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  Dedication


You guessed it. This one is also for you, Rhys.








  
  Book Description


Shen needs to journey far from all he’s known, leaving behind the Arena and Battle Circuit, in his quest to find the family he hasn’t seen since he was three-years-old. He doesn’t know what he’ll find, who he can trust or if his family still lives. But it’s the only way he can find the answers he seeks. 
*
This story was written by an Australian author using Australian spelling.








  
  Name Pronunciation


Like many names there is more than one way to pronounce the following ones. These are the pronunciations used in this story. 
Names:
Alam [al-am]
Daen [day-en]
Eda [ed-ah]
Edris [ed-riss]
Elidan [ell-i-dan]
Eira [eye-rah]
Evir [eve-ur]
Ferdaeus [fer-day-us]
Hagen [hay-gan]
Haskel [has-kel]
Janek [jan-eck]
Josip [jos-sip]
Kiara [key-ah-rah]
Marna [mah-na]
Paia [pay-ah]
Sansin [san-sin]
Thean [thee-an]
Tige [teeg]
Yerlan [yer-lan]

Other pronunciations:
Avellum [ah-vell-uhm]
Avesto [ah-vest-oh]
Bellauris [bel-lah-ree-is]
Farim [far-rim]
Saerun [say-run]
Saripa [sah-ree-pah]
Tollo [tow-low]






