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About the author

About the author etc. J.Patrick McAteer has been an avid
writer for much of his life and holds both a Bachelor of Arts
and a Masters degree in English with Creative Writing from the
University of Birmingham. His interest in history, politics and
ancient warfare has drawn him to the historical fiction genre
and has led him to create “The Britons”, an anthology of three
short stories set in the aftermath of the Roman Empire
abandoning Britain. He is also working on several other short
stories in the fantasy genre, has written online essays about
books, films and video games on his blog and is currently
writing his first full length novel.
In his own words; “At heart I’m a narcissist – I like having
complete and total control over a character, a story, or even
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an entire world. When the author wields so much power, why
doesn’t everyone want to write? The rise and fall of
civilizations, battles won and lost, characters living or dying;
this is what it means to be a writer… and I love it.”
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The man who would be
King
The ship sailing from the mouth of the river Tamesis was an
elegant vessel with a striped sail filled with a south easterly
wind. On deck, dozens of soldiers glistened in pristine scale
armour and ridged helmets, spears held high and shields
brightly coloured in red and gold. From the mast fluttered a
crimson flag, emblazoned with the gilded eagle of the Empire.
People had crowded around on both banks of the Tamesis to
watch the ship leave the harbour, jostling and shoving to see
the vessel depart. Despite its splendour, the crowds jeered the
ship as it passed. This was the last of its kind any of the
assembled crowd would ever see. It was the last Roman ship
to leave Britain.
Aelius Junius watched the ship leave the bay from the back
of his horse on a bluff overlooking Londinium. A wind carrying
the smell of salt blasted at his cloak. Once the grand vessel had
reached the horizon, he turned away and spat into the wellchurned mud at his mount’s feet.
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“Not sorry to see them go, my Lord?” his servant Rian
asked.
“What do you think?” Aelius said. The Romans had come to
Britain as conquerors; the last of them left huddled together
on a single ship, chased from the city of Londinium by the very
people they had once governed.
“Would that Aurelianus was with them. Who could oppose
you then Lord?” Rian said with a smile. Aelius gave his servant
a withering look.
“I would not have him banished. I would have him dead on
my sword.” Ambrosius Aurelianus was his most hated enemy.
When the ship had finally passed beyond Aelius’ sight, he
turned his horse around and cantered back to the city with
Rian mounted next to him.
Aelius trotted his horse through the streets of Londinium
with the smell of smoke and dung filling his nostrils. His horse
whinnied nervously as it walked around a dog’s swollen
carcass left to rot on the cracked flagstones, its stench
repulsing all nearby. Those precious few people who still
walked the streets turned and knelt when they saw Aelius
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approach, nervous in the presence of the man called the
Hammer of the Jutes. Aelius and Rian brought their horses
along the main street, past the empty bazar stands which once
flowed with meat and fruit, past the broken old viaduct which
allowed sewage and other filth to gather by the sides of the
road, even past old Emperor Claudius – a ruined and defaced
statue of the man who’d once conquered Britain.
“The city is falling apart,” Rian said with the scorn of a man
born in the countryside. Aelius would have rebuked his
servant, but a harsh truth burned inside him; the city the
commoners called London was dying. And the dying city was
in Aelius Junius’s care.
Aelius had no love for the Romans, but he still lived like one.
He owned a villa on the outskirts of London which was as
luxurious and advanced as any of those found in Rome. A
terracotta coloured wall protected a whole complex of
buildings, replete with heated rooms, fresh spring water and
even orchards of apples and lemons. Aelius did not possess a
vineyard however and that was a sore point; a recent cold snap
had killed off his vines, leaving him short of wine. His home
looked Roman, but the same could not be said for Aelius
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himself. He was a big man by anyone’s reckoning, but among
the Britons and Romans he was a veritable giant. He had the
powerful physique of a warrior with a chest and arms knotted
with muscle and his broad shoulders were so wide they would
not disgrace a bull or ox. He wore his dark hair cropped short,
had a broad nose, a strong chin covered in near-permanent
stubble and eyes the colour of storm clouds about to break.
He was thirty-six that year, and had spent most of his life
fighting for the Romans with spear and sword and shield,
which he carried with him even now. At the gates of the villa a
guard recognised his master in the orange light of the setting
sun.
“Welcome home Lord,” one called down from his perch
atop the wall.
“Have they arrived yet, Bryn?” Aelius asked of the guard.
“All but your brother Lord, though he sent word that he’ll
be here before nightfall.”
“He’d better,” Aelius said tersely, “now open the gate.” The
gate was duly opened and Aelius and Rian trotted inside and
dismounted. Aelius scanned the packed courtyard, counting a
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