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	This is a fiction work. The characters, events, and places described are products of the author's imagination and are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to real people, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

	 


Jack Farrel, known as the Devil of the seas, has sworn to recover the treasure stolen from his captain, the fearsome Henry Morgan. But what he finds leaves him unsettled: the thief is nothing more than a bold young woman who claims she knows nothing about the loot. Jack does not believe in her innocence, so he makes the only possible choice: to take her prisoner until she confesses the truth.

	Anne never imagined her quiet life would change in an instant. Now she is trapped aboard a pirate ship, watched over by a man who is as dangerous as he is captivating. She does not fear Jack’s sword, but she does fear the overwhelming emotions he awakens in her. His burning gaze, his closeness, the way he challenges and torments her… every moment at his side is a risk to her freedom and to her heart.

	On the open sea, amid storms and secrets, passion ignites like a fire that cannot be ignored. Jack knows that wanting her is a mistake, but Anne tempts him like no other woman ever has. As fate pulls them between duty and love, they will both discover that there are treasures more valuable than gold… and that surrendering to passion may be the greatest adventure of all.

	 

	Between danger and desire, a relentless pirate and a brave young woman defy fate… and the heart.
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Author’s Note

	 

	On what is now the Caribbean island of San Andrés, in Colombia, there is a place known as “Morgan’s Cave.” It is a vast coral rock formation whose sediments have been carved by the sea, dissolving the walls and forming a series of caverns adorned with stalactites and stalagmites. Popular legend holds that, within these caverns, the pirate Morgan found the perfect hiding place for his treasures; it is known that this island, called Henrietta at the time, was his favorite refuge between raids. However, no one has found those treasures to this day, which turns this story into mere speculation, a fantasy fueled by the imagination of the locals.

	Or perhaps not...

	 

	


Chapter 1

	Henrietta, August 1671

	 

	The crystal-clear sea devoured the setting sun, staining the sky a deep blue and bringing twilight to the quiet, silent island. The wind blew fiercely, as it always did in August. The inhabitants of Henrietta were already accustomed to it: more than forty years had passed since the first settlers arrived, most of them from England, and they knew perfectly well that those impetuous winds would do them no harm.

	It was a peaceful August dusk.

	The one who did not share that calm was Dan, the small man who, from the top of the cliff, watched the entrance to the cave hidden among the sturdy palms through his spyglass. His body was hunched with tension, his eyes narrowed, his brow furrowed as he focused on his task. He had spent three days in that very position, alert, and had yet to see anything that confirmed his captain’s suspicions.

	What if it was all a product of his imagination? What if the sea had swallowed the treasures so carefully hidden? What if the great captain had never left them there?

	He was beginning to tire. Nothing at all was happening, not a movement, not a human figure, and he doubted that ghosts would carry off chests full of gold. Besides, few people lived on the island, and even fewer knew about that secret cave. There was a reason Captain Henry Morgan himself had chosen it to hide his loot.

	Suddenly, a slight movement, almost imperceptible, pulled him from his thoughts. Dan adjusted the spyglass with eager hands and narrowed his eyes even more. His heart lurched. But what he saw did not match his assumptions: it was a woman. No, not just any woman... a young girl, almost a child. It was evident in her quick stride and the simple clothes she wore. Had she been an older lady, she would likely have been dressed differently and at home caring for her children.

	What was that girl doing in such a place? Could it be... was it possible that she...? No. A mere girl could not possess the cunning for such an undertaking.

	The young woman disappeared into the cave. Dan followed her with his gaze until the darkness swallowed her whole. He shifted his position on the rock, pressed his lips together, and raised the spyglass again, determined not to move until she reappeared.

	A few minutes passed, taut as a drawn bowstring, until the girl’s figure emerged once more. She walked slowly, dragging her feet, and the strain showed on her face. She carried two enormous sacks over her shoulder that robbed her of agility and made her body tilt to one side, as though the weight might bring her down.

	“By the seven seas,” Dan muttered under his breath, astonished. “She is the thief.”

	The young woman descended along the same path she had taken before. The difference was that now she moved clumsily and carried the treasures of the great Henry Morgan.

	It was something utterly unheard of: not even the fiercest Spanish or French corsairs had managed to take a single gold coin from Morgan, yet a young girl had done so on a remote island lost in the middle of the ocean. No one would believe it, not now, nor in the centuries to come.

	A sly smile spread across Dan’s face as he watched the girl’s figure retreat among the bushes until she vanished. He felt the urge to go after her, capture her, and take her to the captain as a trophy, but his orders were clear: observe and report.

	He rose slowly. His legs trembled from the stiffness of so many hours on the rock, and his back cracked as he stretched his arms. Even so, the surge of exhilaration made up for every ache.

