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Dedication
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To all who’ve dreamt of being an artist or author but feared rejection or failure...

Remember: Failure only exists when you do not try. 

​​
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Preface
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“Hurry, go hide.” My mother told me. The pounding on the door got louder, angrier. I didn’t know what was happening, but I knew my mother was scared and so was I. 

I rushed to my safe place under my mother’s bed as the door burst open. The men rushing in our quaint little home had a since of fierceness about them. Their faces masked with anger and the guns held in their hands had a purpose. 

My mother screamed and fought as one of the men grabbed her, pulling her toward a chair and throwing her in to it, as another man held a gun to her head. My mother was a very strong woman. She would never back down from a challenge nor let anyone push her around. Her actions that night were obvious, she wasn’t going to go without a fight. Suddenly the chaos and noise of the room fell quiet, nothing but silence occupied the room. And I was certain they could hear me breathing from under the bed.  

A man walked through the door; his presence was commanding, stealing the very air from the room. He wore a dark fancy suit and black shiny shoes. His hair was as black as the night sky, though the dark sunglasses he wore hid his eyes, I could still see the evil etched deep in his face. 

My body began to shiver. The presence of evil enveloping me, ripping away the security and safety our home had always represented- and in its place a heinous, vile, and reprehensible aura hung heavily, as though the gates of hell had replaced the door of our home.

“Where is she?” His voice boomed, echoing off the walls.

My mother looked at him, her eyes defiant and sure. “She’s not here.”

“Where is she!” He demands, stepping toward her, his hand raised as though to strike her. 

My mother squares her shoulders, “I told you. She is not here. I will never tell you where she is. I will take it to my grave.”

“Very well.” He responds with a nod of his head. 

Bang!

The man holding the gun against my mother’s head, fires, sending my mother’s head to the side. Blood and brain matter explode from her head, as my mother’s body falls lifeless from the chair. 

I closed my eyes tight and covered my mouth with my hand trying to stifle the scream as it ripped from my throat. It was all a blur, suddenly my hiding place was lifted, tossed to the side and I was pulled from the floor. I didn’t know what to do, but I knew what my mother would do, she would fight like hell. And so that’s what I did too. I kicked. I scratched. I bit. And between all that I screamed, I screamed, someone would hear me and help. But most of all I screamed for my dead mother. As the bad man carried me through the house, I opened my eyes one last time to see my mother. 

She lay surrounded by her blood, crumpled on the floor. My mother’s beautiful clear blue eyes were now glassy, hollow and lifeless. It is that look that still haunts me to this very day-twenty years later. And it is that look that drives me to destroy and kill my father. 
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Chapter One
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It was dark and cold. The bad man didn’t get my coat; he didn’t get my blanket or my stuffy. Everything I loved and held dear to my heart was left behind in that only apartment about the mercantile. The small studio apartment my mother worked earnestly to turn into our home. It wasn’t much for some people, but to me it was a grand mansion. Mother would play pretend with me all the time. We were rich, wearing the finest of clothes, and supper was always grand, even if it were nothing more than Beanie Weenies. 

I don’t remember much about our old home, where we lived, or my father. All I do remember, there was constant chaos, the house roared, it was like a nest full of angry bees. Continual buzzing. Our home was never warm and quiet. And I was never allowed to play outside; my mother always made me stay in my bedroom. 

I was four years old when my mother and I left. It was in the dead of night during a horrific storm. My father and his men were out on a job and for some reason the guards had fallen asleep. I remember mother waking me, wrapping me in a blanket and carrying me out the back door. 

The winter air bit through my clothing, making my teeth chatter so hard, it caused my head to hurt. He opened the door to a car and put me in the back seat. My body sank deep into the warm plush seat, making it feel like warm arms were wrapped around me. I closed my eyes and pretended they were my mother’s arms holding me tight, melting the frost and fear from my body. 

Outside the car window, I could hear the men as they talked, their voices were no longer angry, but instead smooth and in a different language. I couldn’t understand anything they were saying, but the tone of their voices helped to chase away the fear that had consumed me. 

The front door opened and the light over my head came on, illuminating the inside. I saw him. The man with no eyes. He sat down in the front seat and began giving orders to the driver. I couldn’t understand a word, it was gibberish. 

I must have fallen asleep sometime during the drive, I don’t remember much. When I woke up, I was in a warm bed, the sun shining through the window. 

