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This short novel intends to explore the world within. Those spaces where we hide in hope of forgetting the past, or to entertain our minds with other distractions. Pleasures that later on come back to bite us.

The underlying concepts behind my writing touch elements that mix impressionism in describing places and expressionism in portraying the characters' perceptions of reality. But then again, we should ask: what is real, anyway? 

It could serve as a room for reflection and to think beyond our daily tasks and the world that surrounds us, to find ourselves somewhere in between.

Mel Matos 
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Chapter 1 A Little Coffee Shop
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We look outside, searching in vain 
for what lives inside.

The lethargy had taken over her.  

Usually, her mornings are vibrant and full of energy, as she wakes up with the sunrise. These early hours are reserved for meditation and organising her day. A period of tranquillity to clear her head of worries and focus on what is essential for the day. However, today was different. Since she opened her eyes, a feeling of nostalgia had taken over her. Perhaps the emptiness crawling across her bed was a sad reminder of the loneliness that kept her company. In this beautiful morning, with clear skies and a radiant sun, her soul was covered by the darkness of a numb feeling in her chest.  

The coffee shop was filled with people who seemed to be in a rush. Despite having a busy schedule for the day, she remained calm in a corner. Self-control was not unusual for her. She always took her time to enjoy her black coffee with a spoon of mindfulness. The lack of sugar in her cup was a good reminder of life’s bitterness. She had always been a strong woman, as far as she could remember.

Her eyes were lost, staring into nowhere. The cashier, Angela, with her usual smile and glowing energy, was greeting customers and taking orders. She glanced from time to time towards her. Eva felt unsettled, a bit down. Angela had intense admiration for Eva. As a successful businesswoman, she was a role model for her. Always displaying confidence and sex appeal. A figure of authority whenever she walked into a room.  

Angela raised her voice in the direction of Eva, saying:


-  “Hey, dear! Is everything ok?”



Eva indicated with a timid smile:


-  “Oh yes, it’s all good. Coffee is great as usual!  Thanks.”



Angela nodded, displaying her lovely smile, but she was not convinced. She knew something was bothering Eva.  The light in her eyes was dry. However, she would not dare to delve into it further. Angela turned her head towards the next customer who was waiting to place his order and continued working.

The coffee shop had a delicate decoration. Walls were painted white, with several vintage objects displayed in small shells throughout the place. A painting that has always been there, this time caught Eva’s attention. It consisted of three frames. Each of them had a white background and a big black cup of coffee in the middle. The shapes of the cups varied. Behind the cups, simulating a shadow, there were large circles, with different colours for each one. Eva stared at this painting for quite a while. She enjoyed the details and the simplicity. A simplicity that she would sometimes desire in her life. 

Eva reviewed her business schedule for the day and arranged various meetings with clients and colleagues. 

As a Marketing Director at a prestigious organisation, she was in charge of overseeing operations across the Asia-Pacific region. This involved several meetings with clients, supervising staff, and occasional travelling for events and negotiations, among many other tasks that kept her occupied, sometimes until exhaustion every day.  

This was not a torture for her, but rather a source of enjoyment. She felt alive and enthusiastic when working and demonstrating her leadership capacity. 

She was brilliant at her role, and it gave her a sense of pride. It was also the fire that kept away the coldness of a lonely life from her soul.  

People always surrounded her. She even had a group of dedicated assistants who looked after her. But the emptiness was constantly sitting in the back of her mind, looking at her patiently, and embracing her in the nights of solitude.

She was a beautiful woman, with delicate white skin and a sophisticated demeanour. With a slim toned body and relatively tall, reaching the 1.72 meters mark. She looked stunning. Her dark brown hair swept across her back and moved like silk when she walked. 

A beautiful face, light brown eyes, almost like honey, and a fantastic smile. Her classy way of dressing and her leading presence usually captured the looks of people everywhere, and also intimidated some men. 

It was hard for her to find a partner. Those who dared to come closer, initially trapped by her sweet tone of voice and soft manners, were soon on the run when they noticed her strong personality and success. She felt it as a heavy cross on her shoulder. A curse of beauty and prosperity that was making her romantic life almost a deserted place.

Eva fixed her eyes on Angela.  She was curious about her joyful nature, and thought:


-  “Is all that happiness she shows to her customers real?”



The Asian traces in her face made Angela not only beautiful but also naturally humble. Her remarkable eyes transmitted a warm candour that ignited a smile on customers' faces, making them feel at home. She always appeared happy and polite. Her long black hair sat very well over her fair skin and thin red lips.  

Eva dwelled on her thoughts:


-  “Is this resulting from a life full of love? Or just a façade to keep the business going and customers satisfied?”



