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All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the copyright owner.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to any actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

May the Grace of Yesuah (Yesu Christo), the Love of Yahweh (God), and the Fellowship of the Holy Spirit be with us now and forever, more Amen!

This novel is dedicated to my late mother, Madam Cecilia Kpiti Amedormeh; my brothers, sisters, and my wife, Mrs. Gifty E. A. Sabutey; my daughters, Lois M. K. Sabutey, Grace K. Sabutey, and Nissi M. Sabutey, not forgetting my late father, Mr. Kwao Martey Gevi Blebo Sabutey.
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Prologue


The Black Shadow
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By the Grace of Yahweh (God) since the death of his only begotten son, Yesuah (Yesu Christo), once every 700 years, a child is born to save humanity from the hidden dangers of the evil one, and at the same time, reveal God’s nature of Grace to humankind. 

So, providence befell on the Attah-Keshei family of Ada in Ghana, a West African country, when a son Kofi Attah-Keshei, was born.

He became an American citizen and then a member of the elite unit of the Security Network of the USA simply known as the A13 (Angel 13 Unit). A13 has a regular membership of thirteen people at any given time, with powers equal, and under certain conditions, even greater than the President of the US. 

Kofi, nicknamed ‘The Black Shadow,’ was tasked to unravel high-level assassinations, which had become an albatross around on the neck of the US government both in the United States and across the world.

‘The Black Shadow’ was recalled back to the United States from a foreign mission. He was charged to trace and eliminate the most wanted man on the US criminal list of assassins, “The Saint” and help find the killers of the last known male heir of the most celebrated family in the US`s history, the Blackwell family and protect Helena Blackwell, the `only` surviving heir left.
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Chapter 1: Arrival of mystic child  
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The mystic myth of nature mysteriously revealed its mystification to those blessed to see, acknowledge, and understand its mystic reason and demystified the moments’ meaning to its recipients. As the sun shone, the rain fell simultaneously, and a total rainbow revealed its beauty. The importance of such moments to humanity should never be overlooked, and as such, a welcome sight to those who felt and saw it.

Those with eyes will see, and ears will listen and hear for the sake of humanity. 

The African is privileged with the knowledge of this extraordinary sensitive phenomenon, which occurs once every 1,000 years when a super-intelligent child is born. This child joins the human race with a mission of solving and revealing to his generation some of the intricate human perspectives to life and the myths of creation. So, came such a moment and a child was given birth to, at Ada, a small town in the Greater Accra Region of Ghana. A town, which shares the same environs where the Atlantic Ocean and a river, River Volta, meet with each other, maintaining its nature, not mingling or being affected by their respective properties. 

That day was a Friday!

As the sun shone, the rain fell, the rainbow displayed its mystery, and the sound of the first cry of the baby greeted the family and the community, announcing the birth of the seventh child to the Attah-Keshei family of Ada. He was called Kofi Attah-Keshei. Knowing the significance surrounding Kofi’s birth, his parents nurtured and educated him such that at age seven, Kofi acted and reasoned like a seventy-year-old man. 

One evening, Kofi was staring intensely at the white curtains covering the window. He then turned to look at the shadow of the white curtains on the floor, a look of wonderment on his face. Kofi’s mother stopped what she was doing to watch her son, knowing some questions 

would follow. And they did come. Without looking at her, he asked, 

‘Mama, why is the shadow of the white curtain so black?’ 

Mama just looked on, not knowing what to say. For a long moment, completely puzzled and astonished, Kofi continued, as no answer was forthcoming from his mother. 

‘Of course, it’s not only white curtains that have black shadows but the shadow of everything; the shadows of everything I come across, even of different colours, are black. Why?’ 

Kofi turned to face his mother. 

‘My son, I honestly do not know. You tell me, Kofi. You must have some ideas....’ 

And as if possessed by an intellectual, poetic being, Kofi began to recite, 

‘Tell them, us, let them know, they are wrong, living a lie. . . for the truth is that – they don’t tell the truth its truthfulness. The word itself . . . its shadow is black. The black shadow is the truthful nature of the word . . . The world was created through the word " look, listen, think, and stop living a lie." 

Kofi’s mother jerked out of the daze she found herself in and asked, 

‘Meaning what, Kofi?’

The seven-year-old boy answered, ‘Naturally, Mama, have you seen a white shadow before? Shadows are always black. The shadow of black is black, and white and all other colours are still black. That is the Word – the truth. Blackness is the energy, the strength . . .the source.’ 

Mother and son stared at each other for a long moment in silence until Kofi broke the silence. 

‘Mama, have you read Revelation 1: 10 – 15? Who was John describing, please? Reread it. Mama, I must go to school in the USA,’ Kofi said, suddenly changing the subject.

‘Why America?’ 

