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Author’s note
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As a reader, you may wonder why some words seem misspelt, but as an Australian writer, I use English spellings rather than American ones. I have used the spell check, but with an Australian slant.

I loved recounting Rachel's story, and I hope you enjoyed the unfolding tale of their trials and successes.

If you enjoyed the book and have a moment, I would appreciate a brief review on the page or site where you purchased it. Your help in spreading the word is appreciated. Reviews from readers like you make a significant difference in helping new readers discover stories like Finding Mr Right.

Contact me at

robyncrye.author@gmail.com
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Synopsis
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Disillusioned with dating, Rachel answers an ad for a wife on an Instagram post. She knows the odds of being chosen are slim, but she likes the man on the video, and when he video-called her, she was intrigued. Her troubles begin before she reaches the town of her prospective husband and continue unabated for the full four weeks she had planned to stay at Valley View, 

Not one to let life get her down, Rachel immerses herself in the community, helping businesses boost profits and bringing events to town tailored to draw tourists. As the community embraces Rachel, her prospective husband ignores her, preferring to spend time with blonde women. 

Rachel returns home, gives notice to her employer, and prepares to move to the larger town of Macquarie, where she intends to start a new business. Close enough to Valley View to spend part of the week there, Rachel tries to avoid Linc and his newest blonde girlfriend. 

When unanticipated events occur, and Rachel is put in danger, can Linc convince her that he is her Mr Right, or has he lost that opportunity?
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Chapter One
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Rachel stormed through the front door and slammed it behind her. The sound reverberated through the small flat, and as Rachel threw her handbag onto the bench, she hung her head as she remembered the hope with which she had agreed to the date with Brett. How could he have fooled her so successfully? Was she blind to the red flags, or was Brett good at hiding secrets?

After attempting to meet men in her everyday life, Rachel had resorted to a dating website. She knew there were sites where people sought one-night stands, so she avoided those and registered on the site her female colleagues recommended. Rachel and Brett were paired as compatible, and, with excitement, she agreed to meet him at a coffee shop near her home. When she entered the shop, she scanned the customers already seated at tables. None of them was a single man, and she looked at her watch to realise that she was a few minutes early. Should she place her order, or wait for Brett? Her question was answered almost immediately as the man she met online walked into the café.

“Please tell me you are Rachel.”

Rachel smiled, “Yes, and I assume you must be Brett Reid.”

Brett held out his hand, and they shook before moving to the counter to make their order.

Once they had their drink and food, Brett said, “Tell me something about you that wasn’t on your profile.”

“Hm, well, you know my date of birth and my preference for dogs over cats, and that I run once a week, but I didn’t tell you that I am a business advisor.”

“What does a business advisor do?”

“I am employed by businesses and sometimes unhappy shareholders or investors to streamline companies and make them more profitable.”

“That must be stressful. Firing people and cleaning inefficiencies must be demanding work.”

“The work is demanding, and the job is fascinating, but I never encourage companies to make redundancies unless the business is top-heavy. It’s interesting how the last people to face redundancy are those in the top echelon of a business. The hard-working staff who earn minimum wage are the ones inefficient companies fire first. I’m never sure what the bosses actually do. Don’t they realise that without the workers, there is no business? Tell me about you.”

“I work as a realtor at a company that specialises in apartment buildings and high-rise constructions.”

“So, no mum and dad three-bedroom houses?”

Their conversation continued for another fifteen minutes before Brett said, “Would you like to meet for dinner one night?”

“Yes, I would enjoy that.”

The couple exchanged phone numbers, and Brett promised to call her the next day or two to share the name of the restaurant where they could meet. Rachel was happy he didn’t offer to pick her up, because if the date went badly, the option to leave would make her feel more comfortable. But for once, Rachel had met a man who interested her and who seemed decent.

Rachel waited for Brett to call, but when two days had passed and he still hadn’t, she sighed in disappointment. How did she manage to meet men who were unable to meet their commitments? He had asked her for dinner, he said he would ring, and now he was silent. But three days later, when Brett rang, Rachel heaved a sigh of relief. It wasn’t that she was highly attracted to the guy, but she wanted to reaffirm her ability to find a good man, and his phone call confirmed that, for the moment, she had seen a man who might feature in her future. 

