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~ Tales of Love and Lattes ~

​

Love in the Blackout

ONE NIGHT, A POWER outage and... an unexpected romance?

Sophie, a nurse passing through Barcelona, takes refuge in her favorite café after a long shift. But when the entire city is plunged into darkness, what seemed like an unwanted break turns into a night of confessions, laughter, and an unexpected spark with David, an absentminded but charming musician.

With the electricity out of commission and an entire city in twilight, Sophie and David will discover that sometimes the most sincere connections arise in the dark... because, after all, isn’t love said to be blind?
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Critical Acclaim for Eva Alton:

“I READ IT IN A FEW hours because once you start, you can’t stop. A brilliant story that blends laughter, love, and moments of pure emotion. A total hit.”

“He’s a sweetheart, so adorable... And she’s a strong, determined woman. Together they form a peculiar couple that will make you smile many times and stay with you even after finishing the book.”

“A romantic comedy you won’t be able to put down. A fast-paced read that will make you smile often and tug at your heartstrings, moving you on more than one occasion.”

“I loved it. Fresh, dynamic, funny, and quick. It makes you have a great time, and you can’t stop until the end.”

“I loved the evolution of the characters and how they find their path to happiness. It’s impossible not to fall in love with the transformation of the characters and the universe of Carpi Café.”

“A dynamic and very funny story. Eva’s leap into romantic comedy has been a great success. I’m looking forward to reading more about this series.”

“Some darkness is necessary to see the stars.”

—Attributed to Osho

“Darkness reveals the stars... but also the corner of the sofa.

Try to focus on the stars only.”

—Sophie
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Sophie

I’m pretty sure the little spoon I carry in my purse has magical powers. And I fully intend to prove it. Right now.

Today was my last day at the hospital, and after twelve hours of caring for others, I need something to sweeten my life and pause my problems—just for a moment. That’s why I’m sneaking into my favorite café thirty minutes before closing. After that, I’ll go home, pack my bags, and leave everything behind. Start over—new place, same stuff... still alone, as always.

The good thing about moving so much is that you never have to carry too much. The bad thing? It’s exhausting. And it leaves you with a strange cocktail of feelings: relief, satisfaction... and a gnawing uncertainty because you never  know where you’ll be tomorrow. Nursing isn’t exactly a low-stress job to begin with, but without a stable position? It gets even slipperier.

Even though I saw this coming, leaving behind every story, every patient, every little corner of that building—that had somehow become my whole world—feels... weird.

Still, I made this choice years ago, and I love it. Even if the ridiculous hours have nuked my personal life. And don’t even get me started on my love life—it’s scarcer than sleep during a week of back-to-back night shifts.

I hop on the subway from the hospital and get off at Passeig de Gràcia. Not far from there is Carpi Café, my go-to temple of butter buns and fresh coffee. It’s a cozy little spot near my apartment and my mandatory nightly stop.

That last coffee of the day is my sacred moment of peace. I wouldn’t skip it for anything.

As I stroll through Barcelona, I notice the city is so bright that it could pass for midday. Christmas lights stretch across the streets in an over-the-top competition of who can create the most dazzling display—and burn the most electricity in the shortest time. It’s ridiculous. It’s magical. There are shooting stars, snowflakes, and... is that a bow or some kind of unfortunate geometric experiment? Either way, the whole city looks like a sparkling fairytale.

When I walk into Carpi Café, I’m hit by the cozy warmth and the smell of fresh pastries and espresso. At this hour, it’s nearly empty. But the staff knows me—they always squeeze in one last customer. Especially if it’s me, they know I’ll bolt the second they jingle their keys.

Amaya, the blue-haired waitress who’s basically the neighborhood’s evening news, greets me with a grin. We’ve seen each other so many times these last few months, we’re practically friends—except I keep turning down her catalog of beauty products. She doesn’t seem to mind.

“How’s it going, Sophie?” she asks with that warm familiarity I crave. Honestly, it’s one of the main reasons I come here. My Barcelona life has been so hectic, I’ve barely spoken to anyone outside of white coats and hospital corridor ghosts.

“Last day. C’est fini,” I say, dramatic.

“Wow... So you're really leaving? Just when I’d memorized your order—double espresso, extra strong, right?”

“Bravo! Your memory’s impeccable.”

“Girl, you’re wild. No one orders caffeine this late except you,” she says, firing up the coffee machine.

“That’s because no one sleeps as little as I do,” I laugh. “Eventually, you forget what time of day it is.”

“No kidding. With those Christmas lights, it looks like high noon all the time. It’s nuts.”

I glance out the window at the dazzling street and nod.

“They’re gorgeous,” I admit. “Though I’m pretty sure they’re spending half the country’s GDP on electricity.”

Amaya waves it off. “Bah, it’s all LED now. Hardly uses any power.” She peeks into the kitchen. “David says they use less than a ‘90s flashlight, right, David? David? Where’d you go?”

