
        
            [image: cover]
        

    

 




THE OTHER MRS HAYES

ROSS RICHDALE

Copyright 2019 by Ross
Richdale

Smashwords Edition

This ebook is licensed for your
personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given
away to other people. If you would like to share this book with
another person, please purchase an additional copy for each
recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or
it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to
Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting
the hard work of this author.

*

School
principal, Stacey Hayes follows the advice of private detective
Doug McCann and flies from her home city of Wellington to Auckland
airport on an early morning flight. Remaining unseen, she watches
her husband's arrival on a later flight and receives an unpleasant
surprise.

Her husband is greeted
passionately by a pregnant woman. Jessica is the other Mrs Hayes.
It was Jessica's mother Chelsea who hired Doug to investigate her
son-in-law. He discovers that Brendon Hayes is a bigamist with two
homes and wives living in the two New Zealand cities, 650
kilometres apart.

Until now
Brendon Hayes has managed to keep his two lives and wives secret
from each other. However, when the pair meet they, somewhat
surprisingly, become friends as they, with Doug's help, delve into
Brendon's past. They find the egotistical and manipulative man's
whole life is based on deceit and fraud with his accountancy
company Hayes and Hayes
the centre of his activities.

Stacey and Jessica cope with the
unpleasant truths about their husband in different ways. Stacey
recalls doubts about him over the years and decides to move on in
her life while Jessica finds it more difficult to manage.

When Jessica's baby is born,
Brendon who does not know his bigamy has been exposed, decides to
walk away from both marriages and marry his latest mistress, a
young Filipino girl, Reyna Aquin. Doug's investigations discover
this and he asks an acquaintance in the police force to intervene
and stop another sham marriage from happening.

This proves to be Brendon's
downfall. It is not Stacey or Jessica who plan this but more
ruthless enemies gather to revenge his exposed past life. He is
attacked with dire consequences that affects everyone.

How does his dishonesty and
possibly criminal behaviour led to Stacey and Jessica being placed
in a dangerous situation? Can the two Mrs Hayes finally meld their
lives and families to move forward and face their future?

All will be revealed in Ross
Richdale's sixth recent contemporay novel set in his homeland of
New Zealand

The others are:-

Blossoms in the Wind

Snow Bond

Wisps trilogy
tracing the career and life of school principal, Karla
Spicer

Wisps of Cloud,

Wisps of Snow

Wisps of
Wisdom .
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CHAPTER 1

"The sunrise is quite
beautiful," said the man sitting beside Stacey on the early morning
Air New Zealand flight from Wellington.

She jerked out of her thoughts
and studied him, came to the conclusion that he was a typical
businessman, as were the majority of those on aircraft for it was
too early for tourists or families. The view to the east was
certainly as he had described with red clouds stretching across the
horizon as the sun just began to rise.

"Yes it is," she replied and
returned to the iPhone that was opened to an eBook page that she
wasn't really reading.

"I haven't seen you on this
flight to Auckland before," the man persisted. "These early morning
flights are almost like a club of old regulars."

Stacey caught his eyes for a
moment. "I usually take a later flight but something came up
necessitating this early one."

He shrugged. "It happens." He
held his hand across. "Name's Frank."

She shook his hand. "Stacey
Hayes."

"Of course," Frank replied. "I
thought I recognised your face. Aren't you the principal of
Lexington Avenue School in the city?"

Stacey gave him a brief smile
and nodded.

"My sister's children go there.
Do the names Wayne and Gemma Wither's ring a bell with you?"

Stacey remembered them as two
quiet children in Years Three and Five. "Yes, their mother Connie
is the chairperson of my Board of Trustees."

She switched her eyes back to
her iPhone and hoped he'd take the hint and stop talking. She was
not in the mood for casual conversation at that moment.

He, however, continued to chat
away about nothing in particular before concluding, "So you're away
from school today. In-service course in Auckland is it?

Stacey pouted. "You could say
that."

The man shrugged. "Sorry, it's
none of my business." He continued talking for a while before a cup
of coffee offered by the airhostess interrupted them.

Stacey sighed and thought back
to everything that had happened. She chastised herself for feeling
so guilty. If Brendon's behaviour over the last few months hadn't
aroused her suspicions this clandestine flight wouldn't even be
necessary.

She gazed out the window
showing rolling white clouds with flashes of green hills and a
remote country road below. Oh their marriage hadn't been perfect
over the last decade but to date he had never been anything except
a loyal husband who had stuck by her through three miscarriages
before they gave up trying.

Now though! She shook away
tears from her eyes and glanced across at the guy who was now
reading a magazine and hadn't noticed her eyes on him. But why
worry anyway? Who really cares what a stranger thinks?

She glanced at her watch.
Forty-five minutes since takeoff so there were about twenty minutes
to go. She switched her eyes back to the iPhone but found the story
line in the novel was not really to her liking so switched off and
just gazed out the Airbus window.

