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1. First Sunday of August
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«They say that when you enjoy life, time flies..

The time traveler, Lorena Franco.

"Tell me, Mónica," Raquel asks, as soon as she picks up the phone. What happen?

-Are you available?

-Yeah. Yes, Raquel answers, somewhat confused. Today is Sunday, and I didn't plan to go out. I've been out all weekend and now I don't feel like it.

"I need to talk to someone," the sub-inspector tells her, whispering, as if she's afraid to speak louder and they might hear her. And I don't know who to turn to.

"Fuck, aunt. Where are you? Raquel asks him, detecting in his tone of voice that the matter is serious.

"In my flat, I just got here right now," Mónica replies. Look if I'm scared, I've double locked the door and lowered all the blinds.

—Are you alone or with a weekend roll? Raquel asks her again, thinking that the sub-inspector is kidding her.

"This is serious, mate. I'm not joking and I need to tell you something urgently.

—Listen —Raquel tells her, seeing that she is very nervous—, don't move from there, I'll be right away. Don't move from your flat, I'll be here in a few minutes.

-No. No," Monica says. It's not good for us to meet in my flat. Not even yours,” he adds. We have to meet in a neutral place. And don't even think about a bar.

"Fuck, aunt. You're really scaring me.

"I don't want to get you into trouble," Monica tells him, losing her voice from her nerves.

"You're not getting me into any trouble," Raquel counters. We are friends, right? And friends are there to help each other in difficult times.

—You know, in the end Bellido was right.

-What are you taking about?

"Of the five deaths."

-The accidents? Are you still with it?

I haven't been able to think of anything else this weekend. Bellido has always struck me as a formidable inspector. Taciturn, serious, but deep down, those of us who know him know that he is a formal and rigorous researcher. So much time insisting on the same thing, and we ignored him, thinking that he had gone crazy. That everything he said was only in his head and that it couldn't be real. Well it is, Raquel, believe me it is.

"Monica, calm down, please. I perceive you very nervous. These last cases are taking their toll on you. We have never thought that Bellido was crazy, just that he was overworked. The same thing that is happening to you, now. You are hysterical. Maybe you should have taken the August vacation, instead of Carlos and Javier. You need not only to rest, but to disconnect. Remember that this is just a job, nothing more. We don't have to spend our lives on it. We have to do like the employees who leave the factory as soon as the siren sounds, and leave everything as it was, until the next day, when they hook up again. I already told you that it is not good to take your work home. And that's what you did this weekend.

—Do you remember that Bellido told us that the deaths were connected in some way? He asks again insistently. You remember?

"Yes, Monica.

—The local policeman from Mataró, the girl from Mexico Street, the retiree from Plaza Lesseps, the old woman from Diputación Street, and the lesbians from Paloma Street. God! How I did not realize before. I had Bellido removed from the case, accusing him of being insane, when he knew that those deaths were related to each other. I knew it, Rachel. He knew it, and I ignored him.

The sub-inspector begins to cry.

"Listen, Monica. Don't move from your floor. For what you want most, don't move, I'm going there right away.

"Yeah, better come now. Because I have to tell you what I found out.

"What did you find out, Monica?" What is happening?

The call is interrupted and Raquel takes her bag, with the gun inside, and leaves through the door of her apartment.

-Where are you going? the boy she spent the night with asks from the bed.

"To help a colleague," he answers, closing the door.
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2. The crime on Paloma Street
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«I don't see you playing football at your age.".

La Nena, Carmen Mola.

A white moped, from the Piaggio brand, circulates slowly through the Muntaner street in Barcelona. It is driven by a young girl, twenty-eight years old, whose short skirt flies, revealing tanned legs, finished in blue sneakers. It stops at the traffic light at the intersection with Calle Laforja, where at that moment four people cross over the zebra crossing: two men in suits, a lady dragging a shopping cart, and a young boy with both hands inside his chest. the pockets of his jeans. A red Citroën BX stops next to the moped. Its driver, a sixty-year-old with dark glasses, cheekily watches the girl through the lowered car window, while a column of smoke emerges from the cigarette that he holds in the yellowish fingers of his left hand. He thinks that this girl is really beautiful, and that she has beautiful legs, while the blonde hair sticks out from behind the white helmet, matching the moped. He watches her with such impudence that even the girl has noticed, and he slows down the moped to move a couple of meters down, to get out of the angle of vision of that man who does not take his eyes off him.

In the opposite corner there is a bar, and on the terrace, sitting at a table, there is a single customer, who smokes entertained. He is a tall, attractive man, neither thick nor thin, in his fifties. His dark eyes move quickly, dividing his gaze between the newspaper on the table and the wheeled traffic speeding down the street. From time to time he looks up, shielding his eyes from the sun with a makeshift visor from his right hand.