Brett’s choice of restaurant was one Rachel approved of. It was neither a high-end restaurant nor a dive. Rachel chose her outfit with care, wanting to present herself in the best light, since she thought her date might be a future possibility. She knew the restaurant had underground parking, so she drove herself. Dating for as long as she had, Rachel had learned the pitfalls of dating through hard-won experience, and it would be a long time before she trusted her new friend to respect and care for her if she were too drunk to make good decisions. The car park seemed overly full for a weeknight, and Rachel was pleased she had allowed extra time in case it took a few minutes to find a parking space. Checking her lipstick in the rear-view mirror, Rachel alighted from the car and headed towards the restaurant. The hostess greeted her politely and asked if Rachel was meeting somebody. When Rachel gave Brett’s name, the woman looked at her strangely. 

“That table is a table for two, and there is another woman with your dinner partner.”

“Oh.”

Rachel was confused. “Maybe he met up with someone. Can you show me to the table so that we can sort out the misunderstanding?”

The woman shrugged, which caused Rachel to frown. Following the hostess, she arrived at the table to find Brett holding the hand of an attractive blonde woman. Rachel vaguely noticed that the hostess had scurried away, but her focus was mainly on the man who looked like a deer caught in the headlights.

“Brett, you never told me this date was a threesome.”

The woman sitting with Brett withdrew her hand and said, “Ken, who is this woman and why is she calling you Brett?”

The man at the centre of the attention flushed.

“Oh, well...” but it appeared that he had no explanation. Rachel looked at the other woman.

“Have you known Ken for long?”

“This is our second date.”

“How interesting. Brett and I were supposed to have our first date here tonight. What are the chances that he has become confused while dealing with aliases and women? I thought Brett had potential, but I’m no longer interested. However, if you wish to continue with Ken, I wish you luck.”

The blonde woman rose from the table.

“I have no intention of dating a man who is confused about his own identity.”

Rachel looked at the man sitting at the otherwise unoccupied table and asked, “Just for interest, are you Brett or Ken?”

The man remained silent, possibly weighing up his options, but when the blonde woman scoffed, Rachel turned around, and the women left the dining area.

As the women walked out together, Rachel said, “Have you eaten yet?”

“No, why do you ask?”

“I thought, as we are both dressed up, we could find a restaurant nearby and share a meal.”

The woman said, “If we are going to go on a date together, we should at least exchange names. I am  Jennifer.”

Rachel laughed and introduced herself, and the two women walked down the street in search of a suitable place to eat.

They found a Chinese restaurant near their scheduled date. After sorting out the food choices, the women chatted amicably about the pitfalls of dating and the underhanded tricks some men played. Instead of getting to know their date better, the women bonded over the difficulty of finding an honest man. When they finished their meal, they exchanged phone numbers, and as she walked away, Rachel deleted the number she had for Brett, Ken, or whatever his name was.

As she drove away from the site of the date that never was, Rachel’s anger grew, and she intended to post her story on Facebook to warn other women about the scam some men were perpetuating. If she ever considered dating again, she would ask the man for proof of his identity. Despite her anger and frustration, it seemed she had made a friend —and in a busy city, that was not a feat to sneeze at. But tonight confirmed what Rachel already knew; there were no marriageable men in this town. Did she admit defeat and settle for being a spinster? Maybe a dating moratorium is the right choice.

When Rachel lay in bed that night, her mind ran through the meeting at the coffee shop, and she could see no red flags that should have warned her about the man’s deceptive nature. Their meeting had been informative and pleasant, and she wondered what else she could do to uncover the frauds and identify the good guys. It seemed that her search for Mr Right had taken a turn for the worse.
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After deleting her name from the dating sites and, despite her workmates' concerns, Rachel decided not to try to find a good man. Nights at home followed her decision, and she knew her friends would be appalled if they discovered what she did with her nights: binge-watching television shows.  Each day, she went to work with a smile, but the appeal of her job began to pale as she devised programs that businesses ignored. It angered her to present a workable plan for a company to follow, only to have them go their own way. More than a few of those businesses were in greater financial stress than when they hired her, and she desperately wanted to attend the board meetings and ask the directors to explain to their shareholders that their refusal to adopt her suggestions had cost them their investment.

One night, as she idly scrolled through her Instagram, Rachel discovered it was filled with more than a few ads from men seeking wives. Intrigued, she clicked the links for three men, and all used the same format. When did Instagram become a dating site? What she found most interesting was that the men didn’t want to hook up with girls; the videos featured men who wanted a wife. Was this a scam someone was running? If the ads were legitimate, how many interested women would respond? Rachel returned to the first post and reviewed the number of likes. Not surprisingly, there were thousands of likes. Did that mean that thousands of women had applied to be his wife, or were the likes something they clicked on with no intention of taking it further? Rachel checked the comments, and one comment suggested the ads were a hoax.  