	He had what he needed. He could now stand before his captain and tell him, with absolute certainty, who the thief was.

	Then the Devil could act.
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	“A woman?” asked the captain of The Hell, his tone openly astonished.

	“Not a woman, Captain. A young girl, a mere child is the one who has stolen the treasures of our great Henry Morgan.”

	The man, who had been frowning since Dan began recounting what had happened, paced back and forth across the main cabin. His boots struck the polished wood floor with firm steps, marking a restless rhythm. He was visibly tense and gripped a glass of cognac in his right hand, his taut fingers betraying his frustration. He took a long swallow, letting the liquor burn down his throat as his mind processed the extraordinary information.

	Jack Farrell, better known as the Devil, was one of Henry Morgan’s closest associates. For several years, his ship, The Hell, had been part of the fleets organized by the famed pirate for his raids. They had met in 1667, when Morgan was planning the incursion into Puerto Príncipe. Jack had been barely twenty-two years old, yet he had already proven himself a daring and resolute young man. Soon, he and his loyal crew became a key asset to the corsair. In later campaigns, such as the recently concluded one in Panama, he had earned Morgan’s full trust thanks to his bravery in battle, his ruthlessness with enemies, and his keen ability to devise strategies and react swiftly to danger. That was why he had entrusted him with this mission.

	The previous year, during a brief stop on the island to prepare the offensive against Panama, Morgan noticed that the treasures hidden in that remote place —a hiding spot that had served him well to keep part of his loot safe from Spanish pirates— had diminished. It was not a large number of pieces, it was true, but it was still a considerable amount accumulated over the years. He regarded it as a personal reserve, the result of select plunder and carefully guarded. When he realized the theft, he swore it would not go unpunished. Although he wished to handle it himself, the urgency of the Panama operation prevented him from acting at once. When he finally had the time, he delegated the task to Jack with a clear order: find the culprit and recover what had been taken, at any cost.

	Thus, Jack had arrived with his crew more than a week earlier, determined to carry out the mission. As part of the initial plan, he assigned one of his men to discreetly watch the surroundings. His thinking was simple: if it was a band of outlaws, it would not be wise to reveal themselves from the start. It was better to observe, analyze their movements, and devise an effective strategy to recover the loot. But what he had just heard left him stunned.

	“I cannot believe it,” he murmured before bringing the glass back to his lips. “Are you completely certain? Was there no man with her? No one waiting for her?”

	“She was alone, Captain. She could barely manage the sacks filled with our chief’s treasures. If there had been anyone else, they would have helped her,” Dan replied with conviction, crossing his arms.

	The captain stopped in front of the large window overlooking the sea. The moon reflected on the restless waters like a trembling silver dagger. What if it was a trap? What if the true raiders had sent the girl as a decoy?

	No, he dismissed the idea almost at once. No one knew that The Hell was anchored there. They had arrived at night, concealed by a thick fog, and had hidden in a cove invisible from any point on the island.

	Besides, Henrietta was a small, peaceful place. If the locals had found the treasure, they would have assumed it belonged to Morgan and, given his reputation for cruelty, no one would have dared to touch it. No one… except a reckless girl, perhaps dazzled by the gleam of jewels and coins.

	“So… a woman,” Jack said thoughtfully, turning the glass between his fingers. “Incredible.”

	“Yes, Captain. What do you intend to do now?”

	A spark of determination lit the captain’s eyes, now shining with a mix of fury and excitement. He pivoted sharply and strode toward the map table.

	“This is easier than I imagined. We will give her a surprise. We will wait for her in the cave. I want her to tell me where she keeps what she has been stealing,” he declared, a smile lighting up his face.

	That had been the plan from the beginning, but he had never imagined such a favorable opportunity would present itself. He walked to his desk with purposeful steps, set the glass down on a metal tray, and folded his arms, savoring his anticipated victory. Everything seemed too easy. A simple triumph for Captain Jack Farrell.

	“And if she does not talk, Captain?” Dan asked, breaking the brief silence that had settled in the room.

	A perfect smile, dangerous and captivating, spread across the man’s handsome mouth. His gaze darkened, almost feline.

	“Then… we will have to persuade her,” he said in a low voice.

	Meanwhile, in the Devil’s mind, a plan began to take shape with the clarity of an approaching storm.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 2

	 

	“Uncle Luke!” the young woman called out with excitement, throwing herself without hesitation into the arms of the man she had just met, her father’s younger brother.

	“Little Anne, what a joy to finally have you here. Your journey had me on edge. You must have noticed how fierce the winds are in August around here… and then there is the matter of the pirates,” he added, lowering his voice on that last word with a hint of concern.

