
EMERALD VEINS: THE GIFT OF A DYING KING

––––––––

The Rich Don’t Just Inherit Money — They Inherit Secrets.



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      EMERALD VEINS: THE GIFT OF A DYING KING

    

    
      First edition. March 20, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Davis Shyaka Musirikare.

    

    
    
      Written by Davis Shyaka Musirikare.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Epigraph

Emerald Veins: The Gift Of A Dying King

Chapter 1: The Breath of a King

Chapter 2: A Dust-Covered Dream

Chapter 3: The Men in Dark Suits

Chapter 4: Paper That Changes the World

Chapter 5: Leaving the Red Earth

Chapter 6: A Palace of Cold Stone

Chapter 7: The Daughter of Fire

Chapter 8: Voices in the Blood

Chapter 9: The Hidden Clinic

Chapter 10: A Miracle or a Curse?

Chapter 11: The Green Light in the Veins

Chapter 12: Shadows in the Hallway

Chapter 13: The Truth About Silas

Chapter 14: A Friend in the Dark

Chapter 15: The Hunger for More

Chapter 16: A Whisper from the Grave

Chapter 17: The Science of Sin

Chapter 18: Running Through the Rain

Chapter 19: The Weight of a Name

Chapter 20: Breaking the Glass Cage

Chapter 21: The Laboratory of Tears

Chapter 22: A Choice for the World

Chapter 23: The Final Harvest

Chapter 24: Blood Against Blood

Chapter 25: The Fire in the Mountain

Chapter 26: Healing the Scars

Chapter 27: A New Sun Rising

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    For the "rough drafts"—those whose names were lost to the labs and the ledgers.
This story is for the lives that were lived in the shadows so that others could walk in the light.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "For what shall it profit a man, if he shall gain the whole world, and lose his own soul?"— Mark 8:36

      

    

A Novel by Davis Shyaka Musirikare.
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Chapter 1: The Breath of a King
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The room was silent, except for the soft, rhythmic hum of a machine. It was a cold, mechanical sound that did not belong in a place of rest. Silas Vane lay in a bed that cost more than a small village. The sheets were made of silk that felt like water against his skin. But the silk could not cool the fire burning inside his bones.

Silas was a man who had conquered the world. He had built cities. He had changed the way humans communicated. He had more money than he could ever count. But as the sun began to set over the city of London, Silas realized that money was a very poor shield against time.

His hands were thin. They looked like pieces of old paper. He stared at his fingers, remembering when they were strong. He remembered holding a pen to sign deals that moved billions of dollars. Now, he could barely hold a glass of water.

A woman stood by the window. Her name was Beatrice. She was his only daughter. She was tall, dressed in a sharp black suit that looked like armor. She did not look at her father. She looked at the city lights below. She was waiting.

"Is it time, Father?" Beatrice asked. Her voice was cool. There was no sadness in it. There was only a quiet, burning ambition.

Silas did not answer right away. He took a slow breath. It felt as if he were breathing in broken glass. "The world thinks I am leaving them a company," he whispered. "They think I am leaving them a fortune."

Beatrice turned around. Her eyes were hard. "You are. The Vane Group is the most powerful force on this planet. I will make sure it stays that way."

Silas let out a dry, rattling laugh. It turned into a cough that shook his frail chest. "You only see the surface, Beatrice. You see the gold. You do not see the roots. You do not see what keeps the tree green."

Beatrice walked closer to the bed. She looked down at him. "The lawyers are in the other room. The will is ready. You just need to sign the final digital document. Everything goes to me. Everything stays in the family."

Silas looked at his daughter. He saw her hunger. He saw the way she looked at his empire. She did not love the work. She loved the power. And he knew, in his heart, that she was not the right person to hold the secret. The secret was too heavy for a heart as hard as hers.

"The family," Silas said softly. "Family is a strange word. It does not always mean the people who share your name. Sometimes, it means the people who share your soul."

Beatrice frowned. "What are you talking about? You are tired. Your mind is drifting."

"No," Silas said. He felt a sudden surge of strength. It was the last bit of life he had left, and he used it to sit up just an inch. "I have made a different choice. A choice for the future. Not for the past."