Kofi’s mother asked. Kofi chuckled and said, ‘Mama, the morning begotten in the east with the rising sun and the day ends, with the sun setting in the west, where the appearance of the antichrist would manifest, leading to the rebirth of the new earth promised. I am part of the team to stop the Antichrist’s hidden agenda. Besides, the best of Africa is in America, thus Africa has something common and relevant to the world's benefit. As it is in the beginning, so shall it be in the end.’
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Chapter 2: The Blackwell Empire
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Mr. Quincy Blackwell was heir to the Blackwell Empire, with tentacles that reached almost all corners of the world. The Blackwell Empire controlled kingdoms and political economies. Such was the singular power of the man known as Quincy Blackwell. 

Mr. Quincy Blackwell was fifty-nine years old but looked twenty years younger; a man no woman could resist even as he acknowledged the fact that one can’t use force on a woman to reveal herself; one can do it only through love. Love was the key that opened their hearts. Yet such love was abundantly directed to one and only one woman, his daughter, Helena Blackwell. 

When she was ten, Helena lost her mother, Edith Blackwell, in a car accident. That the incident was an emotional blow to both father and daughter. Helena became all in all to her father, who took a personal interest in her and doted on his daughter who became the exact image of her late mother as she grew into womanhood. She was much pampered but was very intelligent and knew her position as far as the Blackwell Empire was concerned, yet she never allowed that knowledge to influence her negatively. 

She chose to live simply, much to the displeasure of her father. At sixteenth, Ms. Blackwell came to appreciate nature, humanity, good and bad, morality, immortality, justice, injustices in the world, and the importance of her father’s work. She read sincerely on a variety of subjects and was enlightened on the socio-economic and political trends in the world. And that was where her father tried to draw the line, even as they prepared for her twenty-first birthday.

The house was full of visitors. They included the US president and presidents of other nations and known faces from the world of the arts, sports, entertainment, and business, all waiting for the formal start of the party. 

It was a Friday. Visitors continued to pour in. The hall was decorated with portraits of the Blackwell family, both living and dead. Helena Blackwell’s portrait took prominence in the hall. Eyes were drawn to the paintings as people chatted, gossiped, laughed, and sipped their drinks. Ms. Blackwell sat in front of her dressing mirror, putting her final makeup on to enhance her already beautiful face. She jerked when the door opened without a knock, and her father, already dressed entered. 

‘You look just like your mother,’ he said.

She smiled and replied, 

‘Quincy, must you enter my room without knocking? Supposing I was naked?’ 

Mr. Blackwell laughed. 

‘Come off it, Lina,’ he said, ‘You are not naked. Anyway, I am sorry.’ 

She turned to face her father with a broad smile that lightened her father’s heart as the deep bond of love between them came to play. 

‘Better be sorry, Daddy,’ she said. 

‘Lina, I just wanted to tell you, you are the exact image of your mother. She was the only true love of mine. I still miss her.’ May her soul rest in peace.  

`Do you want to spoil my birthday party with her memory? `

‘How on earth could you say that, Helena?’ 

‘Please, my mother is dead. So, Daddy, let it be. ELEVEN YEARS ...` and NOT 6 years anymore.... You have me in place of my mother.’

‘Yes, Lina, you are my soul, my everything on earth. Happy birthday and prosperous longevity to you, Ms. Helena Blackwell.’ 

She replied with deep smiles that deepened her dimples. 

‘Now,’ said the father, ‘everyone is waiting for you downstairs, Sweet, waste no more time.’ Mr. Blackwell then walked out of the room and shut the door. But, immediately, he knocked and opened the door again. Helena laughed. 

‘What again, Daddy?’ 

‘Sweet, be careful, as all sorts of gold diggers and what have you may come around looking for your fortune.’ 

Helena laughed. 

‘Daddy, you must be careful too. There are all sorts of down-to-earth women out there waiting for the right time to take a bit of you. I will take care of myself, for I know most men want nothing but my money and body.’

Mr. Blackwell made a face. Helena laughed. 

‘I know. So, don’t fret. I am keeping my virtue for the only man who I will love.’ 

She paused with a mischievous smile. 

‘When, by the way, will we see the new Mrs. Blackwell?’ 

‘Stop it, cut in her father. 

There was dead silence. Bitter memories filled the vacuum of silence as father and daughter stared at each other. 

‘Marry again? Never. Never, for there is in everybody’s life one true love. For me, that was your mother whose death didn’t leave room for another love. That love can’t be true . . . No, Helena, I don’t want to deceive any woman with love that is not there to be given.’ 

The smile on Helena’s face faded as her father added, 

‘Love is the vehicle of nature and property of the Creator. Don’t fake it, or you will pay for it with your happiness and life. Keep that in mind. Besides, there has never been, and will never be divorce in the Blackwell family, not even in death, because love goes beyond death and is but once!’ 

Ms. Blackwell sat down as her father pulled her up and kissed the back of her palm with fatherly care.

‘Thank you,’ was her only response.  

‘I am sixty-plus years old, too old to fantasies about love,’ he added. 

‘Ohoo, Daddy, you look thirty-nine to me.’  

Mr. Blackwell laughed as he held out his hand to her, and they walked out of her room. 

