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Having deliberately provoked Alex, I know it is only a matter of time before he reappears. If he does not appear, then it can only mean that I have, in fact, found all the tracers on the camper. This does not seem very likely.

Still parked up in a highly visible town square, locals and tourists alike, milling by, I wonder if he will try a waiting game. Perhaps he will decide to wait until I move on to somewhere quieter.

It doesn’t matter. I have no intention of moving anywhere until I know this matter is settled.

Cris is distressed. He wants me to leave the camper and stay in his home, where he believes he can keep me safe. I know better and have no intention of allowing my maniac ex-husband anywhere near the home of the man I love.

“I will protect you against this man Anna. I love you. It is my task to protect you.”

“You don’t understand him, Cristofer. You are a good man, and because of that, you do not understand a man who is not.”

As it turns out, the matter is academic. Within only a couple of hours of my return to the camper, Alex is there, banging loudly on the door and shouting, almost screaming, red-faced with hysteria. Heads turn and stare. Small groups of people gather to watch. 

I step outside the van. Whatever happens here, is going to happen publicly, highly visibly and with witnesses. Alex cannot attack me without being seen to do so by a hundred passers-by. And this is a hospitable country, with good people. When someone needs help, everyone comes running.

Alex finally realises that he is being watched by a hundred sets of eyes. Gathering himself, he comes up close, his seething rage controlled, shoving the note under my nose.  It was always a tactic of his; to crowd in on someone, far too closely, and try to dominate the situation by sheer physical intimidation.

“Consequences!” he spits. “You think you can threaten me with consequences? What the fuck d’you think you’re going to do eh? Eh?”

“You’re very loud, Alex. People are watching you.” I speak quietly, forcing him to come even closer. The gathered crowd is looking concerned, shaking heads and muttering together.

He spins to face the crowd. “And you lot can all fuck off! This is between me and my wife.” He turns back to me.

Hastily, I say to the nearest man, “Este hombre no es mi marido.” I do want not my protecting crowd dispersing because they decide that this is a simple domestic dispute.  

“Si señora.” He nods and walks away, but not far. And Alex, with his back to the man, does not see that he is tapping numbers on a mobile phone.

“I don’t give a fuck. You think you can threaten me? Who do you think you are?” He screams the words, all but incoherent with fury. Ranting at me, almost nose to nose, eyes wide and hard, he tries to stare me down.

Once this would have cowed me. No more. Again, I up the ante, knowing how he will react.

I jab a finger at Alex, poking him in the chest. “Who do you think you are? You are not my owner. You are not my husband. When you were my husband, you treated me like shit. Three cracked ribs and a black eye one time. I lost a tooth another time. Nothing will bring me back to you, Alex. I am simply not that stupid. Now fuck off and leave... me... alone!”

For a moment, he stares at me, blank-faced. Then, with no warning, he smashes a fist into my stomach. I drop, to be met by his boot as I hit the ground.

The crowd surges forward, and gasping as I am, clutching at my stomach, I look up to lock with Alex’s eyes. Half a dozen sets of hands holding him, he can do nothing but shout obscenities at me.

But he knows what I did; that I played him for the man he is.

As he is bundled into a police car a few minutes later, I hope that I have seen the last of him. Can they send him back home? Kick him out of the country? I’m not sure. But he will surely be in a police cell for a while.

My injuries are superficial. Alex had no time to do anything serious. For now, I can relax.
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Cris is keen for us to celebrate. Holding me, he nuzzles into my neck, kissing me softly. “Now you are safe, Anna, let us be together, just you and I, in some quiet place.” 

I have to agree with him. Until I saw Alex being taken away in a police car, I’d not realised just how uptight I had become. I lean into Cris’ caresses, finger-combing his hair. “Sounds wonderful. What did you have in mind?”

“On the high mountain top. There is a place there. There are no people, but it is very beautiful. There is nature, and many beautiful things, and you can see for many kilometres. Here I will show you.”

