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Author’s Note
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If this book found its way into your hands, it wasn’t by chance.

Perhaps you were searching for answers — or maybe just comfort.

Whatever the reason, thank you for staying until the end.

Every page was written with an open heart, with the hope of reminding you that you are not alone. Even on the darkest days, love —even when it hurts— can be the lighthouse that keeps us steady.

This story doesn’t claim to have all the answers, but it offers one certainty: the deepest beauty is often born from what once seemed lost. And you, dear reader, are also part of that truth.

Keep writing your story with courage.

Keep loving, even when your voice trembles.

Because everything you’ve lived... deserves to be told too.

With infinite gratitude,
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Dedication
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To those who have loved with a broken soul.
To those who dared to stay when it was easier to run.
To the ones who found light in the midst of the storm.
This book is for you —who still believe in love,
not as a perfect ending, but as a brave act of rebuilding.
For you, who turn wounds into art, silence into truth,
and pain... into a new beginning.
Because even when it hurts,
loving remains the most powerful act of all.
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Prologue
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There are wounds you can’t see, but they hurt like storms.

There are kisses that burn, that confront, that break you —and rebuild you.

This story doesn’t begin with butterflies, but with a broken heart and a soul that learned to mend itself with threads of courage.

The Kisses That Hurt was born from a desire to speak of true love —the kind that doesn’t ignore pain, but embraces it and transforms it.

It’s a tribute to those who dare to love after the wreckage. To those who, even while trembling, reach out their hand once more.

Elena and Adrian are not perfect. They are real. They wrestle with their ghosts, stumble through their fears, but they choose to stay.

This is their story —but it could also be yours, if you’ve ever loved, suffered, and still chosen to believe again.

Because sometimes, the kisses that hurt the most...

are the very ones that save us.
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Synopsis
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When Elena’s world collapses after a betrayal that shatters not only her trust but also her will to love again, she decides to walk away from everything. She finds refuge in Puerto Azul, a quiet coastal village where the sea seems to whisper words of comfort. In that forgotten corner of the world, she meets Adrian —a reserved man carrying wounds as deep as her own.
He isn’t looking to be saved.
She doesn’t believe in second chances.
And yet, between shared silences, bitter coffee, and walks along the cliffside, they slowly begin to rebuild themselves.
Amid both literal and emotional storms, they confront their deepest fears and discover that sometimes, the kisses that hurt the most... are also the ones that heal the deepest.
A story of rebirth, of finding the courage to feel again, and of those rare loves that —even without promising forever— leave a mark that never fades.
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Chapter 1: Before the Mural
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Before the story began to be written in words, there was silence. Not just any silence, but the kind that weighs more than noise, the kind that settles in the chest like a still storm.

Elena had just come out of a breakup that had left her breathless. An abrupt goodbye, a betrayal, a new kind of loneliness that nothing could seem to fill. She moved to Puerto Azul not out of desire, but out of need: she needed a place where no one knew her, where the past had no face. She arrived with a few boxes, a patched-up heart, and a broken promise.

Adrian had also come to the village searching for something. Or maybe running away. Photography had saved him from the abyss more than once, but lately, not even that could hold him up. He carried a grief with no name: the death of his mother, a fractured relationship with his father, and a love that had slipped through his fingers. His camera was his shield —but also his way of making sense of the world.

They didn’t know each other. They walked the same streets, greeted the same neighbors, looked out over the same sea... but they hadn’t seen one another yet. The village was small, but their wounds were vast.

Puerto Azul was a place frozen in time. It had low houses, cobbled streets, and a salty breeze that seemed to carry away sorrow with every sunset. It wasn’t famous or touristic. It was a place you ended up when you had lost something —and needed to begin again.

Elena found a small house by the cliffside, a place where she could breathe again. Light poured through the windows as if it, too, needed to heal. There she hung her canvases, her brushes, and slowly began to paint again. Not art to be shown —but to empty herself from the inside out.

Adrian rented a room above an old bookstore. The owner, an elderly woman named Inés, offered him coffee each morning and told him stories about the village. Without realizing it, Inés became Adrian’s first anchor in that place. He wandered through every corner with his camera, trying to understand what was holding him there.

The first days passed slowly. Nothing much happened, and yet everything was happening. Their routines became sacred. Elena bought bread at the same bakery every morning. Adrian drank coffee on the same bench in the plaza. It was as if they were both preparing to meet.

They each carried secrets. Guilt. Fears they didn’t know how to name. And though they didn’t know it yet, they shared a longing: to believe again. In something. In someone. In themselves.

The town’s cultural center was small but vibrant. Elena found it by accident, following the sound of an out-of-tune piano. She began attending workshops —not to teach, but to listen. She needed to relearn how to connect.

Adrian arrived there following a story. He wanted to photograph the town’s artisans for a personal project. That’s where he saw Elena for the first time —though she didn’t notice. She was lost in a corner, mixing colors, unaware of the world around her.

From that moment on, he started spending more time at the center. Not for the project anymore, but because something in her presence felt familiar. Not in a romantic sense —but in the deeper kind: the feeling of finding someone who also understood silence.

Their first interactions were shy. Brief glances. Short exchanges. A smile that lingered a second too long. But there was no rush. Neither of them wanted to fall back into an abyss too quickly.

Their first real conversation happened on a rainy afternoon. The town had emptied under the downpour, but Elena and Adrian found themselves in the cultural center’s lounge. She offered him tea. He accepted. They talked about art, about music, about books. Not about themselves. Not yet.

From then on, their coincidences became habit. Walks at sunset, conversations under the garden pergola, spontaneous visits to the local market. Without realizing it, they became part of each other’s landscape.

One night, during a poetry festival, the host asked everyone to read a phrase that defined them. Elena wrote: “I’m still learning how to stay.” Adrian wrote: “Sometimes I shoot the camera so I don’t shoot myself.” They looked at each other after reading. It was the first
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