Eva felt the frustration of not knowing the secret behind her genuine smile. A task that she found almost impossible to replicate. She was always aiming to provide a positive impression in all her interactions. However, deep inside, she felt it was a charade. A mask to hide the pain of a dull personal life, which at times interfered with her professional space. 

On certain occasions, Eva’s smiling face carried expressions of sadness that were perceived by some, but no one dared to speak about.

Not far from where Eva was sitting, a lovely young couple took a seat. They were getting ready to order their breakfast.  One of the waitresses approached the couple and was received with a powerful smile by the gentleman, who was quick to order.  However, he stopped for a second and, caressing softly his partner’s long hair, asked her:


-  “Are you having your usual tea, honey?”



She nodded silently, but her eyes transmitted the force of a love that had been nurtured for a long time. Eva could tell that the lady was feeling taken care of and considered.  The man, who was wearing a simple white shirt with long sleeves, ordered a cappuccino and a jug of green tea for his partner.

Eva meditated on how such a small detail, just asking nicely what she wanted to drink, was having a significant impact on the intimacy between the couple.  

Eva was a person keen on detail when it came to work-related matters. She would read a contract carefully, review the words of any email to ensure that everything can be interpreted without ambiguity. She always ensured that tasks were completed on time and were relevant. However, she would be scared of displaying this level of attention for a loved one, even to a close friend. A deep fear of being rejected would make her hesitate, eroding any sign of confidence. Yet, she longed to give herself to love, openly, without doubts. 


-  “Would I ever have someone asking me what I want?  Would he truly listen?” - she asked herself.



Soon, she realised that many couples were sharing the morning in the coffee shop. Some were silently eating, others chatting. Even one couple was having a light argument. They could not agree on what to order.  

Eva felt her world was so small at that moment when she stared at the other chair at her table. Filled with emptiness, just like her house, and her bed.

She raised her eyes and noted a good-looking man who appeared to stare in her direction. She quickly avoided him and turned her face to the side, pretending to be watching the street. Her curiosity grew by the second. It was impossible not to look back at him and see if he was still interested. The man, who was wearing jeans and a green fitted shirt was now ordering a coffee and talking to Angela. However, every two or three seconds, he would glance at Eva.

She wasn’t sure what to do, but decided to wait and see if he would approach her. She looked at her laptop but glanced at him every now and then. 

The man finished ordering and started walking towards Eva. She felt slightly nervous, but she was good at hiding her emotions. He took a seat at a nearby table and was facing her. He looked at his clock and let a small smile escape while still looking at her. She stared at him for a second and buried her face in the laptop. He blurted out a question:


-  “Isn’t it too early to be working so hard?”



Eva looked at him, surprised and sent back a firm smile, saying:


-  “There is never a better time! These are the most productive hours of the day.”



He stared at her with arrogance and said:


-  “Really? Well, I guess you people in the corporate world truly have no life.”



This didn’t sit well with her. It touched a painful fibre in her soul and changed the mood of the moment. Her face gave away a sign of dislike, and her mouth could not remain silent. Eva said with a bitter tone:


-  “You have a good day.”



She quickly packed up her laptop, took a second to take out the little mirror from her purse and looked at her eyes and lips in it. She rose from the chair and headed towards the exit, ignoring the man who remained seated with a cynical smile. 

She left him behind, but carried with her a subtle pain arising from a feeling of rejection. She passed by Angela to say goodbye, and her shadow disappeared through the door.
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Chapter 2 The Project
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Flames are shining in secret,
hiding their light in buried chambers.

The morning light bounced across the polished tiles of the twenty-third floor. It was reaching the glass partitions that separated her office from the rest of the building. The elevator doors opened, and Eva stepped into the corridor. 

It was still early. The office lights were dim. She liked it this way, before the noise of the day began. The stillness gave her a moment to breathe, to brace herself.

She was making her way through the maze of desks towards her office. Her corner space, all glass and clean lines, looked out over the city skyline. The view was impressive.


-  “Morning, guys”, she said to the creative team, barely slowing her pace. 



Small crystal decorative flowers sitting on a wooden base were glowing on her desk. It was next to a tiny pile of paper sheets. Eva stared at her office from the door. The light penetrated through the uneven blinds on the window. 

Her mind was calm, but her heart remained agitated, slightly uncomfortable since she left the coffee shop.  However, the idea of a busy day at work placed a smile on her face. A deep breath took over her body, and she walked towards her chair.  

She tossed her handbag onto the leather chair by her desk, already scanning her calendar as she powered up her laptop.

She pushed a strand of dark hair behind her ear. The email inbox had ninety-three unread emails waiting for her. She sighed. Typical Monday.

