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Description

A glittering diamond. A perfect illusion. A thief who vanished into thin air.

When a rare 3.7-carat diamond disappears from one of Kolkata’s most prestigious jewelers in broad daylight—with no break-in, no alarms, and no witnesses—it’s not just a theft. It’s a performance.

Enter Detective Dujo, a man who doesn’t just chase criminals—he dissects their psychology. What begins as a simple case of stolen gems quickly spirals into a gripping hunt across cities, false identities, and masterfully executed illusions.

The suspect? A soft-spoken gentleman with a flawless smile and a sleight of hand that has left even security footage baffled.

But Dujo knows better.

He knows every illusion has a flaw.
Every lie leaves a shadow.
And every perfect crime eventually unravels—one silent thread at a time.
Perfect for fans of Sherlock Holmes, Agatha Christie, and modern heist thrillers, The Mystery of Diamond Theft is a masterclass in deception, deduction, and dazzling suspense.
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Some crimes leave behind shattered locks and broken glass.

This one left behind silence.

In a world where diamonds are protected by vaults, cameras, and trust, what happens when the thief doesn't break in—but walks out the front door smiling?

The Mystery of Diamond Theft is not just a story of stolen jewels. It’s a story of confidence, illusion, and the subtle art of deception. It explores how the human mind can be both the perfect weapon—and the perfect blind spot.

Through the lens of Detective Dujo, a man who reads motives as others read books, this novel peels back the glittering surface of luxury and reveals the shadows that often lurk beneath elegance.

Inspired by real methods of sleight-of-hand, psychological manipulation, and white-collar crime, this is a story where nothing is ever as it first appears—and every polished smile may hide a sharpened edge.

This is not a whodunit.
It’s a how-he-did-it.
And why you never saw it coming.

—Manoranjan Ghoshal (Mano)
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Chapter 1: The Glittering Trap
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Kolkata’s Bow Bazar was already stirring as morning sunlight filtered through the misty alleys and bounced off the polished glass windows of showrooms. Among them stood Diamond Jewelers, a name that carried legacy, trust, and most importantly—diamonds. For over five decades, the store had been synonymous with sophistication and wealth. It wasn't just a jewelry store; it was a sanctuary of sparkle and temptation.

Inside, the air was always cool, scented faintly with lavender and fresh polish. The wooden floorboards gleamed as if they too wished to reflect the brilliance of the diamonds. Neatly dressed employees adjusted trays, polished glass counters, and positioned lights to create the perfect interplay of reflection and desire. Every movement was orchestrated like a silent symphony for the eyes of customers who came seeking eternal elegance.

At 10:00 a.m. sharp, as punctual as a banker’s bell, the security shutters lifted. The morning rush had already begun to gather outside—the well-heeled ladies with their drivers, businessmen with gold pens clipped to their shirt pockets, and the occasional foreign buyer seeking rare gems. As the doors opened, an eager current of patrons flowed in, murmuring over engagement rings, necklaces, and elaborate sets.

Among the chatter, a solitary man entered with an air of quiet confidence. His tailored beige coat was crisp, shoes polished to a mirror shine, and he wore sunglasses despite the indoor lights. No one stopped him—he walked as if he belonged there. An observant clerk near the entrance noticed the man’s refined demeanor and stepped forward with a trained smile.

“Good morning, sir. May I assist you?” the clerk asked, his tone deferential.

The man removed his sunglasses slowly. His eyes were sharp, scanning the room quickly. “Yes,” he said with a calm, deep voice. “I want to see a big diamond.”

The clerk tilted his head slightly, puzzled. “Diamond jewelry, sir? We have excellent solitaire rings and sets—”

“No,” the man interrupted. “Not jewelry. Just the diamond.”

There was a moment’s pause. Not many customers asked for loose diamonds, especially not the rare, unmounted ones. Those were not displayed casually. Only serious buyers—high-end dealers or elite collectors—asked for them.

“I’ll get the manager,” the clerk said with a nod and hurried away.