The house smelled of food, my stomach grumbled loudly, reminded me I didn’t get to eat supper. The bad men came. They killed my mother, and they took me. I looked around the room, it looked familiar. There were dolls dressed in elegant costumes lining the dresser. The orange walls were adorned with beautiful flowers and the shear lacy curtain that hung at the window, danced in the breeze.  

I could hear voices outside my door, they were loud. One of the voices, I recognized, it was the man with no eyes. He was here and he was angry. My stomach began to feel bad, and my head hurt. I could feel the hot tears well up in my eyes. I want my mother!

The door opens and in steps a woman. She was dressed in a uniform. She smiled at me and asked in a soft voice, “Buenos dias, are you hungry?”

I shook my head yes, and she walked over to the huge bed and helped me down from it. She rests her hand gently on top my head. Bending down in front of me, she looks into my eyes. Her eyes are warm as they look into mine. I can tell she’s searching for something. But what I have no idea.

Finally, she speaks.

“I can see your mamá in your eyes. You have your papá’s complexion, but your mamá’s blue eyes.” 

I can feel her warmth as she cups my face in her hand. She makes me feel safe. She helps me with a pair of slippers and smiles.

“I know you are confused, and scared. But I am here for you. I was your mamá’s la ayudante. I remember you when you were a la niña- little girl. My name is Anna. You are in Isla Pequeña, your father’s island.”

She stands and holds her hand out for me to take. For some reason, I feel I can trust her, so I take her hand and follow her as she leads us down the stairs and into a gigantic kitchen. The table was covered with dishes, and each one was full of food. The rich aromas filling the room stirred my hungry stomach and sent my senses into overdrive. I had never seen this much food. I never went hungry, my mother always made sure we had food on our table. But it was never anything like this. And it made me anxious. Would it disappoint mother if I ate this food? What would she want me to do? 

I heard his voice before I saw him, the man with no eyes. My body began to tremble so violently I was afraid I was going to fall. Anna noticed my fear and took my hand. Smiling at me she tries to assure me I have nothing to fear, but the memory and pain of what he did to my mother, it was much stronger.

“Hola, Gabriela.” He attempted a smile. “We have much to address today, and you have much to learn.”

My father was a drug lord; he was a monster and the very reason my mother ran away with me. His name was Xavier Alverez.

I stepped behind Anna, trying to hide from the man. He frightened me more than I wanted to admit and I knew cowering behind someone would be the last thing my mother would do. No, she would stand boldly and face the hideous man. She would let him know how much she hated him. But I was a little girl, I hadn’t grown the courage my mother inhibited. But one day. As I stood in that kitchen, I swore to myself I would have the courage of a lion, and I would make him pay for ripping my mother from me.
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Chapter Two
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Many years have passed, and I have learned very much from my father. I don’t doubt his love for me, but I can never forgive him for taking my mother away from me. He may not have been the one to put the bullet through her head, but he was the one who ordered it. 

Through the years I have learned a lot about my father. For one, he is a very powerful man, owning the largest drug cartel in the south Atlantic. He is known all over the world and feared by millions. No one dared go against him. No one had the power, the finances, nor the gonads. That is until now. 

Papá brought me... no, forced me into his cooperation. When I was a small child. I remember all too well the night he and his men burst into our home, killing my mother and taking me. At the time I didn’t know the man with no eyes was my father, I just knew he was a very bad man, imagine the shock on a little girl to find out that bad man was your father. It took me over a year before I could be alone with him. And even then, I never let my guard down. I never trusted him. I hated him, but I knew I could never show that emotion. I had a very important role to play if I was going to vindicate my mother’s death, and for a small child...it wasn’t easy.

Through the years my father kept me right at his side, he included me in every job, every deal, every run, every hit, including all the gruesome details. All in the name of the family. His name had power, and because I was his daughter, one day my name would mean power. At the time I didn’t understand, but as the years went on, as I grew older, I realized he was grooming me to take over the family business...once he was gone. 

Watching him in his element, as he destroyed families, ordered killings in cold blood, create different products that would incinerate the people consuming them, all as he raked in the dough - without even a blink. He had no consciousness. He was cold, he was evil; he was the devil. And I hated him!

It was the night of my a quinceañera, my fifteenth birthday. In my father’s culture sweet 16 is called a quinceañera, but it celebrates a girl's 15th birthday and her transition from childhood to womanhood. It is a coming-of-age celebration similar to a sweet sixteen but takes place a year earlier and usually includes a religious or social ceremony followed by a large party with food, music, dancing, and toasts. 

