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CHAPTER 1. OnlyFans
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I sit at the computer with a cup of black coffee. I open the digital newspaper, La Provincia. The headline hits me head-on: “19-Year-Old Woman Found Dead in Downtown Las Palmas Hotel.” I read on. Lifeless body. Strangulation. Everything points to a possible erotic game gone wrong. They found her in a room at the Hotel Cristina. No details. Only a name: Ainhoa M.

I sit still. I think about what isn’t said. How such a young girl can end up like this. Without context. Without explanation. In a city like this, where death always seems distant but never truly sleeps.

I hear footsteps. Ana comes down. She’s in pajamas, barefoot. Her face is pale, as if she’s seen something she doesn’t want to remember right now.

“What happened?” I ask.

She sits across from me. She doesn’t speak right away.

“Laura called me. You remember her? We studied together. Her daughter... her daughter was found dead at the Hotel Cristina.”

I look at the screen.

“I’m reading it now. I’m so sorry, Ana.”

“They’re saying it was an accident, but Laura doesn’t believe it. The police don’t have anything clear yet. They’ve barely started the investigation.”

“What exactly did she tell you?”

“That Ainhoa wasn’t a troubled girl. She was nineteen. She didn’t do drugs. She wasn’t that type. But lately, she’d been caught up in something strange; she told me she was on OnlyFans.”

“That social network can be very dangerous,” I reply. “It’s a subscription platform where people pay for exclusive content, often sexual. Young girls upload intimate photos and videos because it’s easy money. They think they’re in control, but sometimes there’s someone behind them pulling the strings. What starts as a way to make a little extra can turn into a trap.”

Ana looks at me. Her eyes are heavy.

“She didn’t deserve that. Laura asked me to talk to you. To tell you. She wants to know the truth. She doesn’t want comfort. She wants answers.”

I nod. I don’t need to think about it much. Just the way Ana says it already gives me the answer.

“Were they close?”

“They hadn’t seen much of each other lately, but Laura always spoke of her with pride. She was a good girl. She was studying. She lived with a friend in an apartment in Siete Palmas. She never caused trouble. This doesn’t make sense.”

I take a breath. I lean back in my chair. The news had already stirred something in me, but now it has a name, a face, and a connection.

“All right. I can’t promise anything immediate. But I can start moving, make some calls, look into it.”

“With Fabelo?” Ana asks.

“Yes, with Fabelo. I don't know if he’s in charge of the investigation, but if he is, he’ll have information.”

Ana nods. She takes my hand for a moment.

“Thank you. Just... try. I can’t just let this go.”

“Give me your friend Laura’s number.”

She goes to her bag, takes out her phone, and searches the screen. She dictates the number, and I jot it down in my notebook.

“Are you going to call her now?” she asks. “I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

“No, I’m not calling her yet, but I want her number.”

I call Inspector Fabelo. I’ve known him for years. We’ve worked together on a couple of complicated cases: a missing girl in Barcelona and that business with the Casa del Niño boarding school. There’s trust, yes, but also respect. He knows that if I call him, it’s not for a chat. He picks up on the seventh ring.

“Inspector Fabelo,” he answers.

“Good morning, Inspector. It’s Saduj Morín. How are you?”

“Detective, it’s been a while. Did you change your number?” he asks.

“Yeah, my numbers are like phones that get hotter and hotter until they boil; then I swap them out.”

“I thought you’d retired for good.”

“Retired? Sometimes I think about it, but there’s always something to investigate, you know. And you?”

“Me? Dealing with chaos since daybreak. You know the bad guys never rest; they’re always in motion. But let’s get to the point—I’m swamped, and if you’re calling me at this hour, it’s definitely not to wish me a good day.”

“I’m sorry to bother you, Fabelo, but I read the news about the young woman found at the Hotel Cristina. Ainhoa Mendoza. Her mother is a friend of my partner’s. They’ve asked me to look into it. Can you tell me what you’ve got?”

“The case is still in the preliminary phase. The basics, you know. They found her naked and strangled. No obvious signs of a struggle. Everything points to a sex game gone wrong, though that’s still to be officially confirmed.”

“And the forensic report?” I ask.

“On its way. It hasn't reached us yet.”

“Was she alone?”