No one who is at the crossroads at that moment, nor the four pedestrians who walk in a hurry before the light turns red, nor the BX driver, nor the saleswoman who is fixing the window of a women's fashion store that there on the corner, not even the man who smokes impassively on the terrace of the bar, they know the life of the driver of the Piaggio. They do not know that his name is Aroa Suárez. That he was born in Hospitalet de Llobregat. Who works in Barcelona, ​​in a fashion store on Avenida Diagonal. That she had a boyfriend named Sergio, with whom they were about to marry. That he left him because he fell in love with a classmate from high school, whom he saw again after a decade, and with whom he began a torrid love affair. That girl, Sofía Martín, is the same age as her, twenty-eight, barely over one meter fifty-five in height. But she is beautiful, and coquettishly copes with a deformed nose, due to a spectacular accident she had when she was fifteen. Sofía went through a very difficult time in her life, when her father and brother died in a traffic accident, but then she regained happiness when she met Aroa and the two of them went to live in an apartment that Sofía rents in the neighborhood de la Verneda, on Calle Menorca. Sofia has been the happiest woman in the world all this time, collapsing night after night in Aroa's sinewy arms. He has tolerated that his mother reproached him for that relationship, continually telling him that she did not like that girl. That she did not approve of that kind of courtship that the two maintained, as if they were a man and a woman. As if they were a lifelong couple, the old-fashioned way.

"There's something about that girl that I don't like," he had repeated to Sofia's anger, who always saw the kindness in her beloved.

"But I love her, mom," the girl insisted, never giving up the love she professed towards Aroa. You have to accept that we both love each other. Don't be close to me, mom. And he understands that two women can love each other in the same way that a man and a woman would love each other.

"That girl won't do you any good." I don't like it, Sofia. I don't like it at all,” his mother told him, insistently.

Carolina Moreno, Sofía's mother, did not want her daughter to go out with Aroa. And not because he was against the relationship between two women, as his daughter had come to insinuate, but because he didn't appreciate that girl. The same girl who is now waiting for the traffic light at the intersection between Muntaner Street and Laforja Street to turn green.

Aroa does not realize that a brown Ford Sierra is driving just behind her. And behind the Ford there is a Renault 5, yellow. And behind the Renault there is a Opel Frontera, blue. The driver of the Opel Frontera is a young boy, no more than twenty-eight years old, with huge dark glasses covering the entirety of a long face, whose bony jaw ends in a perfectly trimmed goatee. He has the window down, from which his left elbow protrudes, and it is not the first time he has made that journey, the same one that Aroa has made. In fact, he did it throughout the previous week, from the Monday that he began to follow the girl from the Piaggio, from the fashion store on Diagonal to Calle Paloma.

Aroa moves to Calle Paloma because he is currently dating Minerva Cifuentes, an attractive Catalan woman who works part-time in a law firm on Ronda San Antonio. Aroa and Minerva met a few months ago, since she broke up with Sofía, although Sofía's mother believes that they already knew each other before, and that is why she left her daughter. The two liked each other immediately, that night when they met their eyes in a joint in the Maremagnum Shopping Center. It was the month of May, and Sofia had to stay in bed, suffering from a terrible flu that left her bedridden.

"Don't stay here with me," he told her, encouraging her to go out with one of her friends. I'll be fine.

Aroa did not want to leave Sofía alone, because she felt guilty that she was in bed, sick, and she went out to the old port area of ​​Barcelona. But she finally cheered up, as befitted a Saturday in late spring, and met up with two mutual friends, and they went to the port area.

Minerva was with a group of friends, and the two met at the bar, where they had gone to order their respective friends' drinks.

-We know each other? Minerva asked as she grabbed three glasses of cuba libre from the bar with both hands.

—Are you from Barcelona? Aroa asked.

"To the core," Minerva told him, in response.

"Well then, probably yes.

Minerva handed the cubatas to her friends, and Aroa did the same with the girls who had accompanied her, and the two began to talk at the bar. They exchanged phone numbers, and in a few days they met for dinner, the two of them alone. After that first dinner, in which Aroa lied to Sofía, and told her that she was going to visit her sick mother, in Girona, the two of them went for drinks at a bar on Calle Balmes, and went to bed in a study that Minerva rents on Paloma street. Minerva could aspire to something more, with her salary, but she is pleased to live in that impoverished area of ​​the darkest Barcelona, ​​where buying a piece of paper is as simple as going down to the first floor and knocking on the door. Or cross to the opposite sidewalk. Or go to the first corner and wait for someone from one of the balconies to see you and ask you what and how much you want.

It didn't take long for Sofia to find out that Aroa was hitting on Minerva one day when she went to wait for her at the Diagonal store, and then she saw that they were kissing at the door, next to the tree where the Piaggio moped was always parked. Hidden behind a dumpster, she waited for them to get on the moped, and followed them at a safe distance to Paloma Street. When they entered the portal, she entered through the door and heard the laughter that came from the stairs, while the two ascended to the last floor. Then she went out into the street and walked, crying, to the garage where she had parked the moped.

