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  Foreword



Darby Montgomery knows how to light up a room. With her sharp fashion sense, quick wit, and unstoppable confidence, she’s the life of the party. But a fun night out at the club turns deadly when Darby gets caught in a murder plot involving the notorious gangster Gia Carbone. Now, surrounded by her fierce friends Ethelyn, Fellie, and the flamboyant Blaze, Darby must navigate a world of danger, drugs, and ruthless women. Will her humor and bold spirit be enough to outsmart Gia and survive the night? Join Darby in “In The Mix” for a wild ride of laughter and suspense.








  
  
  Introduction

  
  




Welcome To The Shear Brilliance Beauty Salon: A Brooklyn Thriller




Darby Montgomery knows how to light up a room. A bold hair salon owner with a flair for fashion, she shines alongside her equally flamboyant friends. But one wild Friday night at the club takes a dark turn. A chance encounter with a ruthless gangster, Gia Carbone, throws Darby into a deadly game. With laughter now drowned in danger, she must navigate a world of crime and chaos. Will her sharp wit and vibrant spirit be enough to outsmart Gia and her fierce crew? Join Darby as she fights to reclaim her night—and her life.






I

Part 1: The Spark
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  Chapter 1: Brooklyn Beat

  
  




The scent of perm solution, fresh shampoo, and the faint, sweet perfume of blossoming ambition clung to the air of “Shear Brilliance.” Darby Montgomery, a woman whose mere presence could command a room, surveyed her domain with a satisfied smirk. Her short, black hair, sculpted into a daring asymmetrical cut, shimmered under the salon lights, a perfect testament to her own artistry. She moved with an easy grace, a mocha-skinned goddess draped in a tailored fuchsia pant suit, the kind of outfit that whispered “expensive” and shouted “flamboyant.”




“Girl, you look like a walking fashion explosion today,” Blaze Toussaint commented, leaning against a styling chair, his golden-brown skin glowing under the salon’s warm glow. Blaze, Darby’s best friend and emotional twin, was a vision in a silk printed shirt that could have graced a runway, paired with impeccably tailored trousers. His own hair, a meticulously faded cut, was a work of art in itself. “And that’s saying something, even for you.”




Darby spun, striking a mock pose. “Please, darling. This isn’t an explosion; it’s a calculated detonation of sartorial excellence. One must always be prepared to stun.” She winked, adjusting the cuff of her jacket. “Besides, tonight is Friday night. The city calls, and I, for one, intend to answer in style.”




Blaze chuckled, a rich, throaty sound that always made people smile. “Tell me about it. My feet are already itching for some rhythm. Ethelyn and Fellie are meeting us at The Obsidian, right?”




“Precisely,” Darby confirmed, her eyes sparkling with anticipation. “Ethelyn promised to bring her newest batch of gossip, and you know Fellie always has a story about some fool she met online.”




Ethelyn Hemingway, a light-brown toffee-skinned woman with a laugh that could brighten the darkest day, was their resident sage and gossip queen. Fellie Oakes, medium brown and practical, often served as their grounding force, though she was just as quick to dive into a good time. Together, they were an unstoppable quartet, navigating the vibrant, chaotic, and utterly mesmerizing tapestry that was Brooklyn.




Darby loved Brooklyn. Loved its grit, its glamour, its constant hum of life. Her salon, nestled in a bustling part of the borough, was a microcosm of it all – a place where stories were shared, confidence was built, and transformations happened, one snip and dye job at a time. But tonight, the salon was closed. Tonight, it was about leaving the scissors behind and stepping into the neon-lit heart of their beloved city.




“You know what, Blaze?” Darby said, grabbing her clutch, a dazzling sequined number. “Tonight feels like a night for a little bit of magic. Or maybe just a whole lot of mischief.”




Blaze clapped his hands together. “Mischief it is, then. Let’s paint the town fabulous.”
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  Chapter 2: Neon Nights

  
  




The Obsidian pulsed. It wasn’t just music; it was a living, breathing entity, vibrating through the floor, up the soles of their designer shoes, and into their very bones. Lights, an amethyst and sapphire kaleidoscope, swept across the packed dance floor, illuminating a mosaic of bodies swaying, grinding, and losing themselves in the moment. The air hummed with energy, a heady cocktail of expensive cologne, exotic drinks, and the sheer, unadulterated joy of a Friday night in Brooklyn.




Darby, a vision in an emerald green jumpsuit that shimmered with every move, was in her element. Her short hair, perfectly styled, caught the light as she laughed, her head thrown back, a sound infectious enough to make strangers turn and smile. Beside her, Blaze was a whirlwind of motion, his silk shirt a blur of color as he channeled the music through his body, his movements fluid and unapologetically expressive.