Her first thought upon seeing the ads was that they were part of a scam targeting vulnerable women. To call out the ads as fake, did the writer of the comment have some knowledge that she wasn’t sharing? Rachel flicked from one profile to another, trying to see what one person amongst the thousand replies saw that no one else did. She decided she wasn’t going down that rabbit hole. It was easy enough to find men willing to lie and cheat in person; it would take a brave woman to chase a man across the country in the hope of finding love.  

Despite being adamant about not joining the thousands of women who liked the post, Rachel was drawn back to the ads that kept appearing. Sometimes the likes were less than the others, and the reason for that wasn’t apparent to Rachel. All the men promoted themselves as honest, hardworking, and financially stable. Some men were in their thirties, and the ads targeted men aged 30 to 60. One ad caught Rachel’s eye. The man was attractive, clean-shaven, and had dark hair. The video mainly showed his face, but Rachel thought, from the thickness of his neck and broad shoulders, that he was not a small man. His post was slightly different, urging women who liked big-box stores and easy access to the theatre not to apply.  He owned a small gym and had no intention of moving to the big sticks anytime soon. He wanted an honest woman who wanted to start a family and could live in a small town with limited amenities.

Rachel noticed that the likes were significantly lower than those of the other ads, so the warning about the small town must have deterred some prospective candidates. The comments were interesting; most commended the man for being upfront about his hometown rather than stringing women along and then disappointing them. Rachel sat at her computer, watching the video and listening to the man’s voice. She had no qualms about living in a small town; after all, she grew up in one. Eventually, she thought, what the heck, and she liked the post, so she clicked the link, which took her to an email. The introductory email requested the women's ages, fitness levels, hair colour, and willingness to travel to meet him. 

The ping, which notified Rachel that she had a message, sounded an hour after she filled in her details. The man, whose name was Linc, asked if she could FaceTime with him one evening this week. Rachel suddenly wondered what she was doing talking to a stranger who could murder her and steal all her money, but taking a leap of faith, she agreed to speak. She considered herself a good judge of character, although her radar had been off with Brett, and she hoped her intuition wouldn’t let her down this time. Rachel wanted to tell someone what she was doing, but was afraid her friends would say she was mad and convince her to block the man. But having gone this far, she decided to see where it would go.

When Rachel arrived home after work on Wednesday, she decided to treat the interview like a date, and so she showered, washed her hair and chose her newest jeans and a feminine blouse. Her nerves had given a blush to her skin. As she slipped in her earrings, she decided on just mascara and lip gloss. As the time grew closer, she wondered where the man lived and whether he was in the same time zone. Some states were on daylight saving time, while others were an hour ahead of her; Western Australia was a few hours behind her.

While she considered the time zone issue, her computer pinged, prompting her to join a video call.  Rachel clicked the link and recognised the man from the Instagram videos. It was evident that Linc was nervous as well, but after introducing themselves, they exchanged information.

“I have to ask some questions. Is that all right with you?”

“Um, yeah, sure, because I guess I have some questions too, but you go first.”

“Why are you contacting a man on Instagram? Why not date someone local?”

“Because there is no one local who wants to get married, or if there is, I haven’t met them. On my last date, I met the man online. We had coffee so I could decide whether he raised any red flags. Our first date, which I drove myself to, was at a nice restaurant in town. When I arrived, I discovered he had a scheduling problem: he was at the restaurant with a woman named Jennifer. She thought his name was Ken, but he introduced himself to me as Brett when we met. We decided neither of us wanted to have dinner with a man who couldn’t remember his own name, so we left. Because we were all dressed up, we found a Chinese restaurant and had dinner together.”

Linc grimaced and said, “I’m not sure if I should laugh ot comiserate.”

“It turned out okay. Jennifer and I are friends. A woman can never have too many female friends.”

“That’s a story worth repeating. Next question. What makes you think you can live in a small town?”

“That’s easy. I grew up in a small town. I moved to the city for university and just stayed once I found a job.”

“I know it’s crass to ask a woman about her body type, but are you a couch potato, a fitness fanatic or somewhere in between?”

