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      While this customer takes her dear sweet time choosing a cupcake, I stare out the front of the shop at the summer tourists crowding the sidewalk, trying not to let my eyes glaze over. Business has been excellent already, and summer has barely started.

      "Excuse me," the customer says to me.

      "Oh, I'm sorry. Did you decide?"

      "Yes. I'll have the vanilla with the strawberry frosting, please," the woman says.

      After boxing her choice, my sister rings her up at the register.

      Summer days are always busy here at Cape Cod Cupcakery. Jeannette and I work nonstop during this season compared to the rest of the year. By the time 8:00 rolls around, I am essentially asleep on my feet. Turning off the open sign, I see my sister's wife hopping out of her car and waving at me through the glass door. I open it for her.

      "Thanks, Wesley. Sorry I'm late," she hurriedly says.

      I lock the door behind her, and Jeannette and I continue our closing routine while Toni picks at the leftover cupcakes.

      "Another good day, babe?"

      "Yeah. We're making a killing so far," my sister says.

      "Did you invite Wes to our dinner?"

      "Yep. And he rejected it per his usual," my sister says, giving me a look.

      "What? Sorry that I don't feel like hanging out with all of your married friends being the lone single guy. Thank you very much."

      "Our friends," Jeannette retorts.

      "Sure, I like our friends, but when it's all couples, why would you think I'd want to do that?" I say, annoyed.

      "You know how you can fix that?" Toni interrupts, and I roll my eyes, not bothering to ask her how since I know she's going to tell me, anyway.

      "Don't roll your eyes at me, brother-in-law," she teases. "You've been divorced for three years now. Maybe it's time for you to get out there again."

      "Ah, don't forget to add divorced a second time," I say

      "Who cares?" Toni says. "So you picked poorly the first two times. No one's saying you have to get married again, but why not find someone who is a good fit for you?"

      "Yeah. Maybe actually choose a woman who isn't a user," my sister says, with her usual judgmental tone that she saves for when she talks about my ex-wives.

      "Why do I feel like I'm being ambushed?" I say as I organize the receipts.

      "Oh! You know what you should do?" Toni says, not letting it go. "You know my friend Fleur?"

      "Yeah. I think I met her before."

      "Well, her wife is the one that runs Psychic Sands Shoppe down the street. I've heard some really good things about Merla's fortunes. You should go!"

      "You want me to go to a psychic?" I say with a small snort.

      "Try it," my sister says as she counts the bills.

      "Wait. If I go and see her, do you two promise to drop it and stop harassing me about my love life?"

      "We don't harass you about your love life," my sister retorts.

      "What do you call this?" I say, waving my hands about dramatically.

      "Harassing you about your love life," Toni says with a laugh.

      "Okay, fine, but you have to take whatever Merla tells you seriously. Okay?" My sister says, giving me a pointed look.

      "Sure, sure. I promise. If she gives me something like a directive, I will promise to do it."

      Toni bounces on her feet, clapping her hands. "Yay. This is going to be great!"
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        * * *

      

      In the heavily incense-scented psychic shop, a woman with electric blue hair checks me in. Lady Merla is behind the velvet curtains in the back, in the middle of a reading. I peruse the shelves, checking out the various crystals and tarot decks. Maybe I'll buy something here for Toni and Jeannette's wedding anniversary gift in the fall. They've always been into this type of thing.

      I hear the swish of the curtains open, and a woman no more than 20 is being led out by a tiny figure with long silver hair. After saying goodbye to her customer, the woman turns to me, and I almost gasp from her shocking violet-blue colored eyes.

      "Mister Backus?"

      "Wesley, please."

      "Of course. Follow me back here, Wesley."

      Once the curtains are closed behind me, I sit at a small table covered in a silk cloth, candles, a scrying ball, and an empty teacup and saucer. After Lady Merla pours me steaming hot tea, she tells me to focus on my question while I drink it.

      Since my love life is the whole reason Jeannette and Toni needled me to come here, I focus on that as I sip. Repeating in my head, I ask if there is actual true love out there for me.

      When I am almost done, Lady Merla instructs me to swirl the remaining tea in my cup, and after she dumps it onto the saucer, she lifts it close to her face and studies the patterns the wet tea leaves form. A wide grin spreads across her friendly face as she sits back in her chair, studying me with her violet-blue eyes.