It was supposed to be a very special day. And for once I was happy, I was finally excited for something. The emotions inside my teenage body were something I hadn’t felt since my mother was taken from me. And at first, I felt guilty. But Anna explained how happy my mother would be for me, and she would want me to enjoy the party and all who came to celebrate my coming of age. It was a very important part of growing up in our culture. One to be cherished.  

So, I enjoyed all the fuss everyone was making over me. There were ladies who bathed me, ladies who dressed me, ladies who fixed my hair, and for the first time, I got to wear makeup. I felt grown up. I could feel the shift in my life, I knew something was about to change. 

The balcony was lit by a combination of glowing lanterns and candles. While the stairway and walkway to the garden were lit by lanterns, and the garden itself was lit by glowing candles, flickering in the breeze. The band played beautifully. There were hundreds of people in attendance, they were talking, dancing, drinking and eating. When it came time for me to be presented, the crowd silenced, and every head turned toward the balcony. My father stepped to the microphone and began his speech. His voice boomed over the entire area, echoing off the distant mountains of our property. My stomach fluttered with butterflies; I was used to being seen beside my father. But this time it was I who was the center of attention, and that made me anxious. 

“Buenas noches a todos. Estoy muy feliz de tenerlos a todos aquí esta noche para celebrar esta ocasión especial.

We are here to celebrate a very special señorita.

She has always and will forever be la niña de mis ojos. Watching her grow into such a brillante, hermosa, señorita has been the most maravillosa part of my life. 

Es con gran alegría y orgullo que les presento, por primera vez, a la joven de honor: Gabriela Maria Alverez, mi hija.”

My father stepped back and presented me to the guests as the garden erupted in clapping and murmurs.

As I stepped forward, I felt the unforgettable emptiness in my chest that I always felt when I missed my mother. A tear trickled down my cheek as my father walked up to me. His face beaming with pride, lifting his hand he uses his thumb to gently wipe away the tear. 

“Oh, mi amor, ahora es tiempo de celebración, de felicidad. No, de lágrimas. No tears!”

I forced a smile and nodded, “Si Papa.”

I stood in the center of the balcony; the evening sky was breathtaking. The golden hues outlined in purples, greens, and pink made it seem even more magical. The sun was a giant fire ball disappearing behind the mountains. And off in the distance I could see my father’s men standing guard. It was an everyday event. I never went anywhere without my father’s men watching my every move. There was no privacy. And it always made me wonder what my teenage years would be like, would I be allowed to have boyfriends? Would I be allowed to date? It was all unsettling for me, and I would lay awake at night and wonder...dream. 

My father motioned to the band and took my hand, leading me out onto the dance floor. For a normal family it would have been a sweet, tender moment to cherish. But this family, my father was everything, but normal, and for me...this traditional father daughter dance felt more like a duty then a gift. I hated it, I hated him, and no matter how long it takes, I will avenge my mother. I will kill him.

The music stops and I step away from my father and smile on cue, he gives me another hug, and everyone claps.

Usually, all the guest of honor’s friends are in attendance, and they circle around the birthday girl and dance to their favorite music. But I didn’t have a normal childhood. I had no friends; I wasn’t allowed to go to public schools so there I stood in the center of the dance floor alone. I looked around at the party guests and made a few mental notes. There were a few people who were in attendance only for the recognition. In truth they couldn’t stand my father and were there only for their own selfish reasons. 

I walked over to a lavish table garnished with delectable foods, making myself a plate I walked over to a quiet corner and ate while I watched the different clans interact and fall all over my father. They were all up to something. They certainly weren’t at this party for a fifteen your old girl they had never met. No, they were here for another reason, and I was going to find out. 

I finished my plate want decided to walk around and mingle. Afterall, I knew all about my father’s business. He made sure to make me his right hand. 

I noticed my father and a group of men I had never seen before step away from the party and into the parlor. This piqued my interest, and I tried to follow, but was stopped by Anna.

“Where are you going?”

“I...uh was going to the restroom.” I lied.

“Let me go with you, you will need help with your dress.”

Sighing, “Yes. Of course. Thank you.”

Once finished in the restroom I dismissed Anna, telling her to go enjoy herself, promising I would be fine. I watched her as she stepped out onto the patio and down the stairs. 

I turned quickly and made my way toward my father’s office. The door was cracked just enough for me to peak inside. What ever the men and my father were doing had been finalized because both my father and another man were signing a document and shaking hands. 