"This afternoon I saw you with a girl at the door of the store," he told her when they met at La Verneda's flat, omitting that he had followed them to the flat on Calle Paloma.

Aroa was silent. Although the expression in his eyes was explicit enough for Sofia to know that he no longer loved her.

"She's a friend," he answered quietly.

When two women are in a relationship, their friends are usually common. If one of them has a friend that the other doesn't know, it's because she's more than a friend, Sofia reflected.

"Do you want her?" he asked, reaching for her wrists, though Aroa avoided it by pulling back slightly.

"A lot," he replied.

Then Sofia began to cry, and wondered what had gone wrong. And she asked that same question to Aroa, who was looking at her from a corner of the flat's living room, as if whoever was there, in front of her, was a complete stranger. But Aroa just watched her without saying anything.

Sofia is a good girl. She is hardworking. And dutiful. She's nice, and everyone who knows her loves her. He works in a bakery on Calle Pelayo. And for months, her greatest dream was to show up at the store where Aroa worked, and wait for her on the street, in a remote place, far from the inquisitive gaze of the owner, who didn't like her employee dating another girl. They avoided kissing in public, because they avoided cuddling in front of strangers. Two women kissing, provoked the rejection of a well-thinking society that continues to deny what is different, and entrenches itself in the traditional. Even when they went out at night in Barcelona, ​​they avoided showing their love in public, because in the bars, unless they were friendly, they didn't understand that what they shared was love, and the "out" on duty was never missing. , who was approaching harboring the possibility of interfering between the two.

Sofia loved Aroa so much that she was willing to tolerate her seeing that girl she met, Minerva. It didn't matter to her that he was with other women, as long as he returned to her afterwards.

"I don't care, really," she told him, holding back her tears. I don't care if you want to go out with her, but I don't want you to leave my side. You have every right in the world to have a lover. Of course, Aroa, of course you can have fun with other women. I don't care, really," he told her, insisting.

"No, Sofia. I'm going with Minerva. I'm going with her because she's pretty, and vicious, and she has a good job, in one of the most important law firms in Barcelona. I have a future with her that I will never have with you,” he said, looking at her with contempt. What future awaits a woman who works in a bakery, dispatching jokes and buns to foreigners?

Sofia didn't want to cry again, and for her to see her vulnerable. And despite the harsh words that she heard from Aroa's mouth, her eyes exuded tenderness and shone like glass beads. Sofia was all love, even in the most conflictive moments.

"I'll find another job," he told her, making the gesture of caressing her cheek.

"Yes, but not for the public," he snapped, smiling. A girl who is five feet tall and with that scar on her nose, I don't think anyone wants her to face the public. And I'm not saying this to offend you, but to make you aware of reality. So that you see how you are, and not how you would like to be.

The last thing Sofia heard was the sound of her apartment door slamming shut. Then she began to cry and avoided looking at herself in the mirror, because she knew she had to look horrible with those red eyes and torn cheeks from holding them so much with her hands. At that moment, he couldn't know that Aroa wasn't serious, because all those insults were meant to destroy the relationship. And so it would be easier to leave her. Aroa sought to cut any ties with her, so that the love they both professed could never be restored.

Aroa has already reached Paloma street. He knows that at 2:15 Minerva returns, straight from the law firm. And she wants to wait for her dressed up, so that the two of them can go out to eat together. He drives to the garage, where he keeps the motorcycle every day. In that neighbourhood, a Piaggio doesn't last half a minute without someone taking it away, no matter how well protected it is, it's one of the most insecure areas in Barcelona for a reason.

The driver of the blue Opel Frontera parks it on Tigre street. Its occupant walks quickly down Joaquín Costa street. Throughout the previous week he verified how, mathematically, every day Aroa did the same route and parked the motorcycle in the same garage. Then, at fifteen minutes past two, Minerva would arrive, walking from Joaquín Costa street. The law firm was punctual with its employees' hours, and Minerva was never late for more than a couple of minutes, at the most.

With a push he opens the door to the street. That door had been forced so many times that the lock was useless. Jump around a small urine stain in the corner of the room where the electricity meters are, and go up the stairs, up the four floors; the building does not have an elevator. He tries not to touch the railing or the wall at any time, although he put on his gloves as soon as he got out of the car. At that moment, he checks that there are seven minutes left for Minerva to arrive, and he stands in front of the only door on the top floor, and knocks with his knuckles, giving two soft blows. She doesn't have much time, and she can't wait if she wants to go down to the portal, and go out into the street, without running into the other girl.

"You've arrived a little early," Aroa comments as she opens the door. What do you want? he asks when he sees this stranger on the last step of the stairs.

