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📘 Author’s Note
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This book was written through a collaborative creative process that included the use of artificial intelligence as a drafting and exploratory tool.

AI was used to assist with ideation, language exploration, and structural refinement. All narrative direction, thematic intent, editorial decisions, and final revisions were made by the author.

The story you are reading reflects human judgment—its values, hesitations, revisions, and choices—shaped with the assistance of technology rather than replaced by it.

In a sense, the process mirrors one of the questions at the heart of this book: not whether technology can create, but how humans choose to guide it.

- Moris.

This book is an original work by Moris.

Please don’t copy, repost, or redistribute it without asking me first.

I’m sharing it for personal and educational enjoyment, not for commercial use.

Thanks for respecting the work that went into creating it.

THE AMAZON CODE
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Chapter One — The Keynote
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The polished marble floor of the Aetheron Dynamics conference center did nothing to cool the flush on Dr. Maria Yamin’s cheeks. She was running late for her own keynote—an unforgivable breach for a woman whose life was built on contingency plans and clean timelines. Her heels struck the floor with sharp certainty, but her pulse refused to match.

The atrium was a sea of suits and glassy smiles, all curated confidence and investor language. To Maria, the sterile environment felt like a sealed terrarium—air-conditioned and distant from the humid, living chaos of the Amazon she called home. She could almost taste the difference: filtered air versus rain-heavy breath, marble versus mud, the nocturnal chorus of insects that never asked permission to exist.

Her phone was pressed to her ear; her mother’s calm voice on the line was a steady river against the urgency in Maria’s own Portuguese.

“Mãe, I know,” Maria said, weaving between a cluster of investors without breaking stride. “The launch window shifted. They moved the entire release schedule up a week. ‘Market competition,’ they say.”

“A week, Maria? Your cousin is already preparing the cake. You promised. The forest misses you.”

The word misses slipped into Maria’s chest and stayed there. She glanced at a digital wall display cycling through rainforest footage, the canopy luminous and unreal, as if the jungle had been turned into a screensaver.

“I miss it too,” she said, softer now, the truth arriving without permission.

“Data cannot hug you, Maria,” her mother continued gently. “Or feed the community when the river is low.”

Maria’s throat tightened. She had learned, over the years, to build her life like a fortress—professionally immaculate, personally guarded. At thirty-five, she was intentionally childless, convinced the future held only more heat, more storms, more scarcity. The men in her world saw the striking contrast—blond hair and blue eyes against tanned, Amazonian skin, a legacy from a European father she rarely spoke about. They noticed the anomaly. They never saw the woman beneath it.

She rounded a corner, and the main auditorium doors came into view. Above them, a screen displayed the collaboration logo in minimalist green:

Pachakutiq: Optimizing Global Ecological Stability

She ended the call just as a flustered event coordinator rushed toward her, face bright with panic.

“Dr. Yamin, thank God. They’re about to introduce you!”
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