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Chapter 1: The Consolidation of Power

Alejandro had achieved the unthinkable: consolidating his
position as interim president after the fall of General Vargas. The
country, embroiled in a series of political and social crises, was
now under his leadership. However, behind every decision he
made, was the Clan, pulling the strings, making sure that
Alejandro's every step was in line with his long-term goals.

News of Vargas' ouster had spread rapidly, and the media was
quick to portray Alejandro as the man who could bring the
stability the nation longed for. Although his rise had been
orchestrated in the shadows by the Clan, to the public, he was the
young idealist who represented a new hope. His face began to
appear on newspaper front pages, and his speech about the need
for transparency and the fight against corruption resonated with
the population, tired of decades of abuses.

But for the Clan, this was just the beginning. From their secret
base, they watched Alexander's every move. Daniel, the tactical
leader of the group, was alert to any possible threat to his new
pawn. He knew that, although Vargas had been sidelined, there
were still many powerful players in politics and business who
could try to regain control.



"We need to shield Alejandro," Daniel commented at a Clan
meeting. "If we want him to remain in power, we must eliminate
any possibility of his government being undermined from within."

Laura, a cybersecurity expert, nodded. "I am monitoring all
communications from the cabinet and the main political leaders.
Any sign of treachery or plot will be detected immediately."

Mary, for her part, had been watching Alexander closely. His
psychological work had been key to manipulating him to that
point, but he was beginning to notice signs of wear and tear. The
weight of power, difficult decisions, and doubts about the Clan's
methods were beginning to affect her emotional stability.
Alexander was no longer the determined young idealist; Now he
carried the weight of the country on his shoulders, and that was
beginning to take its toll.

"We must be careful with Alexander," Mary warned at the same
meeting. "It's strong, but the pressure is affecting it. He needs to
feel like he's in control, even though we know that's not entirely
true."

"Then keep his trust," Daniel replied, without hesitation. "Make
him feel that he is still his own man, but don't let him doubt us."

The strategy was clear. Meanwhile, Alexander was preparing to
face the real challenge of governing. The first weeks were chaotic.
The lack of experience in public administration began to show,
but thanks to the Clan, critical decisions were backed up with
accurate information and effective tactics to avoid fatal mistakes.
The Clan team worked tirelessly behind the curtains, advising on



policies, intervening in debates and manipulating reports so that
they always favored their president.

One of the first problems that arose was the management of the
economy, which was on the verge of collapse. Inflation continued
to rise, and the most vulnerable sectors suffered the
consequences. Andrés, the Clan's financial strategist, proposed an
economic adjustment plan that, although severe, could stabilize
the situation. However, it involved making unpopular decisions,
such as cutting some welfare programs temporarily.

Alexander was at a crossroads. He knew that these decisions
would not be well received by the population, but he also
understood that, without these measures, the country would not
survive. In a private meeting with the Clan, he expressed his
doubts.

"I can't do this," he said, looking at Daniel and Andrew. "Cut funds
to those most in need... That goes against everything | believe in."

"If you don't make this decision now, in a few months there won't
be a penny for anyone," Andrew replied firmly. "Sometimes, to
save a country, you have to make difficult decisions."

Maria intervened in a softer tone. "Alejandro, what you're doing
is thinking long-term. These measures are temporary. When the
economy stabilizes, you can restore aid programs and even
expand them. But first you must pull the country back from the
brink."



Maria's words struck a chord with Alejandro. He realized that
although the political and emotional cost was high, it was a
necessary sacrifice. The next day, he announced the new
economic measures in a speech broadcast across the country. As
expected, the reaction was mixed. There were protests in the
streets, but there was also a sector that understood the urgency
of the situation.

The Clan knew that they could not rely on Alexander's strength
alone to stay in power. There were sectors of the political and
business elite that were still trying to retake control of the
government, conspiring in the shadows, just as they had done at
the time. One particularly dangerous faction was led by a group
of oligarchs who had been close to Vargas. Its influence over key
institutions, such as the judicial system and certain media,
remained considerable.

