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Chapter 1: Unraveling Secrets
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Lorenzo's POV 

I stood by the grand windows of my office, overlooking the city that never slept. White-hot rage surged through me as I thought about yet another assistant fleeing in tears. "MOTHERFUCKING DAMN IT!" With a loud bang, the door flew open and I knew who had arrived before they even stepped foot in my office - my twin brother, Don Raffale De Luca.

The pain in my ass was here, but he was always my best friend too. "LORENZO DANTE DE LUCA! ANOTHER ASSISTANT WHO QUIT??" Raffale screamed with unchecked fury.

I took deep breaths, trying to remain calm, before finally turning around to face the drama king, my own flesh and blood. I slowly moved to my desk chair and lowered myself into it. With a smirk on my face, I replied: "Ahh, I love you too big brother by two minutes. Come in and stay awhile... Don Raffale." I teased knowing he hated being called Don in the workplace, before bursting into laughter at his expense.

Raffale charged into the room and slammed the door shut behind him. He was almost exactly like our father, late Don Francis De Luca - though his death still remained surrounded by mystery. Murdered in Italy, on vacation at our family home with our mother - we believed it was an inside job, but without any tangible proof we were never able to exact revenge for Papa's death. We had killed all those we thought were responsible but our hunt for justice was far from over and one day we'd get it.

Raffale slammed his fist on the desk, making me jump in surprise. "Enzo," he seethed, venom dripping from his voice. "You have no choice anymore. You can't keep losing assistant after assistant like this. The agency is sending nobody else over here because of your intolerable behavior and attitude."

I gritted my teeth, trying to remain calm. "I know Raff, I am sorry about this. But they are all so incompetent and seem unable to comprehend the simplest instructions. I need someone who actually gets it and takes meticulous notes, not some bumbling moron that needs to be told every single thing twice." My words spewed out in a feral growl.

He narrowed his eyes at me threateningly, "Lorenzo listen, I don't know what has gotten into you lately but leave this to me. I will find an appropriate assistant for you, but you must promise to treat them with respect and kindness. No more of these impulsive decisions of yours or there will be hell to pay."

He pulled out an Italian cigar from his pocket and lit it quickly, blowing a puff of smoke my way before continuing in a warning tone, "Do I make myself clear?"

"Is that an order Don Raffale?" I queried cautiously, wondering if it truly was an order or just advice.

"Yes Enzo," he snarled fiercely, clenching his jaw tightly. "That is most certainly an order."

I quickly straightened up in my seat, taken aback by Don Raffale's sudden show of aggression. For a moment, I found myself staring at him in stunned silence. But then, something inside me snapped. I raised my voice, saying "Don Raffale, I'm sick and tired of your continuous intimidation and control. I am not some puppet that you can manipulate whenever you please!" I stood up from my chair and glared at him with anger burning in my eyes.

"I may be your sibling, but you don't get to tell me who to hire as an assistant. I will only select the right person based on their qualifications and accomplishments." I slammed my fists down on the desk in anger, glaring at Raffale with pure rage.

"You're not going to tell me what to do, Raffale!" I shouted, my voice trembling with fury.

"Enzo, if you've finished your rant, shut the fuck up," he spat. "You will obey when I give orders. You are my right-hand man and my brother - your boss! So, when I say jump, you jump! Now let me make this perfectly clear. I'll find you a competent assistant and arrange an interview for you. Get it together, man!" Raffale snarled.

"Fine Raffale, damn it." I announced, looking at my watch. "I have to get going anyway. It's getting a little late, and I have to meet Clara and her lawyer." I replied, just ready to get this fucking divorce already.

As Raffale continued to argue with me, I felt a mix of emotions surging through my veins. Anger, frustration, and a hint of guilt. Our family's legacy and our roles within the mafia weighed heavily on our shoulders. Sometimes, I couldn't help but feel suffocated by the expectations and responsibilities that came with being a De Luca.