Within moments, she was in motion, reviewing the new product launch concept, providing feedback to the design team, pushing back a half-baked campaign pitch from the interns with her signature blend of diplomacy and sharpness. She moved through it all with practised grace, issuing instructions, asking incisive questions, spinning her half-formed ideas into polished strategies. She commanded attention without asking for it.

By mid-morning, the office had filled up, and her inbox was down to only seven unread emails. She continued working, her fingers dancing over the keyboard. 

Amid the office noise, she heard laughter from a junior staff member. Someone mentioned a weekend date. Eva’s lips tightened, her eyes pointing to the glass window for just a second too long. Then she was back to typing.

Eva opened the blinds, allowing the morning sunshine to enter her space. She stared through the window, pensive. Her meditation was interrupted by the sound of the ringing phone.

She approached it slowly, almost with caution. It was the first call of a long day of meetings and tasks. She picked up the phone and, with a firm voice, stated:


-  “Hello, dear. What can I help you with?”



Her assistant replied:


-  “The Valencia account just confirmed they want a meeting later today. They’re greenlighting the next phase.”



For a brief moment, the hard edges softened around Eva’s eyes. 


-  “Valencia, finally”, she said.



Eva blinked. She glanced at her calendar. No free time until at least 3:30 pm., she added:


-  “Book the boardroom for 4:00 pm. This is good.”



Eva allowed herself a moment of quiet satisfaction. She had fought hard for the Valencia account. It was prestige work; an eco-fashion brand with a cutting-edge voice, just the kind of challenge she loved. Something tangible to sink her teeth into.

She went back to the window, sipping her coffee. The skyline stared back at her through the sparkling glass. She felt a sudden swell of clarity. This was where she thrived. Everything started to feel right.

Still, her eyes wandered down to the street. People walked in pairs; friends, couples, arms brushing. A man touched a woman’s back gently as they crossed the road. It was so small, but Eva noticed it. She always noticed those things.

A dull ache flared behind her ribs, like something unfolding.

Back at her desk, she dove into notes for the Valencia project and attended to other matters for the day.

When the meeting began at 4:00 pm, Eva was sharp, prepared, and animated. She moved through the boardroom like a captain navigating in familiar waters. She was drawing out feedback and highlighting ideas. Her insights were valuable. 

The client congratulated her. Eva smiled, feeling content.

She was good at reading people. Predicting their needs, adapting strategies, and anticipating pressure points before they cracked. It made her indispensable.

As the call ended, she headed back to her desk. Sitting on her chair, her laptop's dark monitor showed her reflection. She paused just for a breath. The silence felt heavy again. This time it stayed.

An email from the client arrived with positive feedback about the recent meeting. The day was almost over for most of her colleagues, but not for her. 

Going back to her place felt like a daring task, as she would have to face herself and the absence that filled the space. She would usually stay back at the office until late, ensuring everything is in order, keeping her mind busy to avoid dwelling on things.

A colleague walked in, asking her if she wanted the join the team for dinner. She hesitated. 


-  “I’ve got a few things to wrap up”, she said, fiddling with her hair. But, in reality, there was nothing urgent to do.



The office emptied slowly. Around 7 pm, the clamour of the city below was the only sound. She stood at the window, wine-coloured sunset bruising the sky. 

Her phone buzzed. A friend sent her a picture of her newborn. “Wish you were here. You’d love her.” Eva stared at it for too long.

She hit “like” and typed “So happy for you!! She’s perfect”, but her throat tightened anyway. She dropped her phone face down on the desk.

She thought about calling her friend. Or her sister. Or even just texting someone—anyone—for no reason. But she didn’t. Instead, she walked to the restroom and reapplied her lipstick. 

Back at her desk, she sat down again, re-reading a message from a dating app she had not touched in months. She hovered over it, and clicked on it to set it as unread. 

There was a tightness in her chest that she didn’t want to name. A sensation of standing at the edge of something she couldn’t see. 

“You could try again”, a voice in her head said. But it was followed by another: “And what if it falls apart, like the rest?”

She shifted her mind back to work, answered three more emails, scheduled a meeting, then stared blankly at her calendar.

The office was mostly empty now. Only a few lights still flickered in distant corners. The noise of the air conditioning sounded louder when the people were gone. 

She stayed until the janitor started vacuuming. Eva gathered her things slowly. She moved like someone trying not to disturb her thoughts.

In the elevator, she caught sight of her reflection. Flawless makeup, strong stance. And yet, the tremble in her eyes wasn’t just exhaustion; it was the quiet sentence: “What am I missing anyway? I do have a nice life!”

The ride down was quiet. She rechecked her phone out of habit. No messages.

The doors opened. She stepped into the night.

Outside, the city pulsed with life. Couples poured out of restaurants, friends jingling glasses at sidewalk cafes. She stood still for a moment; her breath caught in the place where longing lives.
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