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Chapter 1: Preston
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Preston's POV 

I woke to the blaring of my alarm clock, signaling the start of another busy day in my life at De Luca & Associates Law Firm. I've grown accustomed to the relentless pace of the firm, its polished mahogany and leather interiors, and the ever-present aroma of espresso that seems to linger in the air. I'm the youngest of the De Luca brothers, and I've earned my reputation as a tenacious lawyer with a penchant for winning cases. Today is no exception.

As I get out of bed, my mind is already racing with the day's tasks. I've built my reputation as a sharp-witted, relentless lawyer, known for my ability to turn the tide in the courtroom and my unyielding determination to protect my clients' interests.

My morning routine is efficient and well-practiced. A sharp dress shirt, a perfectly tied silk tie, and a tailored suit that exudes power and authority. I check my appearance in the mirror, ensuring that every detail is immaculate. Once I was fully clothed, I grabbed my work bag and headed towards the lift of my high-rise apartment. As I entered the lift, my mind wandered from work to pleasure. It had been three months since I'd last had sex, and I thought about finding a friend with benefits, someone whose body I could enjoy and have fun with, but then I thought of Zapphire—the one that my heart truly desired.

I pushed the thought of Zapphire out of my mind as I emerged from the lift and headed towards the bustling city streets. The morning sun was just barely visible beyond the towering buildings as I approached my vehicle. My brothers and I rarely drive ourselves since we always have chauffeurs and bodyguards. As I made my way towards the town car that I had purchased a few years prior, with its bulletproof windows, David opened the door for me. After climbing in and settling into the back seat, I reclined my head against the cushion.

My mind wandered to Zapphire, the love of my life. She is the only one who can fulfill me in ways that no one else can. I swear I can still taste her sweetness. If I don't focus on something else, I know my body will betray me. David steered the car onto the highway, driving towards De Luca & Associates Law Firm. Our family’s legacy had been enshrined here for generations, and I was determined to make sure it stayed that way. 

As I sat in the back of the car, with racing thoughts of Zapphire. Her deep brown skin, long curly red hair, and full lips were a constant temptation, one that I could never resist. The memories of our last encounter flooded my mind, sending shivers down my spine. Damn her. I still remember the day I met Zapphire in law school. I had just graduated high school and was ready to start my studies at Harvard. We felt an instant connection between us and that's when I knew she was the one for me. Fast forward to graduation, and we were both looking into practicing law.

I was already set with a job at De Luca law firm, but my father made me work my way up. Zapphire however swore she would never practice in New York. In the end, due to the distance between us, we drifted apart and broke up. Despite all of this, I never stopped loving her nor did I ever want to stand in the way of her career. As our car pulls up to my office building, I take my briefcase and step out.

The De Luca & Associates Law Firm was buzzing with activity as usual. Everyone was rushing around to meet deadlines, take calls, and attend meetings. As I walked through the lobby, people greeted me with nods and smiles, and I reciprocated them. But my mind was elsewhere, thinking about Zapphire. I took the elevator to the top floor, where my office was located. The door had a gold plaque with my name on it: Preston De Luca. 

I entered the spacious room, the walls of which were adorned with framed law degrees, certificates of merit, and awards all serving as reminder of our family's legal knowledge. What no one knew about was our father’s contribution - he founded this law firm. He wasn’t just a powerful mafia boss and a savvy businessman; he was a talented lawyer too, able to distinguish between rules that could be bent and those that couldn't.

Ever since I was a teenager, I have had my heart set on becoming a lawyer. Of all my siblings - including little Vittoria - I am the most intelligent. The moral of this story is that it takes hard work and determination to achieve success. As well as being an esteemed member of the family counsel, I am also a respected underboss with my own loyal followers. My quietness belies a powerful warrior, assassin, and an unrivalled marksman. My skills are only revealed when necessary; even at the office, people see me as an ill-tempered lawyer who expects nothing but perfection.

As I walked into my office my eyes went straight to the portrait of my father hanging on the wall. He was the reason I was standing here today, the reason I had a successful law firm to run. I sat down at my desk and opened my laptop to check my emails. As I skimmed my inbox, one message stood out: a letter from Cornell Lewis. He said that he wanted to meet with me as soon as possible. Cornell Lewis was the father of Zapphire, a great man. He and my dad had been close friends for years before I even met his daughter at college.

I felt a knot form in my stomach at the mention of Zapphire's father. It had been years since I had seen him last, and the fact that he wanted to meet with me meant that something was wrong. I quickly replied to his email, telling him that I was available to meet with him at his convenience. Within minutes, my phone rang. It was Cornell on the other line.

"Preston," he said in his deep voice, "it's been too long since we've spoken."

"It has, sir," I replied respectfully. "Is everything alright? Your email sounded urgent."

