
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


CARTEL QUEENS

Complete Collection(Book 1-3)
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Chapter 1: The Girl Without a Name
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Isabella “Bella” Martínez was born in Brooklyn.

Colombian father. Panamanian mother.

Narrow streets, gray bricks, crushed dreams.

She was ten years old when she saw him die.

A robbery at her father’s store.

The masked man raised the gun.

A burst of shots.

Her father fell amid smoke and blood, looking at Bella as if silently asking her not to cry.

Fear sank into her like a tattoo.

Her mother took her in her arms, crying.

And from that day, Bella learned two things:

The world hurts.

And only the tough survive.

By eighteen, Bella was already working in a rundown bar.

Flickering neon lights. Cigarette smoke. Cheap whiskey.

Sweaty customers. Fights that erupted over nothing.

Every night was a battle.

She learned to read glances, dodge punches, and use her body and wits as weapons.

It was there she saw him for the first time: Rafael De Luca.

The whole world seemed to stop.

His black car gleamed under the neon light, longer than a city block.

Men in expensive suits with cold eyes surrounded him.

Partners, bodyguards, men wrapped in silence and strength.

Every move he made was calculated. Every look, dangerous.

Bella watched him from the bar, her lips slightly parted.

He looked at her.

One second.

Two seconds.

Time bent.

Rafael smiled, barely noticeable.

A gesture that said: You intrigue me. You’re different.

She wasn’t just another girl in the bar.

He knew it.

And in that instant, something in Bella knew her life was about to change forever.

Amid the smoke and noise, between the blood of her past and the violence of her present, a spark was born:

The first encounter with Rafael was no coincidence.

It was the beginning of his game.

His game of power, luxury, and danger.

And Bella was ready to play.
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Chapter 2: The King of the City
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Rafael De Luca didn’t fall in love.

He took what he wanted.

But Bella wasn’t like the others.

She didn’t chase his money or his empty promises.

She made him laugh.

She yelled at him.

She didn’t flinch when he pulled a gun.

She saw the monster... and still kissed him.

She was the muse of danger.

They kept their affair a secret.

His enemies wouldn’t hesitate to use her.

But Rafael became obsessive, and obsession makes men reckless.

One night, one of his men—a tall, arrogant guy with more tattoos than sense—looked at her the wrong way.

A cruel smile.

A comment that called her a whore.

Rafael watched in silence.

Cold eyes.

No rush.

Then he acted.

First, he immobilized him. Then the torture began.

Screams. Pain. Humiliation.

The man writhed, begging.

Rafael didn’t listen.

He simply carried out the final sentence: the man died.

Bella saw it all.

She didn’t feel fear. She felt respect.

And she understood something crucial: power has owners. And Rafael was one of them.

Within a few months, Rafael bought her an apartment, surrounded her with bodyguards, and whispered:

—Now you’re mine, my queen.

They married in Venice.

Silent. Illegal. Beautiful. Just the two of them and a priest on the payroll.

Bella watched the city from a Venetian balcony, lights shimmering on the water, shadows moving through the canals.

In her reflection, she saw something she had never imagined:

She wasn’t just the wife of a mafia king.

She could be feared by everyone, the owner of her own empire.

Luxury, violence, power... they were now part of her.

And Bella accepted it.
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Chapter 3: Diamonds and Blood
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It happened on a Wednesday.

The news arrived wrapped in sirens and bullets. Rafael’s convoy was ambushed a few blocks from the penthouse. Four men died.

He was one of them.

Bella didn’t cry. Not immediately. She stood barefoot on the marble, watching the blood on the news. Her husband. Her world. Gone.

The funeral was cold. Luxurious. Monitored by police, criminals, and traitors. Everyone wanted to see the widow.

She wore black. No makeup. Red lips.

One single look in her eyes and everyone knew:

That wasn’t grief.

It was war.

––––––––
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Chapter 4: Love Under Fire
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After the burial, Bella locked herself in the penthouse for three days. She didn’t eat. She didn’t sleep. She only replayed the security footage.

His voice. His laughter.

Then she found it: his will. And a letter addressed to her.

“If you are reading this, Bella, I already failed to protect you.

But I left you the keys, the contacts, and the money.

