

    
        
          Reversing Mr. Right

        

        
        
          Lark Cayling

        

        
          Published by Three Bits Books, 2023.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      REVERSING MR. RIGHT

    

    
      First edition. March 13, 2023.

      Copyright © 2023 Lark Cayling.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8215841488

    

    
    
      Written by Lark Cayling.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Wedding Preparations

Tea Leaves Machine

To Break Or Not To Break?

Dumping Mr. Right

Fighters Gotta Fight

Engaging RomCon

Sacrificing My Queen

Time Moves Forward

Sign up for Lark Cayling's Mailing List

Also By Lark Cayling

About the Author

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

​Wedding Preparations


[image: image]


––––––––
[image: image]


IT WAS BAD LUCK FOR the groom to see the bride before the wedding. Valerie never believed in that until now. She gnawed on her bottom lip as a whole platoon of stylists gathered around her, making her pretty for the big ceremony. If Richard saw her on edge like this, he would throw a big fuss and she knew how that would end.

The stylists told her it was normal pre-wedding jitters. They said she was the luckiest girl in the world to be marrying Richard, the youngest billionaire with a face and body of a supermodel. They said she was in the middle of a fairytale. Or maybe one of those erotic books where the guy was not only rich but attractive and had a personality that required a girl to tame.

Valerie didn’t try to correct them. They weren’t wrong anyway. He did have the looks, the body, and the money. He could be kind and caring too. She would be lying if she said that the lavish gifts and gestures hadn’t won her heart during courtship. 

Besides, if it weren’t for Richard, her fashion career would have died in the crib. He had launched her from a nobody into an up-and-coming personal stylist within a year. That was the good thing about dating - and marrying - someone who was born into old money. They had the financial assets and the connections to make things happen.

“You can use your phone now, Miss Kim. We have finished your nails.” one of the stylists said.

Murmuring her thanks, Valerie reached for her latest model phone that Richard had bought her a week ago. A message popped up. It was from Richard, of course.

How’s the preparation going, my lovely dove?

She typed out a quick reply.

Nails are done.

Three dots appeared on the screen, followed by a message.

Need anything? Where are you going after this?

Valerie huffed. She hated reporting everything she did to Richard. People said it was sweet and considerate of him. She had thought so too in the beginning. In fact, she had tolerated all his little eccentricities until yesterday.

The memory of their conversation in bed yesterday flashed in her mind. She had been telling him about her unplanned visit to her sister, Kyler’s place. Over the last week, she had gone to Kyler’s house countless times to go over the wedding and discuss Kyler’s duties as maid of honor. 

It had been a long time since the two sisters had spent time together after Valerie moved out to live with Richard. Although Kyler never said anything bad out loud, she could tell that Kyler was wary and distrustful of Richard. Sad to say, Richard felt the same way about Kyler.

But when she had gone to Kyler’s place, they had had such a wonderful time together. It was as if they had never been apart. She had been regaling Richard about what was going on in her sister’s life. How Kyler was under a lot of stress because of her dissertation. And then she brought up her idea to stay with Kyler one day a week to help out with chores.

Richard had a kind smile plastered on but she could see the tension knotting his shoulders as he said, “If she’s under that much stress, I think we shouldn’t force her to be maid of honor. I can get my cousin, Madeleine, to step in. You know her. She’s a darling. Also, you know what I think? After we get married, it might be better if you spend less time with Kyler.”

When she had asked why, he merely shrugged and waved it off. He joked around about married couples being all lovey-dovey and Kyler being able to take care of herself without her big sister around. She had no choice but to accept his explanation since he promptly went to sleep. But his answer gnawed at her the whole time.

She glanced back down at her phone. Swiping the conversation with Richard to one side, she opened up a chat with Kyler and typed out a message.

Ky, am I doing the right thing? Should I be marrying Richard?

Two seconds passed before a reply came.

Why? What’s wrong, Val? Did he do something to you?

She shook her head and wrote back.

No. I’m anxious, I guess. I don’t want Richard to come between us. I know you’ve never completely approved of him or his facial hair.

She had typed the last three words after second-guessing her own intentions. Maybe this was normal pre-wedding jitters after all.

Val, I’m happy as long as you’re happy. Are you happy with marrying him?

That gave her pause. Was she happy? 

Another message appeared.