At the corner of Calle Paloma and Joaquín Costa, Minerva runs into a young boy who is walking fast. It would never cross her mind to think that that tall boy, with dark glasses, wild hair, pale complexion, and skinny arms, had just murdered her roommate. At that moment it is two and seventeen minutes on Thursday, July 27, 1995.
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3. Homicide Group 3
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«His face spoke in a way

much more explicit than his voice».

Seven Books for Eve, Roberto Martinez Guzman.

"A body has been found on the top floor of a block on Calle Paloma," says Inspector Bellido, of the National Police's Homicide Group 3, as he enters the office on the third floor of the Barcelona headquarters.

"I just read it in the citizen security service report," answers Mónica, the sub-inspector of the group. Next, he rests the tip of the red marker on a sheet of paper that he has on the table, and lets his gaze unfocus.

"It already surprised me, that with the week we had so calm, this didn't change in the face of the weekend," Carlos comments, before the inspector's disapproving look.

The room is twelve square meters, and is the largest in the entire headquarters building. In one of the corners, next to the window that overlooks Vía Layetana, there is a huge table where the typewriter can fit, a couple of trays of paper and several police stations, disorderly, and with the volume at full volume. On one of the walls there is a calendar of the majority union, with several lines of the months of July and August, of that year, 1995, colored according to the vacations of the four members of the investigation group: Mónica, the sub-inspector, and the policemen of the basic scale: Raquel, Javier and Carlos. In an adjoining room, separated by a glass door, is the inspector's office, which he rarely uses, since he is always outside, where there is a table, a computer and a wooden coat rack, with an unsightly and perennial corduroy jacket hanging , with two black elbow pads.

Group 3 is dedicated entirely to the investigation of homicides. The rest, of the five in total in the brigade, are framed in the Drugs and Organized Crime Unit (UDYCO), where other sections such as Money Laundering, Narcotics or Violent Crimes depend. The Judicial Commissioner, Julián Lanzarote, had insisted on the creation of a group dedicated to outright homicides, with nothing else to distract them. The superior chief had rejected his proposal, initially, because it was understood by the police that all homicides originate from another crime. He kills himself to cover up a robbery, a rape, or a settling of scores for drug trafficking. But there is not, he argued, a pure crime, for the mere fact of killing. Finally he accepted, and Group 3, which previously was dedicated to murders in Latino gangs, was recomposed, absorbing this type of crime the Provincial Information Brigade.

"You have to wait for the citizen security to finish with the report, so they can transfer it to us," explains the inspector. I want you to handle this case. Besides, the other groups are overworked and couldn't take it, even if they wanted to.

"You mean the one with the lesbian?" Monica asks, to be sure, emitting a priceless smile that annoys the inspector.

Sometimes, the deputy inspector's hasty search to fit in as the command of a typically male unit forces her to use macho language that the inspector rejects with a grimace of disgust.

"Yes, the one at number 13, on Paloma street," he says, nodding. Have you read it in the service part? he asks, casting his gaze around the members of the group, to be sure that everyone is participating in his conversation.

Monica is twenty-five years old, and she was the last to arrive. She did an internship with the Barcelona police, although she is originally from Ávila, but since when she was sworn in, there were no vacancies for her city or any nearby, such as Madrid or Guadalajara, she decided to stay in Barcelona for a few years, until she met the scale needed to go home. And the fastest way to advance in the score is by performing outstanding services and ascending. That's why he applied for admission to Homicide. And for this reason, too, she decided to be promoted to officer, and later to deputy inspector.

"I read it this morning," Mónica replies insistently, holding a handful of pages in her left hand. On the right, her everlasting red marker wobbles, restless.

At his side is Raquel, a blonde who agreed to the police with the minimum height, one meter sixty-five. Like Monica, she hasn't been in the group for even a year. The other two policemen smoke impassively by the open window. One of them, Javier, balances a cardboard cup in his hand, while with the other he stirs the plastic spoon in a maniacal gesture. A blond cigarette dangles from his lips, forcing his eyes to squint from the smoke.

—In principle it is a natural death — Carlos joins the conversation.

The inspector follows him with his eyes, as he moves to the table and sits in the only empty chair, facing the deputy inspector.

"How naturally?" asks the inspector angrily.

"Because it's natural for him to die after an ax blow to the head," Carlos blurts out, his face serious.

"I don't like those jokes," the inspector censures, as he closes the door and approaches the window where Javier finishes his cigarette.

Inspector José María Bellido is old-fashioned. At least externally, but those who know him know that this is not the case. He is forty-two years old, and he is one of the youngest internally promoted inspectors at headquarters, since he was promoted in 1989. All the members of his group were personally chosen by him. That is a prerogative that the UDYCO inspectors continue to maintain: that of choosing the agents of their investigation groups. They are young police officers, most of them single and without commitment, and wanting to stand out. The research groups require exclusive dedication, and members cannot be allowed to be more aware of the time to go home, or to meet the girlfriend, or to go find the wife or husband, or wait for the children at the school gate, than the work they have to do. In addition, these young agents and new arrivals are more manageable than the alligators who are protesting all day, for the hours and for the salary.