Tremendous applause erupted from the main hall as the Blackwell’s appeared and a voice announced, 

‘Ladies and gentlemen, may I present Ms. Helena Blackwell.’ 

‘Ms. Blackwell, you look like the full moon emerging out of the clouds. Let the stars give way,’ said a voice in the crowd. Everybody, including the US president, stood on their feet to welcome her. 

Unknown to both Quincy Blackwell and Helena Blackwell, they were not the only heirs to the Blackwell fortune; there was another Blackwell, half-brother to Quincy, who worked in one of the security services and the political arena with a direct link to the White House. An illegitimate Blackwell, the son of Manuel, Quincy’s father, was in the crowd, peeved and disgusted. 

‘I have equal rights to the Blackwell fortune, and my time is now or never,’ 

He murmured to himself. He sipped his drink with smiles, which were pregnant with evil intent. Right from the time he found out who his birth father was, he started working to claim the Blackwell fortune for himself. 

The revelation to the Saint, by his late mother Monique Adams of his true lineage, triggered the deaths of prominent men and women through cleverly laid plans. It is to claim his heritage of the empire that had made and unmade presidents and had absolute control over geopolitical entities. And this was exactly what the double-faced man, known in the underworld as The Saint, wanted to achieve via any means necessary.
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Chapter 3: The chosen mistake  
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Once upon a time, Mr. Manuel Blackwell was a mighty business and political tycoon, with business and political interests worldwide and mostly on his private jet, crisscrossing the world building his empire with little time for comprehensive family life. 

On one such journey, he travelled to Asia when the business intelligence information desk of the CIA of the American Embassy in Hong Kong requested the business tycoon’s presence. He was briefed by one Ms. Monique Adams, a fellow American economic expert, and a deep-cover CIA operative at the embassy. 

At thirty-six, Monique was captivating and irresistible. Her fashionable clothes oozed sophistication at their simplistic best. Pretty and scintillatingly sensual, one could say. Manuel Blackwell was reading a newspaper when Monique entered the office on their first meeting. He looked up to meet her eyes. The captivating sensuality of the woman and the result of that stare was the beginning of what later begot evil that surge against the peace of humanity. 

Monique sensed the effect and impact on the business magnate, and she was poised to exploit it. 

‘Maybe this is it. I must take advantage of this; winning him over was worth a try. 

‘Good morning, Sir Blackwell.’ 

She then introduced herself,

‘I am Monique Adams.’ 

Mr. Blackwell, keeping his eyes on her replied. ‘I know who you are. Well, let’s hear what you have.’  

Ms. Adams sat down to begin the briefing. Manuel Blackwell stared at her without a word. Whenever she raised her eyes, she met his steadily staring eyes. She could not continue with the briefing.

‘Sir, could we please postpone this briefing?’

Mr. Blackwell quickly seized the situation to his advantage. 

‘Are you serious?’ He asked and added, ‘Are you aware I traveled hundreds of miles from the comfort of my home to look for this business opportunity, only for you to tell me you want to postpone the briefing?’ 

Ms. Adams swallowed, and with a trembling voice, she continued. 

‘Sir, as much as the Asian market is very lucrative to invest in, there is a need for caution since so many dangerous underworld activities are emerging, controlling the market system. In this report, you will come across some names, of a group of assassins calling themselves ‘The Tigers of Asia’, TTA for short. This group is behind most businesses here, and they hate anything American.’ 

All the while, Blackwell kept his deep, penetrating stare on her. She looked up, and their eyes locked for a long moment. 

‘Monique, I have never met a lady like you, and I pray your smartness matches your elegance.’ 

He inscribed something on a sheet of paper and gave it to her. The name of his hotel and his room number and the words ‘8 pm tonight.’ Monique Adams deliberately took a look at Mr. Blackwell’s wedding ring. He ignored her silent inquiry, collected the report from her, and walked out, leaving her bewitched. 

She got up slowly as something began to move deep down in her soul. She whispered, 

‘Oh my God, I am hooked to this man for life . . . and he is married!’ 

Meanwhile, Blackwell back in his suite, read the report. After some time, he murmured to himself.  

‘Anything that does not belong to the sky, falls, no matter what, so these Asia tigers, hmmm, what do they have against Americans anyway?’ 

He dropped the report and lost himself in deep thought.

He picked the phone, dialled a number and waited. The voice of his wife, Edith Blackwell, came humming in his ears.

‘I miss you, sweetheart. How is little Quincy doing?’ 

‘Quincy is doing fine but misses you so much.’ Liz then asked with a chuckle, ‘How is the Asian market doing?’ 

‘Fine, but there are some tugs I have to deal with. I am so sorry, love; I may have to extend my stay here for another week. I’ll make it up to you when I get back.’ 

After a long pause, Mrs. Blackwell blew him a kiss and said, 

‘I will be waiting. I love you, Manuel. Come back to me soon, my love.’  

Blackwell laughed. 

‘Your love will be with you as soon as possible and continue to love you till the end of life itself. Love to little Quincy.’ 

