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    To those who seek truth in silence, wisdom in solitude,

and brilliance in the unlikeliest of minds—

This story is for you.
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Now that I have come to your attention, hello to all of you who just got to know me when you flip the screen of your phone. I may have been introduced in some other novel, but hey, this one focuses on me and my life.

I was ordinary compared to the people that I watched on television and the movies that I had always loved. I have always loved the story of Black Widow. She was a badass assassin who fulfilled her destiny. I don’t think that I have the chance to be that way, but I will try.

I never knew my birth parents as I was alone when I was found in front of the orphanage when I was only a baby. Then, there was a couple that came to take me in as their own when I was only 2 months old. Since then, I have been known as Kiara Hoffman, the lovely girl from Zurich, Switzerland. It was found in Frankfurt, and it is an old story. 

I was Swiss and will always be. 

Once I entered university, I took an interest in my passion and the degree that I am pursuing at the university. Since I lived in a country that spoke 4 languages, I could get all of them right and be a polyglot. I was happy with my achievement.

I worked as a translator soon after I got out of college to help travel agencies find the best accommodation in Switzerland, and I was one of the tour guides. Often, I would wander around the old towns or the scenic views that the tourists adored until one day when my father told me to help him with something.

“Father, did you call for me?” I asked as I went inside the room where my father had always retired since he retired from his service. My mother was an English teacher, and I loved the language because of her.

“Ah, Kiara, come in, come in,” he said as he put down the book that he was reading. I went inside his study and sat in front of him. He put his glasses on the coffee table on top of his book.

“How are you, my dear?” He asked me eagerly as I was just getting off from my work.

“Very well, as you can see,” I said as I was chuckling before he smiled.

“Is something wrong with you calling me?” I asked as I looked at him. He waved me his hands, noting that nothing had happened when I was gone. You see, as I already told you, we were comfortable but not that much.

“There is something that I wanted to give to you,” he said before he stood up and went to the drawer of his desk. He pulled out something from it as I was waiting patiently in my seat.

“What is it, father? Is it something that burdens you?” I asked rather impatiently, as I knew that he was sick in his old days now.

“No, no, no, nothing of that sort, but I must warn you,” he said as he took his original seat and watched him warily.

“You must calm down after reading this,” my father said as he slid me the envelope that contained the mystery of why he was calling me.

“When I went to pick you up at the orphanage, the lady in charge told me that I was to give you this envelope when you turned 21 years old, and today was that day, my dear,” my father said as he looked at me sadly.

“Father, I don’t understand,” I said as I looked at him, worried about what he might tell me next. He sighed before he pushed the envelope toward me.

“You have to read for yourself and only for yourself. I have made an end of my bargain with that lady. And now it is your time,” he said as he got up from his seat. He went to get out of the study and left me alone to think about my thoughts.

“What is so special about this letter?” I asked myself as I looked at the envelope warily. I was battling myself as if I should or shouldn’t open the envelope. My curiosity got the best of me as I took the envelope in my hand and opened it to read what the contents were of the latter.

*****
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MY DEAR CHILD,

As you might know now, I have given up on the adoption as I wanted what was best for you. I know that you might not like me for this as I have left you, abandoned you even in the hands of strangers and, most importantly, far from your home. 

Your father did not know about your existence until I went to him a few weeks after your birth and before you were given to the orphanage. I thought he might understand why I decided to keep you. 

But I should have known better; he was not the man that I had fallen in love with, but rather a person who sought power, and that power was me. If you still don’t know what your power is, it might be soon when you’re 21 years old.

It was the perfect age for us, Hoffman, to get into our power and all of the tricks that we might find out later. But for now, I wanted you to know that you need to run and save yourself from your father’s clutches, or you might soon find death.

It might be sad to learn that when this letter found you, I was already dead. I know that you might never be loved as I was never your birth mother, but you have to know that deep inside, I will always and forever love you, my dear.

Your mother,

Luna Hoffman

*****
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I READ THE LETTER AGAIN and again for the nth time. What power? My father wanted me dead? What was all this about? Runaway? All the thoughts that came into my head right now were so overpowering that I could see stars in my eyes. I blinked a few times, and I calmed myself down. I need to know if I truly was what my birth mother claimed me to be. I need to check it for myself.

‘Father, I need your help,’ I shouted as I came out of the study. I saw my father lying on the floor; blood was everywhere. My mother was nowhere to be found, but I saw a few people wearing masks and black suits.

