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Chapter 1: The Caged Lion
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Panama City – La Joya Prison

Eight years later

Mateo was no longer the naive-eyed teenager who had arrived handcuffed, head bowed, and heart shattered. Eight years had passed. Eight years of confinement, silence, and resistance. He was only two months away from regaining his freedom, but the streets found him again even behind the walls.

It was a fight. Brutal, unexpected. A group of rival gang members from Los del Chorrillo tried to corner him in the yard. Sticks, fists, makeshift knives. But Mateo did not bend. He was a Martínez by blood.

The first one who touched him flew backward from a sharp elbow to the chin. The second received a kick that left him breathless. The third tried to stab him, but Mateo disarmed him and made him kiss the concrete. One by one, he took them down. He was untouchable.

Only the intervention of the guards prevented a massacre.

The consequence was not long in coming.

A cold, bureaucratic judge sentenced him: three more years for “prison violence.”

Mateo did not cry. He did not scream. He just clenched his fists.

—They’re going to see who I am —he whispered.

His younger sister, sweet-faced and indomitable, was submitting an essay on criminal justice and inequality in Latin America. She was 18, in her first year of Law. She studied during the day and worked at a café at night.

She lived with their grandmother and visited her brother every Sunday. She brought him books, words of encouragement, and promises.

—You’re going to get out. And this time, the system won’t break you. I swear it.

Mateo listened from the other side of the glass.

—And you, little sister?

—I’m going to be a lawyer. But not one of those who sell out.

—Then I’m going to need you someday.

That day had not come yet.

But he could already imagine it.
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Chapter 2: Beneath the Sand
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Coronado Beach, Panama – Three Months Later

The sun beat down on the hot sand while Mateo dug like a desperate animal. He was free. Free at last.

He left prison with his head held high, muscles honed from years of exercise, and a mind full of plans. He only left behind a letter for his sister and a kiss on his grandmother’s forehead.

—I have to go. Don’t look for me. I’m going to come back as someone.

He remembered clearly the day Isabella—his mother—had told him that if things ever went wrong, he should remember “the place where the sun meets the sea.”

He knew exactly where it was.

The old beach house. Abandoned. Dusty. But the land still held secrets.

After hours of digging, fingers bleeding, he finally found what he was looking for: a sealed metal box.

Inside:


	Bundles of cash wrapped in plastic,

	A fake passport,

	A pistol wrapped in a red handkerchief,

	And a photo of Isabella with her children.



Mateo closed his eyes.

—Thank you, Mom...

He took the money. Burned the photo.

At dawn, he boarded a flight to New York.

There, he had many childhood friends, but above all, what truly drove him was one thing: an insatiable hunger for power.
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Chapter 3: Chains, Guilt, and Knives
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New York – Federal Maximum Security Prison

Eight years later

The cold in that cell was not just from the concrete. It was from time, from betrayal, from broken promises.

Isabella “Bella” Martínez had survived eight years in prison. Eight years without her crown. Eight years without her children.

And worst of all... eight years knowing that Camila, her blood sister in the streets and in war, had betrayed her.

Camila had been released. She served only seven years. She cooperated. She talked. She sold secrets of the Queens Cartel.

And now she was free, walking through New York with a new bag and a heart full of guilt. But not all guilt hurts the same.

Camila returned with a single mission: redemption.

For a year, she had been visiting lawyers, bribing contacts, investigating weaknesses in the judicial system. She slept little. She spoke to no one. Her life was a single obsession: get Isabella out alive or die trying.

In prison, Isabella was not alone. She shared hell with hundreds of women... but one in particular wanted her dead.

Anayansi “La Granada” Johnson.

African-American, robust, eyes full of stored hatred.

In the old days, she sold crack for Isabella on the Bronx corners. But she was careless. Lost money. Stole part of the product.

One night, Isabella had silenced her forever.

But she did not die.

And La Granada did not forget.

One moonless night, she planned everything. She paid a corrupt guard. Promised ten thousand dollars for a door left ajar.

The guard accepted.

At 2:47 a.m., La Granada entered Isabella’s cell with a kitchen knife hidden in her pants.

—You thought you erased me from the map, Queen? —she spat with rage.

Isabella did not answer. She stood. She was already wounded inside.

Now it was time to bleed outside.

It was a silent but savage fight.

Two knives. Two hardened bodies. Two pasts facing off.

Isabella managed to cut Johnson’s shoulder, but La Granada was stronger, bigger, angrier. She head-butted her. Punched her in the mouth. Threw her to the ground and climbed on top.

Isabella managed a shallow stab to the side, but it was not enough.

La Granada slashed her lip. Left her with a swollen eye, face soaked in blood and saliva.

—You won’t die... yet. First, I want you to beg.

And then the guards came in. The corrupt officer feigned a commotion.

They separated them with blows and shouts. Both ended up in solitary confinement.

Three days later

Visiting Room – Federal Prison

Mateo entered with a black jacket, low cap, and the gaze of someone who no longer believed in forgiveness.

He saw his mother behind the glass: one purple eye, broken lip, hands bandaged.

But he said nothing. Neither did she.

Only when he grabbed the phone for the visit did Isabella murmur:

—Talk to Lucía Morales.

Mateo swallowed hard.

—Who is she?

Isabella did not answer. She just looked at him with those eyes that still, despite everything, burned with power.

And in that moment, Mateo knew the war was not over. It was only beginning.
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Chapter 4: Debts from the Past



OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
CARTEL QUEENS II






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





