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About the Author

Jen Williams lives in London with her partner and her cat. She started writing about pirates and dragons as a young girl and has never stopped. Her short stories have featured in numerous anthologies. The Copper Promise is her first novel.


Also by Jen Williams

Prince of Wounds is Part III of
 The Copper Promise by Jen Williams.

All four parts are available in Ebook from Headline:
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Prince of Wounds (The Copper Promise: Part III)

Upon the Ashen Blade (The Copper Promise: Part IV)

The complete novel, The Copper Promise, is available from Headline in Trade Paperback and Ebook in February 2014.


About the Book

Before they can face the terror that they unleashed, they must face themselves: the magic that Lord Frith carries could save them, if only he could control it; Wydrin’s impulsive nature leads to a deadly conflict with pirates; and Sebastian is beginning to understand that victory can only come with sacrifice.


1

The dead man stood and stared at the ruined tower.

He was aware of a number of things at that precise moment. The bustle of the town around him; people going about their lives, shouting greetings, orders, half-joking threats, the harsh sounds of wood being sawn and hammers striking nails, the smell of sawdust and tar. They were rebuilding.

The dead man was aware of the crawl of fresh air against his skin, curling and sticking there like a handful of worms, and the solid presence of his blood, black and unmoving. And there was the twitching, unnatural energy that sparked up and down his limbs, tugging at his eyelids and keeping him moving, always moving, never a moment’s peace.

Peace. When Gallo had been alive he’d had no use for peace. Now he could think of nothing else.

‘Young man, you are not looking especially well, if you don’t mind me saying so.’

A woman had appeared next to him. She had the tattoos of a fire-priestess across her cheeks, and her eyes were narrow and shrewd.

‘I have travelled a long way, mistress, and I am weary.’ He tried out his old grin, and watched her grimace in response. ‘I was looking for some friends of mine, actually. I wonder if you’ve seen them? They would have been here, oh, around six weeks ago.’

The priestess pursed her lips into even thinner lines.

‘Six weeks ago Pinehold was a bad place to be,’ she said.

‘You would remember them,’ continued Gallo. In the street behind them a door opened and the contents of a bucket of offal were strewn across the stones. He was glad; it would cover up some of the smell. ‘A young woman with short red hair, and a tall man with big shoulders and a broadsword. A knight of Ynnsmouth. You could hardly forget him.’

The woman folded her arms over her thin chest. The skin from her wrists to her elbows was crowded with tattoos.

‘And what would you want with them?’

Gallo shifted his weight from one foot to the other. His legs were so heavy these days.

‘Nothing untoward, my good woman. I understand, of course, that persons such as those might have a number of enemies, made in the course of their work. Sebastian and I were once business partners and I wish to speak to him again.’

The use of the knight’s name seemed to soften the harsher lines on the woman’s face.

‘Yes, well. I can’t tell you where he went. He left unexpectedly, and without telling Wydrin, as I understand it.’

‘They do not travel together?’

‘No more. She went back home to Crosshaven, or at least that was her plan.’ For a moment it looked like she would say more, then she frowned. ‘That’s all I know.’ 

‘Crosshaven, of course.’ Gallo grinned. ‘That is so like Wydrin. Thank you.’

The priestess sniffed.

‘You’re welcome. Get yourself some rest, child.’

Gallo nodded absently, looking back at the shattered tower, but when the woman turned to go he grabbed hold of her arm. Under his cold fingers her skin felt very warm.

‘Relios is burning,’ he said in a low voice. ‘Your home is a smoking ruin, can’t you smell it? Shouldn’t you be there?’

The woman snatched her arm away. Her face drained of colour.

‘The rumours are true?’

Gallo smiled mildly. The urgency that moved through him sometimes was gone again, and instead he was left with the steady thickening of his own blood.

‘Yes, all the rumours,’ he said lightly, ‘and all the nightmares.’
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