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Description

Princess was born into an affluent life. Educated, witty and clever. The apple of her father's eye. When tragedy turns her life upside down, she finds herself forced to choose. Living life for herself? Or stepping up and into the family business.

Either way, her life, and Colombia will change forever.

She is the boss's daughter.
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For my family. For Jai. For everyone who has ever been told they couldn't live their dream. For Medellin.

Prologue

Princess was born into the underworld of Medellin. Affluent, educated and protected.  After a family tragedy, she's forced to choose between a life of anonymity or fulfilling her family legacy. Does she carry on in her life of safety and security? Or does she give in to the well of emotion that she has brewing inside herself? There are consequences no matter what she chooses.
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It was never easy. But necessary. With Dad gone, the family business was now mine. Good or bad, it needed me. I was his only child and a daughter at that. In this world, being female meant that I would have to work twice as hard to earn the respect that this line of work demanded. 

In this world, showing any weakness at all would get you killed. So, I would do whatever was needed to keep the business running as usual. There was no other option.  

As it went, time literally was money.

It had only been a month since dad had passed, or more accurately, been gunned down on the streets of Medellin.

Ironically, in the same sicario style that had become his trademark. But, there was no time to remember that now, though. I had to make my way through the palatial estate that I had grown up in and try to find any records that Dad may have kept.

Keyword being may. He was known for his eidetic memory and never writing anything down. The files were always locked in his head. And somehow he never forgot a single detail. I could only hope to have that same ability as I was probably going to need it in my new line of work.

Line of work. Hahaha! Is that what you call being the head of the most ruthless cartel that ever existed? Or was this really a suicide mission? 

Okay. I had to focus on what I needed to find. I wiped the tears from my eyes as I made my way down the long hallway, past all the photographs. Memories of my childhood.  Of the happy times with my father.

My heels clicked along the imported Italian marble floor as I made my way to Dad's office. I took the key from my pocket and turned it in the lock. It clicked, and I turned the big brass knob. The solid oak door opened with surprising ease beneath my fingers.

Suddenly, I was bombarded by memories that made my head spin. The warmth of the natural sunlight pouring in from the bay window. The scent of his favorite vanilla, lavender candles and Cohiba cigar smoke. The smell of his cologne still lingered on the blue-silk-button-down shirt that was draped over his high-backed leather office chair.

I fell to my knees onto the plush carpet floor and finally let the sobs escape my chest. He was really gone. Forever. My father, my hero. The man I always believed was indestructible and immortal. He was gone and this was all that was left of him. Of his life.

After forty-five minutes, I regained my composure and settled myself at his desk. Opening his laptop, I entered the password.

After searching through the handful of documents on the hard drive, I found one titled with my name. 

I clicked on the icon.

My Princess,

The family business is now yours. As you are my only daughter, everything that was mine is now yours. I know you can run everything as I would have. There are flash drives in the top desk drawer as well as my address book to guide you. Trust no one and remember always that I love you more than anything.

All my love, Daddy

Well, shit! Typical of Dad though. Straight to the point, as always. So, I unlocked the top desk drawer and started looking through it.

Everything in it was well-organized. A characteristic of my father's. As such, everything I was in search of wasn't hard to find. The three zip drives, a leather-bound ledger book as well as Dad's custom monogrammed address book. Easily located.

I put everything into my purse and unplugged the laptop to carry it with me as well. I had had enough sensory overload for one day and it was seriously fucking with my head. I had to get out of this house for a while.

Maybe I would check into Dad's suite at El Palacio for a few days to clear my head.  God knew I could use a hot bubble bath. So, I started up my favorite car, the burgundy Audi A7 that Dad had imported for my last birthday. Then synced my iPhone to the stereo and started my favorite playlist.

Daddy Yankee blared from the speakers as I revved the accelerator and peeled out from behind the iron gates of La Mansion.

It had been a hell of a day already and the family empire could wait another day. I needed time to wrap my head around all of this. As well re-establish whatever contacts and relationships Dad had going and left in place for me. But first, I wanted to visit my mother. So, I made my way down Calle 7 to the cemetery entrance. Turned right and down three blocks until I could see her lacquered headstone.

I put the car in park and stepped out. I hadn't been to visit here in weeks and it pulled at the black icicle that was now my heart. But the losses and reality of it all had become too much.

I knelt in front of her grave and a flood of emotion left my body. "Hey, Mom. It's me, Princess. I don't know what I'm doing. Or going to do! I don't have a clue about running the family business. I wish you were here. That we had been given more time. I'm not ready for this! I need to talk to you. I need advice. Please stay with me and watch over me as I enter this world of ours. Protect and love me as you always have. I love you!"

Yes, that was my actual name. Dad had been set on it the moment he found out he was having a daughter. And mom knew better than to argue.  I was born Princess Reign on December 7. Six days after my father's thirty-second birthday.

Everyone who ever knew my dad always said that the day I was born had been the happiest day of my father's life. Even my mother swore that the day I was born was the day my father grew a heart.

I had always heard the story of the 2.5 million dollar party that he threw to celebrate my arrival into the world. But that was typical of Dad. Celebrate big. Mark the occasion and be happy.

And we were. Dad made it his priority always to keep us happy.

Only now, that seemed like another lifetime ago. I couldn't remember the last time I had smiled or laughed since before Dad had died. A month that already felt like a decade. Probably very normal when you were as close as Dad and I had been. Especially since Mom had been gone.

Mom had passed seven years earlier from cancer after three years of chemotherapy. By the time we got the diagnosis, not even the top oncologists in Medellin could be of help. It had metastasized and spread to her brain within eight months.

Thinking back on it all, it's like my father had always known that one day I would be exactly where I was now.

I pulled away from my mother's grave, my head was still spinning. So, I cranked up the volume and let the lyrics of Nicky Jam carry me away. Music was always my escape and I had come to rely on it more and more these days. After a while, I made my way to one of my favorite restaurants, Casa Catedral.

I hadn't eaten anything since yesterday. I was starving and looking forward to the chef's phenomenal comfort food.
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As I waited for the host to seat me, I felt a tap on my shoulder. I jumped a foot and turned around to find John Vasquez, my Godfather and my father's right-hand man standing in front of me.

"Hello, mi Princesa," he said as he smiled and pulled me into a bear hug of an embrace. I exhaled and went limp against his burly frame. It was nice to feel secure again.

"Hola, Padrino, how have you been?" He paused, his breath seemed to catch in his throat and for a few seconds, I could see the sadness in his eyes and hear the grief in his voice.

He hugged me closer so I wouldn't see him wiping the tears from his eyes.

"I'm okay, trying to adjust to things now, but good."

"Come, join me at my table, share a meal and a toast with your Godfather. I have missed you!"

"I have missed you too," I answered. I let him take my hand and lead me through the maze of tables. Just as he and my father had done since I learned to walk.

He guided me into the secluded back booth that had always been his, ever as protective as always.

The waitress approached and asked for our drink order.

"Triple shot of Jack, neat and a double of Aguardiente, please."

"Absolutely, Senor Vasquez, I will have these right out and I will let the chef know you're here."

He nodded in approval and flashed her
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