It’s okay if you don’t want to answer. But maybe you should go to this shop - Mr. Always Right. The shop owner is a fortune teller who sells nice tea. I always go there when I get stuck on my dissertation and want to quit school. He’s really good at soothing people’s minds.

Valerie almost laughed out loud. A fortune teller who sells tea and soothes people’s minds? Why did that make her mind drop down the gutter? She tilted her head to one side, disturbing the work of the stylist working on her hair. Muttering an apology, she righted her head.

Fine. I want to get out of this stuffy place anyway. Send me the location. Thanks, Ky.

“How much longer will this take?” she asked the stylist.

“Sorry about the wait, Miss Kim. About five more minutes or so and we’ll be done.”

Settling back into her seat, she waited for Kyler to reply. Once she had the location, she booked a taxi. Left with nothing else to do, she looked at herself in the large mirror. She almost couldn’t recognize the person looking back. A more elegant, regal version of herself stared at her with vacant eyes.

Was this really going to be her when she married Richard?

To be honest, she loved the curls they had weaved into her chest-length hair. And her makeup was perfect. On any other day, she would have been on cloud nine. But nothing made her happy. All because stupid Richard had said that about Kyler. 

“Miss Kim, we’re finished. Is it to your satisfaction?”

Valerie shot out of her chair as soon as they removed the sheet covering her torso. “Yes, it is. Thank you very much. I’ll be going now.”

“Do you want us to inform Mr. Goldchild about your preparations?”

“No!”

The stylist’s eyes widened in surprise.

“I mean-” Valerie flashed a nervous smile. “I’ll tell him myself about the great job you guys did.”

The stylist beamed and bobbed her head. “Thank you, Miss Kim!”

Valerie grabbed her purse. A message popped up on her phone before she could stash it. It was Richard again.

Babe? You there?

Rolling her eyes, she wrote out a quick reply.

Finished preparation. Don’t worry. I’m heading out for a bit. 

She didn’t need to see her phone to know that he had asked her where she was going. She headed out of the shop and was assaulted by a cacophony of blaring horns and the smell of garbage. Weirdly enough, she welcomed it.

Her gaze drifted down the road until she noticed the car plate number of her taxi. She hurried towards it and got in. 

“Are you Valerie Kim?” the taxi driver asked

“Yes. Please hurry to this Mr. Always Right shop.”

Slumping down in the back seat, she glanced at her phone. The message from Richard laid unread. She swiped the messaging app away and opened up her news app. The taxi ride should take about ten minutes or so. Ample time for her to catch up with the latest news.

The app showed today’s date - April 4, 2022. Skipping past the hardcore news, she went straight to the Life section. Her wedding to Richard was announced on the front page. She cringed at the sight of it printed in bold, black letters.

Once upon a time, she would have loved to let the whole world know about it. Now, she was thankful that her picture wasn’t plastered on the screen. She scrolled past the announcement and read some articles on a few celebrity controversies. That soothed her a little.

After reading a dozen or so articles, the tension in her body subsided. She could breathe easier with the huge rock lifted off her chest. She could even pretend that everything was back to normal. Maybe she didn’t need to see this fortune teller.

A ping from her phone distracted her. She opened up the message.

Babe? Are you okay? Should I come to fetch you?

Valerie sucked in a breath. Her heart constricted again. Gritting her teeth, she swiped the message away. Trembling fingers tapped on the screen with increased fervor as she tried to navigate back to the news. 

Her thumb accidentally grazed against the Technology section, opening up the latest articles from an hour ago. A familiar name caught her attention - RomCon.

It was the latest crowdsourced relationship application that had been making waves in the dating community over the last few years. The headline read “RomCon receives Most Promising Startup Award despite consumer concerns about privacy and morality”.

Desperate to distract herself from Richard’s message, she read the article at a snail’s pace. As it turned out, an increasing number of people were upset and angry that RomCon would provide their services to help lovers stay in a relationship that one party did not want.

She grimaced. When RomCon had first made its name in the papers, she had thought it would be an interesting company that helped people in relationships. That included providing the right kind of help. Like helping people break up with an abuser or a possessive boyfriend.

Her heart skipped a beat. Was that what she thought about Richard?  

The taxi driver’s voice broke through her train of thought. “Miss Kim, we’re here.”

“Thanks.” She gave him a five-star rating and exited the taxi.

Patting down her flowery mini-skirt, she looked around at her surroundings. As it turned out, Mr. Always Right was located in
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