
Presentation 

Every mechanism begins with a simple need: wanting more. 

More money. More control. More time to Йx what has already 

been lost. 

The Tiger’s Hunger: The Architect of the Abyss investigates the 

precise point where desire stops being human and becomes 

exploitable. 

While millions keep spinning after a promise that never 

delivers, someone is watching. Measuring. Tuning. Learning. 

The game is no longer just a betting platform — it is an 

invisible architecture that turns frustration into persistence and 

hope into fuel. 

In this second volume of the trilogy, the reader is taken beyond 

the player’s experience and into the heart of the system. 

Here, the narrative reveals how the logic of the “almost” is 

built, reЙned, and scaled until it becomes a method. There are no 

cartoon villains or obvious heroes. There are engineers, lawyers, 

intermediaries, and investors who understand something essential: 

true proЙt lies not in winning, but in staying. 



With dense, precise, psychologically attuned prose, the book 

exposes the machinery that sustains modern addiction — a system 

that doesn’t need to lie outright, only to rearrange the 

environment so choices feel free. 

The reader follows the silent transformation of an idea into 

infrastructure, an experiment into a market, a game into structural 

dependence. 

Set in Brazil and in global Йnancial hubs, this is a story that 

crosses borders. Because the hunger driving the Tiger is not 

cultural, nor local. It is universal. And the more it is fed, the less it 

can be satisЙed. 

The Tiger’s Hunger: The Architect of the Abyss is not merely a 

continuation. It is the moment the reader understands that the 

trap isn’t in the click — but in the system that learns from every 

one of them. 

After this reading, the question stops being “Why do people 

play?” and becomes: Why don’t they stop? Who benefits from them 

not stopping? 

Enjoy Reading! 
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[1] 
 

— CHAPTER 1 — 

3:14 a.m.  —  THE DEW 
POINT 

Jardins, São Paulo 
 

Part 1: Ricardo’s World 

 
The city below was a body in spasms, in restless vigil, suАering 

through insomnia. 

A sleep of millions, patched together with lights, with 

notiЙcations, with small urgencies no one admits to in daylight. 

From above, São Paulo looked like an electrical circuit: veins of 

headlights, pulses of traГc lights, a continuous glow like a fever 

that won’t break. 

Ricardo didn’t call that life. 

He called it raw material. 



[2] 
 

Because the carnage he produced had no knife, no visible 

blood, no siren. It was clean — almost elegant — in three steps that 

Йt inside a single gesture: 

...Мesh turning into behavior, 

...behavior turning into numbers, 

...numbers turning into balance. 

And balance… balance doesn’t scream. 

In Ricardo’s penthouse, silence wasn’t peace. 

It was property. 

A silence with weight. With training. With the same kind of 

authority as a door locked from the inside. It wasn’t “calm.” It was 

a luxury gag on the world. 

The air held the temperature of a mausoleum. The marble 

shone like a confessional. 

And the city, down there, was a distant noise — as if the world 

were stuck on the other side of a glass that didn’t exist to protect 

Ricardo, but to keep anything human from daring to enter. 



[3] 
 

The glass wasn’t there to prevent intrusion. It was there to 

prevent contamination. 

Ricardo had no paintings. No photographs. No memories on 

display. 

Not out of aesthetic coldness. Out of method. 

Paintings tell stories. Photographs ask for tenderness. 

Memories pull the body backward. And Ricardo had only one 

interest in the past: the past is where other people learn to feel guilt. 

He preferred the present — because in the present he could 

decide. 

Memory is guilt on installments. Ricardo paid in full. 

Three curved monitors occupied the wall like an open mouth. 

The blue light didn’t illuminate his face; it drew it. 

It drew a man always a little outside his body, as if the body 

were only the casing for something more important: a predatory 

attention — continuous, unbroken, without pause, without 

remorse. 

And still the body insisted on taking part. 



[4] 
 

His throat went dry. His eyes burned. His heart, at times, sped 

up in small spasms — not with ordinary anxiety, but as if it had 

learned to respond to the same reinforcement he sold. 

Ricardo hated that. 

The body was proof he could still be aАected. 

3:14 a.m. 

He liked that hour for the same reason a surgeon likes a 

prepared room: because everything fragile becomes visible. 

There was no romance in it. There was engineering. 

At that hour, the human being begins to fail with elegance. 

The brain starts to conserve energy. Morality becomes a tired 

muscle. 

Ricardo didn’t call that weakness. Weakness was a moral 

word. 

He called it a window. 

And a window, when it opens, doesn’t ask permission. 

Lívia: “Your favorite window. Where resistance leaks out.” 

Ricardo rotated the glass slowly. The ice cracked: tlec. 


