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The Terra Gaia Saga is a vast, interconnected fictional universe divided into five Stages that follow the overarching storyline. Each Stage is subdivided into multiple Phases, with crucial events marking the beginning of a new Phase.
 
Readers may begin with any of the first three Stages that appeals to them the most, provided they respect the order of the Phases to avoid spoiling unread storylines. The saga encourages the exploration of its worlds, characters, and mysteries, as each novel complements the others. It is natural for certain details to remain ambiguous within a single novel; therefore, we invite you to continue reading to unravel every secret.
 
There are two types of novels: Fundamental Novels, which advance the main plot of each Stage, and Essential Novels, which enrich the universe by expanding the lore and exploring the backstories of characters and plotlines.

Chapter 1
Porcelain Soul
The world had no shape, and the truth is I had stopped caring.
The sky and the ground dissolved into a dark void that stretched on until the end of time. The void pulsed with a resonance that made the bones in my chest vibrate, thick with the unmistakable smell of dead-star dust.
A light mist wrapped around everything, sliding over my skin like a liquid shroud and caressing my face as if it knew I would never see it again.
I could see everything clearly, but something bent the light around me, and each ripple carried a different memory: her laughter, a hand over mine, the nights by the sea.
I was sitting down. A soft warmth rose through the soles of my feet. The floor was invisible but firm, and when I tried to touch it, my fingers passed right through, as if it didn't exist.
There she was, right in front of me.
Sitting with her arms wrapped around her legs, she never took her eyes off me, indifferent to the haze that stood between us.
My Beatriz. She wore a long yellow dress that brought out her dark eyes. Seeing her brought back that laugh of hers, tasting of nights by the sea, of salty lips, of the sweet scent of fermented grapes.
Her face (I could barely look at it) was as fragile as porcelain. As if sadness had been painted onto her skin. She gave me back a broken smile, a faint gesture I felt like muffled blows to my chest.
Everything was perfect. Her and me. Her beauty, and me, convinced I deserved her.
If not for that damned glass separating me from my wife.
She undid the knot of her arms, looked up at the sky, and came up to the barrier dividing our worlds. She pressed her palm against the glass.
I stayed there watching her and gave her the smile of a man who believes everything he ever dreamed of is standing right in front of him.
Her hair, dark and long against the paleness of her skin, accompanied the gesture of a drowned prayer. A prayer that died on her lips.
She exhaled deeply and released the air she seemed to have been holding all this time. When she closed her eyes, golden tears welled up in droves and rolled down her cheeks like tiny liquid suns.
She smiled with so much effort that the smile seemed to hurt her.
When she managed to calm herself, she tilted her head and invited me closer with her eyes.
I stood up and we were face to face, separated by a barrier so thin it was invisible, yet it carried the weight of an entire world.
"Alejandro, it's me." Her hand passed through the wall of glass, though as it crossed it lost weight and color. That translucent palm caressed my face, and the touch made my skin prickle like those winter evenings by the fireplace of the broken mistletoe. But it wasn't warmth. It was a cold that burned. "I'm real."
She withdrew her hand. I tried to reach her and the glass stopped me; my knuckles struck something soft, as if it were made of tears. She turned toward the void.
"Do you remember our honeymoon?" she asked. She played with a straight lock of her perfect hair while resting her other hand on her hip; her favorite stance whenever she was about to make a demand of her king.
"I could never forget it," I answered, both palms pressed against the border that divided us.
"Do you think our mark is still there?" She turned back to me and fixed those crystalline eyes on me, devoid of soul; not from absence, but from truth.
My teeth ground together. The effort forced all the air out of my chest at once; brute force would not be enough to bring down that boundary. She seemed to know it, watching me calmly, as if my very form were about to dissolve before her eyes.
I felt an icy brush against my head. I looked up and stretched out my hand to catch a snowflake, the first of many that seemed to appear out of nowhere.
Beside her a tree appeared, its roots sinking straight into the abyss.
She hid behind the trunk and peeked out from the other side, offering me a smile she could barely hold up; I could see fine fractures beginning to crack her porcelain mask, starting at her lips.
"Our mark," I murmured, discovering it was still carved into the bark.
With that image, the smell of the snowy mountain and the frozen lake flooded over me all at once, bringing with it the living echo of our footsteps crunching through the middle of the forest.
"I don't know how I ever let you do that," Beatriz said, toying with the mark on our tree.
With her fingertip she traced the cold, hard bark that had once yielded to metal: a heart carved by hand with our initials.
"Out there, far from everything, it was your idea. You, the eternal defender of life, asked me for the knife on my keychain. You were the one who chose the most imposing tree. The one who asked me to leave our love marked like a scar on this wonderfully profane world."
"You're such a fool, Alejandro." Laughter spread across the perfect canvas of her porcelain face, flowing effortlessly this time. "Of course not; I would never ask you for something so contrary to my principles."
"And yet you did? For me, for us. For our future."
"For... your future." The smile vanished from her face at once.
"Let's do it again!" I answered, carried away by the impulse. "I'll call right now to have the jet ready. We fly to Vancouver first thing in the morning, and you'll be my copilot again."