“She checked in alone. The cameras caught someone entering at night, but they’re not clearly identifiable. They were wearing a cap and a mask. We don't have a clear image. They don't appear leaving, either. The hotel is discreet. You know what I mean.”

“Is the family cooperating?”

“Yes, but they’re in shock. They knew nothing about the double life the girl was leading. Seems she had an OnlyFans profile. Someone could have come out of that. Sometimes those digital environments hide more than they show. We’re analyzing everything we can now. You know how it goes. You’re an expert.”

“I understand. Thanks for the info, Inspector. I appreciate the trust.”

“Keep me posted if you find anything useful, Detective—you have your own information networks. And be careful.”

“Always.”

I hang up. The line goes dead, but the questions are starting to get loud.

After finishing the call with Inspector Fabelo, I sit there thinking about Ainhoa. I wonder if it would be better to wait for the official investigation to move forward. I know the police do their job well, but I also know they often run into technical and legal walls that slow everything down. I, on the other hand, can move with more freedom. Sometimes I cross the legal line, I admit it. But always with a clear objective. The common good—or so I tell myself. Though if I’m honest, it’s not always that clean. Sometimes rage gets the better of me. Revenge. And that’s where it’s easiest to make a mistake.

I don’t waste any more time. DarlingDark comes to mind. I haven’t heard from her in weeks. Sometimes she writes to me, tells me to find her work. But I know she doesn’t need it. She lives more than well; she’s one of the best hackers I’ve ever met. And I’ve dealt with quite a few.

“Hey, old man. How are you? It’s been a long time since I’ve seen you on the deep web,” DarlingDark writes, breaking a silence that has lasted months.

My fingers settle on the keyboard with a mechanical familiarity.

“I haven’t been around here in a long time. It hasn’t been necessary,” I reply after a short sigh. “The last jobs have been minor things: divorces, employee surveillance... pure routine for a common detective.”

“Sounds boring,” she replies almost instantly.

“It is,” I admit, adjusting my chair. “But today I have something different on my hands. Something I don't like at all. That’s why I’m coming to you for help, friend.”

“Now I’m interested. Tell me,” Darling writes, and I can almost imagine her grin of technical curiosity on the other side of the encryption.

“A girl was found dead yesterday. Nineteen years old. Her name was Ainhoa Mendoza,” I explain, feeling the weight of the case on the back of my neck. “Her mother is a friend of my partner’s. They’ve asked me to nose around, try to find something the police haven't seen yet. You know how it works: procedures, paperwork, and administrative red tape. I know it’ll take them an eternity to find anything solid.”

“And what exactly do you need from me?” she asks.

“Ana gave me a detail that might be the keystone of this mess: Ainhoa had an active OnlyFans profile,” I reveal.

“Huh. Interesting site,” she comments after a pause. “It’s well-known among those who pay to see girls in very little... or nothing. Though they’re not all there for the same reason; some just want visibility or a stream of fast cash to survive. Do you have her full name?”

“Ainhoa Mendoza,” I type firmly.

“Good. Give me a few days to track her digital footprint,” she declares. “I’ll see what I can find in the guts of the platform. I’ll write to you as soon as I have something.”

“Thanks. I’ll wait for your message,” I conclude the session.

I close the chat window, but I’m left staring at the blinking cursor in the black void. I know DarlingDark will do a magnificent job, as always. With her, there are no blind spots or insurmountable walls. If something exists on the net, whether on the visible surface or in the most infected corners, she finds it. And not only does she find it, she’ll take it apart piece by piece until it’s exposed, naked to the light. Once upon a time, she worked for groups that prefer to stay in the shadows, moving information that should never surface, but now she’s a freelancer. When she decides to help me, she does it without conditions, moved only by the certainty that there is a just cause behind every job. That’s why, as I wait for her reply, I’m already counting on having everything I need on Ainhoa soon. I’ll get her digital history, her connections, the messages she exchanged with strangers, and the payments she received. She’ll track metadata, logins, and IP routes that others don't even know exist. I trust her completely; if there’s a silk thread hidden behind the bits, Darling will find it.
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CHAPTER 2. The First Findings
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Three weeks have passed. Today, I receive the full report from DarlingDark. As always, she doesn’t disappoint.

