Chapter One – The Accounting of Failure
The spreadsheet did not lie.
Rodrigo Salazar Vega studied the numbers again. They had not changed.
Four arrests in three months.
Three at El Dorado airport in Bogotá.
One at Madrid Barajas.
Four shipments lost.
Four carriers in prison.
He expanded the chart.
Date.
Airport.
Carrier.
Loss value.
At the bottom of the page, the total glowed in red.
4.2 million dollars.
Across the table, two men waited without speaking.
Gustavo handled travel logistics.
Diego managed payments and collections.
Both understood that silence was often the safest response when Rodrigo was thinking.
Rodrigo leaned back in his chair.
The money did not bother him. Money could be replaced.
Inefficiency could not.
“What happened in Madrid?” he asked.
Gustavo hesitated.
“A dog.”
Rodrigo waited.
“The carrier was carrying a gift package. Toy blocks. Customs stopped him. The dog alerted.”
Rodrigo said nothing.
Toy blocks.
The idea had been clever. Cocaine pressed into colorful wooden cubes. Harmless. Playful.
Until it wasn’t.
“How long was he questioned?”
“Three hours.”
“And?”
“He told them nothing.”
Rodrigo nodded once.
That was expected.
The carriers never knew enough to cause real damage. Students. Laborers. Anyone desperate enough to believe a few thousand dollars was worth the risk.
But desperation did not make them reliable.
Rodrigo stood and walked toward the window.
The safe house overlooked a quiet hillside outside Medellín.
Across the street, a woman hung laundry on a line. Somewhere nearby, a radio played softly.
Ordinary life continued.
Unaware.
Rodrigo folded his arms.
The problem was not the drug.
The problem was not the money.
The problem was the pattern.
Every arrest followed the same structure. The same exposure. The same failure.
Rodrigo turned back to the table.
“You are trying to hide drugs on people,” he said.
Gustavo shifted slightly in his chair.
“Yes.”
“That is the mistake.”
Rodrigo tapped the keyboard.
Probability of detection appeared.
Dogs.
Scanners.
Behavior analysis.
Inspection protocols.
Every layer of the system was designed to find the carrier.
Which meant the carrier was the weakness.
Rodrigo sat back again.
His mind had already moved beyond the data.
The drug was not the problem.
The carrier was.
He closed the laptop slowly.
“The drug must travel,” he said.
The two men waited.
Rodrigo looked at them with quiet certainty.
“But the mule must become invisible.”

