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The author loves writing and has been telling stories for most of her life. Yet, he was more attracted to a story’s telling than the story itself; he embarked on an industrial automation and teaching profession, leaving his literary aspirations on the shelf for over forty years. However, his love for fiction remained intact, thus forming a rather profound, accurate, and rich in life experience voice.

He started publishing late in his life, showing his passion for telling stories. People always look forward to reading his stories since they contain adventure, self-discovery, and optimism in people. These stories are heart-touching, and their impact remains etched in the hearts and minds of people for years.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Orchid Network – Synopsis
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Eva Rousseau is the ultimate defence against a global collapse through her role as an elite operative who fights against science-based weapons and salvation. A series of world leader deaths caused by genetically modified orchids forces Eva into the deadly operations of The Orchid Network, which uses fake natural beauty to create bio-weapons.

The Maestro is a merciless visionary who plans to control global life-and-death decisions through his world-altering plan. Eva fights against time through the glowing Vienna streets and Amazon jungle while breaking down scientists, corporate leaders, and assassins who poison the earth for power.

Eva's pursuit of the assassins results in their pursuit of her. Personal revenge now drives the survival struggle, which surpasses its original purpose of justice. The orchids have started to bloom while time runs out for the world.

Plants exist for healing purposes. These are designed to kill. 
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Chapter 1: A Petal of Death 
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One moment, he was delivering a welcome speech in Vienna’s grandest, most ostentatious hall, champagne glass in hand. “Ladies and gentlemen, I am here today with the distinction of welcoming you all to Vienna,” he said. The next, his body fell from his chair, as lifeless as a puppet whose strings had been cut.

The audience stood still. No one even dared to breathe as all eyes locked on his black tuxedo and the dark badge pinned to his lapel. There, damning and undeniable, lay an orchid—its whiteness so pure it seemed dipped in blood.

Eva Rousseau was standing above the hustle, crossing her arms on the railing and looking down with her cold eyes. She didn’t need to be a forensics expert to understand what had just happened. The talk of a heart attack or fainting was mere rumours. The young man’s nervous system had been systematically destroyed by a poison dripping from the flower—one that bore an uncanny resemblance to an orchid. This was no mere decoration. It was a weapon.

Elegant. Quiet. Deadly.

The Orchid Network had done its work again. For example, the Painter’s Pots had a flowering season of March/April since it was reported to bloom for two consecutive months, and there was even information on its last blooming period.

A cry rang out, interrupting the quiet grumbles and then the sound of the trays and glasses shattering to the ground. Chaos rippled through the room. Champagne splattered, pearls clattered to the floor, and chaos erupted as men and women stumbled about in utter confusion. Waiters froze with trays in hand while security barked into walkie-talkies, desperately trying to restore order.

Eva didn’t flinch. Her eyes swept over the crowd, calm and deliberate, like someone well-accustomed to pulling the trigger—cold, focused, and unshaken. In that sea of chaos, at least one person knew the truth. That person would endeavour to escape before the fog of confusion turned to froth.

“Rousseau.” A voice whispered through her radio. It was Wright, only his voice held on the line though it sounded rigid; this tension wasn’t hidden well enough. “It’s confirmed. Orchid Network’s work. Your target might still be in the room.”

Fear and excitement ran through her, and her mind became clearer. The one who had brought the orchid would not stay for a moment. They’d either blend in with the other students or exit the premises through one of the doors.

“Knowing that,” Eva responded formally, keeping with their new behavioural pattern, without any real emotion.

I recognised him immediately—a man in a silver mask, a graceful figure for someone who seemed unnatural in any form of battle. He moved through the masses as if in water, avoiding each person; he looked too aware of his actions, too stiff. His eyes shifted to the direction of the northwest exit.

Eva moved.

She descended the marble steps in polished heels, her measured pace betraying no hint of wasted time. A woman frantically ran, throwing Eva to the side, but she carried on as her life depended on it! She concentrated on the man in the silver mask only.

“Northwest exit,” She said softly into the mouthpiece.

“Backup’s five minutes out,” Wright said calmly.

A small half-smile was on Eva’s face. “I’ll be done in three.”

As she stepped out of the ballroom, the noise faded away, leaving her in a sudden, sterile silence. The air outside was cool and sterile, carrying the sharp scent of floor polish—a stark contrast to the chaos and opulence she’d just left behind. Gone was the polished guest in a ballgown. Now, Eva was a hunter and every action she made, every decision she made was planned.

The man quickened his pace. Eva followed her steps silently and measured. He pushed the door open and entered a poorly illuminated dark corridor. After him, she slipped in; she didn’t bat an eye.

He hesitated for a moment. It was all she needed.

With swift precision, Eva closed the gap, slashing her blade across his stomach twice. He bent down to clutch at his abdomen painfully. He barely had time to react before she had him pinned against the wall, her blade pressed firmly to his throat.

