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    To the readers who love mysteries hidden beneath glittering surfaces and secrets concealed behind locked doors.
To those who understand that every choice casts a shadow, every alliance carries risk, and every treasure comes with a price.
May this story take you on a thrilling journey through ambition, loyalty, deception, and redemption. As you follow the chase for the Midnight Star, may you be reminded that the most valuable things in life are rarely the ones that can be stolen.
For every lover of suspense, intrigue, and impossible heists—this book is dedicated to you.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "The brightest treasures cast the darkest shadows.
Behind every priceless jewel lies a story of desire, deception, and risk.
Some chase fortune.
Some chase justice.
Some chase the truth.
But when the lights go out and the vault opens,
everyone must reveal who they really are."
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Chapter 1: The Jewel of Fifth Avenue
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The city glittered beneath a blanket of evening lights.

From high above Manhattan, Fifth Avenue looked like a river of gold flowing between towering skyscrapers. Luxury stores shone through glass facades. Limousines drifted through traffic like sleek black sharks. Wealth, power, and influence walked these sidewalks every day, hidden beneath tailored suits and designer dresses.

Tonight, however, even Fifth Avenue seemed to hold its breath.

The reason stood near the center of the avenue—a magnificent building of white stone and glass known as the Beaumont Gallery.

For over a century, the Beaumont had displayed some of the world's most treasured works of art. Paintings worth millions lined its walls. Sculptures from ancient civilizations stood beneath carefully controlled lighting. Collectors, celebrities, and royalty regularly passed through its doors.

Yet nothing in the gallery's history compared to what was arriving next week.

Workers hurried across the polished marble floors while curators supervised the installation of new display cases. Security technicians climbed ladders to install cameras and sensors. Electricians checked backup power systems.

Everyone was preparing for a single event.

"The Crown of Eternity Collection."

The collection consisted of twenty-three of the rarest diamonds ever discovered.

Some had belonged to kings.

Others had disappeared during wars and resurfaced decades later.

A few were so famous they had become legends.

But among them all, one jewel stood above the rest.

The Midnight Star.

The diamond's reputation had reached almost mythical proportions.

It weighed more than one hundred and twenty carats and possessed an extraordinary deep-blue brilliance that seemed impossible in nature. Under normal light, the stone appeared dark and mysterious. Under direct illumination, however, it exploded into a dazzling display of blue fire.

Experts considered it one of the rarest gems on Earth.

Its estimated value exceeded two hundred million dollars.

Some believed it was priceless.

The Midnight Star would be displayed publicly for the first time in over fifty years.

News of the exhibition spread rapidly around the globe.

Television networks covered the story.

Luxury magazines featured exclusive articles.

Social media exploded with speculation.

Collectors flew in from Europe, Asia, and the Middle East.

The mayor of New York planned to attend the grand unveiling.

So did several billionaires.

The event promised to become one of the most important cultural gatherings of the decade.

And because of that, security had become an obsession.

Inside the Beaumont's conference room, a group of security consultants sat around a polished oak table.

A digital blueprint of the gallery glowed on a large screen.

"The building will be protected by three independent security systems," one consultant explained confidently.

He pointed toward various sections of the blueprint.

"Motion sensors."

A second section illuminated.

"Laser detection grids."

Another section flashed.

"Facial-recognition cameras."

The gallery director nodded approvingly.

"What about the vault?"

The consultant smiled.

"The vault exceeds federal reserve standards."

A few people around the table chuckled.

Another expert leaned forward.

"The Midnight Star will be housed behind six-inch ballistic glass."

He tapped a tablet.

"The display chamber includes pressure sensors, infrared monitoring, seismic detectors, biometric access controls, and twenty-four-hour surveillance."

The director looked impressed.

"And if someone somehow bypasses all that?"

The room erupted with laughter.

The first consultant folded his arms.

"Then they'll have accomplished something nobody else in history has managed."

"What?"

"Breaking into an impossible fortress."

More laughter followed.

The experts seemed pleased with themselves.

None of them knew that hundreds of miles away, another man was hearing the same story.

And he was smiling.

A private train sped through the darkness outside Boston.

Most passengers slept.

One man remained awake.

He sat alone near the rear of the train, reading a newspaper beneath a soft overhead light.

His name was Ethan Cross.

At first glance, he looked ordinary.

Thirty-eight years old.

Dark hair.

Clean-shaven.

Well-dressed.

The type of professional nobody would notice in a crowd.

That was exactly how he preferred it.

The newspaper resting in his hands displayed a large headline.

WORLD'S MOST VALUABLE DIAMOND COLLECTION ARRIVES IN NEW YORK.

Ethan studied the article carefully.

Every detail mattered.

Every sentence.

Every photograph.

Every clue.

The article included an image of the Beaumont Gallery.

Another showed the Midnight Star resting inside a velvet-lined case.

Ethan stared at the picture for several moments.

Even through newsprint, the diamond looked extraordinary.

His attention shifted when his phone vibrated.

A single text message appeared.
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Need to talk. Urgent.
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The message came from a contact saved under only one name.

Victor.

Ethan's eyes narrowed.

Victor rarely used the word urgent.

He typed a response.
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Where?
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The reply arrived instantly.
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Usual place. One hour.
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Ethan folded the newspaper and looked out the window.

Dark forests flashed past.

Something told him this conversation was going to change everything.

An hour later, Ethan entered a quiet jazz bar hidden beneath a historic building.

The establishment catered to wealthy businessmen who valued privacy.

Soft music drifted through the air.

Conversations remained low and discreet.

Victor occupied a corner booth.

The older man looked nervous.

That alone caught Ethan's attention.

Victor never looked nervous.

Not in twenty years.

Not after surviving organized crime investigations, federal raids, and countless dangerous negotiations.

Yet tonight he seemed uneasy.

Ethan slid into the booth.

"You sounded concerned."

Victor glanced around before speaking.

"I have information."

"You usually do."

"Not like this."

Ethan leaned back.

"I'm listening."

Victor produced a small envelope.

"No names."

Ethan took it.

"No promises."

"Fair enough."

Inside were several photographs.

The Beaumont Gallery.

Loading docks.

Security entrances.

Blueprint fragments.

Ethan's pulse quickened slightly.

"Interesting."

Victor lowered his voice.

"The Crown of Eternity Collection."

Ethan nodded.

"I've read about it."

"You haven't heard everything."

Victor looked toward the stage where a saxophone player performed.

Then he spoke carefully.

"The Midnight Star is included."

Ethan already knew that.

But Victor continued.

"There are rumors."

"What kind of rumors?"

"Insurance companies are terrified."

Ethan smiled faintly.

"They should be."

"No. You don't understand."

Victor leaned forward.

"The collection's total value exceeds three billion dollars."

For the first time, Ethan's expression changed.

Three billion.

That number bordered on absurd.

Even among the
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