“Get her,” one of them said before I closed the door and locked it. They were pounding on it as I was trying to get out. I saw my mum coming into the driveway, and when I was about to shout at her, she was killed in cold blood. All of her blood was spilling on the pavement when one of the masked men was looking at me on the second floor. 

I need to get out of here, I thought. As I was looking at the door, I saw it was pounding hard. I was backing up against the wall as I was trying to surpass this as one of the nightmares that I have been having lately. I did not know because it was correlated to this event right now, the one that was happening so quickly. I have to escape.

Run, a voice came into my mind as the door broke out of the room.

“Now, you’re coming with us,” the masked man said as he was reaching out for me. I shouted and closed my eyes very tightly, and before I knew it, everything was silent. I prayed that I did not have this dream. It was all in my head. 

I opened my eyes slowly as if I was in an unfamiliar place. It had windows that were shining brightly. The piano was on the side as it stood grandly in the centre of the room. There was a fireplace and a set of sofas with a coffee table in front of them.

“Where am I?” I mumbled as I looked around the room. I saw something or maybe someone in the corner who was standing still.

“Who are you?” I said as I was backing up the wall. The figure moved into the light, and I was surprised by what he said next.

“Welcome home, Kiara, and don’t be alarmed. After all, I am your father,” he said as he was smiling at me. My mother said that I needed to get away from this man, but I fell right into his trap.
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It was the same haunting dream, the same relentless nightmare. I woke up in a jolt, the events from 4 years ago still etched vividly in my mind. The clock read 4 am, a cruel reminder of the sleep I had just managed to grasp 2 hours ago. This nightmare was becoming a relentless torment, a constant companion of my sleepless nights.

I got out of bed. I went to look out the window where the city lights were shiny in their glory. I sighed as I looked at it. My mother’s hometown, as well as my own. After what happened 4 years ago, I met my father. He was a scientist, and his name was Danial Clarke. He was a brilliant scientist. 

I don’t know what made my mother think that he was dangerous, but he seemed that he was ready to redeem himself. At first, I was sceptical, but after a few days with him, I could see that he was sincere in restoring his reputation. 

My mother met him when she was an intern at his company. He was the lead scientist on the teleporting machine, which might seem far-fetched, but he managed to break a code that can help us travel from place to place. 

She had fallen in love with him. They went on dates and decided it was time to build a family. They were engaged by the time when my father’s creation was the debate of the century. My father told the government that he would only use it for good. 

But it’s a shame his funding was shut down. My mother's faith in him shattered, and she decided to call off the wedding. She fled back to Frankfurt, her birthplace, where the Hoffman lineage thrived. The betrayal was palpable in the air, a bitter taste that lingered in my mouth. 

“Your mother was a good woman. She trusted me until someone tainted my reputation. Someone named Debrun,” my father said as he looked outside the window of the house when I had teleported for the first time.

“But it seems that all my work, my hard work, and research have come to a result. And that is you, my dear. Oh, how could I ever be proud?!” He said with such joy as he looked at me before he slumped back into his chair.

“My time was no longer prime, my dear. All I wanted to know was that I had succeeded in my quest, and now I can go in peace,” my father said as he drew his last breath while sitting as we played chess together the previous year. I can still remember the smile that he had when I thought he saw my mother for the last time as they departed for the other world.

I mourned for my father and my mother. I went to Frankfurt to make acquaintances with my relatives. Most of them did not believe me except for one of my great aunts, Aunt Clara. She has been my supporter and helped me to bury my father next to my mother. Her support fuelled my determination to uncover the truth and reclaim my identity.

“Us, Hoffman, must stick together. So, what if you have been gone for 22 years and decided that it is time for you to take your place in the inheritance? Believe me, child, you did the right thing,” she said as we were standing over their grave.

“I don’t know, aunty. It can get worse than a family feud,” I said as I looked at their tombstones. Aunt Clara put her arms around my shoulder. I leaned into her rosy scent.

“It’s okay, child. All good things will come in time,” she said before I told her my insane plan. She refused it at first and refused to go by herself. To search for who I was.

“All the best for you, child, but how can you pay for your expenses?” She asked as I was ready to get out of Germany. I laughed at her as I took the bus.

“It’s okay. I have a job,” I said before I waved at my aunt, and that was the last thing I saw my maternal aunt.

When I was struggling to get my feet on the ground when I was trying to balance my life and work, the news of her death came to me. I couldn’t go back as I was disowned and despised by my relatives. I mourned for her from afar, and sometimes, I saw in my dreams that she would smile at me. 