My father walked over to the bar, lifting a bottle of his finest tequila, “Maravilloso, ¿tomamos una copa y brindamos por nuestra buena suerte y la unión de nuestras dos familias?” 

The union of our two families? I wondered what he meant. What deal was my father making that he would not have included me? This was unlike my father, and it gave me a sick feeling deep in my stomach.
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Chapter Three
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I heard footsteps on the marble floor, and they were approaching quickly, I slipped into a closet beside my father’s office to hide. The steps stopped in front of the closet door, and at first, I thought for sure I was caught. I stood quiet and listened, hoping the person would leave. The doorknob began to rattle and turn. I held my breath as the door slowly opened and stopped. 

“Migel, come my son.” A deep voice ordered. 

The door closed and I released the breath I had been holding. Oh my God, that was too close. I waited a few more minutes to make sure no one was in the hall before cracking the door and slipping out. I had just stepped out onto the patio when my father appeared by my side. 

“¿dónde has estado?” He asked, the look in his eyes unmistakable.

I froze, I had seen that look many times, but never was it aimed toward me. Did he know? 

“I asked you where you have been Gabriella.” He repeats in my mother’s language.

“I needed to use the restroom, Papi.” My voice was sure and strong; I would never bow down to his fear. I will be brave, just like my mother, even to death. 

“Come with me, we have a wonderful announcement to make.”

I smiled and reached and took his hand as he led us back to the stage and microphone.

“Atención, atención, tengo un anuncio maravilloso. I have a wonderful announcement.”

The crowd fell quit and all eyes were on us as they waited my father’s announcement. The silence made my stomach churn; I didn’t like this feeling. Something was wrong, something terrible was about to happen and for some reason I was in the center of it. 

“As many of you know I have been planning for mi Gabriella to take over the family business.”

My father turns and looks at me and my heart stops, causing me to falter but I quickly regain my composure. My father is wearing his sunglasses, the man with no eyes... he is staring at me. I could feel my heart pulsing through my chest, and I was certain everyone could see it. Especially my father. I tried to open my mouth, but it was too dry. My tongue stuck to the roof of my mouth and my lips refused to open, refused to smile.

“No lo hará sola. Hoy Miguel Hernández y yo nos reunimos y firmamos un acuerdo entre su hijo Miguel y mi hija Gabriella.” 

The crowd cheered. 

“Por favor, sube aquí Migel... Damas y caballeros, me gustaría presentarles a mi futuro yerno”

A young latino man stepped out of the crowd and made his way up the stairs, shaking my father’s hand. I stood frozen beside my father, our hands locked. My lungs refuse to accept the air they desperately needed. I couldn’t believe what I had just heard. It can’t be true. An arranged marriage!  

My father gives my hand to this stranger and laughs, “Sin duda mis nietos serán hermosos.”  He states, before pulling us together, to face the crowd as though presenting a trophy.

Grandchildren? I’m only fifteen. This was my quinceañera, it was supposed to be the grandest night of my youth. I was going to be sick. I could feel the heat building beneath the bodice of my gown, climbing up my neck. I fought for air, but my lungs refused. My head started to sway, and I knew I was going down.

When I awoke, I was laying on a lounger just inside the patio, my father stood above me while Anna wiped my face with a cool cloth. I could tell by the shape of his mouth my father was not happy with my reaction. I blinked my eyes trying to focus on the faces that stood behind my father watching this spectacle. It was the men who met with my father earlier and the latino boy. They were huddled together talking, occasionally, one of them would look over at me and shake his head.  

I had never used foul language up until then. My mother always said foul language showed weakness and stupidity. And I desperately wanted to make my mother proud, but this! This was the last straw. The gloves were coming off. I had played this stupid game with my father for far too long. I was done. 

“¿Qué miras, idiota?” I yelled. Everyone gasped and looked at me. The look on my father’s face was priceless. He looked as though he had been smacked. And that’s when I felt it. The burning pain along my cheek. He had smacked me. 

I wasn’t surprised, I knew my father had a temper. He had never used it on me though, until now. I refused to cry. I would not give him the satisfaction, my mother’s blood flowed inside me, and she was strong and brave. I stood up while looking at my father, saying nothing to him, I turned and left. 

Anna followed me inside and to my room. “Please Anna, I want to be alone.” I insisted. “I don’t need help getting undressed. I can do it myself and prefer to, I just need to be alone. Please.”