He reached for a small tablet computer on the bedside table. His fingers trembled, but his eyes were clear. He opened a file that had been locked for years. It was a file that contained a name, a location, and a genetic code.

"What are you doing?" Beatrice asked. She reached out to take the tablet, but Silas moved it away with a sudden, surprising speed.

"I am giving the world a chance," Silas said.

With one final tap of his finger, the document was sent. It was sent to his legal team, to the global press, and to a small office in a city far away. The will of Silas Vane was no longer a secret. It was a roar that would be heard across every ocean.

Silas fell back against the pillows. The effort had drained him. He felt his heart slowing down. The machine began to beep more slowly.

"You did not sign it over to me?" Beatrice hissed. Her face was pale with rage. She grabbed the tablet and looked at the screen. Her eyes widened. "Who is this? Who is Kwizera? Why is there a boy in Rwanda listed as your primary heir?"

Silas smiled. It was a small, peaceful smile. "He is the only one who can carry it. He is the only one whose blood is pure enough to hold the weight of the emerald."

"The emerald?" Beatrice shouted. "Father, talk to me! What did you do?"

But Silas Vane did not speak again. His eyes remained open, staring at the ceiling, but the light in them was gone. The machine emitted a long, flat sound. The king was dead.

In that moment, thousands of miles away, the news began to spread. In glass towers in New York, in busy markets in Tokyo, and in quiet offices in Paris, the world learned the truth. The richest man on Earth had died, and he had left almost everything—his money, his labs, his secrets—to a fourteen-year-old boy who lived in a small house on a hill in Rwanda.

Beatrice stood over her father's body. She did not cry. She felt a cold, sharp stone forming in her chest. She looked at the photo of the boy on the screen. He had dark skin, a bright smile, and eyes that seemed to see through the camera.

"I will find you," Beatrice whispered to the silent room. "I will find you, and I will take back what belongs to me. I do not care what my father promised. The bloodline stays with me."

Outside, the wind picked up. It blew across the Thames river, carrying the news into the night. A new era had begun, and the world was about to discover that the Vane fortune was not made of gold. It was made of something much more alive, and much more terrifying.
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Chapter 2: A Dust-Covered Dream
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The sun began its slow climb over the volcanic peaks of northern Rwanda. In the village of Nyange, the air smelled of woodsmoke and damp earth. It was a beautiful, quiet place where the hills looked like green waves frozen in time. For fourteen-year-old Kwizera, it was the only world he had ever known.

Kwizera woke up before the birds. He moved quietly so he would not wake his mother, Gisa, who was sleeping on the other side of their small home. The house was made of mud bricks and had a roof of corrugated metal that sang when the rain fell. It was simple, but it was filled with the scent of dried herbs and the warmth of a mother’s love.

He stepped outside into the cool morning mist. His feet were bare, and the red dust of the path felt soft between his toes. He carried two yellow plastic jerrycans. His first task every morning was to walk to the communal tap to fetch water.

As he walked, Kwizera felt a strange sensation in his chest. It was a light humming feeling, like a bee trapped in a jar. He had felt it since he was a small child. Sometimes, when he was tired or sad, the humming would grow stronger, and he would feel a sudden burst of energy. He had never told anyone about it. In a village where people worked hard just to eat, a boy with a "humming heart" might be seen as a burden or a mystery they could not afford to solve.

He reached the water tap. A few other boys were already there, laughing and pushing each other.

"Kwizera! You are late today," called out a boy named Bosco. Bosco was older and stronger, but he always had a kind word for Kwizera. "Did you dream of the city again?"

Kwizera smiled, his teeth bright against his dark skin. "Maybe. I dreamed of a place where the buildings are made of glass and the cars fly like birds."

The other boys laughed. "Glass buildings? You have been reading those old magazines from the school again," Bosco said, shaking his head. "Fill your cans, dreamer. The sun will be hot soon."

Kwizera filled his containers. As he lifted the heavy jugs, he didn't feel the strain in his muscles that he usually felt. Today, the humming in his chest was a little louder. He felt strong. He felt as if he could run up the steepest hill without losing his breath.

