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Out on the high seas of the Sirhiryn. The sailing vessel surfed along at a pace that even a Liryn stallion could not match.

Sailors did their jobs on deck, and below deck. The crew milled about making sure everything was in order.

It was a sunny day with dark clouds off in the distance. If the winds stayed on course, then the coming storm would be avoided.

A lone figure lounged against the rail. He looked out to the horizon. A soft delicate hand rested on his shoulder. He turned and smiled. The young girl that stood before him was his sister, princess Alorra. She was dressed in a silk gown with a veil covering her face. Her dark hair was tied back in a weave-like braid. Gold and jewels weaved all through her hair. Bracelets adorned her arms. He looked into her dark eyes and knew she was happy to be on this voyage. Therefore, he was happy also.

They were on their way to the kingdom of Kalladron. The princess was to marry crowned prince Kaliq. The crowned prince was a childhood friend of theirs. They traveled back and forth between the kingdoms. The Sultans of each kingdom had made an alliance during their grandparent’s time. At one point these two fine kingdoms were at odds with each other. They had never gone to war, but there were minor skirmishes that almost led to all out war.

Prince Sarhkan looked forward to seeing his friend. As children they were inseparable and troublesome. Kaliq is calm and thinks things through before he likes to act. He will be a great tactician if he ever leads his armies to war.

Sarhkan, on the other hand was impulsive and rash at times. He was a wild card, unpredictable. He always wanted to explore and venture out in the world, which led to him getting into trouble most of the time.

He gazed at his sister and lavished in the memories of the past. There were times she would sneak out with him and Kaliq. The mischief they used to cause when they were children.

Alorra looked at her brother and smiled. She was happy to be on this voyage. Sarhkan was happy for his little sister and his best friend.

“Are you sure you want this, sister?” Sarhkan asked. He was concerned that her heart was not in it. That, maybe she had changed her mind. She seemed out of sorts lately. Always looking off into the sea from the balcony of her bedchambers.

“Of course, brother. You know very well how long I have been in love with Kaliq. I was jealous that he spent most of his time getting into trouble on your behalf,” she replied with raised slim eyebrows. Her silk sheer gown did little to cover her lithe nutmeg body. The veil she wore covered her face so that no one could lay eyes on the princess. He just wished the women of his nation did not have to wear the veil. To him women should reveal their beauty for all the world to see.

“What of you, brother! When do you plan on having a bride?” she asked slyly. He knew she smiled mischievously under her veil. She was a witty woman. When Kaliq became Sultan one day, Alorra would be a great Sultana. She had a mind and eye for reading people. Not much got past her perception.

“Perhaps, one day. The woman of my dreams is out there somewhere,” Sarhkan sighed. He was in no rush to marry right now. There was so much exploring and adventuring to do. Besides, their father was still a young man. He was still in his early forties. He had a long rule ahead of him. If Sarhkan could, he would just let his sister rule the kingdom. He really had no interest in becoming Sultan.

His sister began to giggle.

“Oh, brother. You are such a day dreamer. I understand you care little about the affairs of state, but you do have a responsibility as prince to be groomed as a Sultan one day. You are of age to start being by father’s side,” she stressed gently and gripped his hand in hers.

Sarhkan frowned. What he would do just to be a child once again with his sister and the friends they had made.

“I just need a little more time. I am not ready for such things yet,” Sarhkan said and gazed out upon the horizon waters.

“Milord!” the captain spoke to the prince. “There is a ship heading our way bearing the black flag with the bloodied skull.”

“Are you sure?” Sarhkan asked on edge. The captain nodded.

“Prepare the men for battle. We will do our best to outrun the pirates,” Sarhkan ordered. The captain left. Sarhkan turned to his sister and gave her a wavy bladed dagger with a needle-sharp point.

“Do not let anyone take you!” he stated. Alorra nodded and left to go below deck with her ladies in waiting. They would not be taken alive.

Sarhkan unsheathed his sabre. It was a curved blade. Strong and light. He joined the rest of the crew and watched as the pirate vessel gained on them.

At this rate they would be caught and forced to fight. The pirate vessel was larger and faster. They would be outnumbered two to one.

“Captain! What if we steered toward the storm?” Sarhkan asked quickly.

“The most idiotic idea I have ever heard, but it may work,” the captain replied. “I will handle the ship. You handle your troops, Milord.”

Sarhkan went with his soldiers and waited. The waters rocked the boat roughly. They soon grew steadily choppy as the outskirts of the storm began to hit. Not only that, but the pirates were upon them.