Finally, alone in my room, I began to remove all the lavishness that my father had adorned me with only hours before. The tiara and jewelry, the shoes, the gown, lastly, I removed all the bobby pins that had been holding my chestnut hair in its place. Stepping into the shower, I step into the scalding spray. The initial shock took my breath, but soon my body adjusted to the temperature and welcomed it. 

For the first time I arrived here at my father’s compound or since I could remember, my mind sat quiet. Normally a million thoughts and plans would be going through my mind while I stood under the jets of my shower. It was here that I did my best plotting. But tonight... 

BANG BANG BANG!

“Gabriella...Open this fucking door!” My father orders from the other side of the door as he pounds his fist on the wood. “Open this door!” 

I step out of the shower and into my robe, toweling my hair as I open the door. His face was red, his eyes burning with anger, as his nostrils flared.  I look away from him and step around his hulking form. He grabs my arm and turns me to face him.

“You will look at me when I am talking to you, señorita, lo entiendes?”

I square my shoulders and look him in the eyes, “Si, papi. I understand.” My own anger is still evident as I glare back at him.

It was then that his eyes softened, and he pulled me close to him. 

“Ah, mi querido ángel, ¿Qué voy a hacer contigo?” His anger quickly dissolves as he wraps his arms around me and pulls me close. 

His breath is hot against the top of my head, and the smell of tequila still lingers as he speaks to me. “Mi querido ángel, try to understand. This business...well it’s a man’s business. You will need a strong and respected man to help you run it. Migel is just that. His familia is well known and respected. Together with our familia...”

He pulls away and looks down at me. “Mi querido ángel, imagine the power and strength you will have some day.” Placing a gentle kiss along my forehead he steps toward the door. “Tomorrow. You will meet your future husband, and you will be sé educado y haz que tu papá se sienta orgulloso.”

“Si papi, I will make you proud.” I concede.
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Chapter Four
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I wake up to a cloudy rainy day, which matches my mood perfectly. I know I must play nice. I must bite my tongue and swallow my pride, it’s necessary for me to reach my final goal. And that is what I cling to throughout the day, it’s what gets me through the apology I start with when I am again introduced to my future husband. He’s handsome, but he is at least ten years older than I am. And the look behind his eyes tells me he is pure evil. That scares me. I do not want to relive my mother’s fear. It was my father’s evil that made my mother run. She wanted better for me, and she went through hell many times to assure I had a better life. Until that night when he found us. The man with no eyes, that is his true nature, evil. 

I had just turned fifteen yesterday, surely, I had at least six or more years to plan before my forced marriage. Surely my father wouldn’t allow a grown man to marry and take advantage of his young daughter, I don’t care what tradition may say, I am not a young woman, I’m still a young girl-a virgin! 

The day was pure hell! I went through the motions, I smiled, I laughed, I listened and only spoke when spoken to. Completely out of the norm for me and it was slowly ripping away my resolve. I knew if I had to continue with this farse, it would be the death of me. 

It was time for dinner, and my father instructed me to go upstairs and get prepared for dinner. The last thing I wanted to do was play the blushing bride-to-be, and I sure as hell didn’t want to have to go through the lavishness of a formal dinner. I was exhausted, mentally, physically and emotionally. If I were going to survive this, I was going to need some help. 

The only person I could hope would help me was Anna, I wondered if she was the one who helped my mother? Would she help me too? At that thought a knock came at my door, it was Anna, and she had come into my room to assist me and so I decided now was the time. Since I wasn’t sure how this marriage arrangement would take place, I knew I had to make my move before it was too late.

“¿Estás bien querida?” Anna asks.

I fight off the tears as they beg to come forward, “No. I’m not alright. I’m scared, Anna. I may have been very young when my mother ran away from my father, but I still remember the fear in her eyes every time there was a knock on our door, or the phone would ring. I remember the precautions she used to ensure our safety.”  I swipe angrily at the rogue tear that had escaped, trickling down my cheek. “I know I was young, but I have flashbacks of someone in the shadows, someone who helped my mother and me escape.” 

I glance up at her through the mirror as she brushes my hair, hoping to see a glimpse or a hint even that she was the shadowy person who helped my mother all those years ago...hopeful she would help once more. 

She pulls my hair away from my face and fastens it with an ivory comb. I can tell the wheels are turning inside her head and by the look on her face she was contemplating something. Without thinking I ask her quietly, more like a plea, “Will you help me too?”
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