Cornell released a deep breath of air. "I need to get my affairs in order, Preston. We'll have to discuss this in person, not over the phone." Cornell wasn't one to beat around the bush, so when he asked for an in-person meeting, I knew it was something important. After settling the details with Cornell, I surveyed my workload for the day: not too heavy but enough to keep me busy.  I made plans to visit him after court.

***
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AS I STEPPED OUT OF my office, the sky was clear and blue. The refreshing air brushed past me as I made my way to the car. My chauffeur David opened the door for me so I could get inside. After I was settled, he climbed into the driver's seat and drove downtown towards the courthouse, passing buildings that seemed to reach up to the sky. The courthouse wasn't too far from my office, but I wasn't about to take any risks with our enemies lurking somewhere in wait just so they could target one of us De Luca brothers.

When I arrived at the courthouse, I saw my client Leo Fabrizio being escorted into the courtroom in handcuffs. He was a notorious mob boss accused of racketeering and murder, among other charges. Despite his guilt, he had hired me because I was known for winning difficult cases. As for that feeling that something bad was going to happen. It was gone now. Maybe it was just nerves playing tricks on me.

Or maybe it was a premonition of the chaos that would ensue later that afternoon. After successfully defending Leo and getting him acquitted of all charges, I headed towards Cornell's office. As I entered his office building, which was situated in the heart of the city, I noticed something strange happening. People were running around frantically, and there was an air of panic that hung heavily in the atmosphere.

I quickly made my way to Cornell's office, where his assistant informed me that he was in a meeting and would be with me shortly. David was assigned to be my bodyguard for the day, while the other four men waited outside the building on guard duty. Not only did he chauffeur me to my meetings and court appearances, but his job was also to act as my bodyguard. A lawyer needs an extra layer of protection, and so the driver is usually accompanied by other security personnel who stay close to provide assistance if needed, while standing guard from a respectful distance. 

At long last, Cornell's assistant declared, "Mr. De Luca, Mr. Lewis is ready to meet with you." I stepped into the room and closed the door behind me. Cornell sat behind his large wooden desk, looking calm and composed in spite of the chaos outside. 

He spoke my name, his voice quivering slightly. "Preston! It's been so long, my boy!" His eyes looked tired. Cornell was an imposing figure, towering at 6'4 - almost as tall as I was - but he had a thin frame due to his advanced age. He was darker in complexion than Zapphire, who boasted a beautiful shade of brown. He appeared a bit skinnier than normal.

"What's wrong?" I asked, settling into the seat across from him.

Cornell leaned forward and joined his hands together. "I need you to alter something in my will if you could," he replied.

I placed my briefcase on the armchair next to me. "Why do you want to adjust your will?" I asked with genuine concern on my face. 

Cornell sighed heavily and shook his head. "It's because I'm dying and I must make sure that both my wife and I's assets are protected for our daughter; she gets it all. I don't want my brother and his greedy ass try to take my estate from Zapphire. Her mom and I put in a lot of effort to get this house and all that we have now. I want to make sure my daughter is supported. I know she has her own money, but I need to be certain she's secure. Furthermore, he noted with a smirk, it used to be that you two were really fond of each other." I didn't have an answer for that; he was right on the mark.

Whenever Cornell uttered the name Zapphire, a wave of nostalgia and sadness would flow through me. As right as he was to think that I and Zapphire were close, it was more than that - we were crazy about each other. Unfortunately, after graduation things didn't work out between us, so we went our separate ways. Still, hearing her name brought back memories of our time together, and my heart ached with regret for what could have been.

"Of course, Cornell. I'll make sure that your wishes are carried out," I said, trying to push away those thoughts.

Cornell looked relieved and grateful. "Thank you, Preston. You've been nothing but a great friend to me and my family, just like your father. May he rest in peace," he said sincerely.

I nodded, smiling faintly. "It's my pleasure. You can count on me."

***
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WE SPENT THE NEXT HOUR meticulously reviewing Cornell's assets, ensuring every detail was meticulously organized. Although I found satisfaction in aiding my old friend, a bittersweet sentiment lingered as I witnessed Cornell in this weakened state, tugging at my emotions. As our work concluded, Cornell reached into his desk drawer, producing an envelope. "I have something for you, Preston," he uttered, extending it towards me.

An eyebrow of surprise arched as I delicately tore open the envelope. Within lay a key accompanied by a handwritten note addressed to Zapphire from Cornell. "What do you want me to do with this?" I asked him, wondering what he had put in the letter to his only child.

Cornell took a deep breath. "After I am gone, and buried, I want you to give this to her. Preston, I also want you to be by her side because she will need it," he emphasized, with a sad look on his face. I could tell that whatever his undisclosed illness was, it had taken a toll on his body.

"Open it, Preston, and read it, please," he asked. I took the letter and opened it up, and it read:

To my Dearest daughter Zapphire,

Since the day you were born, you have always been a blessing to your mother and me. Your presence has been one that I never wanted to take for granted. If you are reading this letter, it's because I am now gone. I am sorry that I never told you that I was sick, but I didn't want you to put your life on hold for me. You are my baby girl, and I love you more than words can express. You are a brilliant lawyer and a wonderful person.

