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The Manifesto of the Untouchable.
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What you hold in your hands is not fiction. It is the autopsy of a system that tried to devour me and ended up handing me the teeth to tear it apart.

Every date, every case number, and every complicit silence narrated in these pages — from the bureaucratic corridors of the DIAN to the shadow bunker of the 03rd Circuit Court — happened exactly as described. This is the chronicle of three hundred sixty-five days in which I lost weight, lost sleep, watched relationships fracture, but found a strength no online sports betting platform could ever buy.

I faced a thousand-headed Leviathan: a betting house with limitless resources, a court that acted as its bodyguard, and a State that decided my identity was acceptable collateral damage. In that hall of mirrors, I learned a brutal truth: justice that is technologically blocked isn't justice; it's an ambush dressed up as law.

I have changed some names to protect the innocent, but the executioners will recognize their own shadows in these lines.

Welcome to the battlefield where metadata defeated the robes, and where one man alone, armed with truth and an algorithm of honor, kicked over the giants' table.

The hunt is over. The report is ready.

Let 's begin.
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The Ghost in the Machine.
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Life in Medellín has a rhythm I thought I knew by heart: a blend of mountain fragrance, the constant murmur of traffic, and that sense that if you work hard, the sky is the limit. My existence has always been a construction built on order and discipline. I am a man of markets, of charts, of certainties. In my world, chance is a calculation error, and peace of mind is the dividend you earn from doing things right, through discipline and sacrifice.
It was August 2025. The scent of the last carnations from the Feria de las Flores still lingered in the city air. I sat in front of my monitor, tracking the pulse of the global economy. The flicker of Japanese candlesticks on the screen — green and red, life and loss — was the only heartbeat that mattered to me. My trading strategy was running with pinpoint precision: I already had positions working and generating profits in the silver ETF, SLV, and in Bitcoin.

That was as far as my trading went before everything that came next.

"Honey, don't forget about your tax return," my wife said from across the room, breaking my technical trance. "Your filing deadline is almost here."

That sentence, a routine reminder for any citizen, was the first click of a trap that had been waiting for me in the shadows for twenty months. On autopilot, I reached out to Diego, my accountant, the guardian of my financial reality before the State.

"I'll send you what I need tomorrow, Marvin," he replied that night.

Being a man of protocol, and knowing a little about the documents required to file taxes, I got ahead of it: I downloaded certificates, organized invoices, and sent the files with the peace of mind of an impeccable taxpayer. I owed no one anything. My record was a clean mirror.

Or so I believed, until the air in my office froze with a message on my phone that changed my DNA forever.

The system had returned a diagnosis to Diego that ran cold through the blood: according to the DIAN, Colombia's national tax authority, I had received an alleged windfall gain of 575,000 pesos, originating from a corporate payer I had never exchanged a single word with, let alone a transaction. There, on the cold screen, the name of that online sports betting platform appeared linked to my ID number.

I sat frozen, staring at the screen. The coffee in my hand stopped steaming. Time stopped. That paralysis that precedes disaster: you feel your heartbeat pounding at the base of your skull, a rhythmic hammering telling you that something in the universe has broken.

"Diego... this is a mistake," I answered, feeling a jolt of heat burn up my neck. "I don't have an account on that platform. I can't stand gambling."

I knew the online sports betting platform, of course — the one regulated by Coljuegos, Colombia's gaming authority. In Colombia it's an inescapable presence: its logos shine on soccer jerseys, its ads flood the airwaves, its betting shops sit on every corner, and it sponsors professional soccer tournaments from the warmth of La Guajira to the depths of the Amazon. It's a giant that moves billions of pesos, an empire built on the hope and chance of a country that dreams of a lucky break.

But in my vocabulary, money is earned through strategy, not dice. My wealth isn't built on luck; it's built on analysis.

"You need to contact them, and the DIAN," Diego declared, with the coldness of someone watching a fire from a safe distance. "You have to clear this up yourself."

It was a low blow. I, who always had an answer for every market move, didn't know where to begin.

In that exact moment, my reality suffered a compound fracture. While I was planning my future in Medellín, a ghost in Cali had used my ID and my full name to collect cash. A stranger had auctioned off my identity at a betting counter on a distant February 14th, 2024 — Valentine's Day. I had been the victim of an invisible crime for over two years.