	Anne shivered slightly, a faint chill running down her spine.

	While it was true that she had been born in Jamaica and that Port Royal was the very hub of the buccaneers, it was also true that nothing filled her with more fear than those wild, ruthless men. She had heard stories that still made her tremble. She also knew that some pirates were particularly cruel, such as the Spanish, sworn enemies of the English. Fortunately, she had only ever seen them from afar, like shadows on the horizon, and her voyage had been calm, without incident.

	Now she stood on the dock, having just stepped off the ship that had brought her from Kingston, in the company of an older couple traveling to visit their daughter on the mainland. Anne felt relieved and excited to have finally arrived in Henrietta, ready to spend some time with relatives she knew only through references and letters. She had never seen Uncle Luke in person before, nor her cousin Lilianne. None of them had ever traveled to Jamaica, and neither she nor her father had had the opportunity to visit this remote corner of the Caribbean.

	“Thank God I am here at last, Uncle. Father sends you his regards. Where is Lilianne? I am so eager to meet her,” she said with anticipation, her voice bright with youthful excitement.

	“She stayed behind preparing for your arrival. There will be time for everything, girl. Let us go home,” the man replied with a warm smile as he guided her with a protective gesture.

	The afternoon sun was beginning to dip over the harbor, painting the sky in warm, golden hues. The sea breeze gently stirred the folds of Anne’s dress as she turned her head from side to side, marveling at the bustle around her: sailors unloading goods, children darting between barrels, and the scent of salt, fresh fruit, and damp leather filling the air.

	The vessel that had brought her was still anchored in the bay, rocking lazily. The trunks had already been unloaded, and a sturdy servant was arranging them in the small carriage waiting a few steps from the dock. The vehicle, drawn by a sleek-coated horse, soon set off toward her uncle’s lands, traveling along a path lined with palms and wild ferns that gave the surroundings a lush, almost jungle-like charm.

	Anne Thorton had come to Henrietta to spend some time with her uncle Luke and her cousin Lilianne, at her father’s suggestion. Since the death of her nursemaid —a gentle, maternal woman who had raised her with care after her mother died in childbirth— Anne had been deeply affected. Her father, John Thorton, a sensitive man despite his austere appearance, believed that a change of surroundings and the company of a cousin her own age would do her good. So he had written to his brother to ask him to host his daughter, and Luke had responded with enthusiasm, convinced that Lilianne would also benefit from having someone close to her.

	As the carriage moved along a rocky path bordered by tall flowering shrubs, Anne could not help but gaze out the window in wonder. The landscapes were different from those of her homeland. The sea here seemed clearer, almost crystalline, like a sheet of turquoise glass. The sun shone more intensely, or at least so it seemed to her, captivated by the novelty of a place that unfolded before her like a new world waiting to be discovered. The sky held a deeper hue, and the gentle hills in the distance gave the scenery a paradisiacal air.

	“What a beautiful place, Uncle,” the young woman remarked with genuine enthusiasm, not taking her eyes off the scenery passing slowly before her.

	“I am glad you like it,” he replied with a warm smile. “I am certain you will enjoy your stay with us very much.”

	“I hope so… although I cannot help feeling a little sad about leaving Father alone,” she admitted, lowering her gaze as her voice took on a note of nostalgia.

	Luke gently took her hand, sensing the shift in her expression.

	“Do not be troubled,” he said in a comforting tone. “Perhaps he will surprise us and appear here. It has been so long since I have seen him… I would give anything to embrace him again.”

	The Thorton brothers, John and Luke, were originally from Liverpool. They had been born into a large and humble family, and from an early age they shared an unbreakable bond. In their adolescence they worked together at the port, and later they set sail for new lands in search of fortune. Although life led them down different paths —John settled in Jamaica, while Luke chose the quiet of Henrietta— their relationship remained strong, sustained by letters and shared memories.

	Curiously, their lives had followed parallel courses: both married local women, both became fathers to a daughter at nearly the same time, and both were widowed. Luke’s wife died when Lilianne was only five years old, the victim of a relentless fever. Unlike his brother, he remarried, this time to a widow without children, with whom he shared a quiet, reserved life.

	Anne continued to look out the window, her heart beating fast. This new home welcomed her with open arms, and although she still felt the sting of her recent loss, a gentle stir of hope was beginning to rise within her chest.

	“We have arrived,” the man said when the carriage came to a stop in front of a beautiful house.

	Anne stepped down with care, lifting her skirt so she would not trip, and studied the house with interest. It was a charming building, an immaculate white, with tall windows framed by blue shutters that let in streams of light. The façade, wrapped in flowering vines, seemed to glow beneath the afternoon sun. The reddish tiled roof stood out against the clear sky, and a gentle breeze stirred the nearby palms, their leaves whispering as if offering a welcome.

