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The Last Will

The Unforeseen Executor

[image: ]




Arthur Finch considered the rain-streaked window of his office a perfect reflection of his career: blurry, grim, and showing little promise of clearing. The inherited practice, once his father’s pride, had become a mausoleum of dusty law books and dwindling clients. Each month, the stack of unpaid bills on his mahogany desk grew taller, a paper monument to his quiet desperation. He was a lawyer adrift in a sea of mediocrity.

His solitude was interrupted by the gentle chime of the bell above the door. A woman stood on the threshold, shaking a black umbrella, her presence immediately commanding the stuffy air in the room. She was perhaps in her late fifties, with sharp, intelligent eyes that seemed to miss nothing. Her tailored grey coat was immaculate, a stark contrast to the worn leather of Arthur’s client chairs. She carried an old-fashioned leather briefcase.

“Mr. Arthur Finch?” she asked, her voice calm and measured, carrying an authority that made him straighten his posture. He nodded, gesturing toward the chair opposite his desk, a reflexive motion of professional courtesy he rarely had cause to use. She moved with a quiet grace, placing the briefcase on her lap with a soft click of its brass latches. She did not offer her name, only a penetrating gaze.

“My name is Evelyn Reed,” she finally said, as if deciding he was worthy of the information. “I was the private caretaker for Mr. Silas Blackwood for the past fifteen years.” The name hung in the air, heavy with local legend. Blackwood was the town’s phantom, a man of immense, old-world wealth who had lived as a recluse in the sprawling gothic mansion on the hill, unseen for decades.

Arthur felt a prickle of curiosity cut through his despondency. Silas Blackwood was a ghost story told to children, a boogeyman of finance who supposedly owned half of Havenwood. “I see,” Arthur managed, his mind racing through the town’s paltry list of legal disputes. “I wasn’t aware Mr. Blackwood had any active affairs. Was there a property issue? A complaint from a neighbor perhaps? I assure you, my practice is quite discreet.”

Evelyn offered a thin, sad smile that didn’t reach her eyes. “Mr. Blackwood passed away peacefully two nights ago in his sleep,” she stated, her tone flat and devoid of overt emotion. The news was shocking, but not in a personal way. It was like hearing a distant historical landmark had finally crumbled. The myth had died, leaving behind a silence that felt larger than the man himself had ever been.

Arthur murmured a practiced condolence, the words feeling hollow and inadequate. He wondered why this woman was here, in his failing office, delivering news of the town’s most enigmatic figure. He was a lawyer who handled minor wills for elderly farmers and petty contract disputes between local shop owners. He was leagues away from the world of a man like Silas Blackwood, a world he imagined was filled with powerful city attorneys.

“His passing is not why I am here, not directly,” Evelyn continued, her fingers tracing the worn leather of her briefcase. “I am here because of his final instructions.” She paused, letting the weight of her words settle into the room’s dusty silence. Arthur felt a knot of anxiety tighten in his stomach. This was far beyond the scope of his usual Tuesday afternoon. This felt different, significant, and vaguely dangerous.

With practiced precision, she opened the briefcase and retrieved a single, thick cream-colored envelope sealed with a dark crimson wax stamp. The insignia was a stark, stylized ‘B’. “Mr. Blackwood left a last will and testament,” she said, placing the envelope on the desk between them. “He was very specific about its handling. He stipulated that it was to be delivered to you, and only you, upon his death.”

Arthur stared at the envelope, then at her. “Me? There must be a mistake. I never met Silas Blackwood. My father might have, years ago, but I certainly have no connection to him.” The idea was preposterous. He felt a wave of suspicion. Was this some kind of elaborate prank? Or worse, a setup for a lawsuit he couldn’t possibly afford to defend? He was sure this was a misunderstanding.

“There is no mistake, Mr. Finch,” Evelyn’s voice was firm, cutting through his disbelief with chilling certainty. “He was a man of specific, unyielding intentions. He chose you for a reason.” She slid the envelope a few inches closer to him. “Furthermore, he has named you as the sole executor of his entire estate.” The statement landed like a physical blow, knocking the air from his lungs. The room suddenly felt smaller, the walls closing in.

He gaped at her, his mind struggling to process the information. Executor of the Blackwood estate. The rumors pegged Blackwood’s fortune in the hundreds of millions, a fantastical sum built over generations of shrewd investments and ruthless acquisitions. It was a responsibility reserved for titans of law, not for a man who worried about making his office’s rent payment. The weight of the declaration was crushing, a mixture of terror and a wild, unbelievable flicker of hope.
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