At exactly 8 pm, he heard a knock at the door. It opened, revealing Monique Adams in all her elegance. 

She was dressed in a light green dress, which displayed her lovely long legs and her hair falling over her wide shoulders.

‘Come in my dear, you look exquisite,’ he said, leading her to the settee and taking a seat beside her. 

He offered to get her something to drink, but she declined. He realised she was somewhat nervous, so looking intently into her eyes; he took both of her hands into his and slowly brought his lips to hers. Feeling her vibrating body, but with no resistance from her, he got up and gently led her to the bedroom.

He continued to kiss her as he placed her on the bed and took her clothes off as both explored their exotic sexual needs like never before, especially Monique.

Afterward, he looked at her, puzzled. 

‘Why?’ He asked, still in a daze. 

She shrugged, ‘Why what?’ 

She asked, feigning ignorance about what he meant. 

He continued to look at her intently, not saying anything. 

‘You mean why did I sleep with you even though I was a virgin? Hahaha, I find most men are scared of me or feel intimidated. I was not ready to go looking for Mr. Right. I noticed those who approached me just wanted my body rather than my love, and in any case, they almost always have wives.’ 

‘But I also have a wife, you know I have a wife, yet...,’ 

‘I know, but none of them provoked and activated sensual attraction as you did. Even without you touching me, I wanted you when we met this morning.’ 

Without another word, Manuel pulled her to him, kissed her and made love to her again and again. 

They became inseparable till his extended one week passed.  

Three months later, Mr. Blackwell received a phone call from Monique Adams, informing him that she was pregnant. She knew he already had a son, little Quincy Blackwell, less than a year old. 

‘She will not abort it; otherwise, she would not have informed me, or she would have done so earlier. I love this lady, but how am I going to live with this newfound love?’ 

He arranged for Ms. Adams to leave her job and return to the USA, where he set her up in a house in another State. 

He set up a trust fund for her baby boy named Nick Adams. He made sure that the name Blackwell never mentioned, linked, or associated with Monique Adams and her son Nick, either directly or indirectly. They, however, saw each other whenever they could, as they continued their affair. Nick Adams was never told Manuel Blackwell was his father.  

They both religiously lived with the covenant even after death knocked at the door of Manuel Blackwell at age seventy-five. 

But one fateful day, Monique reckoning with her death, she took a look at Nick, who was standing by her bed, the only man left in her life since the end of Manuel several years earlier. She was about to leave her only son, who had been a part of her all these years, the only person.  

The dying mother felt it was wrong to let that big secret die with her – the secret whose knowledge would make her son know at least that he had a step-brother. Nick, sensing his mother had something to tell him, asked, 

‘Mom, what is bothering you?’ 

She pulled Nick beside her. 

‘Manuel will be mad with me. He would probably kill me if he were to be alive . . . and will kill me when we meet again. But I must break the one covenant, the only thing I did not share with you, Nick . . . believe me, the only thing, and I am going to share that with you this moment. I can’t die with it. It’s not fair for me to keep such information from you, not now, Nicky. I know you will be mad with me, but I don’t care, for I am dying, and it was for your good, Nicky . . . for your good. He meant well for you, and me, so listen to me. I owe you that before I breathe my last breath. Your father was not dead as I told you. Well, he died only a few years ago, he was the late Manuel Blackwell!’ 

Nick sprang to his feet for a long, doubtful, silent moment. 

‘Oh my gosh . . . no . . . no.’ 

The world must know that Nick Adams, a secret intelligent operative and special aide to the President of the United States, was the biological son of the late Manuel Blackwell and therefore had a right to the name Blackwell – if not its wealth and political kingdom.’ He had been fooled by the only person he trusted, his mother. The wrong had to be made right by hook or crook.

Monique looked up pensively at her son. 

‘You will do no such thing; Manuel has done more for you and me than he has done for his wife and son.’ 

A storm began to build up in Nick as he fumed with anger. 

‘To hell with you,’ Nick shouted at his mother as she breathed her last. 

`How such information under my nose can be hidden from me all these years...with even the CIA at my disposal?’

Nick stared at his dead mother; he fumed with anger and had the look of the devil as he stared at her.

‘Why did she tell me now?’ 

He asked. 

Suddenly, a voice prompted him to turn around. 

‘Because, my son, you are about to take control of the world. What are you afraid of – your shadow?’ 

‘I hate shadows.’ 

‘That is the spirit, my son.’ The deep voice added. 

This infuriated Nick and he shouted back at the deep invisible voice, 

‘Who the fuck is you? I am not your son. You just heard that rag of a woman telling me who my real father was.’ 

‘That “Fucking rag” mother of yours was disturbed for over thirty years, crying for a baby and a man in her life, something her first faith failed to give her, till a friend introduced her to my faith, where one wants and needs are provided instantly via any means necessary. I, the spirit of an instant giver, made sure that seed of Manuel on that fateful day begot you for a reason and one reason only, to fulfill the will of your master, me. To rule this world, to rule kings and kingdoms, its wealth and power and whatever you desire on my behalf, I have not forgotten you since you were given birth to. I protected and directed your training and finances to reach where you are today. And you, Nick Adams, will be the President of The United States of America. The world will kneel before you. Your word will be final. Your wish shall be the authority that controls the universe, and I shall be with you till the end.’ 