Grapple hooks were cast over and dug into the railing. The ropes were pulled tight. The two boats began to get closer together. Arrows were useless as the rain poured down upon them. Sarhkan’s men were only able to release a single volley of arrows. He was not sure if it did any good whatsoever.

The pirates started to swing over on ropes to board the ship. Planks slapped down between the ships and pirates swarmed aboard. The Shelganyian troops held for brief moments before being overrun.

Sarhkan fought like a lion. He had killed a few pirates before the lines broke and it became chaotic. The sea grew more dangerous as the waves raged. The deck was slippery with rain and blood. They lost all ground and were being scattered around the deck. Sarhkan knew they had lost this battle. He was not going down without a fight.

Tears stung his eyes. His last thoughts were of his sister. She would not be taken alive. This he knew. He fought on until he was backed up to the other side of the vessel. He was so close to the railing. He took down another pirate scum with his blade through the mid-section. Two pirates came at him as once. He parried their blows, but he was tiring quickly. Then he slipped as the ship jousted and over the rail Sarhkan fell into the waves of the Sirhiryn Sea.
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Far off in the kingdom of Kalladron, crowned Prince Kaliq stood in his bed chambers while the concubine women tried to dress him. He in turn fought them off. He had no interest in these women. His thoughts were on his future bride, Alorra.

They had grown up together as children. Every year He, Alorra, and his best friend Sarhkan would be shipped back and forth to one another’s kingdom to learn each other’s cultures and ways. By doing this it was hoped to keep the peace between the kingdoms.

During Kaliq’s grandfather’s time pirates ravaged the Sirhiryn sea so badly that the two kingdoms of Kalladron and Shelganyia almost went to war. They at first were accusing each other of raiding their trade ships. Then it was found out pirates were behind the whole thing, but it did not stop there. They accused one another that they controlled the pirates. It was an exhausting endeavour to try and prove neither were behind such a scheme. So, both kingdoms signed a pack to send their children to each other’s kingdoms in a show of good faith.

Kaliq’s father and Sarhkan’s father came to respect one another during their times together but never really became friends. They still mistrusted one another. As for Kaliq, he trusted Sarhkan with his life and vice versa. While growing up he had come to adore Alorra. She was fearsome and strong. They grew to love one another deeply and she asked him to marry her. Her boldness flattered him greatly and he readily agreed. They would change the old ways of his kingdom. He tired of how the women were treated in his lands.

He wished to make a better kingdom for all, and he did not need his father’s approval. The man was too stubborn to change from tradition. Hopefully in the future Kaliq’s own sons and daughters would continue change for all.

The women of his so-called harem scattered and left the room when the crowned prince’s Vizier showed up.

“Milord! What seems to be the problem? Are you not satisfied with the ladies of your harem?” he closed his mouth at the prince’s glare. He knew very well how the young prince felt about having concubines. The prince only desired the love of his life Alorra. He even saved his chastity for her.

“Mahir, you know how I detest having all these women touching me when I only have eyes for Alorra,” Kaliq spoke with a sneer. It truly did bother him to have other women lay their hands on him. He thought it improper.

“I understand, Milord. Although, it is our custom to act accordingly,” the vizier replied politely. He helped button the royal robes. The prince gave a huff. A sign of his distaste of those customs.

“With my bride’s help, I plan on changing those inappropriate customs. There are too many men without wives and too many concubines that are unhappy in harems that get no attention. I think the women of our kingdom should have rights to own property. Too many women become homeless with their children when their husbands die. Look at Shelganyia. They have women in their armies, and they are great warriors. I would like to do the same here. When I am Sultan and Alorra is Sultana, she should be allowed to choose her guards whether they be men or women,” Kaliq said proudly.

He had other plans that he kept to himself for the time being. Could not reveal too much too soon. There would be those out there that would not like the changes the prince wanted to implement.

“Your bride shall be here in a few days, Milord. How will you greet her?” Mahir asked.

Kaliq thought about it a moment before he gave his answer.

“I shall meet her at the docks and show her around our city. The people should see us together. They need to know us. That we are willing to be among them and that they have our support,” the prince said with sincerity.

“I think that is a grand political move on your part and a wise one, Milord,” the vizier praised.

Before anymore words could be passed between them, a messenger came.

“Lord Prince, I have a message for your eyes only,” he said hurriedly.

The prince received the letter and dismissed the messenger. He opened the seal he did not recognise
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