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The Amazon is not a forest. It is a memory that breathes.

For centuries, the world has looked at the Amazon Basin through the lens of maps, resources, and conquest. But beneath the canopy of the Rio Negro lies a world that refuses to be measured. This is the realm of the Encante—a place where time does not flow like an arrow, but circles like a predator.

In this story, we journey into the "Blood of the Earth," a hidden tributary where the water runs as red as an open vein. Here, the myths are not just stories told by firelight; they are the physical laws of the land. From the backward-footed Curupira to the bone-chilling Mapinguari, every creature serves a purpose in a clockwork ecosystem that has been ticking since the dawn of man.

At its heart, this is a tale of Echoes and Consequences. It follows Elena Thorne, a woman caught between the cold logic of science and the visceral, ancient pull of her heritage. As she searches for her lost grandfather, she discovers that the greatest threat to the jungle isn't just the iron machines of industry—it is the human desire to stop time.

We invite you to step off the map. To listen for the tick-tock in the trees. To feel the humid weight of the "Always."

Welcome to the Confluence. Where the black water of the past meets the white water of the future, and where the price of survival is nothing less than your own reflection.

Your Sincerely, Nithit Saentaweesuk.
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All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.
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Chapter 1: The Great Serpent’s Shadow
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The Amazon did not welcome outsiders; it merely tolerated them.

Elena stood on the bow of the recreio, a weathered wooden riverboat that smelled of diesel, rotting mangoes, and a century of secrets. Before her, the Rio Negro stretched out like a vein of liquid obsidian, its surface so dark and glass-like that it didn't just reflect the sky—it seemed to swallow it.

"The locals call it the Yacumama," a voice rasped behind her.

Elena turned. It was Thiago, the boat’s captain, a man whose skin was etched with as many lines as a topographical map. He was staring at the water, his eyes narrowed. "The Mother of Water. They say she is the river itself. Not a snake in the water, but a snake of the water. Fifty meters of scales and hunger."

Elena adjusted the strap of her satchel, containing her grandfather’s journals—pages filled with sketches of a pre-colonial deity that modern science dismissed as a fever dream. "My grandfather believed she was the architect of the basin," she replied, her voice steady despite the humidity that clung to her lungs. "That every curve in this river was carved by her weight as she slithered toward the sea."

Thiago spat into the dark current. "A scholar’s romanticism, Doutora. To you, it is a map. To the people who live in the shadows of the canopy, it is a warning. You don't look for the Yacumama. She finds you when you have forgotten how to be afraid."

As if on cue, the engine coughed, a metallic choke that vibrated through the floorboards, and then died. The sudden silence was more violent than any noise. The boat began to drift, caught in a slow, clockwise eddy.

The jungle, previously a wall of green noise, went deathly quiet. No bird cried. No howler monkey roared.

Then, Elena saw it.

About thirty yards out, the black water didn't just ripple—it heaved. A massive, subterranean hump of darkness rose inches above the surface, smooth and iridescent like polished basalt. It moved with a terrifying, silent grace, cutting through the current against the wind.

It wasn't a log. It wasn't a wave.

It was a curve. A segment of something so vast that the mind refused to calculate its full length.

"Thiago..." Elena whispered, reaching for her camera, but her fingers froze.

The water began to vibrate. A low-frequency hum resonated in her teeth, a sound felt rather than heard. It was the vibration of a tectonic plate shifting—or a predator breathing.

The black shape submerged without a splash, leaving only a massive, swirling whirlpool that beckoned the boat toward the center. Elena gripped the railing, staring into the depths. For a heartbeat, she imagined she saw a single, golden eye the size of a shield staring back from the abyss, ancient and cold.

"She is awake," Thiago whispered, crossing himself. "And we are drifting into her mouth."

The sun dipped below the canopy, and as the first shadows of the Amazonian night stretched across the deck, Elena realized that the maps she carried were useless. She wasn't just in the jungle; she was in the territory of a god that had been hungry since the dawn of time.
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Chapter 2: The Night Without End
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The engine stayed dead. In the Amazon, silence isn't the absence of sound; it is a heavy, suffocating presence.

As the last sliver of the sun vanished behind the jagged treeline, the sky didn't turn purple or blue. It turned a bruised, sickly grey, and then—total, absolute ink.

"The lanterns, Thiago! Light the lanterns!" Elena shouted, her voice sounding thin against the vastness of the river.

Thiago didn't move. He stood frozen at the helm, his hand still gripping the useless ignition key. "It’s too early," he whispered, his eyes wide. "The sun... it didn't set. It was taken."

Elena checked her watch. It was only 4:15 PM. According to the charts, they should have had at least two more hours of daylight. She looked up, searching for stars, for the moon, for anything. But the sky was a void. It felt as if a heavy velvet shroud had been lowered over the entire basin.

This was the Eternal Night—a fragment of the oldest indigenous myths, stories of a time before the Great Spirit separated the sky from the earth.

"Get the flashlight," Elena commanded herself, shaking off the paralysis. she scrambled into the small cabin, her hands fumbling in the dark until they landed on the heavy Maglite. She clicked it on.

The beam cut through the dark, but it was weak. The humidity was so thick it seemed to absorb the light. She swept the beam across the deck, then out toward the water.

The river was gone.

In its place was a sea of white mist, boiling up from the black depths. And within that mist, shapes began to form. They weren't solid, but they weren't ghosts either. They were shadows that moved with a rhythmic, pulsing gait.

Thump. Thump. Thump.

A vibration began to shake the boat, rhythmic and slow, like a giant heart beating beneath the hull.

"Thiago, look at the bank!" Elena pointed her light toward the shore.

The massive Ceiba trees, some hundreds of feet tall, were glowing with a faint, bioluminescent fungus. But the glow wasn't steady; it was flickering in sync with the heartbeat. In the light of the fungus, she saw them: the Akuriyo—the shadow people of the deep forest, according to her grandfather's notes. They were standing at the water's edge, hundreds of them, their eyes reflecting her flashlight beam like a thousand tiny mirrors.

They weren't attacking. They were waiting.

"They are mourning," Thiago said, his voice regaining a haunting clarity. "In the old stories, when the Great Serpent rises, she drinks the light. The night doesn't end until a debt is paid."

Suddenly, the boat lurched violently. Something had grabbed the keel. The recreio tilted to a forty-five-degree angle, sending Elena sliding across the deck. Her flashlight tumbled into the river, the beam descending into the black water until it was snuffed out.

In the complete darkness that followed, Elena felt a cold, wet pressure against her ankle. It wasn't a hand. It felt
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