As if on cue, the café lights flicker. Amaya jumps, spilling some coffee, and curses under her breath.

“I’ll make you a new one,” she sighs, already reaching for another cup. “Anyway, girl, I’m not shocked you’re single, working these hours. I’m the same. When I get home, my girlfriend’s snoring, and when I have the morning off, she’s already gone. We’re like passing ships—ghostly and tragic.”

“Honestly, I’d rather avoid coming home at 11 p.m. to find a guy asleep and the place a disaster,” I reply with a shrug. “What I need is a man who’s waiting for me with dinner ready and the house spotless. You know...” I chuckle. “My dream is to open the door and find a hot guy in an apron, holding a tray of canapés in one hand and a broom in the other.”

At that moment, David walks in.

Black apron. Muffin tray in one hand. Mop in the other.

I turn red. Tomato red. He tightens his apron, clearly feeling weird about it.

“Uh... were you talking about me?” David asks, setting the tray on the counter, as if nothing had happened. “What do we do with all the leftover pastries?”

There he is. Tall. Dark. Handsome. And somehow immune to eye contact with me. Honestly, he never looks at me, which makes ordering coffee from him borderline awkward.

“Where were you?” Amaya says, handing me my cup. “Leave them over there. Or I’ll just take them home. Also, can you close tonight? I’ve got a date.”

“Ugh... I’ve got band practice. Bad timing,” David groans, pouting like a five-year-old.

“Come on, you’re off tomorrow. There are only two customers left, and Sophie—she doesn’t count. She’ll vanish the second you ask, right, Sophie?”

I grab the tray and scan for my usual armchair.

“Absolutely. I’ll disappear like a ninja,” I say, flashing what I hope is a charming smile. With my dark circles, I probably look like a trash panda on a bender. “I’ll just... head to my corner.”

“Yeah, well... the boss took your armchair this morning,” Amaya informs me. “Apparently, she wants to install a Mouth of Truth statue right there. Can you imagine?” She laughs. “Anyway, you’ll have to make do with the other seats. Yours is gone.”

Bummer. I loved that mustard-yellow chair. Way comfier than the one in my apartment—though that’s not hard, since the dog chewed or drooled on most of my cushions ages ago.

“Recycle your cup when you’re done,” Amaya calls out. “And don’t leave a single crumb, or I’m dead meat.”

“I swear,” I say solemnly, waving a paper napkin like a peace treaty.

“Oh, and hey,” she adds in a whisper, “I’ve got some amazing under-eye cream in my bag. Not saying you need it, just... it’s thirty percent off.”

I raise an eyebrow. Okay. So I really do look like a raccoon.

“Um... I’m good, thanks.”

I sit in the back and pull out a small box from my bag—my coworkers’ goodbye gift—a necklace with my initial. I try to put it on, suddenly overwhelmed by a wave of nostalgia. But the clasp is stubborn, and I mutter a curse.

A soft throat-clear behind me.

“Need help?” David says, approaching with a mop in hand, glancing at the necklace.

This is weird. He’s barely acknowledged me for  months, and now he wants to clasp jewelry around my neck?

“No thanks, I’ve got it,” I say. 

It just feels too... intimate. Though not entirely in a bad way. Probably  the sleep deprivation talking.

“Suit yourself.” He shrugs. “Is that S for success?” he asks, eyeing the pendant. “Or social security?”

“It’s S for sleep,” I deadpan, fiddling with the clasp. 

Almost... almost...

“Well, you look good for someone who barely sleeps,” he says, casually.

I’m so stunned by the compliment that I drop the chain, and it slides down the back of my shirt, getting caught in my bra. Perfect. Now I’ll lose it the second I stand up.

“I’ll finish the floor,” he says, completely unfazed, like he didn’t just offer a backhanded flirt. “I’m closing in fifteen. That okay?”

I nod. As he turns away, I discreetly reach under my shirt to fish the chain out, praying he doesn’t look back. Now, I must resemble a raccoon pawing at a vending machine.

Of course, that’s when he turns around. I yank my hand out like I’ve been caught shoplifting. He tilts his head but says nothing.

“You need the bathroom?” he asks, totally straight-faced. “I want to mop it, but if you’re using it...”

Is he kicking me out?

“Uh... actually, yeah,” I say, realizing it’s my best shot at rescuing the necklace. “I’ll go now.”

Right then, the lights flicker again. Hard. The café plunges into darkness, and I let out a small yelp. Behind me, something crashes. David jumps too, dropping the mop.

The lights snap back. We look at each other, wide-eyed.

“Scary, huh?” he says with a nervous laugh. “I’ll wait ‘til you’re out, then mop.”

I nod, stepping carefully over the wet floor.

And then—a crack. A spark. 

The doors slam shut. I spin around, startled, and slip.

My feet fly.

The café vanishes in darkness. 

So does the street. 

All of Barcelona—gone black.
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