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CHAPTER ONE :  THE BUILD UP
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THE LAST THING EMMA expected was to find herself locked up for something she did not do. One minute she had been visiting her grandmother, the next minute Officer Conwell had slapped on those cold metal bands around her wrists. According to what the prosecution had argued during the trial, Emma had murdered forty seven year old George McCarthy, a Hispanic man worth over seven million dollars in net worth who also happened to be her late grandmother's lawyer. Emma, the accused, was stated as having been livid because her grandmother had left Mr McCarthy in charge of her trust fund and the late lawyer had been accused of embezzling the money.

Emma couldn't believe her ears or eyes really, someone had bumped into her during the trip to the courthouse and ever since then she had been feeling lightheaded. Emma had told her defense attorney, Liam Grant, about this and he had just brushed it off as nerves. The man didn't seem very much interested in helping her out in any way whatsoever but Emma was too out of it to notice.

It wasn't long before the trial was at its pinnacle and Emma had to watch as the jury re entered the courthouse, some hostility radiating toward her from the jury box. Something was wrong with this whole thing, the arresting officer, the lawyer, the judge who had sneered her way before the trial began and now the jury. This whole thing was rigged but Emma's mind just wouldn't focus, she could only go through the motions without a choice. Then came the verdict. Guilty, execution in one week. She was never asked whether she pleaded innocent or guilty.

The handcuffs found their way onto her soft delicate skin yet again.

Emma woke up at six am sharp and started preparing for her long journey to Preston city, a place where her grandmother resided. She had been recently discharged from the hospital and since Emma hadn't been able to see her during her stay in the doctor's den, she saw it better to take some time off from her glamorous life and take care of her grandmother Peggy. Emma Watford came from old money, was an only child and had the sweetest boyfriend anyone could ever ask for. Tom, the boyfriend, was a rising entrepreneur from Lockswood or so he said. Although Emma had never visited any of his establishments or met his family he had always enough money and since she was also in the Conwell family group there was no denying Tom's authenticity so despite her father's repeated warnings she and Tom officially started dating. At first her father was as cold as Antarctica towards Tom, still believing him to be a fraud after Emma's exaggerated inheritance but after proving himself through virtually everything he did time and time again Watford had to give in.

It was either the boy was actually genuine or a good actor or he, the great Christian Watford, was growing old and senile. Obviously Watford wouldn't admit to the last one so he decided to ease up a little on the guy. This made Emma very happy, prompting both her and her mother to act overly affectionate, meaning Watford spent his next days surrounded by beer cans and baseball games, it was the happiest he had ever been since Emma had gifted him a simple pair of slippers on his birthday, which was last week so__yah. Tom Conwell, twenty six years of age, came from Lockswood indeed but as for his current relationship, all he could do was apologize in his mind for that.

No matter what, he wouldn't let the Watfords find out who he really was because if they did, there would be hell to pay.

Tom Conwell came from Lockswood from the Edenhall family. Part of the reason why Mr Watford had been reluctant to let Emma associate herself with Tom was because of that. He obviously didn't know that Tom came from the Edenhall family because he had introduced himself using a fake last name but the tension was undisguised. The Watford and Edenhall families both originated from the city known as Edenhall since olden days (It was also known as Lockswood to some passerbys). The Edenhalls were of royal descent, their bloodline tracing back almost directly to the king of Baltimore. The Watfords on the other hand were of ordinary ancestry, rising from the other Baltimore citizens thanks to their exceptional talents in merchant services. They had built a network of loyal friends powerful enough to topple the Baltimore dynasty itself which wasn't really that much of a problem because the royal family of Baltimore had been strong allies with the Watford family during their upstart thanks to the second prince Lucas Baltimore whose descendants never branched out too far from the royal family like the Edenhalls although they later used Preston as a last name.

Unfortunately the Edenhalls felt threatened by the influence the Watfords were gaining over the royal family and since the Baltimore family wouldn't choose to ally themselves with Edenhall against the Watfords the Edenhall family made certain they drove out the Watfords from their city.

At first the Watfords had held on and tried to reconcile but mistake after mistake from the Edenhalls had them abandon ship and decide to establish their own city. Even though it was small, Watford city was richer in resources than Edenhall and ever since they left Edenhall the economy there had fallen rapidly, almost plunging the land into chaos. The old master of the Edenhall family did nothing to salvage the situation. His ego wouldn't let him look past himself and see his people's plight, he just wouldn't admit to his mistakes. It wasn't until his son Antoine Edenhall took over that the situation of the land improved. The Watfords hadn't intended on holding a grudge but when the son Antoine started spreading rumours and accusing the Watfords of being deserters and incitors of rebellion it broke the last thread of forgiveness the family had. The rumours however didn't last long as the newly established Preston family with Prince Lucas at its summit squashed the gossip spreaders without any mercy with the help from the Baltimores themselves. All this had taken place more than a hundred and eighty years ago and the new generation was still paying for it.

As for Tom Conwell he made sure he wouldn't reveal that he was the sole heir to the Edenhall family just yet. The last name Conwell had been a suggestion from his cousin who had heard of his predicament and wanted to help him fulfill his wish. All he had to do was get the Watfords to trust him then he would take care of the rest.

Emma sat inside her cell, lonely, cold and confused. The effects of whatever was in her system were starting to fade and as she slowly gathered her thoughts the more a sense of dread crept up her spine. She had been tried for murdering George? George, a sweet man she had met only once that too during grandma Peggy's funeral. And what was that about him squandering her trust fund. Her head hurt. She remembered she had heard something about George being blamed for the theft while he actually didn't do it. That's why she had made her way to his residence that morning. Emma now remembered something, she had found no one on the property, had the door been opened? As for what happened when she turned towards the gate she didn't know. All she remembered was turning, taking out her phone to call someone important then darkness. But who was she trying to call exactly, Tom? Her father? Or maybe that same person she had heard vindicating George of his supposed crime.

“Someone wants the heiress permanently behind bars and silenced,” said Peter Brasseil, one of the jurors involved in Emma Watford’s case. The trial was over, he and his partner Chester had done their part. All they needed now was for the man to hand over their payment. They were already at the old station at the edge of Preston city, the agreed meeting spot. The man still wasn't there yet and Peter had already smoked more cigarettes in a single hour than Chester had ever seen throughout his adult life. The place had been abandoned ever since the new age came about, the leadership making up various excuses for wasting the land. They claimed the place had been giving off some kind of radiation that caused rapid cell aging. According to the news only one person had been the victim of this supposed radiation. The twenty four year old station master. No one however knows what happened to him. The police had found a suicide letter in his bachelor's apartment but without a body assumptions couldn't be made and the whole affair was quickly silenced. The man was never mentioned again in Preston
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