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Patameiras: An Echo of Silence

Synopsis

In Patameiras, an apparently quiet town, the past hides horrors no one wants to remember. Amid endless construction, strange cafés, and young people growing up in an environment marked by silence, a masked killer returns to collect an old debt.

Jeremias and his group, who ruled the neighborhood for years, find themselves confronted with childhood memories that never truly disappeared. As fear settles in, buried secrets and forgotten traumas begin to surface, turning the community into a place where no one trusts anyone.

When the killer’s identity is finally revealed, the truth becomes impossible to ignore: evil was never outside. It grew in silence, fed by indifference. And now, it has returned to settle the score.

A dark story of guilt and violence, where the past never dies — it only waits.
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Chapter 1 – 12th Grade, Class C
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The clock was nearing noon when Tadeu walked into the classroom. Late, as always. But it wasn’t just lateness — it was presence. The kind that unsettles you before anything even happens.

The teacher didn’t look up right away. She already knew. She took a deep breath, like someone bracing for an inevitable collision.

— Tadeu... always the same. If you were my son, I’d slap you.

The words landed badly. Not because of the tone — but because of what clung to them. Exhaustion. Contempt. Poorly hidden fear.

Tadeu didn’t answer. He stood there for a second, staring at her. Then he moved forward.

Slowly.

Too slowly.

The air in the room shifted. Some students straightened in their chairs. Others looked away. No one spoke.

With a sharp movement, he grabbed the teacher.

And lifted her.

As if she weighed nothing.

Her body hung in the air, off balance, legs kicking, hair falling, arms grasping at nothing. A heavy silence fell over the room.

— You called me a junkie? — he muttered, low, almost calm. Then, louder: — You bitch.

A smile spread across his lips. Crooked. Empty.

This wasn’t just strength. It was something else. Something wrong.

No one moved.

Not a sound.

Not a gesture.

It was as if everyone was waiting for it to end on its own — like a short nightmare. But it didn’t.

When he finally let her go, the impact against the floor sounded too loud for such a small room. The teacher didn’t scream. She just breathed unevenly, as if the air had forgotten how to enter her lungs.

Tadeu turned his back.

Walked out.

As if nothing had happened.

But it had.

And everyone knew it.

In the hallway, the sound of his boots echoed against the walls, blending with the distant noise of construction in Patameiras. A constant sound. Metallic. Unsettling. As if something was always digging — not just into the ground.

Renato and Wilson approached.

Carefully.

— Tadeu... calm down — Renato said, his voice faltering.

— Come on, man... — Wilson added, without conviction.

Tadeu didn’t even slow down.

He kept walking.

As if they didn’t exist.

As if nothing there mattered.

And then came the sound.

A roar.

Too loud. Too close.

The motorcycle tore through the futsal field gate as if it were paper. It burst in at full speed, skidding across the painted lines, nets tangling in the wheels, the engine screaming.

Helmet on. Body leaning forward.

No hesitation.

No control.

Or maybe too much control.

In one impossible second, it shot through the goal.

In the next, it slammed into the wall.

The crash made the ground tremble. Fragments broke loose. Dust filled the air. Screams. Students stepping back. Teachers frozen, like misplaced figures in a scene that no longer obeyed rules.

Renato swallowed hard.

Wilson covered his mouth.

No one understood what had just happened.

Not how.

Not why.

But one thing was clear — far too clear:

The day had changed.

And it wasn’t going back.

The silence that followed wasn’t normal.

It was heavy. Thick.

Almost alive.

And from that silence, he emerged.

The stranger got up slowly, as if the impact had meant nothing. He removed his helmet.

Tinoco.

Three years gone. Three years disappeared.

And there he was.

The same.

Or worse.

His face marked, clothes covered in dust, his eyes... wrong. There was no surprise in them. No pain. Just a kind of old defiance, as if this moment had been decided long before it happened.

As if all of it — Tadeu, the teacher, the motorcycle — belonged to the same thing.

The same story.

And no one there understood that yet.

The students stood still.

Some whispered his name under their breath, like something forbidden. Others laughed — a short, nervous laugh that died almost instantly.

Tinoco stepped off the bike.

Slowly.

As if crashing into a wall meant nothing. As if pain were irrelevant — or nonexistent.

— Tinoco... — someone murmured.

— Tinoco... — Renato repeated, his throat dry.

Tadeu stepped forward.

The remains of his rage still burned in his eyes, barely fading, like embers that refused to die. He stopped a few steps away.

Face to face.

Silence.

Heavy. Old.

