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Introduction

The sun was beginning to sink below the
horizon, turning the sky na intense orange that
was reflected in the calm waters of the bay. The
small coastal village of Santa Amélia, with its
white houses with red roofs, rested on the edge
of the Atlantic like a well-kept secret. Fishermen
returned to the port with their nets full, and the
aroma of fresh fish mixed with the salt of the
sea, while seagulls flew over the pier, looking for
crumbs.

Isabela, a young woman with attentive eyes and
wavy black hair, watched the movement from
the window of her room on the second floor.
Daughter of the village’s most prosperous
merchant, her life was comfortable, but her
spirit yearned for something more. Her days
were filled with routine tasks: helping her father
in the store, sewing with her mother, and
listening to the other village girls’ tedious
conversations about marriage. And future



husbands. But, unlike them, Isabella dreamed
of something bigger, of adventures that went
beyond what her small village could offer. She
walked down to the beach, her bare feet sinking
into the damp sand, feeling the gentle breeze
caress her face. Each wave that broke on the
sand seemed like na inviting whisper, promising
secrets and discoveries. “What would it be like
to sail through these waters?”, she thought,
staring at the horizon with curiosity and
determination. The sea seemed to call her, as if
it knew her deepest desires. As she walked, she
heard the church bellring in the distance, a
reminder that her routine would soon pull her
back. But for a brief moment, Isabella allowed
herself to imagine a different life, a life where
she could feel the freedom to be herself, far
from the constraints of a society that seemed
too small for her restless soul. Little did she
know that, at that moment, a ship was
approaching Santa Amélia, bringing with it the
echo of intertwined destinies and changes that
would change her life forever.

Preface



The immensity of the sea has always exerted na
irresistible fascination over humanity. It is a vast
and mysterious realm where dreams and
realities intertwine, where the unknown
challenges us and inspires us to seek what lies
beyond the horizon. “The Corsair’s Kiss: Secrets
of the Sea and Forbidden Loves” is nha ode to this
fascination and to all the stories that unfold on
the waves of the ocean.

In this novel, you will be led through a journey
filled wit of adventure, mystery and romance.
We will accompany Erick Valente and Isabella in
a search not just for hidden riches, but for
answers that will shape their destinies and
transform their lives. The story unfolds from the
discovery of na island shrouded in mist, where
the deepest secrets and greatest revelations
await those brave enough to face them.

Erick, a privateer captain with a past marked by
challenges and difficult decisions, finds in
Isabella a kindred spirit, someone who shares
his desire for adventure and truth. Together, they
explore not only the depths of the ocean, but
also the complexities of their own emotions and



experiences. The mysterious island serves as a
mirror to their souls, reflecting not only what
they seek, but also what they need to confront
within themselves.

This book is a journey through the seas of life,
where the search for external treasures often
leads to profound internal discoveries. Each
page is a journey, each chapter a wave that
takes us to a new destination. It is na invitation
to explore the depths of our own hopes and
fears, to face challenges with courage, and to
find beauty in the simplest truths.

When reading “The Corsair’s Kiss”, | hope you
lose yourself in the pages like a sailor on the
waves of the sea, that you find in the characters
not only heroes of a great adventure, but also
reflections of your own personal journeys. May
Erick and Isabella’s story inspire you to embrace
your own adventures and face challenges with
na open heart and a fearless mind.

This book is dedicated to everyone who has the
courage to seek the unknown and the passion to
live life fully. May you find, in every line, the spirit
of the true privateer and the promise of new
discoveries. May your own privateer’s kiss be



waiting, ready to be discovered on your life’s
next great adventure.

Chapter 1: The Wind of Change

Isabella returned from the beach with her heart
racing. The excitement of the sea and the breath
of the wind in her face lit a long-dormant flame
in her. At home, routine awaited her as always —
her mother, Dona Cecilia, embroidered
delicately by the light of a candle, while her
father, Mr. Tomas, reviewed the account books
on the living room table. Upon entering, the
young woman hesitated at the door, holding her
dress that was still moving in the breeze. She felt
a sudden impulse to speak, to share with
someone the restlessness that was growing in
her chest, but her mother glanced at her and
went back to her embroidery, and her father
didn’t even look up from the numbers. Isabella
realized that there, in the serenity of the house,
her words might not find na echo. That night,
during dinner, Isabella decided to take a chance.
With the sound of the sea still in her ears, she
commented, unable to contain the excitement
in her voice:



— I’ve been thinking... Maybe we ca travel
someday. Visit other cities, maybe even cross
the ocean... His mother frowned, surprised, and
his father let out a small, amused laugh.