The silver mask fell from his hand and rolled over in front of him and a young man of less than twenty-one years, his forehead confined with a line of perspiration. His eyes darted to a door they both knew wasn’t an option for escape.

Eva’s voice was soft, calm, and laced with menace. “Start talking.”
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Chapter 2: Scepter’s Shadow
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Eva stared at the man—seconds stretched into what felt like an eternity. His breathing was shallow and ragged; his eyes darted wildly between her and the blade at his throat. His lips were quivering, as if he wanted to talk but couldn’t get the words out.

Her voice was low, steady, almost kind—but left no room for argument. "You're going to talk.'" "And if you lie, I” ll know. "What is it with the flower?"

The man gulped, felt Adam’s apple push against the edge of the blade and stammered, "I—I don’t know anything. "They just told me to deliver it!."

"Deliver it?" She pressed the blade closer to his throat, her eyes narrowing. "To who? The diplomat?"

Frantically nodding, his body trembling. "Yeah! Yeah! They said he'd take it if he knew what it was for. That’s all I know, I swear!"

Eva’s jaw tightened. Maybe it was just another lie. Still, his words raised her suspicions. But she knew when to leave something be. The time was ticking, and there were bigger fish to catch. She wasn’t going to waste another second.

She pulled the blade back, took a step away, and her voice became cold. "I don’t have time to fuck around”.

The man didn’t need any more convincing. He bolted into the alley's shadows where his life depended on it—because it did.

Eva sighed and looked at her dress. She wiped the blade on her dress, smearing its silk fabric. It didn’t matter. She adjusted her communication earpiece and returned to the ballroom’s rear entrance.

"She said northwest alley’s clear." "Our guy was a courier. "He is very, very young, very, very dumb, and very, very scared out of his mind."

Julian’s voice crackled in her ear. "Did he give you anything?  Anything about the flower?"

Eva answered with a clipped voice, ‘Just more proof that they’re getting bolder.” "Now they’re handing out death-like party favours."

Julian sighed. Better get back to base then. 'That means Callahan’s going to want a full debrief.'"

From the outside, Scepter’s HQ was just another unremarkable office block in Vienna’s crowded city centre. It was a different world inside. Focused faces glowed under the harsh light of monitors, and analysts hunched with quiet urgency. There was tension, the kind that seeped into your bones, ticking with the kind of quiet urgency that makes every motion look meaningful. You are silenced by it, and agents move ever so soundlessly. You couldn’t hear it, but you could feel it.

Eva opened the door to the briefing room. Her boss’s usual scowl was waiting for her. Files were stacked on the table in front of him, but his eyes remained on her. He had a way of making you feel like you were already in trouble—even when you weren’t.

'You’ve had an interesting night,' he said, waving at the chair before him.

"Yeah, you could say that." Eva slumped into the chair and crossed her arms. A dead diplomat and a freaky orchid, news the courier we caught could not tell me much." Just another pawn."

Slowly nodding, Callahan locked his fingers. The Orchid Network is simple: that’s how it operates. People like that are used to hide the real players. Each one, however, was falling into place."

He slid a photo across the table and opened one of the files. Tonight’s flower wasn’t identical, but it bore the same name and the same pale, deadly petals.

Callahan added, 'This isn’t their first kill'. 'For months, we've been tracking these incidents.' High-profile targets dropping dead in public places. Always the same MO: engineered orchid, no traceable leads, paralytic toxins. Until tonight."

Eva sat forward to look at the photo. "What’s different about tonight??"

Almost a smile began at Callahan’s mouth but stopped short. "You. He may not be much of a courier, but he’s a lead. Further proof that their network is bigger than we think. They’re not just going after politicians anymore. They’re sending a message."

"And what’s the message?" She already felt bad about the answer, but Eva still asked.

"That they can kill anyone, anywhere, anytime," Callahan said, his voice flat. "There’s nothing anybody can do to stop them."

Eva twisted her stomach, but she kept her face blank. "So, what’s the plan? You’ve got one, right?"

Callahan opened another file and put it across the table. This one held a name: Lucian Voss. A grainy photo of a man in his mid-thirties, sharply featured and impeccably dressed, sat beneath it. His eyes held the brilliance, madness or both of someone who was highly intelligent.

"Lucian Voss,” Callahan said. “Botanist. Geneticist. He’s tied to the orchids. We don’t know much about him. He's been seen at numerous high-profile events in which people involved died afterwards. He’s our next lead."

"And you want me to do what? See if you can cosy up to him and find out what he knows?" Eva arched an eyebrow.

"Exactly. We’ve dropped you into his orbit as Claire Durant, a freelance journalist who likes plants. But hey, build some trust, learn what you can, and we'll step in when we have enough intel."