Ethelyn, chic in a form-fitting black dress, sipped her lychee martini, her eyes dancing as she watched the crowd. “This is exactly what I needed after a week of soul-crushing paperwork,” she declared, raising her glass.




Fellie, elegant in a tailored white pantsuit, nodded in agreement. “And the music? Chef’s kiss. That DJ knows what’s up.”




Their table, strategically located near the bar but with a view of the main dance floor, was littered with empty glasses and the remnants of their shared laughter. They’d already discussed Ethelyn’s new office drama, Fellie’s disastrous blind date, and Blaze’s latest triumph at a drag queen karaoke night. Now, they were just enjoying the collective energy.




“Another round of those Passionfruit Palomas, please, darling!” Darby called out to the bartender, her voice easily cutting through the thumping bass. She turned back to her friends, her eyes sparkling. “This is living, isn’t it? Just us, good music, and the finest drinks this side of the East River.”




Blaze leaned in, a mischievous glint in his eye. “Speaking of fine, did you see that specimen by the VIP section? Tall, dark, and looks like he was sculpted by angels.”




Darby followed his gaze, a playful hum on her lips. “Mm, I appreciate the artistry, but my focus tonight is purely on the sensory experience. The thrum of the bass, the zing of the tequila, the camaraderie of my beloved tribe.” She gestured grandly to her friends.




They ordered another round, laughing, gossiping, and occasionally venturing onto the dance floor to show off their synchronized moves – a tradition as old as their friendship. The Obsidian was a sanctuary of joy, a vibrant escape from the mundane, and they soaked it all in, oblivious to the subtle currents of danger that sometimes snaked through even the most glittering corners of their city.
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  Chapter 3: A Shadow in the Crowd

  
  




The night was peaking. The air was thick with sweat and excitement, the music a relentless beat. Darby, having just returned from a particularly vigorous dance session with Blaze, felt a prickle of unease. It was subtle, like static electricity on her skin, out of place amidst the general euphoria.


Her eyes, scanning the crowded room for the bartender, snagged on a figure near the perimeter. A woman. Not dancing, not laughing, just… watching. She was striking in a way that commanded attention even in the dazzling chaos – sharp features, dark, intense eyes, and an expensive, severe-looking charcoal suit that seemed to swallow the light. Her presence was a stark contrast to the carefree abandon surrounding her.


Gia Carbone. The name, had Darby known it, would have conjured images of cold steel and ruthless ambition. But Darby just saw a beautiful, formidable woman who looked decidedly out of place in the vibrant, joyous club. There was a hard edge to her, a stillness that spoke of coiled potential energy. A predator, perhaps, observing her prey.


Darby, ever the people-watcher, found herself intrigued. Who was this ice queen amidst the revelry? Her flamboyant nature usually drew such individuals out, either in admiration or disdain. But Gia Carbone simply held her gaze for a beat too long, her expression unreadable, before smoothly shifting her attention. It was a brief, unsettling moment, a flicker of something cold in the otherwise warm glow of the club.


Darby shook her head, dismissing the feeling. Probably just another rich socialite bored with the plebeian masses. Or maybe a fashion critic, judging her emerald jumpsuit. She chuckled silently. Let them judge. Darby Montgomery owned her style, owned her space.


She turned to rejoin her friends, reaching for her almost-empty glass, ready to dive back into the frothy tide of conversation and rhythm. But as she did, a sudden surge in the crowd, a collective lurch, sent a ripple through the dance floor. Someone had bumped her, hard. Her drink sloshed, threatening to spill.


“Whoa!” Blaze exclaimed, steadying her. “Watch it, folks!”


Darby muttered a light curse, wiping a few drops of liquid from her sleeve. She looked up, annoyed, to see who had caused the commotion. Her gaze landed not on the person who bumped her, but on something just beyond them.


A flash of movement. A quick, brutal shove. And then, a man, who had been laughing moments before, slumped against the wall, his eyes wide and vacant. His hand, still holding a drink, slowly slipped, and the glass shattered on the floor, the sound surprisingly loud in the momentary lull that followed the collision.


And then, just as quickly, the crowd surged again, covering the scene. But not before Darby saw it.


She saw Gia Carbone, her severe expression momentarily breaking into a flash of cold fury, her hand withdrawing from the man’s side. And in that fleeting instant, as the sapphire lights swept over them, Darby saw a glint of metal, small and




