Ainhoa was living a digital double life. Her OnlyFans profile is discreet but lucrative. She uses an alias, curates her image, and avoids showing her face entirely. She posts suggestive content while engaging in private chats with subscribers who pay high prices. Darling managed to get into the payment records, identifying accounts and locations, and extracting the darkest messages. One user shows an obsessive interest. He’s paid fortunes for access to exclusive material and has even asked for dates. She also recovered deleted chats, logins, and money transfers. Ainhoa earned about six thousand euros in just three months.

Her Instagram account shows an innocent face: photos of landscapes, the occasional self-portrait, motivational quotes. Facebook is identical. Everything is clean, no trail. OnlyFans, however, is a different story. That’s where the focus of her darkest relationships lies.

With this data in hand, I decide to call Inspector Fabelo.

“Inspector, good morning. This is Saduj Morín.”

“Detective. What a surprise. What have you got for me?” he asks.

“I’m still working the case, Inspector. I haven't let go. I’ve reviewed Ainhoa's digital activity, and I think we need to cross-reference some data.”

“We’re waiting on the analysis of the hotel cameras,” Fabelo says. “The process is slow. Do you have something solid?”

“I have the list of clients who paid for exclusive content. One stands out with exorbitant payments, very interested in seeing her.”

“Do you think this individual was with her the night of the crime?”

“It’s possible. But I need the forensic report to lock down the theory. Can I see it?”

“I’ll call Dr. Alcántara. You already know her; I’m sure she’ll help you. I’m warning you, the report doesn’t clarify much: death by strangulation. We don't know if it was a consensual sex act or something worse.”

“I understand. What about the girl’s phone and laptop?” I ask.

“The phone is tricky. The National Police’s IT department has it. They’re still trying to unlock it.”

“And the computer?”

“That’s already been reviewed. It didn’t provide anything of value. We returned it to the family a few days ago. It’s no longer being held as evidence.”

“When the phone is ready, I’d like to review that information.”

“That’ll be difficult, Detective. It’ll be kept as evidence for the judicial process. You know how this works.”

“I know. But if an opportunity comes up, let me know.”

“I’ll do what I can,” he says, ending the call.

I hang up and call the forensic examiner, Alcántara. I met her two years ago during the boarding school case. Thanks to Fabelo, I gained access to the autopsies back then. We maintain a mutual respect. She knows I don't ask out of habit and that if I call, it’s for something important.

I call the landline at the Institute of Legal Medicine. The receptionist puts me through after a short wait.

“Hello?” she answers.

“Dr. Alcántara, good morning. This is Saduj Morín.”

She’s silent for a few seconds.

“Detective! It’s been a while. How’s life treating you?”

“Can’t complain, Doctor. Surviving. And you?”

“The same. Still here, caught between bodies and bureaucracy. I figured you’d be calling after Fabelo’s note.”

“So he warned you?”

“Yes, this morning. He told me you were investigating the Ainhoa Mendoza case on your own and that you’d be calling me.”

“He was right. I’d like to see the autopsy report.”

“Of course. Stop by whenever you like. But if you prefer, I can summarize it for you now.”

“Go ahead,” I say, nodding.

“Mechanical strangulation. Clean,” the doctor summarizes. “No signs of a struggle, no toxins in the blood. We didn't find any semen either. No DNA other than the girl’s.”

“Nothing else? Any details that might help?”

“Nothing useful. You know these deaths: silent and confusing. It could have been a fatal oversight in an erotic game or a murder. Without witnesses, it’s pure conjecture.”

“I understand. I’ll stop by this afternoon for the document.”

“Perfect. It’ll be at reception. Good luck with your search, Detective.”

“Thanks, Doctor. Good to talk to you.”

I hang up. Her precise voice leaves me with doubts.

I focus on DarlingDark’s file. I open it slowly, drink my coffee, and review every line. It’s a vast, orderly report showing Ainhoa's movements on OnlyFans: dates, subscriptions, payments, private chats. Everything. I look at the users who talked to her the most. There are many, but most are just lurkers.

I ask the system to sort the list by volume of messages and money. I also have it search for keywords related to physical contact. In seconds, the screen points to the most active one. His alias is @Lucentum_77. He has three hundred messages in the final stretch and payments totaling eighteen hundred euros. A lot of money for one girl.