Eva smirked. "Sounds easy enough."

"It’s not," Callahan snapped. "These people are dangerous. If they figure out who you really are, they won’t think twice before killing you. And this time, there’s no safety net. You’re on your own."

But she did not flinch when she met his gaze. "Wouldn’t be my first rodeo."

He nodded grimly. "Good. In exactly three hours, you are heading to Paris. Travel light."

Eva tipped forward, grabbing the files. "Always do."

His voice trailed her as she left the room. "Rousseau."

In the doorway, she paused and looked back. "Yeah?"

Callahan said, his voice low, “Don’t underestimate them.” "This is nothing you’ve ever encountered in the Orchid Network."

A flicker of doubt for the first time that night. And she had buried it deep down. It couldn’t reach her. She had a job to do.

Eva quickly packed and returned to her flat. She packed only the essentials: a burner phone, the knife strapped to her thigh, and the striking black dress. When the plane took off, Vienna's lights dumped below her. Her focus had returned.

Somewhere in Paris, Lucian Voss waited—holding the answers she needed. If he thought he could outsmart her, he had no idea who he was up against.
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Chapter 3: The Orchid Assassin
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Eva had never felt at home in Paris. Paris was a chaotic mix of calm and grit but undeniably beautiful. She hadn’t walked these streets in years, and the city hadn’t changed much. She could smell fresh bread and the hum of life that didn’t care what the hour was.

She perched on the edge of the sidewalk as a taxi pulled away, her heel tapping lightly against the pavement while she adjusted her scarf. The street had the kind of trendy charm that held together as long as you didn’t look too closely. According to her intel, there was a good chance Lucian Voss would stop by—this was his place. According to her intel, he used to sip on overpriced espresso, flicking through vague botanical journals in his afternoons. Pretentious? Sure. Predictable? Absolutely.!

It was warm inside the cafe, and it was buzzing. The aroma of coffee and pastries filled the air. Tourists and locals sat at the tables. Her eyes scanned the room—quick, sharp, but trying for casual. No sign of him yet. Good. Ordering a cappuccino, she leaned back at the back of the café, next to the door. It was a game of patience.

As she waited, she rehearsed her cover story: Claire Durant, freelance journalist and botanical enthusiast, here to write a feature on rare and endangered plants. The trick was to make it look easy, so she'd practised doing it a hundred times on the plane. Whoever she was on the phone, if she was too rehearsed, he would see through her in a second.

The doorbell jingled softly overhead, and instinctively, Eva tensed. Without raising her eyes, she slowly lifted them upward and to the entrance, taking a slow draw on her coffee.

There he was.

Lucian Voss.

His dark hair, deep pools of eyes, sharp features, and smooth jaw—he was not very tall—had fallen slightly too perfectly into place. He radiated confidence. He’d shrugged off his charcoal grey coat, revealing a crisp white shirt and one of those absurdly expensive scarves that could probably buy out the whole café. One hand rested on a small book, the other on a skinny, slim leather briefcase.

He took his eyes off her expressionless face and went to the counter. His smile could sell anything to anyone, and he greeted the barista. He ordered, took his green drink and sat at a table by the window in her sight.

She had to get closer to him after beating his drink with a teaspoon and letting him settle in. The timing was everything.

She got up and slowly went over to his table, grabbing her notebook and pen. She paused and stretched the moment out to a reasonable length.

"Excuse me," she said, her tone light and slightly apologetic. "Are you Lucian Voss?"

He looked up for a split second, and there was a flicker of surprise in his eyes. It was subtle if you could feel it. With that, he softened his face into practised easy charm.

"I am," he said, setting his book down. "And you are?"

"Claire Durant," she said, offering her hand. "I'm a journalist, and I am writing about rare plants. I hope I'm not interrupting."

She took his hand for a moment and smiled at him. He didn’t squeeze her hand. "Not at all. Rare plants, you say? That’s very close to me. Please, sit."

She sat down on a chair, her notebook shoved under the table. "Thank you. In any case, I'll admit, I wasn’t sure you would be here ... and I’ve been trying to find you for weeks. You know it's fascinating with what you do...”

"Fascinating," he repeated, leaning back slightly. He placed her in categories and filed her away. Not in a predatory way, but so he didn’t forget their faces, their quirks. I don’t hear that word often. Obscure, maybe. Niche, definitely. But fascinating? That’s flattering."

She laughed softly. Her tone was light. "I mean it. I had to give you some credit for your research on orchids, specifically those... more niche things. And frankly, it is also a little mysterious."

"Mysterious," he echoed, his lips curving into a faint smile. "Well, that depends on what you consider mysterious, Miss Durant."

She tilted her head slightly, her expression curious. 'I’m especially interested in stories about your work—like species thought to be extinct reappearing, or orchids thriving in
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