“Somewhere in between. I enjoy binge watching most nights after work, but I run Parkrun on Saturday, walk a few Km’s most mornings and swim in the summer.”

“Okay, I guess it is your turn.”

“Did you grow up in the town you live in, or did you move there?”

“I moved here seven years ago when I discovered the woman I was supposed to marry in less than a month was cheating. I sold up everything and jumped in the car to leave the pain behind.”

“From your picture and the information that you own a gym, it’s clear that you are fit. Do you have any hobbies, or does your business take up your life?”

“My business takes most of my time. I do go to the pub for meals on Friday and Saturday night, but apart from that, I don’t spend much time away from my gym.”

“How will you fit in time for a wife and family?”

“I’m hoping my wife might take some of the load and work in the gym with me.”

“So a woman who has a job is not someone you would consider.”

“As long as the woman is not a workaholic, we could organise our schedules.”

“So, where do we go from here? I’ve enjoyed our chat, but I assume there is some vetting process you have to go through.”

“Ah, yeah. I had quite a few applications, but I could say “Thanks, but no thanks” to some reasonably quickly. A woman whose favourite hobby is shopping does not understand the concept of a small town. There were some other tells, and my friend Tony is helping me sift through them.”

“Have you video-called them all?”

Linc laughed, and Rachel liked the sound of that laugh. 

“Heck no. Any applications on which Tony and I disagreed were shelved. For a few, we asked his sister to adjudicate, and we used majority rule to decide.  I guess I should be upfront. I will choose four women and ask them to stay with me for two weeks. If in that time I see no future, I will thank them and send them on their way, and if I come across a woman I think will suit, I will let the others know.”

“What is your timeline for rejection or acceptance?”

“Possibly three weeks. Now that I have talked to you, I will let you know what is happening as soon as I’m organised.”

When they closed the call, Rachel sat for a while, mulling over what Linc had said. She had to admit that, from what she saw, she liked the man and hoped she was one of the four women he chose. She wanted to ask him why she had been chosen to be the person he video-called, but wasn’t sure she wanted to know the answer. Out of curiosity, Rachel opened her Facebook account and scrolled through, checking whether the video Linc had posted was still live. She wasn’t sure whether removing the video was a good move on his part or if the woman calling it fraud was right. With a shrug, she closed her laptop and got ready for bed.
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While Rachel tried to put her conversation with Linc out of her mind, she had a significant decision to make if he chose her as one of his candidates. Did she trust him to be honest and travel to a small town somewhere in the same time zone as her? Pam, her closest friend at work, sat down at lunch time in their break room and said, “What gives?”

Rachel tried to look surprised, but subterfuge was never her strong point, and she caved.

“Please don’t sound horrified, and don’t tell me that I’m mad, but I’ve made contact with someone on Instagram. I’ve spoken to him, and I really liked him. He is looking for a wife, and because he lives in a small town, there are very few candidates.”

“Well, so far I haven’t heard anything scandalous.”

“He lives in a small town, but I don’t know where.. I spoke to him over video chat, and I really liked him. If I am one of the four candidates he chooses, I will need to travel to his hometown to meet him. He wants his possible wives to spend two weeks in his hometown.”

“I have a few questions. How do you get to this unknown town? Will he pay for flights or a bus fare? Where would you be staying if you visited for two weeks? Have you considered that this might be a scam to fleece you of your money? How do you know this man is safe, and not an axe murderer looking for his next victim?”

“I don’t know the answer to any of those questions.”

“I have an idea. If I ask my brother to search for this guy, he might be able to set our minds at ease.”

“Why would your brother be able to help?”

Pam smiled. “He works as a Private Eye with a security firm. They can find almost anyone anywhere.”

“What would that kind of search cost?”

“Friend rates are free. Let me ask him tonight. Would you like to provide me with the man’s name? “

Although Rachel had spoken to Linc and liked what she saw, it put her mind at ease when Pam offered to have her brother look into the man. The problem was that Rachel didn’t have a hometown for Linc, although she assumed there weren't many men named Lincolm Stappleton; she hoped so, at least.

The following week dragged by, and Rachel wondered how long it would take to check on the man in question. Even though she wanted to urge her friend to hassle her brother, she knew that he was checking without charge, so she had to be patient. When Pam arrived one morning with a grin on her face, Rachel’s heart skipped a beat. Would her friend look happy if the communication between her and Linc turned out to be a scam? Waving a sheet of paper at Rachel, Pam
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