She left the world in peace, and I was glad that she did.

One day, there was a stranger who came from a faraway land named France. It’s not that far, just across the border from Switzerland. He was looking for something to travel to, the cheapest of our packages. I was the one in charge of his accommodation.

“Hello, monsieur. What can I help you with today?” I asked him in French as he looked at me. His hazel eyes enchanted me, his slick black hair and his smile that could kill a thousand maidens’ hearts.

“Yes, I would love a package for Denmark, please. I suppose you can give me accommodation for a business trip, if you may,” he said as he looked at me. I could feel that a blush was forming on my face.

“Of course, monsieur, just a second,” I said as I was typing into my computer.

“Say, do you have any plans for tonight?” the stranger asked me as I was focusing on my job. But his presence was a distraction itself.

“I don’t know; it depends,” I said as I looked at him, smiling politely.

“Would you like to go to dinner with me then?” He asked as I looked at him. I blinked my eyes a few times as I didn’t believe what I had just heard.

“Dinner?” I asked. He nodded.

“With you?” I said. He nodded.

“Tonight?” I said, and he nodded again.

“Unless you have other inquiries that you need to make,” he said as he looked at me with those hazel eyes of his. I shook my head like a robot. He smiled.

“Good, I will pick you up at 8 then,” he said before he went out of the office. I didn’t know what was going on until I realized two things: I didn’t know where he would pick me up, and I didn’t even ask his name!

I thought rationally that night when I was standing outside the office for hours and hours, hoping that he would come. It was 30 minutes past 8 pm, and to my disappointment, I was stood up by a name that I had just checked: Charles Debrun.

I felt like I had heard this surname before. I went to look it up and searched for it. It turned out that Charles was the son of a famous scientist, Albert Debrun, the man who cracked the teleportation machine and how he managed to get it funded for his research. I went on to search even further. He was once a colleague of my father.

“If I could go back in time, I would not have to trust that Debrun even for a second,” he said as he was telling me about my mother and his life. I gripped my hand as I read the news headline for tonight.

“The son of the famous scientist Albert Debrun, Charles Debrun, who happened to follow in step with his father, was attending the scientific conference right here in Frankfurt. 

“You can see that he was standing with his date, Sophia Hansen. There was a rumour that they might be engaged and be wed at the end of this year,” the announcer said as I looked at him, smiling without care as I looked at his fiancée. Slim, blond and with blue eyes. No wonder he hit on me. I looked just like her.

“Damn you, Debrun. I will make you suffer. I swear on my father’s grave,” I said as I was seeing red before I closed my eyes and I was in a boxing arena. I don’t know how I got there, but I was about to be punched by a woman as I was standing in her way. 

I wasted no time before I went to kick her with all my might. My foster father thought that it was a good idea for me to have military training, and I happened to have one when I was a child. 

I was kicking and punching this poor woman before she stumbled to the floor, and I was declared the winner. I was disqualified as I was not on the list, but luckily, one man seemed to be interested in me. Let’s just call him Boss, as he described himself. And he would be the reason why I was in this situation in the first place.

‘Say, what’s your name?’ He asked as I was walking out of the door. I looked at him casually dressed in black jeans and a sweater. He had his leather jacket on him as well.

“Why should that be any of your concern then?” I asked as I walked out of the alley. I knew that I shouldn’t be there after hours.

“Are you Danial Clarke’s girl?” He said. I stopped in my tracks before I looked at him.

“Who would like to know?” I asked as I looked at him.

“The name’s Boss. You can just call me that. I wanted to offer you something that might be useful in this case,” he said as he was leaning on the wall. I was about to get out of the door before I turned around.

“Not interested,” I said as I opened the door and left him.

“Wait, I know you want to be like the person that you adored so much. What is her name again? Ah! Black widow. You can be like her,” he said as he looked at me. Now, this part got me interested in his job. 

“What is it about?” I asked as I stood in front of him. He smirked before he showed me a card.

“Let’s just say I’m a trader,” he said before I looked at the card. It’s worth a million jobs, as I read it. I smiled before I held my hand at him.

“Deal, but I need a favour,” I said as I looked at him.

“Anything,” he said.

“I want to get back at Charles Debrun, as you might know him,” I said smugly. He nodded.

“Deal,” he shook my hands, and everything was history.
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5 years later

I don’t know what went wrong. I was in the right place for everything to be perfect. My wedding to Sophia and my lab were successful. I was building an empire when Sabrina Dubois and her boyfriend, Nathan White, destroyed everything.

