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“Jewellery has the power to be the one little thing that makes you feel unique.”
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-Elizabeth Taylor
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“I don’t want to be a trend. I want to be timeless.”
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-Elsa Peretti
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“What remains in life is the emotion, the spirit, and the passion for creation.”
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-Bulgari
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Aurora Valenci had always known she was destined to take over Valenci House. From the moment she could hold a sketch pencil, her father had placed the weight of the family legacy upon her small shoulders. But now, as she stood outside the towering glass façade of their flagship store in downtown Los Angeles, that legacy felt heavier than ever.

The air was thick with the scent of blooming jasmine and exhaust fumes, an odd mixture of beauty and decay—much like the business she was about to inherit. She had been on a business trip in Milan, sealing a deal with a high-profile client, when she received the call.

A heart attack. Sudden. No time for goodbyes.

The words still echoed in her mind, surreal and unforgiving. One moment she had been discussing diamond cuts over espresso, the next she was booking the first flight back home, her heart in her
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throat. Now, standing before the place that had defined her entire existence, she felt an overwhelming wave of agony crash over her.

She stepped inside. The showroom gleamed as it always had—chandeliers casting light over elegant velvet displays, diamonds sparkling like captured stars. But none of it felt the same. Her father was gone. The force that had driven Valenci House to its heights, the man whose voice had been both her harshest critic and greatest mentor, was now only a memory.

Her mind drifted to childhood—

A younger Aurora, no more than ten, hunched over a worktable in the workshop, carefully placing a sapphire into a delicate gold setting. Her father loomed over her shoulder, scrutinizing every movement.

“No, Aurora. Precision is everything. Start again.”
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She bit her lip and fought back frustrated tears. All she wanted was for him to look at her the way he looked at his finest pieces—with pride.

Back in the present, she exhaled sharply. Now there was no one left to impress. No one left to push her harder.

The next morning, the reading of the will took place in the cold, sterile office of her father’s longtime attorney. The room smelled of old books and leather, the air thick with unspoken tension. Aurora sat across from the family accountant, her hands clasped tightly in her lap.

"Your father left everything to you," the attorney said, his voice devoid of emotion. "The business, the estate, all of it."

Aurora barely nodded. It was expected. But what she didn’t expect was the look the accountant gave her— hesitant, almost apologetic.
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"Miss Valenci, there’s something else," he said, adjusting his glasses.

"Your father kept this from you, but... Valenci House is drowning in debt."

The words didn’t register at first.

"Debt?" Her voice sounded foreign to her own ears. "A significant amount. He had been taking out loans to keep the business afloat. The brand’s prestige masked the truth, but in reality, Valenci House has been bleeding for years."

The room spun. The grandeur, the legacy, the empire her father had spent decades building—

It was crumbling.

That night, unable to sleep, she walked through the empty factory, the metal scent of machinery mixed with the faint, lingering fragrance of molten gold. The place that once thrummed with life and passion was now eerily silent.

[image: ]

Her fingers brushed against an old workbench, the same one her father used to teach her on. She could still hear his voice, see his calloused hands guiding hers over delicate gemstones. She had spent her entire life preparing for this moment, yet nothing had prepared her for the truth.

She wasn’t inheriting a thriving empire. She was inheriting a sinking ship.

And for the first time in her life, Aurora Valenci wasn’t sure if she had the strength to save it.
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Aurora spent the next few days in silence, locked away in her father’s study, sifting through financial statements, contracts, and unsent letters. The weight of his absence pressed down on her like an iron cage. Every page she turned revealed more of the same— debt, decline, deception.

Then, an email arrived. A formal invitation to meet with Valenci House’s stakeholders and board of directors. A crucial discussion about the future of the company.

The meeting was set for noon at the Valenci headquarters. It would be her first time facing them alone.

She arrived dressed in black, a silent nod to mourning yet a show of quiet power. The conference room was all glass and steel, sleek and modern, with a long polished table that could seat twenty.
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The directors were already there, their faces a mix of concern and skepticism.

Then, she noticed a familiar face. Damian Wolfe.

Tall. Broad-shouldered. Impeccably dressed in a charcoal suit that hinted at effortless wealth. His dark hair was slicked back, and his piercing grey eyes locked onto hers with an intensity that sent an involuntary shiver down her spine.

He approached her with a calculated grace, his voice smooth as silk. “Aurora. I’m truly sorry for your loss. Your father was a great man.”

She nodded, wary. There was something about how he spoke and held her gaze a second too long. The meeting began, and it didn’t take long before the chaos unraveled. The directors panicked, speaking over one another and drowning in their fears.
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“Aurora, we need solutions, not sentimentality.” “Investors are pulling back—”

“The press will eat us alive if this leaks—”

She raised her hands to steady them, but the voices only grew louder. They weren’t taking her seriously. They saw her as a grieving daughter, not a leader. “Enough.”

The room fell silent as Damian stood, his presence commanding. He turned to the board. “Aurora is the rightful heir to Valenci House, and she deserves the same respect you showed her father. Give her a chance to lead.”

Aurora’s breath hitched. Was he... defending her?

The tide shifted slightly, and eventually, a plan was drafted. Temporary cost-cutting measures. Re- negotiations with suppliers. A potential investor—yet unnamed—who might be willing to step in.
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But as Aurora left the room, her hands trembled. Damian had stood up for her, but something about him felt... off. His kindness was too polished, his support too convenient.

She glanced back over her shoulder. He was watching her, a knowing smirk playing on his lips.

Aurora had inherited a broken empire.
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The sound of clinking glasses and chatter filled the grand ballroom of the Beverly Hills Hotel, where the annual Jewelry Auction for her father’s charity was being held. The crystal chandeliers glittered above, reflecting the elegance of the evening, but for Aurora, it all felt like a blur. She had promised herself to stay composed, but the weight of recent events clung to her like a second skin.

The auction had always been a staple of the Valenci House calendar. Her father had hosted it for decades, showcasing the company’s latest pieces while raising funds for various charitable causes. Aurora was expected to attend—after all, she had inherited the company now—but it felt less like a celebration and more like a reminder of everything she had to lose.

Her black gown shimmered under the lights as she walked across the floor, trying to appear calm.
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The evening’s purpose was not only to honor her father’s legacy but also to continue his tradition of fierce competition among the world’s top designers. Yet, despite the glittering jewels and luxurious surroundings, Aurora’s heart was far from festive.

In the corner of the room, a familiar voice cut through her thoughts.

“Well, well, if it isn’t the heir to the throne,” a cold, mocking tone greeted her.

Aurora turned, her lips pressing together into a thin line. Standing there, wearing a tailored tuxedo and an air of superior arrogance, was Cassian D’Arory.

Cassian was a name as well-known in the industry as hers. The heir to D’Arory Designs, his family’s empire of jewelry had always stood in direct competition with Valenci House. Their rivalry was almost legendary, fueled by years of one-upping each other in design and sales.
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Aurora and Cassian had grown up in the same circles, attending the same events, competing for the same clients. Their paths had crossed countless times over the years, always with tension hanging thick in the air.

Cassian’s sharp jawline and piercing blue eyes never failed to exude confidence, but tonight, they also gleamed with something darker—mockery.

“Aurora, I must say, I didn’t expect you to show up. I heard the business was... not in the best shape,” he continued, his voice dripping with disdain. “It must be difficult, inheriting a failing empire. Your father really didn’t leave you much, did he?”

The words hit like a slap, but Aurora refused to let them show on her face. She stood tall, though the sting of his remark dug deep. “I’m
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