On his way back home, he noticed something strange. People were standing outside their houses, holding their mobile phones. In Nyange, phones were used for basic things—calling family or checking the price of beans at the market. But today, the people looked frightened. They were whispering and pointing at their screens.

When he reached his house, his mother was standing in the doorway. Gisa was a small woman with eyes that had seen much sorrow but still held a flicker of hope. She was holding an old smartphone that Silas Vane’s company had distributed to rural areas years ago as part of a "Global Connection" project.

Her hands were shaking.

"Kwizera," she whispered. Her voice was thin, like a thread about to break.

"Mama? What is wrong? Is the cow sick?" Kwizera set the water cans down. He rushed to her side, his heart beginning to beat fast.

"No," she said. She turned the screen toward him. It was a news website. There was a picture of a man with white hair and very pale skin. He looked like a king from a storybook. Next to his picture was a photo of Kwizera. It was a photo taken at the school last year during a medical check-up.

"The man in the news," Gisa said, her eyes filling with tears. "His name is Silas Vane. He was the richest man in the world. He died last night in a city called London."

Kwizera looked at the screen. He didn't understand. "Why is my picture next to his, Mama? I do not know this man."

Gisa pulled him inside and shut the wooden door. She sat him down on a low stool. "Kwizera, there are things I have not told you. Things about the time before you were born. I was a worker at one of the Vane clinics in the city. They were doing tests. They said they were making medicine to help the poor."

She took a deep breath. "They gave me a treatment when I was pregnant with you. They said it would make the baby strong. They said it was a gift. But after you were born, the clinic closed. The doctors disappeared. I thought it was over. I thought we were forgotten."

Kwizera felt the humming in his chest turn into a roar. "What does it mean?"

"It means," a deep voice said from outside, "that you are no longer a boy from Nyange."

The door opened. Standing there was a man in a dark blue suit. He was not from the village. He was tall, with skin the color of polished mahogany and eyes that looked very tired. Behind him, Kwizera could see three large, black vehicles idling in the dust. They were shiny and looked like monsters against the humble background of the village.

"Who are you?" Gisa asked, stepping in front of her son.

"My name is Thomas Bwanika," the man said. He spoke Kinyarwanda, but with a different accent, one that sounded like he had lived in many places. "I am a lawyer representing the estate of Silas Vane. I have traveled through the night to find you."

Thomas looked at Kwizera. He didn't look at him with kindness or anger. He looked at him with a kind of wonder, as if he were looking at a miracle he didn't quite believe in.

"Kwizera," Thomas said softly. "The world is currently in a state of chaos. People are fighting in the streets of New York and London. The stock markets are failing. All because of you."

"Because of me?" Kwizera’s voice hovered on the edge of a cry. "I have done nothing. I just fetch water and go to school."

"Silas Vane has left his entire fortune to you," Thomas explained. "The money, the buildings, the technology. But more importantly, he has left you his legacy. He called it the Emerald Bloodline. He said you are the only one who can carry the secret."

Outside, the sound of a helicopter began to thump in the distance. The village children were screaming with excitement and fear. The wind from the blades began to whip the dust into a frenzy, rattling the tin roof of their home.

"We must leave now," Thomas said, his voice becoming urgent. "There are people coming who do not want you to have this gift. They are people who think that power should only belong to them. If we stay here, this village will not be safe."

Gisa looked at her son. She saw the fear in his eyes, but she also saw the strength. She remembered the way he never got sick. She remembered how his cuts healed in a single day. She realized that the "medicine" from the clinic was not just a gift. It was a mark.

"Will he be safe with you?" Gisa asked the lawyer.

Thomas looked her in the eye. "I will give my life to protect him. But his life will never be simple again. He is the richest person on Earth now. And that makes him the most hunted."

Kwizera looked around his small home. He looked at the water cans he had just filled. He looked at the posters of football players on the wall. Everything he loved was here. But he could feel the truth of the lawyer's words. The humming in his chest was now so strong it felt like music. It was calling him. It was telling him that he belonged to something much larger than a village on a hill.

"Mama, come with me," Kwizera pleaded.

Gisa shook her head. "I will follow you soon, my son. But I must stay and talk to the elders. I must make sure the village knows you have not abandoned them. Go. Find out why this man chose you."