I read the chats. Almost all of it is private, with a lascivious tone. He asked for photos and videos with clear instructions. “I want you in red lingerie, from behind,” one says. “Make me a video saying my name while you touch yourself,” he writes in another. Ainhoa complied with brief phrases and sent the material. He paid instantly.

As I go further, I see the requests escalating. He asks for submission games, restraints, and erotic asphyxiation. Ainhoa seems to accept with ease, though in one message she writes: “I don't like this very much, but okay.” The phrase comes up again later: “Isn't that too violent? I’ve never done it like that.” But the video was sent and the payment was made.

Lucentum_77 presents a clear profile: voracious, dominant, and a good payer. He asks for a video call, but I don’t know if it ever happened. There’s no trace of any meetings, though he writes things like “I wish it weren't through a screen” or “One day we’ll make it real, no filters.”

I stop. That user has a close link to her death. His payments are exact, his requests specific, and his writing style denotes control, power, and wealth. He’s not just curious. He knows what he wants and he knows how to buy it.

I immediately go back to the secure channel with DarlingDark. The glow of the screen carves my silhouette into the darkness of the office while the laptop fans hum like a swarm of metallic wasps. I don’t beat around the bush; I get straight to the point, typing with an urgency that tenses the tendons in my hands.

“Track this user: @Lucentum_77,” I write curtly. “He’s Ainhoa’s key contact. I need his connection, his IP, and an exact physical address if you can get that far. I want everything, Darling. No exceptions.”

The cursor blinks for barely a second before the hacker’s reply blooms in the encrypted window.

“I knew you’d come back with something shady, old man,” she retorts in her usual biting tone.

“Can you pull him out of his hole or not?” I ask, leaning my elbows on the wooden desk.

“I can. But give me a few hours. This kind of sweep requires patience and not having the server firewalls snapping at my heels,” she replies succinctly.

“I’ll wait. Thanks for the speed, kid,” I type, feeling the adrenaline start to seep into my bloodstream.

“I’m not doing it for you, old man, don't get ahead of yourself. I’m doing it for the girl. This smells like trouble from here,” she declares. “As soon as I have the final lead, I’ll drop it on this same channel.”

I lean back in the chair and the backrest protests with a dry creak. I realize that, between the tension and the desire to catch this bastard, I’ve skipped the basic protocol of our professional relationship.

“We haven't talked about money, Darling,” I write, knowing her talent isn't fueled by air.

“I’ll let you know when the job is done,” she writes with a detachment that feels familiar.

“Figured as much,” I admit with a half-smile at the monitor.

“Relax, old man. My rate is still the same for friends. I’m not adjusting for inflation with you—you’ve got enough on your plate as it is,” she adds, softening the coldness of the code just a bit.

“That’s a relief,” I reply ironically. “For a moment I thought I’d be facing an emotional surcharge for the ungodly hours.”

“That’s for idiots, Saduj. You’re still on my white list. Now stop pestering me and let me work; the bits don't move themselves,” she concludes.

I close the chat window and am left alone with my thoughts. The silence of the office is broken only by the distant sound of a bus moving along the avenue and the constant murmur of the sea. I know Darling will deliver. These hours of waiting feel like a desert, a dead time in which my rage cools into a solid, sharp determination. I rub my face with my hands, feeling the roughness of a two-day beard, and force myself to take a deep breath. The trail of @Lucentum_77 is about to stop being a sequence of characters and become a place—a door I plan to kick down if necessary so that silk stops tightening around necks. I trust Darling. She’s the one who opens the locks I can’t touch with my own hands, the one who turns digital sludge into a mailing address. All that’s left is to wait for the hunter to become, once and for all, the prey.

I smile. With Darling, I never know the cost, but I always know the result.

As for the money, I know I won’t be getting paid for this case. It’s one of those off-the-books matters. The payment to Darling alone would make the fee impossible. It doesn’t matter. I cover these jobs with other cold assignments, far from here, where I don't have to look anyone in the eye.

The last two were enough. One for the soul, two for the till. This one is for principles. Someone has to look for the truth where the law stops. Ainhoa was nineteen. No one deserves an end like that.

I have a name: @Lucentum_77. A suspect. It’s too early to point fingers. There’s only a virtual shadow, payments, and tense messages. It’s not proof; it’s a lead. The challenge is separating appearance from reality.