— Traveling, my daughter? Leave that to the
adventurers, to those who don’t have a home as
comfortable as ours — said Tomas, turning his
attention to his plate.

Isabella felt her face burn, but she didn’t give up.

— | know, Dad, but sometimes | wonder what it
would be like... to experience something
different, to see other places, other people.

Cecilia sighed.

— Girl, stop being nonsense. Life is here, in our
village. It’s safe, predictable. And that’s good,
isn’t it? — She looked at her with affection, but
also with a firmness that left no room for
arguments. Isabella knew that her words fell on
closed ears. Since she was little, she felt
different from other girls, whose biggest dream
was a stable marriage and a life without major
surprises. But she wanted more than the safety
of Santa Amélia. She wanted to discover the
world beyond the horizon. After dinner, Isabella



went to her room, opened the window and let
the night wind invade the space. She looked
once again at the sea, now illuminated by
moonlight. She closed her eyes and made a
promise to herself: one day, she would find a
way to follow her dreams. It was then that, in the
silence of the night, she saw the sails of a ship
appearing on the horizon in the distance. That
ship that would change everything.

At the same moment that Isabela saw the ship
in the distance, the deck of the “Furia dos
Mares” was filled with frantic movement. The
crew adjusted the sails and checked the rigging
with precision, while Captain Erick Valente
observed, with steely eyes, every detail around
him. The wind cut through the air, filling the worn
sails, and the privateering ship advanced
steadily. Erick, with his imposing figure and a
thin scar that ran across his face from eyebrow
to cheek, seemed shaped by the storms of the
sea. He was a man of few words, but his eyes
told stories of battles fought and victories won.
He always maintained a commanding posture,
attentive to any movement of the crew, as if
every second of uncertainty could be his last. As
he walked along the deck, Erick stopped next to



the helmsman, the faithful Martin, na old sailor
with a gray beard and na experienced look.

— We’re approaching the village, captain —
Martin informed, with a slight smile. — Saint
Amélia, as you asked.

Erick nodded, without taking his eyes off the
horizon.

“We need supplies, and this village is small
enough not to attract attention,” he said in his
deep voice. — Stay alert. We’ll get in and out
without fuss.

Martin nodded, knowing the captain had a well-
defined plan. Although he was feared by many,
Erick commanded respect among his crew.
Every sailor on board knew tha Captain Valente
was no ordinary man. He was not guided solely
by the desire for plunder, like most privateers;
there was something deeper, na unhealed
wound that kept pushing him forward, in search
of something he never revealed to anyone. As
the “Fury of the Seas” approached the coast,
Erick fixed his gaze on the village ahead. He felt
a growing restlessness, a feeling that made him
question his own destiny. The lights of the small



houses began to shine in the gloom, and he
wondered if that place held something he
needed to discover, or if, like so many others, it
would be just another point on his never-ending
journey across the sea. He didn’t know that, in
that village, someone was watching him with the
same curiosity and restlessness that he himself
felt. And much less did he imagine that this
meeting would forever change the course of his
life — and that of his heart.

Erick continued to observe the coast of Santa
Amélia, his mind working quickly on every detail
of what they needed for the next leg of the trip.
The wind was blowing stronger, as if anticipating
what was to come. He took a deep breath, trying
to ignore the strange feeling that enveloped
him—a feeling that something important was
about to happen. On the other side, at her
bedroom window, Isabella also felt the wind
intensify, lifting loose strands of her hair and
bringing a chill down her spine that she couldn’t
explain. Her eyes remained fixed on the ship that
approached the port, trying to identify its
contours and the flag it was flying. Something
about that ship drew her in na inexplicable way,
as if na invisible force was pulling her towards it.