I was coughing, disoriented, as I fled the lair moments before it self-destructed. A voice, unfamiliar yet strangely compelling, pierced through the chaos, adding to the sense of imminent danger.

“Hello, doctor,” a voice, familiar yet unexpected, called out to me. I looked up to see who it was, but I couldn’t discern her identity as she was wearing a fedora. With a dramatic flair, she removed the fedora, revealing her face.

“It never looked good on me. I just did that for the dramatic entrance,” Kiara’s British accent was showing in her talk as she was coming at me.

“You? But I thought you were—” I began, my voice catching in my throat as she interrupted me.

‘Dead? Oh, doctor, you have so much to learn than just listen to what my parents told you, but I could say the same about you, doctor. You look well instead of being six feet underground,” she said as I could hear the alarm was about to blow up.

“Look, we need to get out of here. Now,” I said as Kiara was casually walking toward me.

“Why the rush, doctor? We have just seen each other for 5 years between your death and mine. Why don’t we get to know each other a little? After all, you owed me that,” she said as she pulled me closer before she kissed me on my lips. And just like that, the view was gone from my sight. The kiss was a mix of longing and anger, a testament to our complicated past.

It was magical. It was more magical than I could ever have with Sabrina or Sophia. They were extraordinary, but this one, these lips, this woman, was out of this world. I moaned and groaned as I knew that I might be getting into something a little more dangerous than it already was, intensifying the romantic tension.

After that kiss, I felt like I had been transported to another realm. When I opened my eyes, Kiara was standing before me, a mischievous glint in her eyes.

“Welcome back, doc,” she said as I looked around the room. It was the first lab that I ever worked in and with the people that I used to know.

“Why did you bring me here?” I asked her as she was leaning on the wall.

“It is I that asked her to bring you here,” a voice came from the dark before it revealed who he was, adding to the mystery of the situation. 

“You! I thought you were...” 

It was the last thing I said as I looked at him.

“What, dead? Oh, death was only a fragment of time, but knowledge lasts forever, don’t you agree, my dear doctor?” He said as he smiled wickedly at me.

I was speechless, overwhelmed by the sudden turn of events. The man and the woman I had just shared a kiss with were now threatening my life. I felt a mix of fear, confusion, and a strange sense of longing for the woman who had just kissed me.

“Why the long face, doc? I thought you’d be thrilled to see me,” the woman in the fedora said, her tone now confident and assertive. She removed her hat, revealing the same face I had seen in her office but now exuding a newfound confidence.

“What do you want?” I asked as I was standing still on my feet. The man that I only knew as Boss was looking at me, smirking from his high chair.

“We need you for something that only you can give to us,” he said as he crossed his arms. I arched my eyebrows at him, wondering what could be so important that they would risk their lives to bring me back.

“And is that?” I asked him.

“Ms. Kiara Hoffman will explain. I hope that’s okay with you, considering that you two had—” he cut off before I heard that again.

“Yes, we are fine. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I have something to discuss with Ms. Hoffman,” I said as I looked at her. She was leaning on the table and eyeing me before she got up and walked toward one of the rooms that were vacant at the moment. She opened the door before she urged me to get inside.

“After you,” Kiara said as I walked inside it. She walked in after me before closing the door, and I took a seat at the table provided. She took a seat opposite of me before she looked at me.

“So, what is it?” I asked her as she was silent for more than 5 minutes. I was sweating under her stare. Her blue eyes were staring at me like a cat. I don’t make any movement. After I felt the tension was too much, I cleared my throat. Kiara raised an eyebrow at me.

“Please, I don’t have much time,” I said before I went to get up. Unexpectedly, Kiara went on top of me as she straddled my lap, and I was seated again.

“Don’t be so boring, doc. I know that you have something for me,” she whispered into my ear as I was chilled to my bones by her cold voice.

“What? I don’t even know what you want, woman!” I exclaimed before she looked at me and slapped me.

The nerve of a woman!

“I told you to have something of mine. All I merely ask you to return it,” Kiara said as she stood up and pushed me back on the chair.

“I don’t know what you’re asking for, Kiara!” I exclaimed as her name lingered on my lips. It had been forever since I looked at her, smelled her feminine scent and kissed her delectable lips.

“Eyes up here, doc,” she said as I was forced to look into her eyes. How wonderful it was to get lost in there. She sighed before she let me go and stood in the corner.