  
  Chapter One


Shen swung his sword, blocking Lara’s blade before it could come close. He pressed forward, swaying slightly as the ship hit a swell. Lara held her ground, refusing to let Shen force her backwards. 
“Land,” a sailor bellowed from the crow’s nest.
Distracted by the call, Shen glanced upwards. Lara took advantage, her sword glinting in the sun as she disarmed Shen, gloating at his surprised expression. Leaning against the rail Edwin and Janek laughed, cheering Lara’s victory. She grinned back at them, green eyes gleaming in triumph, her sandy blond hair tied in a ponytail.
“No excuses,” Lara warned when Shen picked up his sword.
Shen shook his head. Like the other two boys, he was fifteen, a year younger than Lara. He ran a hand through his black hair, brushing it out of blue eyes. He’d given up tying it back while they’d been at sea. It wasn’t long enough to compete with the wind that tugged it out of the cord. “I wouldn’t think of it. Good fight.” He sheathed his sword, holding out his hand.
Lara sheathed her own sword and stretched out her hand to shake his. “No arguing that you’ve been waiting most of your life to meet your parents and you couldn’t possibly concentrate when your land has been sighted?”
“No. Half the battle is in one’s head. If I can’t manage to put everything from my mind and focus on the fight, then I deserve to lose.” Shen grinned. “But don’t expect to have it so easy next time.” He’d have to make sure he beat her or he’d never live it down.
The two boys stepped forward and Edwin clapped his sister on her shoulder. “Gotta keep him from getting too full of himself. But to think I let you have my turn. I could have been the one to beat him for a change.”
“No you wouldn’t,” Janek said. “I saw you look away too.”
“I wouldn’t have if I’d been fighting,” Edwin muttered.
Lara turned her gaze to her left where the land, that wasn’t much more than a smudge on the horizon, came closer. “Who would have thought we’d be standing here?”
“And with a prince.” Edwin elbowed Shen in the ribs.
The four of them were survivors of a volcano that had erupted over eleven years ago. Shen, not quite four at the time, had told his rescuers he was a prince. No one had believed him. Instead, he’d been raised at a Battle Arena, along with his companions. The day he’d been considered fifteen, Shen and his friends had set out to find his family. They’d followed the Battle Circuit to earn money while they’d travelled Rimalis. During his journey an assassin had found him, as well as the people who’d been sent by his family. It was with them he now travelled home.
Shen’s hand went automatically to the medallion hanging from the leather cord at his neck. He knew it as the ‘Mark of Kings’ and it was all he had of his family. That would soon change. Shortly he’d meet the father he hadn’t seen in over a decade.
“Prince Shenlan.”
He looked towards the young woman who hurried across the deck. Eira was in her early twenties, had close-cropped brown hair and a sword hung at her side. On land she also carried a quiver of arrows at her back and a bow slung over one shoulder. Shen was certain there were other various weapons hidden on her body. Her father, Sansin, was the king’s High Commander of Defence and currently the captain of the ‘Royal Knight’, the ship they sailed on. He’d taught his daughter how to fight.
Eira reached Shen’s side. “My father asked me to inform you we’ll send a boat ashore once we’re close enough to check out the situation.”
“Who will be on the boat?” Shen was certain he wasn’t going to like the answer.
Eira grinned. “Not you, my lord.”
Sometimes he hated it when he was right. Shen met her gaze, determined to be on that boat. “We’ve been on this ship for months-”
“You’re wasting your breath, my lord. It’s my father you need to talk to. He gives the orders around here.”
Shen nodded wishing she’d stop calling him ‘my lord’. He’d told her not to numerous times. Striding across the deck, he heard footsteps behind him, but didn’t bother to check. He knew it would be his friends and probably Eira too. They’d all want to see yet another pointless argument between him and Sansin. As he expected, he found Sansin at the wheel. He almost grinned when he saw the man’s expression become blank.
Sansin had a broad chest, equally thick arms and a battle-axe hung in a belt at his side. Shen glanced at the dagger handles that showed above the top of each of his boots and the long knife strapped to his left leg. His salt and pepper hair was as close cropped as his daughter’s and his beard and moustache were neatly trimmed. On the back of his left hand was a tattoo that matched the medallion at Shen’s neck.
“I’m going ashore in the boat.” Shen crossed his arms over his chest.
“No, my lord.”
“It wasn’t a request.” Surely being a prince had to have some benefits, like people following his orders.
“No, my lord.”
Shen hated when Sansin would only say those same three words. He’d heard them far too many times during the voyage. “What happens if the situation has changed? Why should someone else’s life be in danger?”
“Because you are the prince.”
“All the more reason why I should lead, not cower behind,” Shen said.
Eira laughed. “That’s a new line of reasoning.” She ignored the look her father gave her. “You have to admit he’s creative.”
Shen had been forced to stay on board at the few ports they’d stopped at to restock. He was fed up with being treated like something that might break if someone looked at him. He’d spent most of his fifteen years fighting in a Battle Arena. And after all those years of not shattering from a few cuts and bruises, they still treated him like this. “Does the king stay behind when his men go into battle?”
“We’re not going into battle,” Sansin said.
“Then what’s the problem with me going ashore?”
“There might be trouble.”
“Do you want me to cower here on the ship while others become my shields? Would you want to follow a man like that?”
“You’re not a man, you’re a boy.”
Shen grinned. “Didn’t you tell me the other day that the actions of the boy are the ones the man will be remembered for?” Sansin stared silently at him, his expression remaining blank.






  
  Chapter Two


Shen felt a spark of hope. He began to think he’d finally found the argument that would work. 
“There are two boats,” Eira said.
Sansin remained silent a moment longer, his gaze meeting Shen’s. He nodded. “You will be in the second boat.”
“And us too,” Edwin said from behind Shen.
Sansin’s gaze went past Shen then returned to him. “And your companions, my lord.”
Shen inclined his head when he would have preferred to give a victory yell. “Thank you.” He turned and walked away, his friends beside him, Eira staying with her father.
Lara linked her arm through Shen’s. “I can’t believe he gave in. You’ve been trying for ages to get more freedom.”
Edwin shook his head. “I don’t think this prince business is as fun as it sounds. It’s a wonder he’s let you out of your cabin.” He had the same green eyes as his sister and messy, sandy brown hair.
Janek, always the voice of reason, said, “Look how many years he was lost. Of course they want to protect him.” He was the tallest of the four of them with black curly hair and dark brown eyes.
“But that means they’re overprotective of us since Shen would put himself in danger for us,” Edwin complained.
“You’d do the same for me.” Shen didn’t want to dwell on the fact he’d recently offered to trade his life for Edwin’s when
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