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      Lorna steps through the door of our rental, completely soaked in rain, holding a bag of pastries and two coffees. I rush over, grabbing everything from her as she peels off her jacket.

      "It's going to be like this all day long," she says with a whine.

      While she changes into dry clothes, I plate our breakfasts and sit down in front of the fire I started while she was picking up our breakfast. Joining me, she slumps down on the couch.

      "I can't believe I only have a few more days of my vacation, and today is a rainy day."

      Checking my phone's weather app, I say, "Well, tomorrow's supposed to be sunny. We can just chill in here all day and read, Lorna."

      "No way. I can read at home," she says, taking a bite of her bear claw.

      My friend grabs her tablet and begins surfing the internet.

      "I'm finding something for us to do. There's no way I am spending an entire day on Cape Cod sitting in this tiny cabin."

      Knowing her well, I don't even bother responding. I would love to just chill in this cabin with the rain pattering on the roof and the ocean waves crashing outside. But my best friend is the opposite of me. A day at home is a waste, in her opinion.

      Finishing my ham and cheese croissant, I stand to clean up my plate when Lorna gives a little shriek.

      "I know what we can do," she says.

      "And what's that?"

      Looking up at me with a goofy grin, she says, "We're going to get our fortunes read today."

      "What?" I say with a laugh. "Seriously?"

      "Yes, seriously. I've always wanted to do that. And now that I'm celebrating freedom from a failed marriage, I want to know what my future holds."

      She puts the tablet down and eats her bear claw with a contented sigh.

      "You don't actually believe in that crap, do you?" I say, walking to the kitchen.

      "Well, I don't know. My coworker found her husband that way," Lorna says with a shrug. "Even if it turns out to be bullshit, it'll be fun. There's a place in downtown Sea Glass called Psychic Sands, and I've already scheduled us two appointments online. They're in about an hour."

      "What? You made them before you even asked me?"

      "Hey now," my friend says with a devilish grin. "Remember, this trip is all about me and my next steps in life. Besides, you get a whole other week here after I return home, you lucky bitch."

      "Fine, fine. I'll get dressed then," I say and shuffle off into the bedroom.
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      Standing in front of the Psychic Sands Shoppe under our massive rainbow-colored umbrella, I do my best not to groan audibly. This is so not my thing. But Lorna just lived through a very messy divorce, so I'm here for her and her amusement.

      A woman with shocking blue hair greets us when we step inside. "Hi, you must be Lorna and Ada," she says, looking at her computer.

      "That's us," Lorna says.

      "Lady Merla will be out shortly. She's finishing up with a customer."

      Right then, the dark velvet curtains in the back of the room open. A tiny woman with long silver hair steps out, saying goodbye to a gentleman with her. He excuses himself and opens the front door, the patter of rain greeting our ears. When the door shuts, the shop quiets down, and we turn to the tiny woman who looks up at us with striking violet-blue eyes.

      "Who would like to go first?" she says.

      I give Lorna a shove forward, and she shoots me a playful glare, then follows Lady Merla into the back. While I wait, I peruse the shelves, which are covered in various crystals, tarot cards, and other interesting odds and ends. Around twenty minutes later, Lorna and Merla step out from behind the velvet curtains.

      My bestie's face is flushed and looks full of excitement. She grabs my hand and squeezes it.

      "That was incredible. Enjoy," she says with a bounce to her step.

      I follow the violet-blue-eyed woman into the back, which is scented with several lit candles and burning incense. There's a coziness here. I sit down across from her at a table draped with a dark red cloth. On it sits a scrying ball alongside two clean teacups and saucers. She pours steaming hot tea into one from a teapot off to the side and sits down in front of me.

      "So, Ada, please drink your tea as you focus on your question."

      "Oh, I need to have a question?"

      "Well, it can also be your intention. Tell me, what do you do?"

      "Well, I'm the chief sales officer at my job, and I've been very focused on my career my entire life. However, I have just started writing thriller novels on the side, which has been a nice change."

      Merla smiles at me and says, "Is that something you would like to transition into? Becoming a full-time author?"

      This hits a nerve since I haven't admitted that out loud, given my decades of working hard in the business world. I feel a bit silly writing my books, but to be honest, I wouldn't mind changing things up now that I'm in my fifties.

      "Well, I haven't put that much thought into it, but that does sound kind of nice, changing things up after all of these years."

      "Perfect," Lady Merla says, clapping her hands together. "Then focus on that. It doesn't have to be specific about your thriller books, but the fact that you're ready for a new adventure in your life."

      Nodding, I sip the tea. When the psychic notices that I'm almost finished, she puts her hand up for me to stop, and the teacup is swirled and then turned upside down to allow the wet leaves to spread out. Her violet-blue eyes study the patterns created. She looks up at me and smiles.

      "I just have one thing to tell you," she says.

      I lean forward, ready for my fortune.

      Merla sets her unusually colored eyes upon me and says, "The next time you have a hankering for something sweet, don't ignore that instinct."

      The psychic sits back in her chair, looking satisfied.

      What the fuck? That's it?
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