“Do you believe in a second chance, Charles?” Kiara said as she spoke my name. I nodded, unable to let out my voice. She turned at me as she looked at me.

“Well, do you agree or not?” She asked again as she looked at me with her icy glare.

“Yes, of course, I would. I would do anything to clear my name once more,” I said as I was looking at her. She was smiling wickedly when she looked at me.

“So, you wanted to clear your name from the scandal that you have with the CIA and Interpol, is that correct?” She asked. I nodded.

“Hence, you will do anything to make that happen, yes?” She asked again. I nodded again.

“Then, you have to do what I say, Doc, as I’m the key to your new clean slate,” Kiara’s voice lingered in my left ear as I could smell her delectable perfume on me.

“Do we have a deal?” She said as I could feel my bulge growing inside my pants.

“Yes,” I panted as I answered her. She smiled as she chuckled lowly at me.

“Good. Now, let’s go back to your house,” she said before she pulled me up and kissed me again. This time, I was prepared, ready to kiss her back, but we had reached our destination, and she let me go instantly. She went to the door of my apartment in Zurich, and she urged me to unlock it. 

“After you,” she said as she looked at me. I went to scan my biometrics, and the doors were unlocked. I opened it and allowed her to get inside. I had never had anyone come over to this apartment before as it was my solitude from the outside world, from craziness.

“Cool apartment,” she said as she turned to me.
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After years and years of searching for Charles Debrun, I came across the news that he was the new chairperson of a company in Denmark. He was happy with Sophia, his fiancée, by his side, but I knew that smile. It was a fake smile, as he was only smiling at the camera. 

I had made a bargain with him and now stood inside his private apartment in Zurich, Switzerland. I don’t know if he noticed my stance, but I know that I have been here before.

“So, let’s talk,” I said as I took a seat on his sofa. He stood in front of me as I rested my arms on the armrest.

“Do you know about your father’s research on teleportation?” I asked as I looked at him. He was looking at me before he simply said, “No,”

“No?” I asked as I was not quite sure if I heard it right.

“No, I don’t even know what you are talking about, Kiara! And if you are going to talk nonsense, I suggest you leave,” Charles said. Before he reached the doorknob, I threw a dagger close to the handle.

“You made a bargain with me, and I will not rest until you dig up some old family secrets and give them to me as I want,” I said as I stood up and went to his side. He was backing up from me as he knew that messing with me now would be dangerous.

“Now, why don’t we start that tomorrow?” I said as I smoothed his shirt on his chest.

“Why not now?” Charles asked timidly. I liked it when he trembled under my hands.

“Well, for now. I want you,” I said before I claimed Charles’ lips and kissed him with all my might.
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Holy mother of God!

I don’t know. Even after 5 years and all that has been happening between us, Kiara still jumped on me and kissed me like she fucking owned my lips. Not that I was complaining. It was...unexpectedly pleasant to know that she wanted me.

I groaned as I was lying down on the floor as I was roaming her body. She was still kissing my lips as I was trying to get the upper hand on her. But she was fast at grasping what I was about to do.

“No, not this time, doc,” she whispered before she bit on my earlobe, and I moaned at the contact. She chuckled wickedly before she unbuttoned my shirt as I was too dazed to do anything. She was looking intensely at me before she stopped in her tracks. I looked at her before she shook her head and got off me.

“Kiara?”

“Don’t say my name,” she said as she was breathing hard, trying to control her emotions, I supposed.

“What’s wrong?” I said as I went to sit up before she was pacing back and forth in front of me, closing her eyes.

“None of your concern, Debrun,” her icy voice was back, and I know now that she was not the Kiara I knew, but a cold-stoned-hearted one after that incident 5 years ago. She turned to look at me as if my buttons were in disarray, all because of her delicate fingers.

Oh, I found those fingers 5 long years ago.

“No time to lose. I think we can start to search for that now, and I think we have some business to attend to for the King of Hungary,” she said as she looked down at me, crossing her hands in front of her chest.

“The King of Hungary? King Peter? What does he want now?” I asked before I got up and buttoned my shirt again. Kiara was looking at my hands. Her eyes were dark, and her breath quickened. 

I was not the only one who could not control my desires.

“He wants us to uncover the true mastermind of Princess Christine Rovski of Hungary. There was an attempt on a Finnish princess as well when the future King and Queen of Finland was in Hungary. I think someone wants to destroy the monarchies of European countries,” she said before she went to look out the window to stare outside. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
[HE SWISS SAVANT





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