Daniel proposed a series of operations to neutralize these threats.
Javier, the infiltration and combat expert, was assigned to carry
out some of the most sensitive missions, including dismantling
internal corruption networks and eliminating certain actors who
posed an immediate risk to Alejandro.

Meanwhile, Alexander, who was not yet aware of the true actions
of the Clan, continued his rule, facing new challenges every day.
But the more he consolidated his power, the more he felt like he
was caught in a web of decisions that didn't always seem his own.
The ideals with which he had begun his political career felt
increasingly distant, replaced by the pragmatism that the Clan
imposed on him.



The country, under his leadership, was beginning to show signs of
recovery. The economy, although still fragile, stabilized, and
corruption rates began to decrease thanks to the reforms
promoted by Alejandro, many of which had been orchestrated by
the Clan. However, the peace that now reigned on the surface hid
the power struggles that were unfolding in the shadows.

The Clan, satisfied with the progress so far, knew that their
mission was far from complete. Alejandro was still a valuable
instrument, but the real challenge would be to maintain control
without him noticing.



Chapter 2: Night of Shadows

The air in the city felt dense. The sense of tension was palpable at
every corner, and Alexander, despite being at the height of
power, was beginning to feel the weight of loneliness that
accompanied his position. The presidency, despite his recent
triumphs, was not the refuge he had once imagined. Every
decision he made seemed to bring him one step closer to the
abyss, and though he was officially in control, he knew deep down
that the Clan was pulling the strings. That knowledge, buried deep
in his consciousness, was beginning to corrode him.

That night, Alejandro was in his office, reviewing the latest reports
on the economy. The recently implemented reforms were
beginning to show signs of recovery, but he knew that the
sacrifices made would not be so easily forgotten. Protests still
persisted in some regions, and certain media outlets continued to
attack him fiercely. But what troubled him most were the
constant secret meetings of the most powerful sectors of the
elite, those who were not willing to accept his rule.

He knew that behind these conspiracies was the remnant of the
influence of General Vargas and his former allies. Although
officially dismissed, Vargas remained a power figure in the
shadows. Alexander could not afford to have him return or
someone to replace him in his mission to regain control.



In the midst of her thoughts, Maria entered the office
unannounced. His presence was always a mixture of calm and
coldness. Over the past few months, she had been his closest
advisor, someone with whom he could share his doubts, though
unbeknownst to him she was also the Clan vigilante.

"You need to rest, Alejandro," Maria said with a light smile. "You
haven't slept well for days."

Alejandro did not look up from the documents. "l can't. The stakes
are too high. All of this could collapse at any moment."

"It's normal to feel that way. But you're not alone in this, don't
forget that."

Alejandro sighed, aware that, although Maria tried to reassure
him, words could not calm the whirlwind of thoughts in his mind.

"Vargas is waiting for the right moment to attack," Alejandro
muttered, more to himself than to Maria. "Its influence is still
present in the institutions, in the streets... and in those damn
media."

Maria moved closer to her desk, looking him in the eye. "Vargas
is a ghost. It no longer has the power you think. But if you really
consider it a threat, the Clan has the means to neutralize it
completely."



Mary's words were spoken with a coldness that surprised
Alexander. "Neutralize it completely?" he repeated, as if he were
looking for a clarification that deep down he already understood.

Maria did not hesitate. "Yes. Vargas and anyone who is still linked
to him. We can nip the problem in the bud, if you want to."

Alejandro felt a chill. The offer was clear. The Clan was willing to
cross any line on his behalf. He knew it, but facing it so directly
disturbed him. Despite everything he had done to get here, he still
retained some moral boundaries, or at least, that's what he liked
to believe.

“I am not a murderer, Maria," he said finally, though his voice
trembled slightly.