"I think the murderer didn't want to kill that girl," Javier comments from the corner of the window.

Next, the inspector is entranced looking at Carlos' long curly hair, which practically covers the nape of his neck. They both know that this hair would not be allowed in the Zetas, but in court they were more lax with the clothing and aesthetic standards.

"Aren't you ashamed that your partner has such long hair?" He addresses Javier, who has just moved towards the table, and remains standing next to Raquel.

"Someone here will have to have long hair," Carlos defends himself, looking at Monica and Raquel's short hair.

—The first patrol that arrived took information from the tenant of the apartment, Minerva Cifuentes. The girl was the first to see the body of her partner, Aroa Suárez, when she was found on the terrace,” says Mónica, reading from one of the pages that she continues to hold in her hand. A neighbor from the second called, a guy with a criminal record enough to stop a train. But Minerva's screams were such when she found Aroa's body that she decided to call the police, something that is very rare in that neighborhood.

"Those of Group 1 have passed us the dead," the inspector insists. Apparently they're working up to their hats, and Nazario told me that they can't accept any more cases. -Then he combs the office with his penetrating gaze, sweeping the deputy inspector and the three police officers. They believe that this murder has its origin, in the neighborhood where it occurred, in drug matters.

"I already knew that those of Group 1 were responsible for you passing us the brown," Carlos says, protesting. That means that it is a complicated case, because if it were easy they would have already taken it to hang the medal.

—Solving this crime would be an excellent opportunity to stand out, since in thepalometric We're the last ones this term,” says the inspector, unaware of Carlos' intrusion.

Hepalometric It is an internal list that all the brigades in Barcelona have, especially citizen security, where the "palotes" (outstanding interventions) are recorded and compete to be in the lead. It is an informal, and unofficial, list, which is why it is kept hidden from the outside world, but all the brigades use it and take it into account. It has been commented that some promotions and medals have been awarded following the criteria of thepalometric. A policeman with many detainees behind him rises fast.

“We'll focus on the case,” Monica snorts smugly.

Bellido takes a Nokia 1610 from his jacket pocket and looks at the screen, checking if he has any calls to answer.

-Alright. I have already told you that the investigations are not carried out in the bar, that is for the Civil Guard. I want you to focus on this case. Do we know how many neighbors live in that block?

The four look at each other, but say nothing.

"I guess six," Javier answers, breaking the awkward silence that falls in the office after the inspector asks the question.

—With suppositions we do not advance much either. How many neighbors live in that block? he repeats the question, raising his tone.

Carlos shrugs comically.

"Do you know that, Xavier?" he asks his partner, who is still standing behind him and Monica.

"Eleven people," Raquel says out of the blue, surprising everyone.

-Oh really? Monica asks. Have you counted them?

—No, but the block has four floors and there are two houses per landing, except for the last one, where there is only one house. According to the Zeta report, someone lives in all the houses, since there are no empty apartments in that block, and those that are not rented are occupied. Taking into account that it is a very old block, and it is in a poor neighborhood, I suppose that there are no families living there, but rather lonely people, and most of them with police records, like the one who called the police on the phone. Calculating that only two people live in half of the flats, and only one in the other half, gives us the figure of eleven tenants.

"I hallucinate," Carlos snorts, touching Javier's shoulder. Let's see if you learn to guess like the blonde.

“Very good, smarties,” the inspector protests. Distribute the work and interview all the residents of that block and those of the numbers next to it. Well, the best thing is that you interview the whole street. I want to know who knew that girl and her girlfriend. And if anyone saw anything suspicious before she was murdered, or after. By the way, Carlos, what time did he die?

Carlos wrinkles his forehead, continuing to turn the cigarette packet over on the table.

-Don't know.

"Well, you'll be in charge of requesting the coroner's report."

—Come on, Bellido, you know I don't get along well with technicalities.

The inspector looks at him in silence.

"You know we have a lot of open investigations," Monica intervenes. The settling of scores in Ciudad Meridiana, the stabbing of Torre Baró and the run-over resulting in death in the La Mina neighborhood. I don't know where we'll find the time for a thick case like this. And I remind you that when you created this group, you did it so that it would only investigate pure deaths, that were not related to other crimes.

-And good? the inspector asks.

"This case should be handled with narcotics," Mónica responds to his interpellation.

Bellido moves slowly until he stands in the center of the window, for all to see, next to a metal filing cabinet.

"Keep in mind that this case isn't a case, it's the case," he says slowly, raising his voice when he says "he." I don't think it's an isolated murder—these are his last, disturbing words.

4. Girlfriends

«I peeked out and invited the lawyer to do it too ».

Corcyra's evil, Lorenzo Silva.

-It's here? Raquel asks Javier, when they stop at a corner of Ronda San Antonio, where they have walked from the Jefatura building.

