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To you, Анжелика, who rekindled the flame in my heart


and made the light dance in my soul once more.


To my daughter, a discreet and luminous witness of this


journey.


To my aunt Daniele, to Thomas, Florian and Lionel, my


cousins of the heart. My thoughts and prayers are with you


in the terrible ordeal you are going through.










PROLOGUE


This book is a love story.


A true story, lived from the spring of 2025.


A love for a region, a city… and a woman.


But before diving into this new adventure, I need to return to the origin of that attachment: the first spark, the one that bound me to Málaga and Andalusia.


In my first book, I told the story of that unexpected crush on a Spanish woman, a receptionist at the hotel where I was staying with my friend Benoît, in July 2024. A fleeting passion, lived in solitude, but one that managed to awaken feelings I believed extinguished. That woman, unknowingly, brought me back to an inner life I had long left fallow.


Deep down, it wasn’t just her I was discovering: it was a whole world. A light, a warmth, a way of being. It was Andalusia, with its scent of orange blossoms, its white walls scorched by the sun, and the sea like a backdrop. It was Málaga.


In September 2024, I returned, determined to root myself there. Two weeks to try and build a professional future in my field, with a heart stirred by the quiet but sincere hope of seeing again the one who had shaken my inner world.


I dared. I did things I never thought I could do. And if, on the emotional level, it was a failure — too intense, too soon, perhaps too alone in my momentum — it also taught me something. What I believed to be love was perhaps the reflection of a deeper need: to love life again — differently, elsewhere.


Professionally, success had not yet arrived. But I had sown seeds. Forged connections. Outlined possibilities. The promise of a return.


Then came autumn, the return to France, and the writing of that first book. A back surgery then forced me into recovery. The patience of the body gave me time to let my thoughts mature. And as soon as I was able, I took the road south once more.


At the end of March 2025, I was back in Málaga, for a month, with the hope of pursuing that dream.


The very next day after I arrived, I felt the need to close that first chapter. I went to the hotel where I had met her. I gave her the book. She listened politely, but her gaze was elsewhere. It didn’t matter. That gesture was for me, not for her. I needed to place a final dot at the end of that story so I could write the next one — freely.


That is where this book begins.


In the gentle light of the Andalusian spring, the lively streets of Málaga, the unexpected encounters, the coincidences that aren’t really coincidences…


And above all, the birth of a different kind of love.


Slower. Deeper.


Truer.










CHAPTER 1


At the Threshold of Encounters


I had set down my suitcases in Torremolinos on March 28, in an apartment nestled not far from the Parish of Our Lady of Good Counsel. A name that sounded almost visionary, discovered a few months earlier, in September, during my second stay. I already knew this town a little. I had my landmarks there, like an old notebook in which every corner, every scent, every sound brought me back to an old emotion.


This time, I was there for just over a month. A parenthesis long enough not to feel like a tourist, but not yet a resident. I wanted to immerse myself in the everyday rhythm, live like a local, shop at the market, cook with fresh produce, alternate walks on the hills of Torremolinos with regular forays into the vibrant heart of Málaga. And of course, enjoy simple pleasures: tapas, shared drinks, conversations stolen from time. I was determined to use the Spanish language as much as I could, to build the basics through these moments.


But behind that immersion lay a deeper intention. My goal hadn’t changed: to create opportunities to settle here permanently. The region is teeming with innovative companies in the fields of IT, especially cybersecurity and artificial intelligence. The dream had a name: the Málaga Tech Valley. I was ready to anchor myself there.


Very quickly, I tried to expand my circle. I signed up on a few dating apps — not this time for love, but for human connection, for the exchange, for social life. Barely arrived, I was already attending an event organized by an international beach volleyball group. It was happening in Málaga, on the beach of La Misericordia. There was something ironically gentle in that name, as if the sea wanted to forgive the past to welcome the present.


The bus dropped me off about a twenty-minute walk from the meeting point. There, on the still-warm sand, people from all over the world were exchanging smiles and volleyballs with disarming simplicity. That’s where I met Leo, the organizer, an Englishman who had fallen in love with this land and had become more Spanish than the locals.


The games followed one another in a kind of joyful, controlled anarchy. We weren’t there for competition, but for the fun of it. Teams changed with each round, mixing awkward beginners and more seasoned players. The sand absorbed our steps, the sea applauded our efforts. For me, it was a test: my first serious physical effort since back surgery a few months earlier. And what a joy to see my body hold up. I felt alive, restored, almost whole.


Every Sunday thereafter — except one — I returned to that beach. It became a rendezvous with myself, a place where physical effort merged with the simple joy of being present.


During the week, I discovered other worlds. Every Tuesday, in the historic center of Málaga, a bar called No Piqui Málaga Centro welcomed a cosmopolitan crowd for a quiz night. From 8 p.m. to 10 p.m., languages intertwined, but it was English that united the souls. At my first quiz, I found myself at a colorful table: two Spaniards, an American, a Romanian, a Moroccan, and a Pakistani woman. Each shared a piece of their story, offered a glimpse into their lives. It was inspiring. Málaga was revealing a new side of itself: a human crossroads, vibrant and open.


Driven by that constant desire to connect, to practice English, and perhaps to let some new opportunity arise, one evening I joined a small group for dinner at Caliu Restaurant. The place, slightly tucked away just outside Torremolinos, near the entrance to Benalmádena, had the discreet charm of well-kept places. We dined on the terrace, surrounded by a gentle breeze and floral scents, cradled by soft conversation. The setting was elegant without being excessive — perfect for simple, sincere exchanges.


