
  
    
      TEA LEAVES AND SINGLE DADS

      A COZY BEACH TOWN MIDLIFE ROMANCE

      
        HIS CUP OF TEA

      

    

    
      
        KAT VROMAN

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2026 by Kat Vroman

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        Free Novelette Alert!

      

      
        About the Author

      

      
        Stalk Me!

      

      
        Also by Kat Vroman

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

          MADDIE

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      With my eyes closed, I let the sun warm my face as waves crash against me, soaking in the summer rays. Turning, I look out at the beach and see Ada and our beach towels like bright specks of color decorating the sand. My friend is nose-deep in her book while my summer read lies abandoned on my rainbow beach towel, but I can't pull myself away from the water just yet.

      I really needed this vacation.

      When I finally tear myself away from the waves, I shuffle back to dry off, then lie down on the towel to warm myself under the sun.

      "Your freckles are coming out," Ada says, peering up from her book, adding, "You also look the happiest I've seen you since you arrived."

      "I think the stress of the city is finally leaving my bones," I say, leaning back against my elbows.

      "But you love the city."

      "I do love New York, but I'm getting a bit tired of it, and I can't seem to manage to not run into Sean constantly. You would think with us being broken up for two months now, he would be out of my life. But no. He's intertwined with not only my work life, but my social life as well. I'm sick of seeing him everywhere."

      "That must be annoying," my friend says. "One major benefit of living in New York City should be that you wouldn't run into your ex."

      "You'd think," I say, groaning.

      Flipping to my back, I cover my face with my unread book.

      "Maybe it's time for a change?" Ada says gently.

      Peering out from underneath my paperback, I say, "I wouldn't even know where to start."

      "Well, you know how Frederick and I met. How about you make an appointment with Lady Merla while you're visiting?"

      Returning to my elbows, I peer over at my friend.

      "Yeah? You think she could help me here?"

      "Why not? She doesn't just give fortunes that lead you to your true love. She gives fortunes for all sorts of things. I actually talked to someone at Sea Glass Tavern once who went to her because he couldn't find old photos of him and his late wife. Her fortune actually helped him figure out where they were hidden in the house."

      "Wow, that's incredible."
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      Standing inside of Psychic Sands Shoppe, a woman with neon orange hair signs me in. She guides me to the back where heavy velvet curtains hang and slightly opens them, calling out, "Lady Merla, are you ready for your next customer?"

      "Yes. Yes. Come in," comes a friendly, elderly voice.

      The heavy scent of candles burning and incense greets my nose when I enter.

      "Please sit down," says the petite woman with long silver hair.

      Once seated across from the psychic, I am taken aback by her bright violet-blue eyes. I've never seen eyes that color before.

      "Maddie. Correct?" She asks, pouring me a cup of steaming hot tea.

      "Yes, ma'am."

      "Please slowly drink this and, while you do, focus on your question."

      As I sip the earthy-flavored tea, I repeat the same phrase in my head, over and over.

      What is next for me?

      When the cup is nearly finished, Lady Merla has me swirl it several times before taking it and dumping the wet tea leaves onto the saucer. She studies the patterns for a couple of minutes in silence, then looks up at me with her uniquely colored eyes.

      "This may sound simple, but I want you to take it to heart."

      "Sure, Lady Merla," I say, feeling a little nervous.

      "Move to where you feel at home."

      I wait for more, but the woman sits back, looking satisfied.

      "Uh, alright."

      I wait a beat to see if she says anything else, then stand up, pushing in my chair.

      "One more thing, Maddie. I can tell your question was not about love."

      "No. It wasn't," I say, gripping the back of the chair.

      "Well, there was something else in my reading."

      "Oh. Okay?"

      "If your gut tugs at you when you meet a new acquaintance, a man, then you must listen to it."

      "Uh, okay," I say, stumbling over my words. "Thank you, Lady Merla."

      Once I'm back at Ada's place, Frederick has to run to his ice cream shop to pick up something he forgot earlier in the day. My friend and I chill on the couch drinking a chilled white blend and laughing about our time in college.

      She gives me a playful kick with her bare foot.

      "Well?"

      "Well, what?"

      "Your reading. Wasn't that earlier today?"

      Smiling sheepishly, I share with her what Lady Merla said about moving to somewhere where I feel at home. My friend sits up straight, clapping her hands together.

      "Alright. That goes along with exactly what I was thinking."

      "And what is that?" I say with a laugh.

      "You're moving here. You love it here. I've been watching you this whole week while you've been visiting, and your physical tension has slowly dissipated."