	Moments after crossing the fragrant garden, they entered the house. In the foyer, tastefully decorated, two women were waiting for them. One of them, with golden hair and a serene face, watched them with a warm smile. Beside her, a young woman with dark hair and striking blue eyes stepped forward eagerly and threw her arms around Anne.

	“It is so nice to meet you,” the girl said in a cheerful voice. “I am Lilianne, but everyone calls me Anne, because of the ending of my name.”

	Anne was taken aback. The resemblance between them was remarkable. They shared the same shade of hair, identical eye color, and nearly the same height, although Lilianne’s figure was somewhat more slender. The scene felt like an unexpected reflection in a living mirror.

	“I am Anne, and I am afraid I do not have another name,” she replied with a shy smile.

	“I suppose we will have to call you Lili for a while to avoid confusion,” Luke said, amused, winking at his daughter.

	“Lili… I like it,” her cousin answered with enthusiasm. “You have no idea how happy I was when I heard you were coming. I always dreamed of having a sister to share my things with.”

	“Do not overwhelm her just yet,” the blonde woman interjected gently, stepping forward to embrace the newcomer with less fervor but the same warmth. “I am your Aunt Jane, and I welcome you.”

	“Thank you very much,” Anne said, feeling her heart swell with gratitude.

	“Well, let us not stand here,” Luke said with a broad smile. “Let us go inside and have a nice cold lemonade.”

	As they walked through hallways adorned with antique furniture and handwoven rugs, Anne felt truly fortunate. The welcome had been better than she had expected. The house had a cozy atmosphere, with vases filled with fresh flowers. The scent of the home —a blend of lavender, polished wood, and something like freshly baked bread— gave her an immediate sense of belonging.

	Over the next few hours, Anne explored every corner of the property with enthusiasm. She paused to take in the gardens, the stables, and the small library where her uncle spent his afternoons reading. The house was spacious and airy, built with sturdy materials that spoke of an architecture designed for the warm, humid climate. She also took time to settle into her room, a large space with light-colored walls, linen curtains, and a bed covered with embroidered quilts. From the window, she could see the vast sea, its deep blue blending into the horizon in a calm, endless line.

	After carefully putting away her belongings in the wardrobe drawers, she moved to the window, rested her elbows on the sill, and let the warm breeze brush against her face. She thought of her father, of the nursemaid who had raised her, and of everything this new chapter might mean. Perhaps, as she had imagined, this season would become a turning point in her life.

	“What are you thinking about?” Lilianne asked, entering quietly.

	“That this island is beautiful, and that I am certain I will be very happy here,” Anne replied, without taking her eyes off the view.

	“Come, I will show you something,” Lilianne said, taking her hand decisively and pulling her out of the room, almost running.

	“Where are you taking me?” Anne asked, noticing that they were not only leaving the house, but also crossing the garden and heading down a hidden path among the trees.

	“I will show you my greatest secret,” Lilianne answered without slowing down.

	The air smelled of damp earth and freshly stirred leaves. Sunlight filtered through the branches, casting dancing shadows across the ground covered in fallen leaves. Anne felt the fatigue from her journey, and the hurried pace brought a slight ache to her legs. Even so, she did not want to contradict her cousin. There was something in her enthusiasm that was contagious, a promise of trust she did not want to break.

	“Here it is,” Lilianne announced, stopping at the base of a small hill covered in brush. In front of them rose a rock formation, with a dark opening that looked like the mouth of a cave.

	“And this place?” Anne asked warily.

	“My secret is in there. Come,” she said, gently tugging at her arm.

	“No,” Anne replied, pulling free from her grasp. “What is that? Why do you want us to go in?”

	“You will see inside,” her cousin answered, trying to take her hand again.

	Anne stepped back twice, her chest rising and falling quickly.

	“No, I am afraid.”

	“It is nothing, Anne,” Lilianne said in a soothing voice. “I just want to tell you something very important to me. Something that will change my life. Come with me.”

	Anne hesitated. One part of her burned with curiosity, another felt a deep unease. What if something went wrong? What if there were animals inside, or some hidden danger?

	The entrance to the cave seemed to breathe mystery. The air was still. The sound of the sea felt far away, and in that secluded corner of the world, Anne had to choose between caution and trust.

	“I do not think it is a good idea to go in,” she said firmly, frowning slightly. “Tell me here.”

	“If you do not go in, you will not understand me,” Lilianne insisted, a plea in her eyes. “Nothing bad will happen. Come.”

	“No
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