If you choose to walk away, no one will blame you.

But if you choose to rule... do it like a De Luca.”

The safe hid money, names, routes, passwords... and the truth: Rafael had already planned to make her queen.

He knew this day could come.

Now, she knew it too.

––––––––

[image: ]


[image: ]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 5: Queens Never Bow
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Bella wasn’t going to do it alone. Power without loyalty is suicide.

She called the three women who had never betrayed her, who had suffered at her side, who had steel in their veins:


	Camila – her childhood friend, a street doctor with a talent for poisons and secrets.

	Naomi – ex-stripper, seductress, and master manipulator.

	Jade – hacker, surveillance genius, daughter of a corrupt NYPD officer.



Each owed her something.

Each came.

They didn’t ask why.

They only asked:

—When do we start?

In a candle-lit room, the four women cut their palms and sealed a pact.

No men in power.

No secrets between them.

No one walks alone.

They called themselves The Queens.

The Cartel Queens.

And New York... never saw them coming.

They took Rafael’s routes. Recruited old allies. Burned the traitors.

And in just three months, they controlled 60% of the drug trade from Harlem to Staten Island.

No one had seen women like them: beautiful, brutal, brilliant.

The game had changed.

And the rules... were written by them.
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Chapter 6: A Widow in Silk


[image: ]




Bella entered the De Luca mansion as if it already belonged to her.

Heels echoing on the marble. Each step, a sentence.

At her side, the Cartel Queens: Camila, Naomi, and Jade. Armed. Lethal. Their eyes said: there’s no turning back.

The men at the table—capos, traffickers, killers—looked at her as if they had seen a ghost.

But ghosts don’t tremble.

In front of them stood Giusepe Ferraro, Rafael’s half-brother, convinced he would take the throne.

He gathered the capos to assert his authority.

The silence was heavy, suffocating.

Bella paused for a second. She took out the will.

Placed it on the table. Showed the letter.

And said, with a firm voice and no hesitation:

—Now you work for me.

Some laughed, incredulous.

One man, bold, called her a whore.

Rafael was gone.

But power doesn’t wait.

In an instant, the Cartel Queens aimed, fired, and the man fell with a shot to the forehead.

The gunshot echoed through the room.

The rest held their breath.

Swore loyalty.

Giusepe barely had time to react.

The message was clear: the throne would not be his. It would be Bella’s.

That night, Bella didn’t cry.

She didn’t sleep.

She planned.

From the mirrors of the mansion, she saw something she had never imagined:

her future could be feared by all.

The Cartel Queens were at her side, and the game had just changed.
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Chapter 7: Rise of the Cartel
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The Cartel Queens operated differently.

They gave money to single mothers.

Protected their neighborhoods.

Eliminated abusers, dirty dealers, and predators.

They didn’t rule with fear alone: they ruled with strategy.

Bella dressed like royalty.

Her girls moved like assassins.

The city began to call her The Widow Queen.

But power always invites war.

The old families—the Russians of Brighton Beach, the Albanians of Queens, the Colombians of Jersey—wanted blood.

And Bella planned.

War was approaching.

But she would be ready.
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Chapter 8: Blood Loyalty
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The De Luca empire was divided.

Some partners swore loyalty to Isabella.

Others called her an impostor behind her back.

And among them...

Giusepe Ferraro.

Rafael’s half-brother.

Always smiling. Always pretending loyalty.

A poison disguised as an ally.

One night, leaving the penthouse, Isabella walked alone down the carpeted hallway.

Two men intercepted her.

Cold metal against her temple.

They forced her to step back.

The door slammed shut behind her with a dull thud.

Vincent Rocco, one of Rafael’s oldest associates.

Predatory eyes. Twisted smile.

A predator who smelled weakness.

Beside him, silent, Lucas Morales.

Her shadow. Her assigned bodyguard.

—The throne isn’t yours —Rocco spat.

He grabbed Isabella by the arm and dragged her to the room.

Pushed her against the bed, the smell of whiskey and sweat suffocating her.

Her screams echoed into the hall.

Lucas clenched his fists.

The echo of his boss’s breathing hit his ears like hammers.

The scars of his past burned.

One more second.

Another scream.

The soldier broke.