"Alejandro..."
"No. Listen to me, Beatriz! You and me, a month in a cabin far from civilization. No work, no distractions. Just you and me."
"You know I can't." She lowered her gaze and closed her eyes.
"No!" I felt the air scrape my throat. A burning I already knew began to rise in my chest: a black sun, heavy and painful, an anchor of molten gold burying itself in my flesh and sinking its claws into my bones. "You and me, Beatriz! Just you and me, and the world can go to hell."
"Alejandro, you promised me." She raised her eyes and took a deep breath. She stayed silent for a time that felt eternal to me, letting her mask fragment a little more. "You promised me... that you would let me go."
"What are you talking about, Beatriz? No. I don't understand." The glass resisted the force of my hand; I wanted to knock it down, I wanted to smash it to pieces and hold her in my arms.
I fell to my knees and felt the ground sink beneath me, as if it were made of clay.
My chest was on fire. My mind was deceiving me... or maybe it was trying to protect me.
I felt the coldness of that hand which, in another time, used to wake me on the longest, coldest nights; only now the touch of her skin felt rough, almost thorny.
I looked up and found her in front of me. She was kneeling, her arm reaching through the border that divided our worlds.
"Alejandro. I'm here. I will always be here," she told me. She spoke as if she understood more than I did. "If I managed to tame the wild colt of Jalisco, a few mere shadows won't get the better of me."
"Then why can't you stay?" I demanded, pressing my hands against the barrier until my knuckles lost their color.
"Because I belong to a different plane." Her voice, barely audible. She rested her forehead against the glass and closed her eyes. Her chest rose and fell in a sigh.
"Why?" I insisted, blind to how worn down she was.
"Alejandro..." She opened her eyes slowly.
Her shoulders dropped. She looked at me with a compassion that cracked her porcelain.
"No!" I shouted with such fury that her porcelain mask finished fracturing, to the point that the colors of her eyes began to spill like ink, revealing a beautiful landscape: the two of us sitting under a beach umbrella, facing the sea.
The abyss flooded all at once with the smell of sunscreen, the bubbling sound of tequila and soda in our glasses, and the unmistakable trail of her lavender and vanilla perfume, the one she always wore to force me to kiss her neck.
"Are you confused? Tell me you're confused!" I pressed my forehead to the glass and my skin burned from pressing so hard.
"You'll find someone who can give you what I couldn't." She turned her porcelain gaze toward the void. "I failed you in life."
"You didn't fail me." I laid both hands on the glass and pushed without thinking about what I was doing. "The world failed us."
"You have to let me go, please." Her voice trembled, and a golden tear rolled down her cheek.
I didn't understand what she was telling me. I refused to understand it.
"Beatriz, don't you see? We're together, and that's all that matters."
"That's enough, Alejandro!" She stood up at once. She turned around and walked until she stood facing our tree. "You have a whole life ahead of you. You have a bright future."
I got to my feet and fought against the immensity that meant to tear my beloved from my arms. By God, I tried, but a force I didn't know how to name had already imposed its authority.
"Find that woman..." Her voice broke off, as if someone had torn her throat with barbed wire. She clenched her fists, the skin tightening over her knuckles, fragile as if her bones were made of silk; and the tears fell from her face as if her soul were being drained out of her by force. "That woman who can give you the family you always wanted. And forget about me."
"Beatriz! Don't ask me that, because I will burn the entire world down if that's what it takes for you to stay with me."
She turned and raised her hands toward that empty firmament. From her arms hung a translucent fabric with golden glimmers, swayed by a wind that did not blow in this world.
The forced smile finished shattering the porcelain mask. The fragments fell into the void, revealing pale skin, cold as frost.
Behind her, right where our tree had stood, a gravestone now rested. It bore an engraved name I could not decipher, as if it were written in the tongue of an unreachable place.
"You know something, Alejandro." She came toward me with that sweet voice of hers, but with the husky tone that only women of the north possess. Her hand crossed the veil and gripped my chin with fingers so thin they were almost skeletal. "You are as stubborn as your father! I hated that about the Torres family, I hated their projects that devoured forests, but you... you, Alejandro, were the finest contradiction of my life. You have no idea how much I admire you, but I can't keep delaying my journey any longer."
"Wife," I said. I grabbed her arm and dug my fingers into flesh that was losing solidity by the second, turning into a substance that was neither solid nor liquid. In my fingertips I felt the same stinging burn as when plunging my hands into a frozen lake. "I am not going to let you go. God is not going to take from me what I longed for so much, and if I have to defy Him, then so be it."
Her slap caught me off guard. The sound was dry and my cheek was left cold.
"You cannot possess what no longer belongs to your world."
"I'll find a way," I answered, clinging to her arms as if they were shards of ice burning my skin.
"That is exactly what worries me."
"Promise me you'll wait for me."
"Alejandro..."
"Promise me, Beatriz."
An orange light, identical to that of a sun about to sink below the horizon, suddenly lit up our void. Its heat melted the mist, forcing it to fall over us as rain.
"I promise."
The glow grew so intense I could barely make out my beloved's face. I felt her answer the call, but at the last instant she clung to my arms, and the two of us were lost in the immensity of that light.
 