The system — that blind, bureaucratic giant — had just pointed its finger at me as the beneficiary of a fraud I never committed. The DIAN now looked at me with the suspicion reserved for tax evaders.

That morning, the quiet citizen died.

The online sports betting platform and the justice system assumed I would be just another statistic: a man who would eventually tire of filling out absurd forms and waiting on endless phone lines until the hold music drained his brain dry.

They didn't know they were trying to erase a man unafraid to set bureaucracy on fire so the truth could shine through. They didn't know that by touching my name, the Ghost of Cali had just woken the Architect and the Warrior. The clock on this war had just started running.
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Courage isn't a sudden burst; it's a metallic chill that settles at the back of your neck when you realize someone has tried to erase your story to write a lie over it. After the conversation with Diego, the mirror of my security shattered. I was no longer just an outraged citizen; I was a man tracking the trail of his own shadow through a system that insisted I'd been somewhere I'd never set foot.

I decided to start at the first ring of bureaucracy: the customer service chat of the online sports betting platform, an environment designed for transactional efficiency that turned out to be a wall of deaf algorithms. I logged into the system.

A generic name appeared on the screen: Sebastián.

"Good morning, welcome to the online sports betting platform. This is Sebastián, how can I help you?"

"Good morning, Sebastián. I have an exogenous report filed against me with the DIAN, issued by your company. Let me be absolutely clear: I don't have an account on your platform, and I can't stand gambling. I need to know who used my name."

I felt the emptiness on the other end, that digital silence where seconds weigh like hours. Sebastián asked for my ID number. I handed it over like someone tossing bait into a shark-infested sea, hoping the system would spit out an obvious inconsistency.

"Yes, sir. The system confirms you have a winning payout of 825,000 COP, successfully claimed at a physical location."

"Sebastián, that's impossible. I've never opened that account. Let's compare my actual information: I used my usual email, my cell number — the same one I've carried in my pocket for over seven years — and check my physical ID card. It's the same one I've had in my possession for 16 years, right here, right now."

"That information doesn't match our records. Please validate your username and password to proceed with the claim."

"But Sebastián! I'm telling you it WASN'T ME! I don't have a username because I don't have an account! How am I supposed to validate something that doesn't exist?"

DISCONNECTED.

The screen went blank, but my mind caught fire. The diagnosis was terminal: a third party had hijacked my fiscal identity. My name and my ID number were in their files, but my contact details had been swapped out for a ghost's.

I climbed the first rung of the legal ladder and filed a mandatory PQRS — a formal complaint request — through the official website of the online sports betting platform: I demanded an internal investigation, the immediate freezing of the account, and, most importantly, that they tell the DIAN the truth.

Days later, when the platform's formal response arrived, it carried no apology. It carried a verdict of guilt against me, dressed up as legality across 56 pages. With chilling corporate coldness, they claimed that I was the person who had physically collected the prize in Cali. The giant made the classic mistake of arrogance: underestimating a man who analyzes data to survive.

Alongside my digital allies, I began dissecting the document. What they called a defense, I called a confession of negligence:

The Empty "Good Faith": they claimed they'd validated the registration based on "good faith." Their star piece of evidence? A screenshot of a form with information that had nothing to do with me. My ID number wasn't even on it; instead, they'd listed a different one, riddled with contradictions. An insult to logic.

The Paper Shield: they attached data from the National Registry that any user with internet access can look up. Nothing that proved my physical presence at the collection site.

The Traveling ID Card: they claimed that to withdraw the money, the user had presented the original physical ID card along with a PIN code sent to the registered cell phone — without attaching a shred of evidence from their own databases.

I sat staring at my ID card on my desk in Medellín. I touched it. I felt the texture of the plastic, the coldness of a document that, according to them, had "traveled" to Cali while I breathed the mountain air of Antioquia.

And then, they made the fatal mistake. In their emails, the online sports betting platform referred to me explicitly as "Señora" — Ma'am — despite the fact that my ID and my physical appearance clearly indicate I'm male. Where was their much-touted KYC (Know Your Customer) protocol? Who had they actually handed the money to?

By giving me the
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