The gun came out of its holster like lightning.

The door burst open.

Rocco looked up, surprised.

Three shots.

To the back.

Point-blank.

The body fell heavy onto the carpet.

Blood ran like dark ink.

Isabella breathed heavily, but stood tall, eyes fixed on Lucas.

He lowered the weapon, walked toward her, and smiled coldly.

—From today... I’m under your command.

Lucas tilted his head, with a twisted laugh.

—You don’t need a bodyguard, Bella.

You need a wolf.

And I will be that wolf.

––––––––

[image: ]


[image: ]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 9: Shadows and Fire
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Whispers kept running through the underworld.

The De Luca empire had a new face.

A woman’s face.

Four, actually.

Isabella and the Cartel Queens.

But beside her was a constant shadow.

Lucas Morales.

Ex-special forces.

Scars that spoke louder than his silences.

Always two steps behind her.

Silent. Lethal. Loyal.

He never crossed the line.

Never looked at her like the others did.

He only protected.

He only watched.

The First Night: Fire

An ambush in an alley.

Bullets bouncing.

Bella cornered against a brick wall.

He appeared like a specter.

Two shots. Three bodies on the ground.

And with one arm, he shielded her, pressing her against his chest.

She could feel the heartbeat beneath his bloodied shirt.

He smelled of gunpowder and cologne.

Their eyes met.

Something broke.

That same night, in the penthouse, she returned with her dress torn, still trembling from the ambush.

Lucas was there, a glass of wine in hand.

He watched her silently.

Didn’t ask.

Just stepped closer and handed her the glass.

Their hands brushed.

An electric touch.

A spark neither wanted to let go.

The Second Night: Poison

Days later, the gala.

Golden lights. Ballroom music.

Bella danced with an arms dealer, playing the part, securing a contract.

Fake laughs. Improper hands.

Lucas watched from the shadows, jaw tense, finger brushing the gun under his jacket.

When the dealer’s hand slid too far, Lucas moved.

Crossed the room like a wolf.

Slammed him against the table with a heavy hit.

Shattered glass. Screams.

Bella watched.

Not with fear.

With hunger.

Later, in the penthouse, he burst in, furious.

Eyes burning. Control broken.

—Don’t use me to forget another.

—I’m not forgetting —she whispered, approaching—. I’m choosing.

Then she kissed him.

And he kissed her back.

It wasn’t sweet.

It wasn’t tender.

It was war.
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Chapter 10: Fire in the Blood
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Brooklyn. 14 years later.

Time had changed the city, but not Isabella’s scars.

Now she was Isabella De Morales, the Queen who ruled an empire from the shadows.

By her side had been Lucas Morales, the bodyguard who once swore loyalty... and ended up becoming her husband.

From that love were born two children: Mateo and Camila.

A legacy of blood.

But empires don’t crumble from the outside.

They always bleed from within.

One ordinary night, Isabella entered an upscale restaurant in Brooklyn.

Amid warm lights and glasses of wine, she saw the unthinkable:

He was laughing, hand on the thigh of Naomi, a close cartel friend, Isabella’s confidante.

A slow, poisonous kiss united them in front of everyone.

Isabella stood still.

She didn’t scream.

She didn’t cry.

She only clenched her fists until they bled.

And stayed silent.

That same night, in the penthouse, Lucas awaited her.

He removed his jacket, confident, as always.

But Isabella was no longer the same.

The Queen looked at her husband with cold eyes.

The gun appeared in her hand as if it had been born there.

One shot.

Then another.

And another.

Lucas Morales fell dead in his own home, never understanding Isabella’s sentence.

The next day, Isabella summoned Naomi to her apartment.

Naomi arrived smiling, thinking it was a business matter.

She had no time to speak.

A clean shot to the forehead.

Naomi’s perfume mixed with the metallic scent of blood.

Two betrayals.

Two corpses.

The bodies were delivered to Giusepe Ferraro.

Isabella looked at him with icy calm:

—If you are truly loyal to me... incinerate them.

Giusepe agreed.

He took them to an abandoned house on the outskirts of Brooklyn.

Gasoline. Flames.

The bodies of Lucas and Naomi turned to ashes under the roar of the fire.