Javier consults the notebook he is holding in his hand, and verifies that this is the address of the law firm where Minerva Cifuentes, the tenant of the apartment on Paloma Street, works.

"It's here, but I don't think it's there," he replies. Yesterday his partner, Aroa, was murdered and presumably she will be at the funeral home today. I don't think I'd be callous enough to come to work, given what's happened.

"Let's ask about her," Raquel tells him, smiling. And so we will see if the bond between the two of them was as strong as that of a stable couple or it was just a summer roll.

On the first floor is where the law firm is. It is a large office where they are attended by a lady of about fifty, who wears thick glasses, from which a gold thread hangs. That woman looks so elegant that it tells them that this law firm is prestigious. From the hall you can see a long corridor where you can see six doors: three on each side. In the background, under a window, there is a huge ficus, embedded in a rectangular white ceramic pot. The silence that is breathed inside warns them that, being Friday afternoon, and in the month of July, they should not have much work.

"What do you want?" the woman asks them, her voice whispering.

"We want to talk to Minerva Cifuentes," Javier answers, showing his police badge through the glass partition where the receptionist protects herself.

-Oh I'm sorry. Minerva has taken the four days off, which correspond to her due to death. I suppose you know... well, of course, why else would you be here? she asks herself.

"Do you know where he is now?" Javier asks again.

Raquel amuses herself by contemplating the paintings of Barcelona monuments, which hang all over the hall wall.

"It's possible that he's in his flat," she says, not quite sure. Although after what happened, I think that's the last place I'd go.

-No. We have already looked there and it is not there. Javier rejects. He doesn't want to dwell on explaining that the apartment will remain sealed until the scientific police inspection is over, surely he won't be able to return until Monday. We have spoken with the owner of the property, and he has told us that Minerva wants to terminate the contract. Although he will wait a few days, until he is sure that this is what she wants. I think the landlord takes into account the trauma of what happened, and will give the tenant a few days respite.

-Normal. The receptionist accepts. I would not like to continue living in an apartment where my partner has been killed either. Wait a moment, I'm going to ask a question," he tells them as he stands up, and disappears through one of the two doors behind him.

"Hiring one of these lawyers must cost a lot," Raquel comments to Javier, while they wait for the receptionist to come out again.

—It is better that you never have to go to a lawyer here, because that would mean that the problem you have is very big.

"Agents," the woman names them, as she takes cover again behind the partition. I have asked a colleague of Minerva's, with whom she has a good relationship, and she told me that these days she will be at the house of a friend of hers.

"Do you know who it is?"

The woman loses her mind again through the back door, while it seems that she is talking to someone.

"Sofia," he says.

—Sofia Martin? Javier asks.

-Yeah. I see you know her," says the receptionist, smiling.

"Can we talk to that partner of Minerva's?" Javier asks her, when the woman makes the gesture of disappearing behind the door again. If you have a good relationship with her, maybe you can help us.

They listen as the woman talks to someone. Next, a girl in her early thirties appears through the door, and looks at them with some fear.

—I'm Rebeca, Minerva's co-worker. —He introduces himself with a pout of disgust, due to the presence of the policemen. The fact that she says she is Minerva's "coworker" indicates that she wants to disassociate herself from any relationship with her.

"Hello, Rebeca," Javier greets her, holding up his police badge so the girl can see it. We've been told that you know Minerva quite well.

"We're partners," she answers quietly.

Both Javier and Raquel know that when the police ask questions, friendships are no longer so.

Have you noticed her upset lately? Javier asks him, under the watchful eye of the receptionist who attended them, who has remained quiet behind the counter.

-No. Normal. He shakes his head in denial.

—Has she told you anything about whether she was afraid or felt watched? Javier asks again.

-Not that I know of. The truth is that I've seen her very calm these days —replies the girl, with a sad face. Yesterday, when they called me to tell me that their friend had been murdered, my heart turned over and I almost died from the shock. As far as I know, Minerva is a good girl, and she doesn't get into trouble.

Raquel looks at her carefully, because from the way Rebeca speaks, she understands that there is no relationship of any kind between the two beyond work or friendship.

"Excuse us for a moment, ma'am," Raquel says to the receptionist who attended them.

The woman grimaces, as if she's been wronged. But he understands, from the policemen's eyes, that they are going to ask Rebeca some confidential question.

"Has Minerva had any bad feelings with anyone that you know of?" Raquel asks Rebeca, when the receptionist disappears through the back door.

"I don't know why they ask me those questions," she replies annoyed. I think that should be asked of her.

"But now we're asking you," Javier tells him, playing tough.

"I've already told them no," he replies, insisting. My relationship with her is only work. We are co-workers, nothing more. And at most we talk when we have breakfast together, or have a coffee in the bar downstairs.

—Did you know Aroa? Raquel asks, looking at Javier out of the corner of her eye, to get him to approve her intrusion.