He points the location on a map. I recognise it.

“Ah, yes. I know this place, Cris. I have hiked up that trail. But I can’t drive the camper up there. The track is not wide enough. I think it was once a road for goats or mules. It is not safe for vehicles.”

He indicates another trail, from the opposite direction. “By this road that you know, no, you cannot use that. It is good only for walking and bicis. But if you come on this road, you can drive your van. You must be careful, but it is safe for a good driver, and you are a good driver. The track is steep as you rise from the village, but if you are careful you will be safe. I will meet you there.”

“You don’t want to come with me, in the van? Or meet in the village?”

“No. I will come later, after my work. We will meet on the mountain. The moon is full tonight. We will have good food. And wine. We will be together. And we will perhaps make love under the moon? Yes?” 

“It sounds amazing. Yes, Cris. I would love to do that.”
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The drive up the mountain is slow and careful, but perfectly safe. I have to pay attention to the road, but the camper makes its grumbling progress up the slope. In the late afternoon, I find myself on a high plateau where the only evidence of humans is a spot just off the road where beehives sit by the hundred.

It seems the perfect place for them. Wild and untouched, this is nature at its finest. Bee orchids peep from behind rocks. Craggy almond trees and wild figs cling to rock crevices. Clematis, with its hundreds of tiny star-like flowers, scrambles over rock and shrub and up ancient olive trees. The olives look half dead, but their capacity to survive anything that nature throws at them makes appearances deceptive. Doubtless, they will survive into the next century and perhaps the one after that.

From so high up, on this wild and lovely place, it feels as though I can see the whole world; from one horizon to the other. I simply sit, perched on a boulder, drinking in the glory around me, sipping tea as I wait for Cris.

He arrives an hour or so later, as the light is fading, coming from the opposite direction, up the track that I originally knew as a hiker. Even as a cyclist, I don’t doubt that he has had a stiff ride up its pitted surface and ragged, unreliable edges. My main memory of that hike was of incredible views over forbidding drops. And of staying well to the inside of the track, away from the sheer drops on the outer edge.

I see his helmet first, the lamp bungeed to it, casting a bright ray out to the oncoming dusk. He looks warm. By any measure, it is a tough ride. But I’m ready for him. I have chilled wine waiting; cheese and bread, olives and good oil. He falls on it like a starving man. Yes, riding up here was a tough call.

The sun dips down in the West, and from our vantage point, as the sunset turns rose, opal and mauve, trailing Venus in its wake, in the East, the rising moon is huge on the horizon as it rises, a vast globe of silvered ivory. 

The colour drains from the world, and the night about us becomes a monochrome wonderland of black, and grey, and platinum. The odd stunted pine, standing like a silver ghost in this strange un-light, is other-worldly and surreal. Even Cris looks touched by magic, his face pale, his hair like midnight, eyes huge and dark. 

Despite the romantic beauty of this spot, I do have a few practical concerns. Cris seems to want us to make love out in the open. However, my experience of life in wild Spain is that, if it grows at all, then it has some form of thorn, spike, prickle or barb. However, he has planned for this. From the pack on the back of the cycle he pulls an oddly shaped bundle which turns out to be a heavy-duty groundsheet, chosen, I don’t doubt, for its thorn-repelling qualities.

“You bring other things from your bed, yes?”

He leads me by the hand, the sheet draped over one arm, to a spot of relatively clear ground, kicking a few rocks to one side to give us a flattish area. Spreading the sheet over the low, rough and scrubby plant life, and piling blankets on top, we have a comfortable spot under the stars.

He stands close to me, his face tipped down to mine. The night is clear, and the light of the full moon is bright enough now to cast shadows and to blot out any stars too close by. Away from its glare, the stars are bright points set in ink blue.

The day has been warm, but under the cloudless skies, the night is cooling, and a slight breeze shivers the leaf-tips of the old olives.

Cris brushes his lips against
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