I woke up drenched in sweat, still searching for her with my hands. Every cell in my body screamed that I needed water; my throat was raw, my head throbbed, and a fire in my chest was suffocating me like a dying star.
The mirror on the ceiling gave back an image that didn't belong to me. I couldn't be that man, a ghost with dark circles under his eyes and the gaze of someone who was no longer there.
The scent of lavender and vanilla made me sit up at once.
A noise in the kitchen... It had to be her. I leapt to the floor and a fragment of broken bottle drove itself between my toes. I tore the sheets off the bed to cover the mess, pulled out the buried glass, and let the blood run.
I ran to the kitchen and... she wasn't there. But her essence soaked everything.
"Love... Where are you, my love?"
I searched frantically everywhere, in every room. Until I reached my desk, where she was waiting for me only as a memory: a photo from our wedding.
I picked up the frame and caressed her face. For an instant, I felt an intense cold that burned my fingertip. Had it really been only a dream?
Beatriz...
"No. Focus, Alejandro. You have a goal and you must reach it," I demanded of myself.
I laid the photo face down, and in that very instant, her scent disappeared.
I checked my phone. The screen lit up: eight missed calls from my mother, five from my sister, and a single one from my father.
They had left voice messages. I slid my finger across the screen and let the speaker break the silence of the room.
"Alejandro, please." It took me a second to recognize my mother; her voice sounded fragile, on the verge of tears. "You have to go back to my therapist in Seattle. You can't keep isolating yourself like this..."
I skipped to the next message before hearing the rest.
"Brother, answer me, I need you..." my sister pleaded. In the background, a child's murmur could be heard. "Santi misses his uncle so much. Please, come back."
Next.
"Is everything all right?" My father's voice came through between footsteps on marble, distant and direct; typical of Dad. "You know you can count on me. I'll take care of the companies."
I left the phone abandoned on the table. I wasn't going to call them back.
The apartment was a disaster: glass scattered across the living room floor, furniture out of place, and dirty dishes piled on every available surface.
I ignored the chaos, and my blood. I walked out to the balcony and sat in the dark.
Outside, the rain denied me the dawn.
 