I know that in these cases, the obvious is deceptive. The guilty hide behind the irrelevant. Sometimes the one most exposed is the decoy to keep you from seeing the executioner. But obsession leaves a trail. And Lucentum_77 has left too many.

I don't know everything, but I have a route, a habit, and a clear drive: power, control, desire. It’s enough to start the map. The rest will come in time. It always does.

I call Fabelo again. He answers quickly, caught between routine and his shift.

“Inspector, I have something relevant.”

“Go ahead, Detective.”

“I’ve located a user with a close link to the victim. Alias: @Lucentum_77. He’s the biggest payer and the most frequent contact.”

“How do you know that, Morín?” he asks.

“My sources are private, Inspector. But the data is real.”

“Do you have a name or an address?”

“It’s in progress. I’ll have the IP or the location soon.”

“Send the data to my phone.”

“I’d rather avoid standard networks,” I reply.

“Then what?”

“Let’s grab a coffee. I’ll tell you in person. Twelve-thirty at the churrería on Princesa Guayarmina.”

“I’ll be there. See you then,” Fabelo says.

I hang up. I print the report on Lucentum_77 and head out.

At exactly twelve-thirty, I walk into the shop. It smells of deep-fryer oil and coffee. Fabelo is in the back, by the window. I haven't seen him in two years.

I approach the table with a firm step. Fabelo looks up. His eyes are red from lack of sleep. The weight of the badge pulls his shoulders down more than the last time. Time is a cruel judge on the body of an honest cop.

“You’ve gone gray, Morín.”

“Life’s hard knocks, Inspector. Hair dye isn't my thing.”

I sit across from him. The wooden stool has a wobbly leg. The noise of the place is constant. The clatter of cups and the hiss of the coffee machine fill the gaps in the silence. I place the envelope on the oilcloth tabletop. Fabelo looks at it as if it were a time bomb.

“What’s this?” he asks.

“The beginning of the end of your problems. Or the start of new ones. Depends on how you handle it.”

Fabelo opens the envelope with fingers stained by nicotine. He pulls out the paper. He reads the data on the user @Lucentum_77. His expression doesn’t change. It’s a mask of stone carved by years of patrols and dark offices.

“Where did you get this trail?”

“I have friends in the basements of the web,” I tell him. “People who don't exist to the tax man but see everything that happens behind the screens.”

“You know this is worthless in front of a judge. It’s tainted evidence. Fruit of the poisonous tree.”

“I’m not looking for a judge yet, Inspector. I’m looking for a culprit with a first and last name. The judge will come later. If the guy is still standing by then.”

“Don't start with your shadow-play. I’m not in the mood for cheap B-movie detective games. The pressure from above is real. The hotel wants Ainhoa’s body out of the headlines.”

“The guy was paying obscene amounts,” I insist. “Ainhoa wasn't just another girl on his list. She was his personal obsession. Lucentum was dropping tips that quadrupled a police officer’s salary.”

“There are people with a lot of money and very strange tastes in this city. A lot of them pay for my bosses' dinners.”

“This one wasn't just paying to watch through a digital window. He was paying to own the air she breathed.”

“Do you have a physical location?”

“I’ll have it tomorrow. My contact says the server bounces through three different countries. It’s someone who knows how to cover their tracks. Or someone who pays other very smart people to cover them.”

“What do you want from me, Detective?”

“To know what the real forensic report says. The one that doesn't make it into the commissioner's press release.”

Fabelo sighs. He looks at his black coffee. The liquid is cold. A film of oil shimmers on the surface. He takes a sip and grimaces with disgust.

“Mechanical asphyxia. No signs of external struggle. A clean job. Too clean to be a bedroom mistake.”

“As if the person who did it knew exactly where to press to avoid leaving marks,” I say.

“Or an accident in a game that got out of hand. That’s what the court wants to buy. Accidental death. Case closed. Tourism doesn’t suffer, and the hotel sleeps soundly.”

“You know it wasn’t an accident. Silk knots don't tighten themselves by chance.”

“Listen to me carefully, Saduj,” Fabelo warns. “If you go after this Lucentum, do it very carefully.”

“I only care about the feel of his neck under my fingers.”

“Order something to eat. You look like you haven't had a bite in three days.”

“Hunger keeps me awake and irritable. That’s when I work best.”