I was by far the youngest guest, which has never bothered me. On the contrary, those intergenerational conversations often have a particular charm you find nowhere else. The organizer, Marion, a German woman living in Cambridge, had gathered around the table a small cosmopolitan world: three Brits, a laughing-eyed Italian, and an American living in Arizona. The conversation flowed with ease, between travel memories, life anecdotes, and bursts of laughter. It was a suspended moment, simple and heartfelt, just the way I like them.


The evening continued in a typical English pub where karaoke was taking place. The atmosphere was light-hearted, slightly eccentric, authentic. I knew almost none of the songs — firmly British, often nostalgic or laced with local humor. Glass of wine in hand, I simply talked with Marion and observed, fascinated by the theatrical energy unfolding on that little stage. I didn’t sing, but I smiled, attentive and curious, letting myself be carried by the timeless ambiance.


It was past midnight when I walked back home, alone, for about thirty minutes, through peaceful streets where the sea breeze softened the day’s warmth. It was one of those nights — gentle, where you reflect on what you’ve just experienced with a quiet smile, like a breath of gratitude.


That silent walk felt like an inner continuation of the evening: light, serene, and full of echoes. Every journey became a precious interlude. Whether on foot, by bus or train, I accompanied my travels with a carefully chosen soundtrack, as if each song underlined the moment with grace. The streets, the plazas, the voices — they all pulsed stronger here. France, by contrast, felt increasingly dim, disenchanted. Here, everything breathed respect, warmth, gentleness. One more reason to want to anchor myself here.


I also became friends with the owner of a small Italian restaurant in Torremolinos, Pizz&Canto, a colorful character named Fabrizio — Belgian of Neapolitan origin, married to a Kazakh woman with discreet charm, who sometimes sang at night with an astonishingly soft voice. I returned often, drawn by his authentic, fully homemade cuisine — or simply to sit, chat, and sip a beer in peace. Just opposite his place was another Italian restaurant, proudly boasting the same traditional values and homemade style. But Fabrizio explained with a bitter half-smile that it was all a front. That place, he said, was run by the mafia, and it regularly brought him trouble. They harassed him over trivial matters, filing absurd complaints — a veiled form of pressure. The latest? A legal threat because his outdoor tables extended twenty centimeters past the authorized limit…


And then, another kind of connection emerged. A French woman, Joanna, recently settled here. We shared a drink, at first. Then more moments, lighter, warmer. She wasn’t my type — not the kind one would expect in a love story. But she offered me a fragment of complicity. We spent some lovely times together: visits, rooftops, cocktails, tapas, laughter.


One night, we joined her roommate for a night out. It was the eve of Domingo de Ramos, the beginning of Semana Santa.


And then… something shifted in Málaga.


The city became a grand stage, imbued with centuries of faith and tradition. In the old center, processions stretched deep into the night. From children to elders, everyone seemed invested with a sacred purpose. Each brotherhood wore the colors of its church — like houses straight out of a fantasy novel — accompanied by musicians. The garments, often black or purple, the tall capirotes, the veiled faces: a scene both strange and mesmerizing to an outsider’s gaze. You could feel the fervor in the air — burning, palpable, almost physical.


The streets, sometimes too narrow for the towering floats, turned into sacred labyrinths. The costaleros, disciplined and strong, lifted those massive structures in unison, guided by the bell that marked the resumption of their march. I often found myself blocked by these processions, forced to wait… but grateful to witness this ancestral magic. That night, after a mix of celebration and spirituality, I returned to Torremolinos at dawn. It was nine in the morning when I finally went to bed. That was the only Sunday without beach volleyball. My body had its limits — and reminded me of them.


The friendly relationship with Joanna, pleasant as it was at first, took a bitter turn later. I’ll come back to the reasons for that disappointment. But it also marked a shift.


That first month was intense. New encounters, dashed professional hopes, rediscovered physicality, immersion in local traditions… I felt more than ever that this region was healing me. Yes, it was helping my back — but above all, it was mending my heart.


And even if no concrete job offer had come from this immersion, I had planted seeds.


Andalusia, in the meantime, continued to work its quiet magic.










CHAPTRE 2


Perhaps a Sign...


A few days before my return to France, on a Saturday morning, April 26th, around ten o’clock, an unexpected message appeared on my phone.


It was her. Lika.


Or rather, the name she used on the dating app where we had briefly exchanged a few words days earlier. She had intrigued me: a woman apparently working in IT, which I had immediately asked her about. She had replied simply: “Yes.”


So, I told her a bit about my situation, my job search, my skills. I slipped in that if she knew of any opportunities or contacts, I’d be interested. Then nothing. Radio silence. Until that Saturday.


She was suggesting we meet at noon in Málaga, somewhere along the beach, not far from where I used to play beach volleyball on Sundays.


Naturally, I was curious. And, I must admit, a little drawn in. There was something in the few bits of information she had let slip that appealed to me. I got ready quickly and caught the bus around eleven. I arrived early at the meeting point. But I didn’t see her.


Then a message: « I’m here, and you? »


We had been waiting… but not in the same place. It turned out that the so-called meeting point, « Antonio Banderas », wasn’t a precise location but the name of the entire seaside promenade, stretching for several kilometers.


She was a twenty-minute walk to the east. It was already warm, but I felt at peace. Music in my ears, I walked along the shore, enjoying the stroll, until I reached the more specific spot she indicated: across from La Casa José restaurant.


And that’s when I saw her.


A slender, elegant figure, nearly my height. Very beautiful.


We greeted each other simply. I finally asked her real name.


She is Angelica.


And that name echoed in me like a bell — Angélique is my daughter’s middle name.


Our first words were a little awkward. We tried English, but neither of us was truly comfortable. She would have preferred Spanish, but I wasn’t ready for that yet. Her Russian accent and my French one danced around the sentences, searching for balance. And yet, there was already something gentle in that imbalance.
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