— Three years... — Tadeu said quietly. — And you still haven’t learned.

Tinoco tilted his head slightly. A smile appeared, slow, wrong.

— I’ve learned more than you think.

There was something in the way he said it. It wasn’t simple provocation.

It was certainty.

As if he knew something.

As if he was ahead.

Behind them, no one moved. The teacher leaned against the wall, still trembling, unable to come closer — or to run. Renato and Wilson exchanged a quick look.

This wasn’t an argument anymore.

Not even a fight.

It was something else.

The sound of construction continued in the background. Always there. Always the same.

But here, in the courtyard, everything felt suspended.

The air heavier.

Time slower.

As if the town itself was holding its breath.

Tinoco took a step forward.

Tadeu didn’t step back.

Neither of them would.

And in that moment, everyone understood — even without knowing why:

This hadn’t started here.

It went back.

Much further back.

No one intervened.

No one called for help.

And strangely... no one seemed truly surprised.

As if, deep down, everyone had been expecting something like this to happen.

Sooner or later.
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The school reacted the way it always did to things that went wrong:

With silence.

The police didn’t show up.

No alarms.

No scandal.

Just a cold, almost bureaucratic notice:

Tadeu would be suspended for two weeks.

Two weeks.

Long enough to forget.

Or pretend to.

But no one there was going to forget.

Because what had happened didn’t fit into a suspension.

Or a simple explanation.

Not even into that day.

It lingered in the air.

Like the constant dust from the construction.

Invisible... but impossible to ignore.

The students returned to their seats slowly, almost on autopilot.

No one spoke.

No one dared.

The silence wasn’t shock — it was recognition.

That hadn’t been a simple outburst of anger.

Nor a moment out of control.

It had been... something else.

Something that settles.

That stays.

That grows.

And deep down, they all understood the same thing — without saying it, without looking, without admitting it:

Normality hadn’t been broken.

It had ended.
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Chapter 2 – Patameiras in Fury
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The day moved on in Patameiras, but the noise of excavators and streets under construction barely masked the tension spreading through the town. Jeremias walked along the freshly paved roads, Geadas and Filadas in his shadow, alert to every movement in the neighborhood. They knew something had happened at the school. Tinoco, Tadeu, the chaos... it all echoed like a warning.

Wilson, always restless, moved through the alleys, nervously laughing at small missteps, trying to ease the tension—but failing. He knew the day wouldn’t end well. Cláudia and Susana passed through the neighborhood, their eyes fixed on Jeremias, as if every glance measured the danger ahead.

Forestik, still shaken from what had happened at school, walked the streets carefully, avoiding any chance of crossing paths with Tadeu or Tinoco. Every step was measured, every breath controlled. In this town, no one escaped Jeremias’ watchful eye—or the silent psychological games constantly unfolding.

Savão, a techno DJ, adjusted his headphones amid the constant construction noise, trying to let the electronic beats drown out the anxiety in the air. But even the rhythm of techno felt weak against the tension running through the neighborhood.

And at Abílio’s bar, Nanda shouted as always. Customers trying to relax were dismissed with sharp orders, grumbles, and bursts of yelling, while she kept watch over the neighborhood like an irritable sentinel. The bar was the unofficial information hub—every rumor, every conflict, every suspicious movement passed through there.

Fred, a small-time drug dealer, moved in the shadows, aware of every secret the neighborhood held. He knew the school hadn’t solved anything—Tadeu’s suspension was meaningless, and that only made the ground more fertile for chaos.

And that day, in Patameiras, everyone knew something had changed. The school was no longer a barrier; it was just the beginning. The neighborhood, the town, each of their lives, was about to be turned inside out.

Speaking of “Inside Out,” it was also the name of a local band rehearsing in an attic. That day, they skipped all their classes to play and have a few drinks.

Everyone went home eventually—but no one rested.

The town fell into silence. A strange, heavy silence. The smell of fresh cement still lingered in the air, mixed with dust and something harder to explain.

No one could forget what had happened at school.

Not for a second.

When night fell, the group gathered at Cantinho do Cubo.

A hidden corner at the end of a narrow street, far from the main lights. There, the neighborhood felt more closed in, darker. The distant sound of Savão’s techno came in waves, like an irregular heartbeat.

Jeremias arrived first.

He stopped, observed, as if measuring the space. Geadas and Filadas stood just behind him, silent.

The others arrived gradually.

Cláudia and Susana — alert, always assessing.
Wilson — nervous smile, too much energy.
Renato and Forestik — standing apart, as if they already knew this wouldn’t
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