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Chapter 1: The Boy Who Wanted to Sing
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Sinaloa, Mexico.

José Guzmán was not born in darkness. He was born surrounded by luxury, mariachi songs, and the smell of wet earth. The son of the powerful Don Luis Guzmán—the most feared narco in all of Sinaloa—José dreamed of guitars, not guns. Since he was a child, he would sneak away from family meals to visit the farmhand who played rancheras. He learned to tune, to sing with his soul, and to drink tequila even though he was barely old enough to ride a horse.

But blood weighs heavy.

And the Guzmán name was a curse.

At 13, Don Luis took him to a meeting with his capos. José hid behind the door while his father ordered tortures, mutilations, and executions. He saw it all, silent, with eyes full of horror. His father knew he was there. He wanted him to learn. To know that the empire was built on fear, not songs.

At 15, Don Luis made an irreversible decision.

—If you want my throne, you need to get your hands dirty.

He handed José over to his hitman boss, Arturo “El Chivo,” and ordered him to make José a real man of the cartel.
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Chapter 2: The First Shot
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The first time José killed someone, he was shaking. El Chivo took him to an abandoned warehouse where a cartel traitor was crying, tied to a chair, with a broken mouth and missing fingers. Arturo put a knife in his hand.

—Cut out his tongue —he said.

José hesitated. But El Chivo didn’t move. He just stared at him with those stone-cold eyes.
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