      "So, Wesley, you will be given an opportunity to step into a situation and be a woman's knight in shining armor."

      "Okay," I respond, confused.

      "So make sure you do."

      "Make sure I do?"

      "Yes. Make sure you step in and be a knight in shining armor when you see the opportunity."

      "Alright," I say, and Lady Merla smiles at me, standing while gesturing for me to leave.

      Once out on the sidewalk with the late June sun beating down on me, I take a few deep breaths of fresh air after the suffocating, smoky incense.

      Be a knight in shining armor - that's my fortune?
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      In the passenger seat of our rental, I stare out at the Cape Cod Canal as we cross the bridge. Anxiety fills every nerve ending in my body as I mentally prepare to deal with my family for an entire week. The last time I saw my mother this past holiday, she told me that Brock and I had better be engaged when she sees us next. But here we are, not engaged, and I'm not even sure if I still want him in my life.

      Honestly, I don't know if we'd be together at this very moment if it wasn't for my cousin's wedding and dealing with my family. I look over at him, and as always, he looks gorgeous, but there's something missing. His gaze briefly shoots over at me and then back to the road.

      "What?" He asks.

      "Nothing."

      "You're not about to start complaining about your family again, are you?" He says with clear irritation.

      "No, I wasn't going to say anything," I respond defensively.

      "I'm just tired of hearing you bitch about it, Ariana," he says, and anger bubbles in my gut.

      I bite my tongue since the last thing I need during this trip is also to be fighting with my boyfriend, given how much shit I'm about to get from my family members. Turning back, I stare out the window as he takes the rotary toward our destination.
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        * * *

      

      Brock and I arrived in the Town of Sea Glass a few days before the rest of my family. The first two days, we mainly spend on the beach, practically in complete silence as we read our books. Something is definitely off. And I make a mental note that once we return to Florida, I will force myself to make a hard decision regarding our relationship.

      The day before everyone else arrives for the week, it is raining. Brock paces our hotel room with an air of impatient annoyance.

      "Do you want to go out somewhere, like grab a coffee or something?" I suggest.

      "I suppose," he says, rolling his eyes.

      "I saw a cute cupcake place down on Main Street. How about we check that out?"

      Twenty minutes later, we are sitting across from each other with lattes in hand and two elaborately decorated cupcakes in front of us. Looking out the window at the summer rain, I gasp when a woman walks by.

      "What?" Brock says, clearly annoyed.

      "Nothing."

      "No, tell me, why did you just gasp?"

      "Nothing, I just saw a woman who looked like my mother. I wasn't sure. I was just surprised, thinking she arrived early."

      Brock slams down his latte, splashing some onto the table from the paper cup.

      "Ariana, I'm so sick of this shit."

      "I just was mistaken."

      "This has just gotten to be way too much."

      "What has, Brock?"

      "This. You. Your constant worry about your family. Never mind having to deal with them. I swear, your mother..."

      "I know," I interrupt. "She's a lot. I get it."

      "I don't think this is working," Brock says abruptly.

      "What?"

      "This, us, I don't think it's working. Actually, I know it's not working. I should have had this conversation with you back in Florida before we left, but I felt bad leaving you to the wolves. But honestly, I just can't do this."

      "So you didn't want to break up with me in Florida because you didn't want to leave me hanging with my family, but instead you're breaking up with me the day before they arrive in freaking Sea Glass?" I ask, anger clear in my voice.

      "I'm sorry, Ariana. I was trying to push through, but I just can't," he says, standing up.

      "Where are you going?"

      "I'm leaving. I'm going to go grab my stuff from the hotel and fly back to Florida, and I'm going to have your stuff packed up and ready to go for when you return. Anyway, I am done with this relationship, Ariana, and you need to move out of my place."

      Like a stupid goldfish, my mouth opens and closes several times, but no words come out.

      "Good luck."

      Watching him spin on his heel and take two long strides to the door, I blurt out, "I need you to come to the wedding with me. My family is going to tear me apart!"

      Brock pauses for half a second, then walks out the door, disappearing from sight.

      My throat swells as I try to fight the tears, but
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