My prayer for your baby girl is that you find that one true love again. I want you to be very happy even after I am long gone. I am leaving you a few things; first, the estate is all yours. Do as you please with it. I prefer you keep it, but if it is better to sell it, then you have my blessing. Secondly, enclosed is a key to our home in Italy. That is also yours as well. On the land is a vineyard, paid off and well cared for. You are now worth over 1 billion dollars. I love you, my daughter, but I am with your mother now. Just know that we love you so much. Take care of yourself, baby girl.

Ps... Reach out to Preston De Luca. He is in love with you, and I know you love him. Go and be happy, don't push him away. Alright, daddy has to go now. Love you, and I will be watching over you sweetheart. One more thing, beware of your Uncle Pete; he will not be happy that I have left our entire estate, businesses, and homes to you. If you have to fight him in court, do it. Protect what is rightfully yours."

Love, your loving father, Cornell.

When I finished reading the letter, tears rolled down my cheeks. It was evident how much Cornell loved his daughter; he was doing all he could to secure her safety and inheritance. With a deep breath I looked up at him. "Cornell you're an incredible father. I promise to stay by Zapphire's side if she allows me to," I said with a small laugh. We both knew just how stubborn she could be.

Cornell smiled gently at me, his eyes softening as he looked towards the window. "Zapphire will come around eventually, she just needs time and a gentle push in the right direction," he said softly. "But for now, I need your help, Preston."

I looked at him quizzically, not sure what he was talking about. He took a deep breath before continuing. "I know that my brother Pete is not going to be happy when he finds out that Zapphire has inherited everything," he said, his voice low and serious. "He's been after my family fortune for years now, and I wouldn't put it past him to try and do something drastic to get his hands on it."

I felt a cold chill run through my body at the thought of someone hurting Zapphire or her inheritance. "What can I do to help?" I asked earnestly.

Cornell smiled faintly, his eyes filled with gratitude. "Stay by her side, protect her, and most importantly, make her happy," he said softly. "Zapphire deserves nothing but the best in life, and I know that you can give that to her."

I nodded resolutely, feeling a sense of determination rise up within me. "I won't let anything happen to her," I promise.

Cornell's smile widened, and for a moment he looked almost ethereal, like an angel sent from above to protect his daughter. "Thank you, Preston," he murmured. "You have no idea how much this means to me."

I told him it was a pleasure to help her out, that I would do whatever I could to watch over and keep her safe. I couldn't help but wonder, so I asked Cornell, "What is your prognosis? How much time do you have left and what are you battling?" I asked him, my curiosity was piqued.

Cornell's expression turned serious as he looked at me. "I've been diagnosed with terminal cancer," he said, his voice barely above a whisper. "The doctors say I have only a three months left to live."

My heart sank at the news. Cornell was such a kind and gentle man, it didn't seem fair that his life would be cut short like this. "I'm so sorry, Cornell," I said, my voice filled with sympathy. "Is there anything I can do to help?"

Cornell shook his head sadly. "No, there's nothing anyone can do," he said. "It's just a matter of time now."

Silence fell between us for a moment, and I could feel the weight of sadness settling over me like a heavy blanket. But then Cornell spoke again, his voice firm and determined. “I need you to promise me something, Preston," he said. "Promise me that you'll take care of Zapphire after I'm gone. Promise me that you'll make sure she's happy and safe."

I nodded solemnly, feeling the weight of the promise settle heavily on my shoulders. "I promise, Cornell," I said firmly. "I'll protect Zapphire with my life if need be."

Cornell smiled weakly at me, and I could see the gratitude in his eyes. "Thank you, Preston," he said softly.

After a few moments of stillness, Cornell mentioned that he should soon get ready to go home and rest. Agreeing, I stood up with a nod. I made sure to let him know that I will handle the necessary paperwork for his will in the morning. Feeling overwhelmed as I left his office, it occurred to me that I had just promised something I wasn't certain I could fulfill. But then thoughts of Zapphire flooded my mind and the strength she always held.

I remembered my promise to Cornell, and as I left the building onto the busy street, my thoughts instantly turned to Zapphire. She was a unique woman—strong, self-sufficient, and wonderfully attractive. Missing her each day, I was determined to get security for her without delay; one of my men had been assigned to research all details on Pete, Cornell’s brother.

David opened the door of the town car as I approached. My other guards were in the SUV behind it. Slipping into the back seat, I reclined my head and glanced again at my phone: 6pm already, and I felt exhausted from the day's taxing events. All I wanted was to go home and have dinner followed by a shower before falling asleep.

While I was thinking about Cornell's terminal illness, my thoughts of romance would have to wait. My focus needed to be on taking care of
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