Nick Adams had become very calm, ‘Show your face...Who are you?’ he asked.

‘I, your master. Stop grousing about who your human father was, and prepare, for you have shadows to fight on your way to glory – the glory of making the human world your own, making the world bow to your wishes. The world will be at your beck and call.... Hahaha. I have been with you all the time. I took control of the earth from the beginning and shall give it to whoever bows to me, and this is the time to take what I promised you since birth. So, go out there and take control of the kingdoms, the Church, and everything.’ 

The voice stopped, and Nick became himself again. He then took a look at his dead mother.

Nick stormed out of the room, sweating in the cold, he stood there pondering over what his mother had just told him about his father, then that deep voice seemed to have total control over him. He took a look around him. 

‘The world is already at my beck and call. ` 

He tried to recollect the man, Manuel Blackwell, whom he had called Uncle John. 

‘That man visited us religiously with toys and gifts. He had a deep affection for me. Was he my father?’ 

His wonder as his childhood memories of the man his mother just said was his biological father came back to him. 

‘The Blackwell Empire. Why have I been cut off from what rightfully belongs to me, something I have been working hard to achieve has been denied me all this while,’ 

He was peeved. 

‘I thought I was privy to the most hidden secrets, yet I do not know of my lineage. The same Blackwell Foundation sponsored the US President’s candidature. But how did this escape my knowledge despite operating as the special intelligence aide to the president? How am I going to prove this, without jeopardizing my other identity as the Saint, the most wanted man on earth who operates right at the heart of those who were pursuing him?’ 

He chuckled over his thoughts and walked back into the house to take a hard look at his dead mother. He had to plan carefully as he made some telephone calls, and then walked to the vast, cosy living room and sat down with a heavy heart. 

‘I have to claim what belongs to me,’ 

He whispered to himself as he began to plot the death of Quincy Blackwell to enable him to have access to the Blackwell wealth to his already ill-gotten wealth.

He hired killers to kill Mrs. Quincy Blackwell when he found out she would give Mr. Blackwell a son. The work was so neatly done that no trace had been found of the killers to date. Nick Adams, however, kept the information for the time being from his only child, Bill, who at twenty-five was set to become one of the successful attorneys in New York.
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Chapter 4: The strange letter
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Manuel Blackwell’s legitimate son, Quincy, was just about a year older than Nick Adams. After the gruesome death of his wife and unborn son, Quincy Blackwell had never re-married, but devoted his time to his daughter, Helena. 

He escorted her to the big hall to commence the celebration of her birthday, to a rousing applause of the VIPs assembled. Nick Adams had accompanied the President of the USA.

The following morning in her bedroom, Helena opened some of her presents. She came across a simple single card with the following words: “My son is my sincerest birthday present to you.” It was signed ‘The Master.’ Helena stared at the words. She picked the envelope and scrutinized it thoroughly. She took another look at the card. The envelope was not addressed. Helena became confused and uneasy. She walked into her father’s bedroom without knocking. Quincy Blackwell looked up, startled and became alarmed at the strange expression on his daughter’s face. 

‘Sorry for not knocking, Daddy,’ she said. 

She called him daddy only when there was something serious or private to talk about. 

‘Look at this, Daddy,’ she said, handing her father the card and envelope. Quincy collected the card as he looked up at his frightened daughter. He frowned as he read the words on the card and then turned it to scrutinize it some more by turning it toward the light. 

‘Is somebody trying to play games with me, Daddy?’ 

‘I don’t want to think so,’ he assured her. ‘Don’t worry. Just tell them you are underage.’  

‘Quincy!’ 

Helena usually called her father by his first name whenever her father behaved mischievously.  

‘How can I be underage at twenty-one?’ 

He was trying to joke because he realized she was worried. 

She sat up to face her father.

‘Who told you I am underage?’ 

‘But you just turned twenty-one.’ 

‘Just twenty-one? But you met my mother when she was eighteen, and three years later, you had me. Don’t forget that, Mr. Blackwell!’ 

‘OK, Helena, about this card, I don’t like it a bit. It doesn’t sound quite right. I will alert the FBI.’ 

‘No, Daddy, I will handle it myself.’ 

‘What?’ Quincy shouted. ‘No, Helena, there is something more to it than meets the eye. Let the security agency handle it.’ 

Helena became quiet for a moment and then nodded in agreement as her father added, ‘Could be a plot of fortune hunters. Please take care, and I will place an agent on your tail from now.’ 

‘No, Daddy, no, and I mean no!’ 

She runs out of the room. Quincy took another look at the card. He picked the phone. 

There was a knock at the door, and it was Helena again. 

‘But Daddy, I wonder if none of your friends has ever casually told you about their son being a good boy. That could give us a clue about what this mischief is all about.’ 