      Leaning back against the couch cushions, I take a sip of wine. Ada is right. I do love Cape Cod, especially the Town of Sea Glass. She continues, her words tumbling out with excitement.

      "I mean, Cape Cod needs makeup artists too, you know? We're a wedding destination," she says, grabbing my ankle.

      Looking at her, a realization settles upon me.

      "You're right! I love it here, and why not move here? I could easily get regular work with all the Cape Cod weddings throughout the year. Nevermind proms."

      Excitement bubbles in my gut the more I think about it.

      Ada bounces on her butt, clapping her hands together. "Yay. I'm so excited!"
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      Hitting "Send" on my email, I lean back in my desk chair, rubbing my eyes. My daughter then pokes her head in through the office door.

      "Daddy, are you almost done?"

      "I am done, sweetie," I say, turning off the computer and spinning my chair to face her.

      Raelynn shouts, "Yay!" and climbs onto my lap for a hug.

      "I've made a decision, Daddy."

      "Oh, yeah? And what's that?"

      "I want a girly makeup party for my birthday, and I want it to be Halloween themed," she says, in all seriousness.

      "Okay, sure. Do you want it on Halloween as well? That's a Saturday this year. We could do something around lunchtime, so your friends wouldn't be busy trick-or-treating yet."

      "That's exactly what I want to do!" Raelynn says, wrapping her arms around my neck and giving me a squeeze.

      "Okay, good! Alright, sport. Time for me to make dinner for us."

      After dinner, Raelynn showers and gets in her pajamas when there's a knock at the door. I find my buddy Frederick and his wife, Ada, standing on the doorstep.

      "Ada!" Raelynn exclaims, running to her and jumping into her arms to give my friend's wife a big hug.

      "Thanks for babysitting, Ada," I say.

      "My pleasure," she says, while Raelynn grabs her hand and drags her into the living room.

      "Have fun, babe," Frederick calls after her.

      But I follow them to give Raelynn a kiss goodnight.

      "Be a good listener. You got it?"

      "Of course, Daddy," she says, clearly ready for me to get out of her hair so that she can have some girl time with Ada.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Sitting at the bar at Sea Glass Tavern, Fred and I are on our second beer catching up.

      "So, man, now that Raelynn's older, you don't have much of an excuse about not dating anymore, do you?" He says, giving me a sly smile.

      I scoff at him.

      "It might be easier for me to go out now, but nobody wants to date a guy with a kid," I say with a shrug, taking a swig of beer.

      "I doubt that. I mean, sure, there will be some women who wouldn't want to be a stepmom, but I'm sure there are plenty who would love to be. Especially to such a great kid as Raelynn," Frederick says.

      "How's business going?" I ask, changing the subject, which makes him laugh.

      "Alright. Alright. I'll get off your back."

      "Good."

      "And business is fine. I mean, it's October, so it's not like we're open during the week. But we're hopping every weekend still, so things are solid."

      Right then, I feel a light slap on my back. Turning, I find an old hometown friend, Bay Murdoch, standing there.

      "Bay!" Frederick says. "Visiting?"

      "Hey, guys. I thought I'd run into someone I knew showing up here," he says with a grin. "And yeah, I'm actually back in town."

      "Oh, wow. Really?" I say.

      "Did you retire from the Navy?"

      "No, man. Actually, I'm a MOP now."

      My expression must reveal that I have absolutely no idea what he is saying, because he laughs.

      "Mystical Operations Partner, which basically means I'm a Witch Handler."

      "Oh, man. Are you dealing with that shit with the superyachts and those freaking aliens?" I ask.

      "Yep. I'm dealing with those freaking aliens. Motherfuckers, you should see the pollution they're dumping into our oceans when they vacation here."

      "Well, thanks, man," Frederick says. "It's been a wicked problem off the Cape."

      Bay nods.

      "It's been a wicked problem around the world. This alien species just up and decided that Earth would be their vacation destination, and they don't give a shit if they destroy our planet in the meantime."

      Bay joins us for a beer as we all catch up. His coworker comes in right as Frederick and I are paying our tabs.

      "This is Arnav," Bay says, introducing us. "He's a fellow MOP."

      "Nice to meet you."

      Back at home, the house is quiet now that Raelynn is asleep in her bedroom. Ada is chilling on the couch watching Dateline.

      "Who did it, babe?" Frederick says.

      "The mistress this time," she says, flipping off the TV and turning her laser-focused eyes on me.

      "Hey. Raelynn told me about what she wants to do for her birthday. I know the perfect makeup artist for you!"
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