Fabelo tucks the paper into his jacket. He stares at me. There’s a trace of doubt in his eyes. He knows that if he gives me enough rope, I’ll tie the knot myself.

“Don't do anything crazy. If you find something solid, call me before you go in. I don't want to be the one picking up your corpse in some villa.”

I stand up without waiting for a reply. I walk out of the churrería. The Las Palmas heat hits me again as I cross the threshold. The midday sun has no mercy for anyone. I walk toward my car. I feel the weight of the investigation in my knuckles. DarlingDark has her work cut out for her. And I have a rage that’s starting to burn in my stomach. Lucentum’s trail is starting to smell like flesh and blood. He’s no longer a shadow in a chat. He’s prey. And the hunter just had coffee with the law.
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Once Fabelo confirms that Ainhoa’s laptop is no longer in police custody, I don't waste any time. Before acting, I consult with Ana. She’s in the kitchen, making coffee. Her movements are slow, as if she’s holding back an emotion she refuses to reveal to me.

“Do you think it would be wise to call Laura now?” I ask from the doorway.

Ana turns and watches me in a dense silence. Then she nods slowly.

“Yes. I think you can do it now. She’s had a few days to calm down, but be extremely careful. She’s very shaken by all this. Don't talk to her like it’s just another case.”

“It isn’t. And you know that better than anyone,” I reply sincerely.

“That’s exactly why I’m telling you,” she adds.

I take my phone and look up Laura Mendoza’s number. I take a deep breath before hitting “call.” The voice on the other end sounds more serene than last time, though it’s still heavy with a stifling sadness.

“Hello?” she finally answers.

“Laura, good morning. This is Saduj Morín.”

“Ah... yes. Hello. Thank you for calling, Detective.”

“I wanted to see if it would be possible to stop by your house. The Inspector informed me that you have Ainhoa’s laptop back. I’d like to take a quiet look at it. It might help clarify some things that still don't fit.”

“Are you going to take it today?” she asks with some hesitation.

“Yes, if you’ll allow it. I want someone I trust completely to examine it. They have much more experience than I do in these technical analyses. I won't harm the machine or the data, I assure you.”

A brief, heavy silence follows.

“All right. But please, be very careful with what you find in there. I don't want... I don't want to discover something I can't handle later.”

“I understand perfectly. I’ll treat it with the utmost respect. And with total honesty.”

“When will you come for it?” she inquires.

“In half an hour, if that’s okay and I’m not causing too much trouble.”

“I’ll expect you then. We live in Siete Palmas, 12 Fondos de Segura Street, 3A. I’ll let you in as soon as you arrive.”

“Perfect. I’ll see you soon, Mrs. Mendoza.”

“Thank you,” she concludes.

I hang up. Ana is staring at me, as if she already knows what I’m going to say.

“Are you leaving now?” she asks.

“Yes. I’m going for the laptop. Then I’ll pass it to DarlingDark immediately.”

“Do you really think there’s something useful hidden in there?”

“If there’s the slightest trace, she’ll find it without a doubt.”

I grab the garage keys and say goodbye to Ana with a brief, tender kiss on the lips.

“Call if anything gets complicated,” she says, her expression still worried.

“I won't be long,” I promise.

I go down the interior stairs and enter the garage, which takes up the entire ground floor of the traditional terraced house. To the left, against the wall, sits my Harley-Davidson Street Glide Special, black and imposing. It’s a bike I brought directly from the United States a few years ago, right after closing a particularly difficult case. It’s one of the most modern of its kind, with a digital screen and integrated navigation. It’s not just a vehicle; it’s an inseparable part of my daily routine. It reminds me that even when the road is ugly, I can always choose how to travel it.

I put on my black leather jacket, adjust my helmet, and start the engine. The roar fills the garage like a statement of intent.

Leaving the Las Canteras area at this time of morning is pure torture. Las Palmas de Gran Canaria is jammed, as it is every day. This city wasn't built for this many cars. There’s a lack of physical space and a surplus of haste. The traffic is a constant chaos: honking horns, motorcycles weaving through the gaps, and buses taking up far more room than they can handle. But the Harley has its competitive advantage. I navigate between the cars with skill, slipping through the narrowest spaces, and in less than fifteen minutes, I’m heading toward Siete Palmas.

The GPS guides me without further complications. I find the building easily: 12 Fondos de Segura Street. It
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