He pondered for a moment. ‘No, none of my friends. None will even dream of that. But don’t get excited.’ 

‘Nevertheless, Daddy, I am beginning to be scared. I don’t like it.’ 

She said and left the room.

He went back to the phone. 

‘Hello, Max, something important has cropped up that I need to discuss with you. Yes, I will see you.’ 

He picked the card to scrutinize it again.

Meanwhile, Nick Adams was at that very moment in a cosy seat facing a heater, in an equally cosy room contemplating the scene with his mother during her dying moments. He walked to the bar in his study and poured a neat drink. 

‘I will rule the world. I don’t care if they know of me as The Saint.’ He murmured to himself. 

The beguiled Nick Adams wondered why his mother, of all people, had kept his father’s identity from him, depriving him of the link to the Blackwell family. It was an affront, he thought, each time he recollected his mother`s dying moment. 

‘Revenge!’  

He blurted out as he walked back to the window and inhaled air as if he was dying for air. So furious was he with everything and his inability to know his connection to Manuel Blackwell before his death, despite being the lord in the making of the underworld. 

He pulled himself up, ‘Well, I have a son, he has a daughter, and they must get married for starters.’ 

Nick Adams was startled by the knock and opening the door to his private study. He raised his eyebrow as his son, Billy, entered. At twenty-five graduated from law school, at the top of his class. Billy Adams was an intelligent fellow, being raised to take over his father’s undercover jobs, which he was yet introduced to. Laconic, handsome, thick, and tall, he was the darling of women, more so with his father’s political and social stature, there was no limit to what he could do. Nick kept steady his stare on his only son, who he regretted, had none of his viciousness. 

‘He is the only asset in my plot to take over the Blackwell wealth,’ he thought. 

Billy looked up at his father, wondering what was disturbing him. 

‘Father, what is up?’

Nick started seeing his son for the first time and beckoned him to sit down. 

‘What is it, Daddy? You look worried.’ 

Nick sat down facing his son.

‘I better let it out, but don’t interrupt. I want you to relocate to New York to take care of some important business for me, and these are my reasons.’ 

Billy turned in horror as his father’s words began to sink in. Nick told Billy everything he had to know, starting from when Manuel Blackwell met his grandmother Monique Adams in Asia.

‘So, you see, we are Blackwell as well – but illegitimate.’

‘Illegitimate my foot.’ Billy blurted out. ‘You, we, have the same blood flowing in our veins.’

‘I have won half the battle,’ Nick silently told himself. Billy Adams sprang up and began to pace about the study. Nick stared at his son, analyzing him silently. Billy turned. 

‘Daddy, we must do something. I will think of some legal means to fight this unfair situation. To hell with society. Daddy, the era of illegitimacy is gone.’ 

‘I want you to you must marry the only daughter of Quincy Blackwell, who is his automatic heir.’ 

He paused to allow the message to settle. 

‘Billy, such battles are not won in the legal battlefields.’ 

‘Well, Daddy....,’ he paused, and after some silence, continued, ‘but I don’t know her that well, and she, never crossed my mind. I have not even met her. I don’t think I will even love her!’ 

‘You will, and don’t forget, love is not the only reason one must marry.’ 

Nick stood up and started pacing. He turned to face his son. 

‘You must know this – no soul must know about it. Even after marrying her, the motives behind your love or lust for her must be kept secret! I can assure you, I have seen her, and she can easily sweep you off your feet. Yet that is what we must guard against, and that is a warning. Keep your head on your shoulders while I do what I have to do to keep this dream going.’ 

Billy got up, walked to the bar, poured himself a drink, topped his father’s, then raised his glass. 

‘To our secret.’

They drank to Billy’s toast. 

‘Now prepare for New York, your love nest.’
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Chapter 5: Mission to owe the ownership
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Billy Adams moved house. He secured a job in one of the well-known law firms in New York and immediately started working. With his father’s socio-political connections and his own sociable and easygoing life, he got on well in various social circles, particularly among the ladies. His mission was to ‘Restore’ what ‘Naturally’ belonged to them – the socio-economic and political power of the Blackwell. But hadn’t Manuel Blackwell left more than enough for them, one might ask. Because the late Manuel 

Blackwell secretly set up for Nick Adams and his mother, Monique, a trust fund which was still growing, in millions of dollars yet the king of the underworld and his son were not content. 

Since he got into town, Billy tried to worm his way into the inner circle of Helena but in vain because even though people considered her a social animal, she had very few friends. Helena’s father, Quincy, who had become her friend and confidante, and an old black lady, who had been her nanny since birth and was still with her, were the only parents and friends she knew and listened to. She also occasionally enjoyed going to parties organized by celebrities.

So, six months after Billy Adams hit town, all he managed to learn about Helena was that she did not go out and had more to do with women than men, and at twenty-one was still a virgin. However, in the seventh month, Billy got wind of a party Helena Blackwell would be attending. He managed to get invited to the birthday party of a famous film star Denzel Washington, who happened to be her idol. After seven months, he was finally going to meet Helena Blackwell. He prayed, ‘God, let her be present tonight.’ 