"We are not asking you to be," she replied softly. "We just want
you to keep moving forward. If Vargas is an obstacle, we eliminate
him. You decide how far you are willing to go."

Alejandro did not respond immediately. In his mind, images of
riots, betrayals, and the looming threat of a coup d'état kept him
in an ethical dilemma. He knew that if he didn't take drastic
decisions, his government could fall at any moment.



Before he could answer, the sound of his phone interrupted the
tense silence. It was Daniel. The voice of his Clan operator always
brought important news, and Alejandro knew something was
brewing.

"Alejandro, we have critical information," Daniel said, bluntly.
"Vargas has been arranging secret meetings with some of his
former contacts in the armed forces and police. They are planning
a coup in a matter of weeks."

Alejandro's stomach churned. It wasn't just a vague threat; it was
real. The blow he feared so much was forming right under his
nose.

"How do you know?" asked Alejandro, struggling to remain calm.

"We have infiltrators in his circle. We know that they are
organizing the coup to coincide with a mass protest scheduled for
two weeks from now. They want to use chaos as a justification to
take back control."

Alejandro clenched his fists. The doubts he had about the Clan's
methods began to dissipate. If he didn't do something soon, he
would lose everything he had accomplished, and the country
would return to the same chaos from which he had tried to pull it
out.

"Give me time to think," he replied, though he knew he didn't
have much left.



He hung up the phone and looked at Maria, who was still
watching him with an imperturbable expression.

"You knew it," said Alejandro, accuser.

"I suspected it," she replied, shrugging. "But now that you know,
what are you going to do?"

Alejandro was silent. The Clan's offer was still on the table: to
eliminate Vargas and any other enemy definitively. The question
that haunted him was whether he was willing to sacrifice the last
vestiges of his humanity to maintain power.

Finally, he got up from his chair, walking to the window of his
office, from where he could see the city plunged into the darkness
of the night. Lights flickered in the distance, but in his mind,
everything was a swirl of shadows and doubts.

"Let them do it," he murmured without turning to look at Mary.

She nodded, and without saying another word, left the office.
Alejandro was left alone, facing the decision he had just made. He
knew that once he crossed that line, there would be no turning
back.

That night, in the shadows of the city, began the movements that
would mark the destiny of Vargas and all those who dared to



challenge Alejandro's power. And although he still clung to the
idea that he was doing everything for the good of the country,
deep down in his being, a part of him was beginning to crumble.

The Clan had won again.



Chapter 3: The Dark Resolution

The night of the coup came much faster than Alejandro had
imagined. In the two weeks that followed his conversation with
Maria, each day had been marked by a growing nervousness. He
knew that the final confrontation with Vargas was not a simple
question of power. It was a struggle for total control, a battle to
define who would have the future of the country in their hands.
And although he had already given the order to neutralize the
general, he couldn't help but feel a sense of imminent danger
stalking him from every corner.

That night, the streets of the city were calm, but only superficially.
The protests scheduled for the next day were going to be massive.
Groups of protesters had camped out in the main squares, waiting
for dawn to make their voices heard. Alejandro observed
everything from a distance, in his office at the Presidential Palace,
accompanied only by the glow of the screens that showed live
broadcasts of the different concentrations. But the real action,
the one that would define the future, would not happen in full
view of the cameras.

He had trusted the Clan to carry out the dirty work, though he
didn't want to know the details. The Clan men, experts in
clandestine operations, were already on the move. Every step was
calculated. Vargas' elimination was not only physical; it was a



total annihilation of their influence. Those who were once loyal to
him were also marked as targets. Alejandro could leave no loose
ends, and the Clan would make sure there weren't any.

Maria had been more absent lately, busy with preparations. He
was the key figure who moved the pieces behind the shadows.
Since the night he made her the offer, her relationship with
Alejandro had changed. He understood that she represented the
Clan, and that any show of closeness was part of the game.
However, there was something in his eyes that made him uneasy,
something that told him that his true loyalties were deeper than
he could comprehend.

