entire project would be ended. Dak, you know you are the only one who can control the tribal leaders. Without you, it is finished.”

      Dak thrust out his jaw angrily. “You always find something wrong with everything, Tran. Can’t you ever suppose that something might work out, as it should? Besides, you’re just worried about what the King would do to you if I got caught or hurt.”

      Tran spat. “If you believe that, boy, you are very foolish, and you don’t know your king or me very well. I would be beheaded, that’s for sure, but not because you got hurt. Those mountain tribes are Taj’s people, my people, your people. But you’ve lived on the plains so long that you don’t know about the tribes any more. It is a shame, Dak.”

      But over time, Dak had worn the old warrior down, and reluctantly Tran had become an accessory to the breach of orders. Dak had assured him that his plan would work if Tran were able to provide specific help. Tran had tried his usual best to identify every obstacle or problem that could arise. Dak countered every objection. When it became obvious to Tran that the only way he could stop Dak was to bind him up at night, Tran decided that he would be better off helping the young man than opposing him. Now, after six days of laying the groundwork, Dak was ready to try to sneak into Shanti Raj’s palace.

      Tran entered the room quietly. “My lord, the lady Isma has drunk the wine. I believe she is ready for you.”

      Dak smiled. “Excellent, Tran. Perhaps now we can learn who sent our darling to us.”
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      The first thing Dak did was to replace the stopper on the decanter. Although the fumes posed little risk, he wanted to take no chances, so potent was the drug he had given Isma. Carefully he put the bottle in a safe place, and then went over to Isma.

      She lay on the cot, drowsily unconcerned of what went on around her. She was not unconscious, however, and would respond to stimuli. Her robes had fallen open, revealing the firm curves of her breasts, the depression of her stomach, the fullness of her hips. Dak rearranged her robe to reveal less of her body. He found Isma much too distracting as it was.

      “Isma, darling, are you awake? Can you hear me?” On impulse, he tried to copy the voice and intonations of a man he had met many years earlier -- Balder Khan. Dak could tell immediately by Isma’s reaction that she recognized the voice. Of course, it was several years earlier, but Dak had a talent for mimicry. He watched her face for subtle signs that he was using the right intonations. Fortunately, Isma was a naturally undeceiving person. Dak could read her more easily than most people could read a road sign.

      “Yes, I can hear you,” she responded slowly, her words slurred and hesitant.

      “You are safe now, Isma. Do you understand? You are safe. I am here to protect you. You have nothing to worry about.” Dak’s voice was a quiet whisper, a caressing murmur on the still air.

      “Yes, I am safe. I am safe with you, Bal.”

      Dak almost laughed out loud, so pleased was he with confirmation of his suspicions. But he couldn’t afford to gloat yet. He still had to learn more about Isma’s mission. In addition, he had to make her an unwitting tool for his own plans. He appreciated the irony of that twist: using Balder Khan’s spy against him. “Yes, you are safe, my love. Tell me, what have you learned of the Mazidaran? Tell me about Dak.”

      Isma closed her eyes in concentration. “Dak? The Mazidaran?”

      “Yes, Isma, tell me what he does.”

      “All he wants is to bed me. He drives me crazy, Bal. Too much, he wants it all the time.”

      That should drive Balder Khan up the wall, thought Dak ruefully. But he wasn’t any nearer the answers he needed. “What else, Isma? Who is he, Isma? Is he part of the royal family? Is he a spy? What does he do besides make love to you?”

      “What else? He --“ She started to nod off, struggling to blink back into wakefulness. “He is just a commoner, Bal, no royalty, no spy. Just a commoner with boorish manners and peasant tastes. All he wants is women.” She laughed. “He goes to plays and theaters. He drinks in taverns. But always, he is putting his hands under my skirts. You must stop him, Bal. I want to give myself only to you.” She tried to put her arms around Dak’s neck, but the Mazidaran pushed her gently back onto the bed.

      “Later, my love, later. Tell me, does he know about the others?”

      Isma was puzzled. “The others? What others?”

      “The other men who watch him, as you do. Does he know of them?”

      Isma seemed confused. “I don’t think so. He hasn’t spoken of them.”

      Dak frowned. Was she unaware of Balder Khan’s other spies? “Have you seen them, Isma?”

      “I didn’t know anyone else was watching Dak, Bal. I thought you said I was the only one who could do this for you.”

      “Never mind, my love.” She was not aware of the other spies who were watching the Emissary day and night. Assuming they were also planted by Balder Khan. The man who commanded all of Lodar’s armies clearly was not taking any chances. On the other hand, was it possible that those shadowy figures who followed after the Emissary’s party each day were working for someone else? If so, who?

      It made more sense that Balder Khan simply kept Isma in the dark about his other spies. That would be consistent with Dak’s belief that Balder Khan actually under-estimated Isma’s capabilities. Dak decided not to pursue the issue any further. Now, he had to accomplish his other objective. He had to apply the Power of the Will to the courtesan.

      The Power of the Will was a rare gift that Dak possessed, inherited, according to his father, from Dak’s dead mother. With it, Dak could almost hear the internal thoughts and words of another person, and hearing such, could change them. Often it took some time to develop the rapport necessary to enter someone else’s mind, though Dak had gotten adept enough in the use of the Will to be able to do it fairly rapidly. He found Isma’s mind relatively simple to enter, and the pathway to her thoughts was quite clear. He found the memory of their conversation almost immediately.

      “Isma, when you wake up, you will remember none of this conversation. But you will remember this. You will go directly to the palace of Balder Khan and you will repeat these words: Meet the Mazidaran at midnight on the turnout Jadpat on the third Moon Day of the month of the Ram. Can you repeat that, Isma?”

      He had her repeat the message several times before he allowed her to drift off to sleep. He knew that she would remember very little of the conversation. He was confident that she would carry out her assignment. His hypnotic suggestion had been quite strong.

      He returned to his main chambers and called Tran to him. The servant arrived almost instantly.

      “Are we still being watched?” asked Dak.

      “Yes, Dak,” replied Tran. Gone was the charade of lord and master. Now, both men functioned as part of a well-organized team. “There are three watching the front of the building, two in the back. Earlier there were two more, but I cannot locate them.”

      Dak nodded thoughtfully. “And the roof. It is still unguarded?”

      Tran shook his head. “They hardly expect the Emissary to spend much time on the roof, my lord.”

      “Very well, then, at dusk we will make our move. We will have to be cautious on this one, however. As you keep reminding me, we have the whole mission at stake if either of us gets caught. Timing will be critical. I am afraid that if I can’t get in tonight, I won’t ever be able to do it. I have given Isma the message. She should give it to Balder Khan tomorrow. By the day after tomorrow, we had better be on our way.” Dak stopped and sat down. “What do we do if she is here, Tran? We’ve spent so much time searching for her, I never stopped to think about what we would do if we found her.”

      Tran shrugged. “The mouse never considers what it would do if it cornered the elephant. Let us see if she is here first, Dak. If she is, we’ll find a way to rescue her.” He turned to leave, then stopped. He faced the Emissary. “By the way, were you correct? Is she Balder Khan’s mistress?”

      Dak nodded. “Yes, and it is a shame. I was growing very fond of that lady. I just do not feel good about taking another man’s woman -- even if he is the Conqueror of Lodar!”
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