Helena arrived at the party alone, in a black BMW sports car. What she did not know was that since she received the mysterious card, her father, with the help of the FBI, had two men constantly at her tail. As soon as she stepped out of the car, the press surrounded her. Word had gone out that she would be present to honour her idol, Denzel Washington, who had promised there would be no press. Nevertheless, the paparazzi were there. Helena looked confused; she looked around for protection as the media bombarded her with all kinds of questions. She smiled as she made her way towards the main entrance. 

Denzel came out to meet her. ‘Helena, my dear, please, I did not even invite my brother because of you. You know he has a soft spot for you. Please forgive me.’ She hugged him and he escorted her into the main hall. The FBI men mingled amongst the crowd at the party. 

‘Don’t blame yourself, Denzel. I believe you. I understand how these pressmen work.’ She assured him as she sat down on a sofa, with the two FBI men keeping an eye on her. Denzel kissed Helena on the face, his is just a joke from the father ...it has nothing to do with her actual age-21

forehead and walked off to welcome Morgan Freeman who had just walked in with Billy Adams, beaming with smiles.

Helena danced with almost everybody who asked her to dance. She moved from group to group, chatting with anybody, even one of the FBI guys. Just as she was about to sit down, Billy walked to her, requesting a dance with her. Helena looked up at him. 

‘I am so sorry; you chose the wrong time. I am tired now. Look, give me ten minutes to rest.’ She laughed. ‘We can chat for now. Who are you?’ 

Denzel walked to them, calling out to Billy. ‘Hey, Billy, Helena is not one of your briefs. Don’t keep her to yourself.’ 

Denzel noticed some new guests had arrived and went to welcome them. 

Meanwhile, Billy got busy. ‘Billy Adams, at your service.’ 

Helena giggled. ‘Thank God, I don’t need your service.’ 

Bill felt uncomfortable as he took a seat beside her. ‘Do you mind if I tell you something?’ 

‘I don’t mind.’ 

Billy chuckled. ‘Witty lady. Your intelligence matches your beauty.’ 

Helena laughed for a moment. ‘Funny, I have heard that since I was three. Thank you all the same. Who are you, by the way? I did not catch your name. You look familiar.’

Billy sarcastically thought. ‘Of course, damn you, we share the same grandfather.’ But he then said, ‘Well, I am Billy Adams. New to New York, practice law at the Harvard Chambers and need to know New York.’

Morgan Freeman walked up to them, sought Billy’s permission and asked Helena for a dance. She got up and he escorted her to the dancing floor to Billy’s annoyance. 

He, however, had the chance to finally dance with her later. While they were dancing, he said, ‘I must see you again.’ 

‘Is that a command?’ Helena asked, laughing.

‘No, that can never be a command. You are such a beauty, Helena.’ 

‘Men! All of you. No, most of you, all you know is meet a woman, imagine stripping her naked, and that is all.’ 

Billy was startled and he stopped dancing to look at her. They both began to laugh as she added, ‘I can even feel your sudden hardness, so don’t tell me this is love at first sight. It is lust. So, keep it to yourself, Billy Adams.’  

Billy Adams was stupefied. The song ended, and they walked back to her seat. She took a look at her wristwatch, then excusing herself, beckoned Denzel.

‘Denzel, I must say I have enjoyed myself.’ 

They kissed and Denzel showed his appreciation. 

‘Thank you so much for your presence, Helena. Call anytime.’ 

Billy walked to them. ‘Hope to see you again.’ 

‘Sure, see you, enjoy yourself, Billy.’ 

Billy managed to escort Helena alongside Denzel as she left the party. 

The following morning, the front pages of most of the tabloids splashed Helena’s photograph dancing with Billy with a bold caption: 

‘Has the Queen of the Blackwell Empire finally fallen?’

‘Fools with nothing to do.’ 

She muttered, but she read on all the same. A tap on the door ushered her nanny Maya in. 

‘Breakfast, Helena.’ 

Helena sat up on the bed and showed the newspaper to Maya. 

‘Just imagine what the tabloids are saying about me; that I have fallen for Adams.’ 

‘Adams, who?’ Maya asked. 

‘Billy Adams! I don’t even know where the hell he surfaced from. I just met him at Denzel Washington’s party and danced with him, just like ten others. So why him?’ 

‘Please eat your breakfast and ignore that story. Let your father take care of that,’ Maya admonished. 

Later in the day, Helena walked to her father’s office without knocking. She gasped on seeing an elegant lady in her father’s arms, sharing a passionate kiss. She stopped in her tracks.

Quincy disentangled his arms from the lady and stood up abruptly. He strode to Helena and led her to the adjoining office. 

The lady, Lucy Hayford, was the widow of a former president. She was equally taken aback. Quincy quickly returned to apologize. 

‘I am so sorry...you know, kids . . . it was a shock for her to see me kiss another woman. She’s never seen me with another woman since her mother died.’ 

‘Is she, all right?’ 