-Yeah. I saw her a couple of times, when she came to the bar.

"Have you ever heard them say anything about being in danger?" Javier asks her, anticipating Raquel, who apparently was going to ask the same question.

-No. The two or three times I saw her, they only greeted each other at the bar, and nothing more.

"Thank you for answering our questions," Javier tells her, handing her a card with the group's phone number. If you remember anything else, please call us.

—Who is this Sofía, the one the receptionist said that Minerva is in her apartment? Raquel asks Javier when they both reach the street.

"She's the girl Aroa Suárez used to go out with," he answers, nodding a couple of times. I know this because your name is on the victim's people-related report.

While Javier is explaining himself, Raquel checks through the glass of a shop window that the sweater is well placed. She slightly tousled her short hair, to make it look like she's disheveled.

—But wasn't that girl Aroa's partner, before they murdered her? Rachel asks.

Javier lights a cigarette while consulting the notes in his notebook.

-Yeah. Let's see,” he replies, hastily turning a couple of pages. Aroa Suárez was involved with Sofía Martín. The two lived together in a flat that Sofía rented in La Verneda. Aroa left Sofía for Minerva, the one who has the apartment on Paloma street. And now that Aroa has died, Minerva and Sofía comfort each other —she smiles mischievously with her last words.

“Oh, God,” Raquel protests. I don't know why the hell men get so turned on by lesbian stuff.

"It's our weakness," she comments, accepting her companion's reprimand.

"Well, it seems perfectly normal to me that these two share the pain of losing their friend," says Raquel, nodding. Deep down, both Sofia and Minerva loved Aroa. You're not implying that they had something to do with his death?

—Not at all, but it's important to talk to them to find out what they can tell us. That relationship seems quite normal to you because they are two women. But what would you say if I went out with a girl and left her for another, then they murdered me, and the two women in my life rolled up on each other?

—I don't know, I would surely suspect that they have conspired to get you out of the way. But why do you think they have rolled up? At the moment we only know that they are together, but not scrambled.

—Well, that's what we have to rule out —says Javier by way of conclusion—, that the two have gotten involved, and Aroa was a nuisance in that new relationship. I suppose you know that the murderer is always someone close to the victim.

"Or not," he says, rebutting it.
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5. Sofia and Minerva
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«Look, I live across the street.".

The friend, Teresa Driscoll.

Sofía has an apartment on Calle Menorca, very close to Rambla Prim. Javier and Raquel are taken away by an unmarked car from the Zonal I police station, the closest. The car leaves them at the corner, and they walk to the door of the block. Javier presses the button on the intercom when he checks the apartment in his notes.

-Yeah?

-Good morning. We are judicial police officers, we ask for Minerva. Is with you? he asks, thinking that the one who is serving them is Sofía.

"Yeah, it's me," he replies as the front door opens.

"Well, we've already located her," Raquel snaps.

"We've already located them," Javier tells him, specifying.

The flat is very spacious. Sofía ushers them into the living room, where Minerva is waiting for them standing. And while the first is apparently calm, the second is perceived to be very nervous.

"I'm sorry for your loss," Javier begins to speak, holding up his police badge. But I take advantage of the two of you together to, if you allow us, ask you a couple of questions.

Everyone knows that when the police say they are going to ask a couple of questions, there are actually many more. With a couple of questions you can't investigate anything properly.

"Do you have a court order?" Minerva asks, getting defensive.

"We don't need it," Javier replies. We'd need it if we were to turn this floor upside down,” he says, looking Sofia square in the eye. But the questions that we want to ask you can answer if you want. You're not required to, if that's what you're worried about. But you will understand that if you do not answer a few simple questions from the police, we can suspect that you are hiding something.

“Do you mind if I smoke,” Minerva asks, growing nervous.

The two dress casually, as if they had no intention of leaving the apartment. Both have bare legs and the upper part has been covered with a T-shirt. Minerva is barefoot, while Sofia is wearing slippers that, by appearance, seem new. It seems that the two do not know each other very well, which reinforces the idea that they have come together to share the pain of Aroa's death and to support each other.

"No, not at all," Javier answers, taking out a pack of tobacco and offering her a cigarette, which Minerva takes with a slight trembling of her hand.

Javier notices that his nails are well cared for.

"Would you like a coffee?" Sofia asks. Or a beer?

"No," Xavier answers.

"Yes, of course," Raquel agrees. A coffee will be fine. It's the alcohol we can't drink on duty.

Sofía enters the kitchen, which is next to the living room, while Javier takes out the notebook and asks Minerva a few questions.

—Do you know if Aroa had enemies or suspicions of someone who wanted to harm her?

"Aroa was all kindness," he replies. And I don't imagine anyone so cruel as to want to kill her. And less than the way it did.

-And you?

-I? That?

"You have enemies you might be suspicious of." Aroa was killed on the terrace of your apartment, so perhaps the murderer, or the murderers, were not going for her.