Thomas took Kwizera’s arm. The boy felt a strange spark as the lawyer touched him, a tiny jolt of electricity. Thomas felt it too; he flinched but did not let go.

As they stepped out of the house, Kwizera saw the entire village gathered. They were staring at him as if he were a ghost. The helicopter was landing in the field where the cows usually grazed. It was white and silver, reflecting the sun so brightly it hurt to look at it.

Men in black uniforms with earpieces stood around the helicopter. They looked like statues.

Kwizera walked toward the machine. Every step felt heavier than the last. He felt as if he were walking away from his childhood and into a storm.

As he reached the door of the helicopter, he turned back to look at his mother. She looked so small standing in front of their mud-brick house. She raised a hand in a wave.

"Kwizera!" she shouted over the roar of the engines. "Remember who you are! Do not let the gold change your heart!"

The door closed, sealing out the sound of the wind and the dust. The interior of the helicopter was cool and smelled like expensive leather. There were screens on the walls showing maps of the world and long lists of numbers that Kwizera could not read.

Thomas sat across from him. He handed Kwizera a small glass of juice. "Drink this. You will need your strength. We are going to Kigali, and then to a private jet. By tomorrow, you will be in a world you cannot even imagine."

Kwizera took a sip of the juice. It was sweet, but it felt cold in his stomach. He looked out the window as the helicopter rose into the air. His village grew smaller and smaller until it was just a tiny red dot in a sea of green.

He thought about the man in the picture—Silas Vane. Why would a man who had everything give it all to a boy who had nothing? What was the "Emerald Bloodline"?

As the helicopter turned toward the horizon, Kwizera saw his own reflection in the window. His eyes looked the same, but for a split second, he thought he saw a flash of green light deep within his pupils.

He closed his eyes, but the light stayed there, burning in the darkness.
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Chapter 3: The Men in Dark Suits
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The airport in Kigali was a place of noise and movement, but as the helicopter landed in a private area, a sudden silence seemed to fall. Kwizera stepped out and felt the heat of the tarmac rising through the soles of his shoes. He looked around. There were no families waiting with suitcases. There were only men in dark suits.

They stood in a circle around a large, silver airplane. The airplane did not have the name of an airline on its side. It only had a small, green symbol that looked like a leaf made of glass.

"Do not look at them," Thomas whispered, his hand firm on Kwizera’s shoulder. "Keep your head down and keep walking. They are here for your protection, but they are also here to watch."

"Watch what?" Kwizera asked. His voice felt small in the open air.

"They are watching for anything unusual," Thomas said. He did not explain further.

As they climbed the stairs into the airplane, Kwizera felt as if he were entering a palace. The floor was covered in a carpet so thick it felt like walking on moss. The chairs were large and made of soft, white leather. There were no rows of seats. It looked like a living room that had been built for a king.

A woman was waiting for them inside. She wore a white uniform that looked like a nurse’s outfit, but it was made of a material that shimmered. Her face was kind, but her eyes were sharp and professional.

"Welcome, Kwizera," she said. Her voice was like honey. "My name is Amara. I am here to look after your health during the flight."

"I am not sick," Kwizera said quickly. He felt a sudden defensive urge. In his village, being "looked after" by a nurse usually meant something was very wrong.

Amara smiled. It was a practiced, gentle smile. "Of course you are not sick. You are perhaps the healthiest person on this planet. We just need to make sure you stay that way. The change in altitude and the stress of the journey can be hard on the body."

Thomas led Kwizera to a seat. "Sit, Kwizera. Eat something. We have a long journey ahead of us. We are flying to a private island in the Mediterranean Sea. It was Silas Vane’s favorite place. It is the only place where we can truly keep you safe while the legal battles begin."

Kwizera sat down. A small table slid out from the wall. On it was a plate of fruit and small cakes. He had never seen fruit like this. Some were bright purple, and others were shaped like stars. He took a bite of a star-shaped fruit. It was sweet and tart, bursting with a flavor that made his head spin.

As he ate, he watched Thomas and Amara. They were talking in low voices near the front of the cabin. They thought he couldn't hear them over the low
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