Luckily this Frank had started
up a conversation with another passenger so she was left alone with
her thoughts

*

It had begun only a week
before, though in hindsight, Stacey realised that she had purposely
tried to hide niggling suspicions about Brendon, his company and
how it had affected really everything.

After morning break, she
usually allowed herself free time from administration at Lexington
Avenue School. This meant she didn't commit herself to tasks but
inevitably found herself occupied with parents calling in, Board of
Trustees members seeking or offering advice or Laurie Gladstone,
the school secretary wanting clarification about the school
newsletter, trouble with accounts and all manner of other items. He
was an efficient guy about her own age but at times Stacey wished
he would show more initiative. Mind you, he was far superior to
Margaret who had retired not long after she arrived after twenty
odd years and half a dozen principals at the school. The Dragon, as
many younger staff members called her, was probably deserving of
the nickname. Also, having a man in this position helped to
compliment only other male on the staff. Andy, the caretaker was
good at his job but was near retiring age and somewhat grumpy with
the teachers.

Stacey had been principal three
years now. With two long serving members on the Board of Trustees
retiring in the recent election and Connie proving to be efficient
and cooperative chairperson, at last it began to feel like her own
school. Robert Giles, her predecessor who had been at the helm for
twelve years had just drifted for the last couple. Since her
arrival the school roll had increased by over a hundred pupils and
the Board of Trustees had to bring in a local zone to limit the
influx.

"Stacey," Laurie walked in the
open door with a phone in his hand. "There's a guy calling from
Auckland who wants to speak to you. I don't think he's just some
salesman or insurance agent. Shall I put him off?"

"I'll take it," Stacey replied
and reached for her own phone. "Stacey Hayes speaking…"

"Doug McCann
from Phoenix Investigations
speaking. This is a personal matter that is not
connected with your highly regarded position as a school
principal."

"Are you legitimate and why
should a private investigation firm need to speak to me?" Stacey
retorted. If this was another gimmick she would give him a short
shift.

"Please hear me out," the man
replied. "It is really only out of courtesy that I am speaking to
you." He coughed. "I am a government licensed private and fraud
investigator and I am working for a client. Due to client
confidentiality I cannot disclose who the person is or the reason
why my firm's assistance was asked for."

"One moment please," Stacey
said and pressed the mute button before pressing another number to
put her through to Laurie.

"Laurie," she
said. "Use your mobile and check on a firm called
Phoenix Investigations in Auckland, who they are and what they do. Now,
please!"

"Shall do," he replied.

Stacey reconnected with
McCann.

"It is a wise precaution to
check on the legitimacy of my firm," he said. "In your situation
that is exactly what I'd do."

Stacey almost flushed in
embarrassment. "Please continue Mr McCann. I guess it concerns my
husband or his firm."

"All I can say is that I
believe the information I have does concern your private life."

"Go on." Stacey listened as the
investigator spoke in a quiet and almost empathetic voice. She
trembled slightly and a cold shudder passed through her body as she
absorbed the information.

"And the proof?" she
whispered.

"If you can be here at Auckland
Airport when your husband arrives on Monday's 8:20 flight from
Wellington, you will have your proof. I shall also be there to
offer any help you may require."

"And how do you expect me to be
there," Stacey muttered.

"There is an earlier flight
from Wellington that arrives an hour earlier than your husband's
plane. I have already booked a ticket for you on it."

"That is presumptuous of you."
Stacey's tone was cold.

"Take it or not, Stacey,"
McCann said. "All I ask is that you don't tell your husband about
our conversation for it is the result of several months' work.
Whatever happens, my client has informed me that he or she is about
to go to the police unless I can prove the accusations made are
false. This has not happened."

"So you won't even tell me
whether you are working for a man or woman?"

McCann gave a slight chuckle.
"It's a woman actually."

"But you have called me on your
own initiative?"

"You could say that."

Stacey finished the call with
the promise to get back to Doug McCann before the end of the week
just as Laurie walked in.

"Phoenix Investigations
is a small but well respected detective agency in
Auckland that appears to specialise in family law but is also into
business investigations and fraud," he said.

Stacey thanked him but said no
more. She knew that Laurie would maintain confidentiality as he did
with all school calls.

*

After landing at Auckland
International Airport, Stacey walked into the arrivals foyer and
glanced at an information screen. Both her flight and Brendon's
were on time so she had almost an hour to wait. Doug McCann had
advised her to find a spot to see incoming passengers but added
little more except to say he would be nearby and make contact when
it was necessary.

His somewhat vague instructions
worried her, as did everything else. Perhaps it was still some kind
of elaborate hoax! After having a somewhat rushed coffee she made
her way to find a position watching the entrance doors. She
discretely stood behind a column so she would remain hidden if
Brendon did happen to glance up.

The scene was busy with several
aircraft arriving at similar times. Crowds of passengers surged
through the sliding doors where passengers peeled off in several
directions, some waited for their luggage but most, again people
dressed in business attire just rushed off towards exit doors. The
screen of incoming flights information was also in view and her
heart raced when it showed that Brendon's flight had arrived. Would
she even see him in the multitude of passengers surging
through?

