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    To the dreamers who question,to the skeptics who still hope,and to everyone who has ever trusted the tideto carry them toward love.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "The sea does not ask for certainty;it asks only that we trust its tide.And in that trust, we find the courage to love."

      

    

Welcome to Beyond the Tide of Dreams: A Visionary Romance Unfolds.

This is not just another love story—it’s a journey into the very heart of uncertainty, desire, and the unspoken truths that hide beneath everyday choices. Here, passion collides with doubt, vision dances with skepticism, and two souls discover that destiny has a curious sense of humor.

Each chapter pulls you deeper into a web of mystery and longing, where every decision shapes the fragile thread between hope and heartbreak. You will meet characters who doubt as much as they believe, who laugh in the face of fate even as they chase it, and who dare to ask: What if love is less about certainty and more about the courage to risk everything?

This book was written to make you turn pages late into the night, to provoke questions that linger long after you’ve closed it, and to remind you that sometimes the greatest romance lies in daring to see the world differently.

So settle in, open your heart, and step into a story where the tide of dreams may carry you far beyond what you expect.
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Chapter 1 – The Letter of Prophecy
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The day the letter arrived, it was delivered not by a uniformed courier or a clattering postman’s bike but by the sea itself. It came tucked inside a battered brown bottle whose glass was so pockmarked by salt and time that one could barely see the roll of parchment within. The bottle lay tangled in the seaweed that had washed ashore after the high tide, just below the cliff where Eve often sat to read journal articles and think of stars. The sky that morning was an endless blue, as if someone had erased every cloud because they knew the weight of the words that awaited her.

Eve Martell was not a romantic by trade, at least not in the way magazines liked to define romance. She studied dark matter and the shape of distant galaxies; she spoke in numbers and probabilities and formulas that made most dinner companions yawn. She was a woman of skepticism and equations, the kind of person who preferred to ask “why” until the world could no longer answer. At twenty-nine she lived in a tiny beach house she’d inherited from her grandmother, perched on the windswept coast of Moinhos, a forgotten corner of the world that looked as if it had been designed by painters and dreamed by poets. The waves pounded against ancient rocks and the sun always rose as though performing for the few who watched.

Her grandmother, Dona Helena, had been a storyteller of mythic proportions. As a child Eve had sat at her feet listening to fantastical tales of ancestors who could hear the whispers of the sea and strangers who could glimpse possible futures in the twist of a rope. She had grown up on a diet of wonder and warnings, each story ending with a laugh or a lesson. She adored her grandmother but made a silent vow early on that she would become the kind of woman who found explanations instead of omens. That vow took her to universities, labs, and observatories. It brought her home with degrees and awards but no time for the whispers of ghosts.

The bottle glistened in the morning light, mocking her with its improbable arrival. Eve picked it up gingerly, as though expecting it to crumble in her hands. There was sand lodged under the cork. She wrestled it free with a skeptical grunt. Inside was indeed a letter—a roll of parchment tied with a blue ribbon that looked impossibly new for having crossed an ocean. She unrolled it, the edges crackling like the voice of someone who had waited too long to speak.

“My dearest granddaughter,” it began in her grandmother’s looping script. “If you are reading this, it means the ocean has found you deserving. There is an old secret I could not tell you while I was alive because you would not have believed me, stubborn child that you are. But the sea cares not for your disbelief. It keeps its promises regardless of your equations. There is a legacy that is yours, hidden in the place where my story began and where your story will continue. Go to the village of Ceará Mirim. There you will find a house with yellow shutters and a man with eyes like the twilight. Give him the second page of this letter. He will give you what is yours. Do not be afraid to follow the tide.

Signed, always with love and with a twinkle in my eye, Helena.”

It was the kind of letter that belonged in a paperback novel, not in the serious life of a scientist who specialized in cosmic backgrounds. Eve read it three times, partly because she wanted to memorize the curves of her grandmother’s handwriting and partly because she wanted to find the hidden camera in the sea foam that had delivered it. The second page was folded within. It was blank except for a single line: “Sometimes you must believe the unbelievable to discover the truth.”

She laughed, a short bark of humorless incredulity. “Well played, universe,” she said aloud, expecting the wind to answer with its own sarcasm. The wind, unfortunately, offered only a gentle tug at her hair. Eve tucked the letter into her bag and went inside to make coffee strong enough to shoo away whatever nostalgic ghosts threatened to take root. She told herself that she would throw the letter in the trash as soon as the caffeine took hold. She told herself that she would not, under any circumstances, be manipulated by a bottle as if she were some character in a summer romance novel.

But by the time the sun crept higher and the tide receded, she was leaning over her grandmother’s old writing desk, spreading out a map of northern Brazil. Ceará Mirim was a small fishing community several hundred kilometers down the coast, a place mentioned only in passing during her grandmother’s stories. Eve traced the route with her finger and found herself smiling. She hated being predictable, but she also hated leaving questions unanswered.

“All right,” she murmured. “Let’s go see what happens when a scientist walks into a prophecy.”

It took three days to prepare. She wrapped up her research notes, emailed her students to inform them of a sudden “field study,” and arranged for her neighbor to water her succulents. She spent an entire afternoon trying to write an email to her best friend Celeste that did not make her sound like she was about to join a cult. In the end she sent a picture of the letter with the caption “So my grandmother may have hidden treasure? Wish me luck.” Celeste responded with a string of laughing emojis and a GIF of someone digging in the sand.

The journey itself was unremarkable in the logistical sense. She drove down sun-splashed highways lined with sugarcane fields. She stopped at roadside stands for grilled corn and coconut water. She listened to podcasts about cosmology and
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