
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Diamond's Deception

        

        
        
          Nova Halloway

        

        
          Published by Nova Halloway, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      DIAMOND'S DECEPTION

    

    
      First edition. July 10, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Nova Halloway.

    

    
    
      Written by Nova Halloway.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1: Gilded Chains & Shifting Shadows
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The serene chime of the door barely disturbed the curated calm of Monet Gold, Zaria's boutique—a haven of soft jazz, warm candle-scents, and the subtle glint of ambition. Sunlight, filtered through the grand front windows, splintered into a thousand diamonds across the polished display cases, setting the meticulously arranged jewelry ablaze. Every surface, every gem, gleamed with an expensive, unblemished perfection. 

Zaria Monet, her movements precise and deliberate, adjusted the final choker on its stand—a weighty piece of gold, its yellow stone capturing the light in a breathtaking dance. She stepped back, assessing her reflection in the tall mirror behind the counter. Her gold hoop earrings caught the light, new braids pulled back neatly from her face, a sweep of dark red lipstick completing the poised facade. A small, almost imperceptible smile touched her lips. Tonight, everything had to be flawless. 

The trunk show, hosted by the esteemed Parisian fashion house Elan Rue, was more than an event; it was the precipice of a new future. If successful, her designs would transcend Atlanta’s best-kept secret, gracing international showcases and stores overseas.  She drew a slow, fortifying breath, her gaze sweeping across her domain—the gold velvet, the gleaming glass, the artful play of light. This space, built from nothing, was her meticulously crafted kingdom. 

Bianca, her assistant, breezed in from the back, armed with two lattes and a clipboard, an infectious energy radiating from her stylish silhouette. “The banner’s up,” she announced, checking her notes. “Champagne and the flower wall are enroute. Zuri Blaze just called—her flight from L.A. is in the air.” 

Zaria accepted the latte with a curt nod. “Good work, B. That raise is already earned.”  Bianca’s grin was wide. “Don’t forget me when you’re blowing up in Milan.”  A faint smirk played on Zaria’s lips. “You’ll be right there with me.” 

As Bianca turned to fuss with a display, Zaria’s gaze drifted to the mirror once more—and then, she froze. 

Standing just outside the boutique’s front door was a man. Tall, broad-shouldered, a familiar gold chain glinting at his neck. The dark glass rendered him a mere shadow, yet Zaria knew him with chilling certainty. Her heart, usually so steady, hammered against her ribs. 

The soft ding of the door echoed, and he stepped inside, his movements slow, deliberate, as if he owned the space, yet simultaneously aware that he didn't belong. Zaria found herself rooted to the spot, unable to move. 

It was Deon Carmichael. 

Five years. Five years since she last saw him, since the night everything unraveled. The night of the diamond job in Miami, the night she shed her old life, her old name, and painstakingly became Zaria Monet. Deon looked older, a touch rougher, but his sharp eyes and the dangerous charm remained. He looked at her as if no time had passed at all. 

Bianca, sensing the shift in the air, stepped forward hesitantly. “Can I help you?” 

Deon didn’t acknowledge her. His gaze remained fixed on Zaria. “Nah. I’m right where I need to be.” 

Zaria’s voice was a tightly controlled whisper, her panic a frantic drum inside her chest. “What are you doing here, Deon?” 

He closed the distance, close enough for her to catch the familiar, warm scent of his cologne. Then, from his pocket, he produced it. 

A gold pendant. Worn, scratched, hauntingly familiar. Its unique design was one she hadn't seen since the night she fled her past. Only a handful of people knew of its existence. Zaria’s chest constricted. 

He held it out, a silent challenge. “We need to talk,” he said, his voice low. “They know you’re alive.” 

The boutique, once a sanctuary, suddenly felt suffocating. The pendant caught the light, casting distorted shadows across the floor.  Bianca’s voice was laced with worry. “Z... who is this guy?” 

Zaria couldn’t answer. Her eyes remained locked on Deon, on the undeniable past he had just brought crashing into her meticulously constructed present. She didn't blink. 

And neither did her reflection. 
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Chapter 2: The Pendant Problem
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Zaria locked the boutique door behind her with a swift click, the sound reverberating in the sudden silence. She flipped the sign to CLOSED, ignoring the irony that the biggest night of her career was just hours away. It didn’t matter. Not now. Her mind spun too fast, the weight of Deon’s return pressing on her chest like a stone, threatening to crack the carefully constructed world of Zaria Monet. Every shimmering display case, every meticulously placed jewel, felt fragile, ready to shatter.

“Follow me,” she snapped, already striding toward the back office without a backward glance. Her steps were quick, purposeful, a desperate attempt to outpace the rising panic within her.

Deon followed silently, his presence a heavy shadow at her back. His steps were unhurried, confident, like he owned the ground beneath his feet. That same quiet swagger that once drew her in was now setting her teeth on edge. He hadn’t changed—not the way he moved, not the way he stared like he could read her soul, and definitely not the way he simply dropped back into her life as if five years had been nothing more than a passing thought.

Inside the office, she flicked on the overhead light, its stark fluorescent glow illuminating the familiar clutter of design sketches, fabric swatches, and half-finished prototypes. She pointed to the worn leather chair across from her desk, the gesture less an invitation and more a command.
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