But no matter how infuriating Raffale could be, I knew he had my back. We were a team, even when we were at odds. Our bond was unbreakable, forged through years of shared experiences and secrets that no one else would understand. After all he is my twin brother.

As I watched him storm out of my office, I couldn't help but wonder if maybe, just maybe, he was right. Perhaps I needed to tone down my aggression and find a way to work more effectively with my assistants. The weight of my father's legacy was a heavy burden, and sometimes it was hard to remember that I didn't have to carry it all on my own.

But for now, I had a meeting to attend - a meeting that could potentially change the course of my life. As I stepped out of my office, I couldn't help but feel a mix of excitement and trepidation. The road ahead was uncertain, but I was ready to face this journey as a newly single man. Clara wasn't the best wife, and I wasn't the best husband. That's why we're divorcing, it's better for the both of us.

And so, with a deep breath, I walked towards my destiny, determined to carve my own path in this world of power, money, and secrets. As a De Luca, it was my birthright to be feared and respected, but I also knew that I had the power to be more than just a name in the mafia. I had the power to be a force for good, to bring change and justice to a world that desperately needed it.

****
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THE CITY'S HUSTLE AND bustle surrounded me as I made my way through the busy streets. People rushed by, unaware of the world of darkness and intrigue that lay beneath the surface. For them, it was just another day in the city that never slept. But for me, it was a day of reckoning, a day that would set in motion a series of events that would shape my future.

Stepping outside of Mavrick Media Agency, my driver Bryan was already there waiting. "Hello, boss," he said with a smile. "Where would you like to go tonight?"

"Take me to our family restaurant, Zia De Luca," I replied.

The car pulled away from the curb and quickly merged into the bustling traffic. As we made our way down the street, my thoughts drifted to Clara and our impending divorce. It had been a long time coming, but I couldn't help feeling a twinge of regret at the thought of it all being over.

"Fuck it," I thought to myself. "I'll just drown my sorrows in a bottle of wine tonight."

As we neared the restaurant, I could already see the neon lights beckoning me inside. The smell of garlic and tomato sauce wafted through the air, making my stomach growl with hunger. As Bryan parked the car, I jumped out and rushed into the restaurant. It was dimly lit, but I spotted my little cousin Marco behind the counter giving orders. He looked up and waved when he saw me, “Enzo!” he called in a thick Italian accent as he made his way over to me.

"Hey cousin," he said cheerfully. "How have you been?"

"I've been good Marco. I'm here to meet Clara and her lawyer, along with mine, for dinner." I explained, glancing around until I spotted them.

"Alright cousin, see you at Sunday dinner." he replied warmly.

I nodded in agreement and we embraced with a kiss on the cheek—the traditional Italian greeting. I would never get tired of the stiff, yet loving embrace. I made my way through the tables to where Clara and Braedon were sitting. Braedon turned his body so that Clara could be facing me as I approached their table. Clara was dressed pretty casually for a date, wearing a white blouse outlining her petite frame and a dark pair of skinny jeans. I was in a suit, but I had no doubt that we'd be getting more into each other's personal space then our formal clothes would allow at some point in the night.

"How are you Enzo?" Clara asked.

“Grande, you? "Fantastico," I replied with a wide smile, taking a seat next to her. "And may I say, you look stunning tonight."

Clara blushed and thanked me, before turning to Braedon. "So, let's get down to business. How does the settlement look?" she asked, getting straight to the point.

From where I was sitting, I noticed Braedon flinch ever so slightly. "Enzo, shouldn't we wait for your lawyer?" he said. At that moment, my lawyer Max walked in looking exhausted. I could tell that Max had been working hard on the case, and his appearance confirmed it. His tie was undone, and his hair was disheveled. He took a seat next to me and greeted us with a polite smile.

"Well, let's get started," Max said, pulling out a folder from his messenger bag. Braedon pulled out his notepad and a pen. After pulling out a copy of the contract, Max began to go over the settlement. Clara was silent.