‘Yes, yes...`

Lucy Hayford remained silent for a moment. She then smiled and led him to the other office, where Helena had retreated to. She looked up and stared at Lucy. 

‘Helena, forgive us. I am sorry,’ Mrs. Hayford said before her departure.

Later, Quincy drove Helena home. She went straight to her room without a word to him. He followed her, ready to talk some sense into her. She had to realize that even though he had promised her, he would not remarry, he was a man and he had needs. Helena looked up when she heard the door open but immediately turned away when she realized it was her father. 

`Lina, listen to me.’ 

‘Daddy, there is nothing to listen to. I have seen everything I need to.’

Confused, Quincy looked on helplessly, wondering what to say to her.

`You, you have hurt me and the spirit of my dead mother... my mother, Daddy. How could you allow her to kiss you?’ 

Dazed with confusion, Quincy could only murmur her name.

‘Helena.’ 

She started crying earnestly. Quincy Blackwell looked startled as he pulled her towards him with her face in both hands and gently asked.

‘What are you getting at?’ 

‘Why, Daddy, don’t you love me? I never allowed a man near me but you. I have been waiting to replace my mother, whom you loved desperately.’ 

Blackwell quickly stepped back from her in frustration, then anger. 

‘Helena, what has come over you? That is impossible! Insane!’ 

‘Insane? I don’t understand, Daddy. Don’t you love me?’ 

‘Of course, I do with all my heart. My life is your life. That is why after your mother’s passing away, I decided never to marry another woman who would disturb our unique relationship, and I still stand by that promise. But to love you the way you thought – how? You are my biological daughter.’ 

Helena shouted, ‘I know. Damn you, Daddy. I am twenty-one, and I have never allowed any man near me because of you.’ 

Tears fell down her cheeks as her father was overtaken by shock. He thought to himself.

‘I have failed my daughter.’ 

‘I will rather die a virgin, for no man will touch me.’ 

Panicking, he rushed to hold her in anger.

‘Get this through your mind. You are my daughter, and that shall never happen.’ 

Helena pulled herself from her father and threw herself on the bed. While her father looked on in distress. 

‘I have a right to my feelings.’ She began to sob and murmur to herself.

‘To hell with the world...your love should only be for my mother; you shouldn’t love another woman.’ 

‘Stop it,’ he said. ‘It was entirely my fault to bring you up to my way. I don’t blame you. Nevertheless, for heaven’s sake, cut that nonsense out. You will one day come across a man who will love you naturally as it should be, so much that you will forget me.’ 

He turned to walk away but stopped. ‘I will get Maya to ram some sense into your head; I am going back to the office.’

Helena shouted at her father. ‘To meet that tramp?’ 

She was getting out of hand, Mr. Blackwell thought, as he walked towards Helena with a deadly look on his face. ‘Never, use that word again!’ 

‘To hell with her, and you... after all, you are the only man who does not want or need my money. But she, that woman, is after your money if not your soul.’ 

Quincy slapped Helena across the face. She fell flat on the bed. He nearly panicked when she cried out, but allowed himself to walk out of her room. Helena sobbed until she fell asleep. Later it was her phone ringing which woke her. She looked around disoriented, wondering what was making the noise. The phone kept ringing. She finally picked it.

It was Billy Adams. 

‘Hello.’ 

‘Who’s this?’

‘Billy.’ 

‘Hell, I don’t know a Billy. Who gave you my number? Who are you? Never call me again!’ 

She was so peeved that she cut the line. She sat up, pondering what to do. 

‘Shit. I am leaving this place! All this talk of loving me since mother died, without making me enjoy the fruit of love. I hate him,’ she shouted. ‘Daddy, I hate you to the very core of my being.’ 

She jumped out of bed and began to pack a few clothes into a small travelling bag, looked for her passport. She took the phone, dialled a number, and waited. 

‘Book me a flight to Canada. Now! How soon?’ 

She asked. On getting the reply, she said, ‘Fine with me. I am on my way.’ 

She hung up, looked for her credit cards, and dashed out of the room. She had fifteen minutes to drive to the airport. She did not even inform Maya. 

‘Maya must not know of this. Oh, Maya, I am sorry, but I have to find my love elsewhere,’ she said to herself.

She drove out of the palace at top speed without realizing that the two FBI guys were tailing her until they got to the airport. Their instruction was to follow her anywhere without her knowing and report. Helena stepped out of her car and walked into the departure hall. The FBI guys became alarmed. They called Quincy and listened to his terse instructions.

They quickly run to the departure hall to find out she was travelling to Canada, without any luggage. Several phone calls were made. But it was too late; the plane took off as they looked on helplessly.

Quincy Blackwell was alarmed as he banged the phone and left out of his office back home. He inquired from Maya if Helena had told her anything. 

Maya looked surprised.

‘What? Runaway to where? She could be in her suite.’ 

Maya looked suspiciously at Mr. Blackwell as she walked away towards Helena’s door and knocked.

‘Helena, Lina, it is me.’

She turned to look at Mr
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