As he stared at the screen, the phone on his desk vibrated. It was
Daniel, the contact of the Clan.

"Everything is underway," said the voice on the other end of the
line. "General Vargas is in his private residence. Our men are
ready. We just need your final clearance."

Alejandro felt a knot in his stomach. It was the moment | had been
waiting for, but now that | was facing the final decision, |
hesitated. Throughout his rise to power, he had made difficult
decisions, many of which had compromised his morale. But
ordering the execution of Vargas, someone who had once been a
pillar of the system, placed him in a position from which there
would be no return.



"Are you sure there is no other option?" he asked, looking for
some alternative, although deep down he knew the answer.

"Vargas is not going to stop," Daniel replied bluntly. "If we don't
do it tonight, tomorrow will be too late. He already has several
officers on his side, and they are ready to move with the protest.
If we don't stop it now, you'll lose control."

Alejandro closed his eyes for a moment, feeling the weight of the
decision on his shoulders. There was no turning back. Everything
he had done so far had brought him to this point. His original
ideals of change and justice seemed like a distant memory. Now,
it was just a matter of surviving in a world where the rules no
longer applied.

"Do so," he murmured, barely audibly.

Daniel said nothing else. The sound of the line cutting off was the
only thing left in the air, leaving Alejandro in an oppressive
silence. He knew that, at that moment, the wheels of destiny had
been set in motion, and that Vargas' life was about to be
extinguished.

He got up from his desk and walked to the window. From there
he could see some lights twinkling in the distance, signs of the
city's incessant activity. The night was calm, but he knew that, in
a matter of hours, chaos would reign in the streets. The
demonstrations called would be the perfect setting for the Clan's
underground movements.



The minutes passed like hours. Alejandro felt the tension building
up in his chest, every beat of his heart resounding in his ears. |
couldn't help but think of General Vargas. In spite of everything,
he had been a respected man, a pillar in the construction of the
country. And now, in a matter of minutes, his life would be taken
in the coldest and most calculated way possible.

Finally, the phone vibrated again. This time, Alejandro was slow
to answer. | knew what was coming.

“It's done," Daniel said in the same deadpan voice. "Vargas is
dead. He did not suffer. Our men are already cleaning up the
scene. Everything has been handled with discretion."

Alexander let out a long sigh. The knot in his stomach didn't go
away, but a part of him felt a kind of relief. The immediate threat
had been eliminated, but he knew the danger didn't end there.

"What about the others?" he asked, referring to Vargas' officers
and allies.

"We are working on it. Some have been neutralized, others are
being closely watched. It won't take long for us to close all the
loose ends."



Alejandro nodded silently. | knew this was just the beginning. The
purge that the Clan had begun would not stop with Vargas. It was
an operation that would continue until all possible threats to his
government were eradicated.

"And the protests?" he finally asked.

"They will be kept under control. There will be riots, but nothing
we can't handle."

Alejandro hung up the phone without saying anything else. He
went back to his desk and sat down, staring at the documents in
front of him without actually seeing them. The room seemed to
close in around him, the weight of his decisions falling on him like
a stone.

He had crossed a line from which there would be no return. The
presidency, power, everything he had ever wanted, had dragged
him into a dark place from which he was not sure if he could
escape.

That night, as the shadows of the city lengthened, Alexander
realized that he had lost more than he was willing to admit. He
had lost control of his own soul, and now, the true power was in
the hands of the Clan.



Chapter 4: The Price of Power

The hours after the death of General Vargas passed in a strange,
almost unreal calm. Alejandro was standing in front of the
window of his office in the Presidential Palace, watching the
sunrise dye the horizon with orange tones. The city was still
breathing, oblivious to the monumental change that had occurred
during the night. But Alejandro knew that, deep down, nothing
would ever be the same again...
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