 
 
 
      

Chapter 2
Pact of Black Blood
October 28, 2014 - Bangkok, Thailand
 
The city followed a rhythm that was no longer mine. People went by like smears under the rain, dodging puddles where the neon lights shattered without color.
Everything looked dull. The colors of Bangkok reached me without any force.
The ride ended in front of a small shack on the outskirts. Through the rearview mirror, the taxi driver confirmed with restless eyes that we had arrived.
For an instant I doubted this was the exact address my father's old contact had given me. It was a decrepit shack, abandoned in the middle of a vacant lot, suffocated by the weeds that climbed all the way up to cover the roof.
A group of six men waited outside. They locked their eyes on us instantly. Both the driver and I could feel the suffocating weight of that attention and the latent cold of the metal they concealed, weapons ready to spit death at the slightest provocation.
I handed the taxi driver half of the money. His hands trembled as he took the bills and, in broken English, he assured me he would wait for me right there.
Before I could get out, someone opened my door. I turned by instinct, but the angle kept me from seeing who it was at first. As I stepped out of the old nineties sedan, I found a boy standing beside the door. He had eyes of a blue so deep they eclipsed even Freja's, my ex. And that woman's eyes were intense, believe me.
I looked up at a sky of gray clouds. The smell of wet earth wrapped around me with an unusual warmth, suddenly bringing back the memory of the avocado orchards. I felt a tug in my chest, as if my own land were trying to drag me back home.
"This way. My master is expecting you," the boy said, cutting through the tension in the air with English of impeccable British accent.
There was something indecipherable about him, a disturbing presence. He gave the impression of housing the mind of an adult locked inside that child's body. His gestures were calculated, of a sophisticated precision, completely lacking the natural looseness a ten-year-old boy would have.
One of the thugs clicked his tongue and pulled back his jacket to show me his weapon: a low-caliber pistol with a cheap Chinese-made frame. If he expected to intimidate me with that, he was going to need better steel; cheap trinkets didn't scare me.
The boy opened the door of the shack. A thick blast of incense and stale ashes hit me in the face, to the point of making me sneeze. With a curt gesture, he motioned for me to sit while the master finished what he had pending.
I settled into an old white plastic chair, stained with brown and reddish marks I preferred not to know the origin of. At the back of the suffocating room, an old woman who could barely stay on her feet was crushing a handful of leaves. For a second I thought she was preparing me a tea, but I was wrong. The woman didn't even bother to look at me.
That space dragged me straight into the memory of my grandfather's trophy room. The place was crammed with stuffed animals. Heads of large mammals and reptiles hung from the walls, with twisted expressions and grimaces, ruined by a terrible job of taxidermy.
Hidden within the filth that saturated my senses floated a smell I struggled to decipher. It smelled like molten rock.
Murmurs I couldn't understand filtered through from behind the door, both because of the low volume and because they were arguing in the local dialect. Meanwhile, the old woman kept crushing leaves on the board, accompanied by the rain drumming against the roof.
I took the pendant off my neck and opened it with a soft click. The stench of the place retreated for an instant, defeated by the scent of lavender and vanilla.
Beatriz. The entire world refused to understand my pain, but I was going to prove it to them all.
The lid of the pendant snapped shut, and instantly a fetid stink of decomposing flesh struck me in the face. My stomach churned until I nearly vomited.
When I looked up, the boy signaled that I could now go in to see the master. At the back of the room, the old woman had interrupted her work. Now she was staring at me, displaying a toothless smile and pupils consumed by a sickly whiteness.
The reek of rot was suffocating me. But as I crossed the threshold into the adjoining room, the stench died, drowned at once by a dense, earthy fragrance of roots and wild plants.
"You must be Alejandro," the man said. He was pushing seventy, short in stature, with a curved back and a markedly bony face.
"I am. Thank you for seeing me," I answered in English.
"What is your problem?" he asked. He took a wooden bowl from the table, on which I managed to make out jars holding liquids whose contents I preferred to ignore, along with plants, roots, and more stuffed animals.
"I have searched..." The words choked in my throat all at once.
Off to one side, three chickens, two cats, and a rat hung lifeless, pierced by butcher's hooks. One of the cats had an eye dangling out of its socket. Thick drops of blood dripped from the corpses, falling straight onto a bunch of white flowers that were slowly being stained crimson. I took a deep breath and tried to recover.
"Look, I have gone to every kind of shaman and sorcerer," I continued. "None of them has been able to help me. They claim this is beyond their control, but the truth is they're nothing but a bunch of incompe..." I stopped, swallowing the insult. "They all insist that death is final."
"Who is she?" he let out suddenly, while tossing some roots into the bowl, along with the
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