But as they burned, Giusepe took photographs.

Forbidden images, heavy with truth.

That same night, he sent an envelope to Emilio Cárdenas, Naomi’s brother.

Inside, the photos and a letter:

“Your sister was executed by Isabella De Morales.”

Emilio screamed to the sky.

Pain turned into hatred.

And hatred into a vow.

The next war was being forged.
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Chapter 11: The Queen with Blood on Her Hands
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Brooklyn, New York – 14 Years After Rafael’s Death

Morning light pierced through the bulletproof windows of the Martínez mansion like an unwanted visitor. Isabella lay in her silk robe on the velvet sofa of her penthouse, a half-empty bottle of vodka in one hand, a blunt in the other, mascara smudged under her cold eyes. Her empire was still intact—but she was not.

Once she ruled the streets like a goddess. Now she ruled from the shadows, haunted by ghosts.

Her children, Mateo and Camila, had been sent to a private estate in the Catskills “for their safety.” In reality, Isabella couldn’t look them in the eyes. They reminded her too much of Rafael... and what she had become.

Across the room, her husband—was he still her bodyguard in her heart?—moved with silence, strength, and detachment. Lucas Morales had stood by her through wars, betrayals, and deaths. He was the father of her children. He swore to protect her.

But Isabella was no longer sure if he loved her.

Or maybe she could no longer feel love.

Naomi had been her sister. Her right hand in the cartel. Her best friend since the days of blood and ashes.

Now Naomi was dead.

And so was Lucas.

Because Isabella pulled the trigger.
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Chapter 12: Funeral Smoke and Police Heat
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The bodies had been incinerated. No traces, no witnesses—except the eyes that always watched in New York.

Detective Reyes—a corrupt cop paid in diamonds and silence—called Isabella’s burner phone.

“Your time is up, Queen. They’re closing in.”

She didn’t answer. Instead, she called her pilot. Within hours, Isabella disappeared into the night sky, leaving behind a kingdom soaked in blood.

Destination: Medellín, Colombia.

Where her demons couldn’t follow.

Or so she thought.
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Chapter 13: Don Machete
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The man was a legend.

Álvaro “Don Machete” Restrepo ruled Medellín’s underworld like a demon king.

His machete was more than a weapon—it was his signature. He didn’t kill with bullets. He decapitated.

He left a message.

And yet, when Isabella entered Bar Sangre, dressed only in heels, a low-cut dress, and a pain sharper than any blade, Álvaro stopped the music with a wave of his hand.

Their eyes met.

Two monsters.

Two kings.

Two survivors.

That night, the bar closed early.

That night, two empires began to merge.
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Chapter 14: A Marriage Made of Fire
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In three months, Isabella was not just his lover. She became The Queen of Medellín.

Their wedding was held at a private jungle estate, guarded by men in black and priests filled with fear. Mateo and Camila returned to her side. Álvaro promised to raise them as his own.

Power had returned to Isabella—but not peace.

Because no matter how far she ran, death always followed.
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Chapter 15: Revenge Wears a Mask
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Emilio Cárdenas spent 14 years in exile, planning.

Naomi was more than a sister—she was his only family. When he learned Isabella had killed her, something inside him broke. He called in favors from Mexico, Russia, even corrupt DEA agents.

He followed Isabella’s trail to Colombia.

He arrived with a single purpose:

To kill the Queen.
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Chapter 16: The Eyes of Luciana
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Luciana Restrepo—Álvaro’s sister—never trusted Isabella.

From the day she arrived, Luciana saw her as a velvet-heeled virus. To her, Isabella was a foreign queen with a trail of dead lovers and dangerous enemies. The kind of woman who left ashes where she walked and called it survival.

She began watching her closely. Interrogating staff. Reading emails. Recording conversations.

Then she found it: a photo.

A blurry image from a Medellín airport security camera. A man with a sniper rifle case.

Emilio.

Luciana didn’t warn Isabella. She just smiled.

She let the wolf in. Let the blood run.

And then, she would take the throne for herself.

[image: ]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 17: Children of the Queen
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Mateo was already 13—tall, silent, with a cold intelligence that even scared Isabella. He secretly trained with Álvaro’s men: weapons handling, interrogations, leadership.
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