Minerva takes a deep drag on her cigar, swallows hard. Javier notices that she is a really attractive woman and she has a splendid tan. The bare toenails are also neatly painted.

"I already know where they killed her, because I was the first to find her body," she tells him, wrinkling her forehead.

"And you think they wanted to kill her?" Javier repeats the question.

"I've already thought about it. And I've been giving a lot of thought to that, precisely. The killer may not have known that she's the one who would open the door for him, and he killed her thinking it was me. Some say that we looked alike physically. "She starts to cry.

"I'll go back to my question," Javier insists, after waiting a few uncomfortable seconds for Minerva to wipe away her tears. Is there someone who wants you bad?

Sofia comes out of the kitchen with a rectangular plastic tray, with four cups of coffee on it. All full.

"Put in as much sugar as you like, and there's hot milk in that jug, for those who like it with milk," he says, placing the tray on a round wooden table.

"No," Minerva says, shaking her head in denial. My job at the law firm isn't important enough that someone would want to take me out of the way.

“Well, I wasn't referring to your work at the firm either. More to your personal life. Other relationships? Any spite?

Sofía looks at the policemen with manifest antipathy. Raquel notices, but Javier is engrossed in his notebook and doesn't notice that detail.

"No," Minerva says again. I also don't know anyone around me who loves me so badly that they want to kill me.

—Drugs?

"What do you want to know exactly?" What if I'm a trafficker? -uncomfortable question.

-No. Rather if you get in from time to time.

—Some line of coke, like everyone else.

-And you? Raquel asks Sofía, while she lights a cigarette as if the conversation weren't with her.

-That?

—If you know someone who hated Aroa so much, to want to kill her. You were dating her for a while. No?

"Yeah, we've been dating for a while. And answering your question, I will tell you that everyone loved Aroa.

—Tell me about your previous partner. —Javier continues to ask Minerva, while Raquel is pouring some milk into her coffee cup.

"I haven't dated anyone in a while," Minerva says angrily. I don't know what you're getting at, but I don't think it's the job of the police to meddle in the personal lives of the people who have been harmed.

"You seem to take it for granted that we always have to be involved with someone." — Sofía comes to his defense.

—When investigating such a serious murder, no person in the environment should be ruled out. Raquel intervenes, trying to calm things down. It is evident that whoever murdered your friend had to know her or know you. With that we are not saying that you have something to do with it.

"And couldn't it be a thief?" Sofia questions, outlining a priceless smile.

"A thief on Paloma Street?" Raquel asks in turn.

The four are silent for a moment. Enough for Javier to compose his next question.

"Do you have drugs in the flat?"

"On this floor?" Sofia asks.

-No. I mean the flat on Calle Paloma.

"You know you don't," Minerva replies quickly. Your mates have turned it upside down, finding only a bit of hashish on my nightstand. And it wasn't even hidden from view. And before you ask me, I'll tell you that I don't owe money to any dealer.

Sofia stands up when someone rings the bell from downstairs.

"It's my mother," he says after opening the door.

"We were already leaving," Javier assures, closing the notebook. He gestures to his partner to indicate that they are finished.

In the elevator they come across a woman who, due to the resemblance, is Sofía's mother. She is probably in her early fifties, and is elegantly dressed.

—Mom —Sofía calls her from the half-open door of the apartment.

And she throws herself into his arms, crying.
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6. The shop on Avenida Diagonal
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«try to fool me

and to believe that it is a lack of self-love is idiocy ».

You won't lie, Blas Ruiz Grau.

Carlos parks the Opel Kadett, gray in color but with no identifying marks, in a side street on Avenida Diagonal. It is one of the vehicles intervened in court, which is reused by the police, so its appearance is far removed from the typical vehicles that all criminals know. You park it in a paid area, but any fine you receive will be destroyed as soon as the town hall verifies that the license plate belongs to a car belonging to the General Directorate of the National Police.

"You could have parked closer," Mónica reproaches her, realizing that the fashion store where Aroa worked is still far from where they are.

"I've done it for you," he tells her, smiling, as he takes a cigarette from his vest pocket. I've noticed that your ass is getting huge.

"Imbecile," he utters tenderly.

The two walk along the side of the avenue, one next to the other, as if they were an engaged couple. Judicials like to pair up in such a way that others think they are a normal couple, and thus do not arouse suspicion. But no matter how hard they try, there are certain details that give them away. Mónica carries the bag attached to her waist, holding on as if she feared that they were going to steal it. And it is because inside it carries the regulation pistol. Carlos, although he has long hair and a shadow of a beard, is betrayed by the typically police vest that male police officers wear when they wear plain clothes. It's convenient, because in its half dozen pockets you can hide a notebook, a pen, a card with the police alert codes, and carry the transmitter and the gun on your waist, without being externally noticeable.

“This is it,” Monica says, as they pass the store.
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