Max continued, his expression remaining level, "Right. As you are aware, Clara, when you married Lorenzo De Luca you signed a prenuptial agreement. In the document, you agreed to receive two and a half million dollars and revert your last name back to Benson in case of a divorce."

Max paused, allowing for Clara to comment. She looked down, fiddling with her fingers. She looked determined, but I could see a slight tremble as she held herself together. "That's ridiculous," she said at last.

Max shrugged and grimaced in disappointment. "I don't remember agreeing to that." she yelled.

"It's all there in black and white, Clara," Max said calmly. "Unless you can prove that there has been some sort of foul play or coercion involved in the signing of the contract, there is no room for negotiation."

Clara looked up suddenly, her eyes glinting with anger as she slammed her hand down on the table. "You know what, Max?" she spat. "I am so sick and tired of men like you trying to control me with your damn contracts and agreements. You think just because I'm a woman, you can push me around and take everything away from me, even my freedom." she hissed, looking at me. "Enzo what do you have to say?" She asked.

"Enough!" I roared, shaking with anger. "Clara, this marriage is finished. You get the $2.5 million outlined in the prenup and go back to your maiden name - that's it."

She fixed me with a gaze sharp enough to cut through steel. "Oh yeah? How about this Enzo - I'm three months pregnant with your baby." Her voice shattered the silence like shards of glass, emphatic and thunderous.

"What!" I leaned back, stunned. "How can you be certain?"

My face was deadly serious as I asked the question but Clara couldn't resist a little taunt. "I've been sick for the past three weeks - morning and night sickness. Then I missed my period. A little pregnancy test revealed the fact that my uterus has gone into hyperdrive. Which would suggest... "

"That you're pregnant." I frowned, incredulous. "Are you sure?" She couldn't be...hell, she wasn't even on the pill, we didn't talk about wanting to have kids, I never suspected she wanted to get pregnant...

"I've been examined twice by two separate doctors." Clara spoke with the utmost calm. "They both confirmed I'm well and truly knocked up. It's not fake news. It's not a trick - it's fact."

"I don't believe it." I was being stupidly harsh, my voice sounded brutal. "It's not fucking possible. You're lying to me." I knew that she wasn't on any contraception. We were both young and in our twenties - we didn't need it.

"The pregnancy test cannot lie. Nor can all the equipment at the hospital. You're going to be a father, Lorenzo." She hissed looking at me, with a pain in her eyes.

"I don't want to be a father!" I roared at her, my anger bubbling over uncontrollably. The thought of having kids had never crossed my mind – it was the last thing I wanted. But then I remembered...Even after our separation we kept fucking. "It doesn't change anything Clara; I will take care of the child." My voice was cold as ice. "But this marriage is over. You're a liar and you cheated on me. And it needs to be included in the divorce decree that I'll only provide for my kid if there's a DNA test to confirm that the child is mine. I don't want anything to do with you." Fixing her with an icy stare, I turned away from her and looked at Max. "Make sure it's written in there."

Although he must have been aware of my feelings towards Clara, when I gave him the order to make those conditions part of our divorce, Max looked slightly surprised. I did not care any longer what anyone thought. This was my life. I was controlling everything – again... 

I didn't need anyone or anything. I jumped up from the table and said my goodbyes, not once looking back. I had enough of people telling me what to do with my life. The second I reached the front entrance of the restaurant; my driver Bryan opened the car door for me.

"Take me to my penthouse," I instructed him. It was time to forget my worries and pour myself a glass of wine. I climbed into the car with an unspoken dread, feeling a sharp pain of regret in my chest. We drove through downtown Manhattan and I saw the looming mansion that Clara and I had built together, now ready to be sold and the money split between us. As we got closer to my building, my heart grew heavier with each passing second. I was done with this marriage once and for all. Now this bitch come say she was pregnant, fuck that shit.

I leaned back in my seat as the car trundled along, letting my mind




d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE DE LUCA BROTHERS

ITALIAN BILLIONAIRE BROTHERS BWWM SERIES

ZAPPHIRE ZUCCA





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