Within a minute, the manager arrived. Mid-fifties, bespectacled, dressed in a grey three-piece suit that mirrored the professionalism of the showroom. “Welcome, sir. I understand you’d like to see loose diamonds?”

“Yes,” the man replied, “particularly the ones you showcased at last year’s exhibition. The Royal Diamonds.”

The manager raised an eyebrow. This customer knew his diamonds. The Royal Diamonds were four magnificent stones acquired from South Africa—each carefully cut and appraised at twenty-five lakh rupees. They had been the showstoppers of the previous year’s Kolkata International Gem Expo, making headlines for their clarity and size.

“Please come with me,” the manager said, leading the man to a small private viewing room. Designed for discreet and high-value transactions, it was soundproof and subtly luxurious, with a small round table, a velvet tray, and bright white LED spotlights overhead.

From the adjoining secure cabinet, the manager retrieved a wooden box sealed with two golden latches. Inside was a velvet pouch—its weight and feel unmistakable to someone who knew what they were handling. The manager unwrapped the pink tissue paper, and out tumbled the four diamonds onto a black velvet mat like stars falling onto midnight.

Their shine was blinding.

The visitor leaned forward, his eyes lighting up, and slowly, reverently, picked up each diamond. He held them up to the light, twisted them gently in his fingers, observed every angle. He asked no questions—he seemed to already know what he was looking for. After a few long minutes, he pointed at the third one.

“This one. I’ll take it.”

The manager smiled. “Excellent choice, sir. One of our finest cuts.”

He nodded to a waiting assistant, who stepped forward to retrieve the chosen diamond. The assistant carefully scooped the gem into a smaller case and walked toward the billing room. The manager turned back toward the customer. “May I ask the name for the bill, sir?”

The man answered smoothly, “Deepak Barik.”

The manager noted the name down.

“And your preferred mode of payment?”

“Debit card,” said Deepak, pulling out a leather wallet. But the moment he opened it, he stopped. A slight frown creased his brow.

“Damn,” he muttered under his breath. Then, more clearly, “I must have left it on the table at my office. I remember taking it out before leaving. What a careless mistake.”

The manager, ever the professional, smiled reassuringly. “No problem, sir. These things happen. We’ll keep the invoice ready. Just bring the card whenever convenient.”

Deepak looked at his watch. “Unfortunately, I won’t be able to return today. I have other engagements. But I’ll definitely come tomorrow.”

“Very well, sir,” the manager said. “The item will be secured until your return.”

Deepak gave a courteous nod and left the room.

A few moments later, the assistant returned with the diamond. As per protocol, it was to be placed back in the velvet pouch.

The manager took one look—and his blood ran cold.

The diamond was not the same.

It was similar in size. Almost identical in cut. But the brilliance—the soul of the stone—was missing. To a trained eye, it was unmistakable. The new stone was a high-quality imitation, but a fake nonetheless.

“Who touched this after you took it?” the manager snapped.

“No one, sir,” the assistant replied, confused and nervous. “I went straight to the packing room. It didn’t leave my hand.”

The manager’s hands were shaking slightly as he turned the diamond over. It was a switch. But how? When?

Within seconds, he ordered every employee to be summoned to the inner hall. He questioned them, one by one. No one admitted to anything. Panic began to simmer beneath the showroom’s polished surface.

Such an expensive item... such a flawless heist.

The manager rushed to the security room, where every inch of the showroom was covered by hidden surveillance cameras. He sat down and began replaying the footage.

There was Deepak—calm, observant, focused. He held the diamonds... but nothing looked suspicious. Nothing at all.

He rewound it. Watched again. And again.

Still nothing.

But the stone had been swapped.

The pressure mounted. Beads of sweat appeared on his forehead. He didn’t want to inform the owner—not yet. Maybe he’d missed something. Maybe one of the staff had been careless.

But the footage betrayed no errors. No second chances.

Finally, the manager had no choice.

He dialed the owner.
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