However, she did see him walk
in and head for the baggage carousel where he found his blue
suitcase. She'd often asked him why he didn't take a smaller
backpack for these trips but he'd just grin and said he was used to
his suitcase and it was easy to see amongst the mainly black or
grey cases and backpacks when he collected it up.

Now what? Again, Doug's
instructions were somewhat vague for he had just told her to keep
an eye on her husband and that he was sure all would be revealed
before he left the terminal building.

When Brendon
walked away with his luggage, Stacey expected him to move through
the terminal to a coffee bar. He had told her he often had
breakfast there before taking the shuttle bus downtown. Their
accountancy firm Hayes and Hayes
had an office in Dominion Road, a few kilometres
south of the high rise downtown Queen Street. By his description,
it was a small office but was expanding in the competitive Auckland
market by catering for a niche of small business owners with
reasonable rates and that touch of personal service.

In her opinion, his frequent
visits to Auckland carried that personal service too far. However,
it only affected her marginally as she was busy in her principal's
position. His weekends away were explained as being a good time to
contact busy small business owners.

Stacey followed her husband at
a discrete distance as he walked towards the exit and out the
nearby doors. She increased her pace so she wouldn't lose him, as
she knew the shuttle bus waited nearby. Once on the footpath
outside she saw him turn away from where the bus waited and head in
the opposite direction. He walked fifty metres or so before he just
stood as if waiting beside a pick-up area where cars pulled in and
out. Perhaps someone from the office had arranged to pick him
up!

The crowd thinned and she
slipped back behind another column to remain hidden. She noticed
Brendon glanced at his watch and looked around. Only a few metres
away, a car pulled into the kerb and a woman climbed out. When she
called out Stacey was immediately on full alert.

"Brendon," the woman called
out. "Over here!"

She wore a summer frock and
faced away from Stacey as she shut her car door and ran towards
him.

A shocked Stacey could only
just stand and stare. The woman reached Brendon and flung her arms
around him. Even worse than the almost bruising embrace was that
the woman had turned slightly. Oh hell, her dress bulged out at the
front. She was heavily pregnant!

Stacey felt cold then hot as
the scene played out almost in slow motion before her. She was
shaking when Brendon picked up his suitcase and hand in hand with
the woman walked towards her car.

She opened the passenger door
and climbed in while he walked around and climbed in the driver's
seat, indicators flashed and the car drove off into a line of
traffic behind the shuttle bus.

"Quite a dramatic little scene,
is it not?" a male voice said from behind her.

Stacey jumped in fright, swung
around and glowered at the man standing there. He looked like a
typical businessman about a decade older than herself and dressed
in a dark suit. There was an almost impish grin on his face.

"Relax," he continued and held
out his hand. "I'm Doug McCann. I must say you look identical to
the photograph that I have of you."

"Oh hell," Stacey muttered as
she held his firm grip. "And that was what you expected me to see,
wasn't it?"

"More or less but Jessica Hayes
did arise to the occasion."

Stacey frowned. "Hayes! That's
my surname."

"It's more complicated than
that but come inside, I'll buy you breakfast and give you more
details of this stolid little arrangement your husband has got
himself into."

"But she's pregnant!" Stacey
bit on her bottom lip and, without warning burst into sobbing
tears.

"Here," Doug said and handed
her a handkerchief. "I guess I could have just told you but would
you have believed me if I had?"

Stacey took the handkerchief
and wiped her eyes. "Probably not," she whispered. "But her name;
is she the daughter or granddaughter of Ashley Hayes?"

Doug grimaced. "It is even more
complicated than that. There is no Ashley Hayes, Stacey. Come on,
we'll have that breakfast while I explain. Afterwards, I'll take
you for a drive into the city and show you around."

"I'm not here as a tourist,"
Stacey snapped in her principal's voice as if she was talking to
naughty pupil. "Sorry," she continued and flushed. "Okay Doug,
let's have that breakfast and coffee though something stronger is
what I really need at the moment."

"That can be arranged."

She grinned slightly and
brushed the last tears from her face. "On second thoughts, just
coffee will be fine. I need to be clear-headed but please, I want
to know everything about Brendon and not have you hide behind that
client's confidentiality excuse."

"And you shall," Doug replied.
He stepped in beside her to walk back into the terminal
building.

*

"So that explanation and don't
spare my feelings," Stacey said after she sat down in one of the
coffee bars with toast and marmalade before her, all that she felt
she could manage in the circumstances. In contrast, Doug had a huge
plate of bacon and scrambled eggs.

"Where does
the name Hayes and Hayes
come from?" Doug began.

"Me, I
guess," Stacey replied. "My parents bought shares in the company to
help Brendon out when he almost became bankrupt. Five years back
Dad died and bequeathed me his shares. I now own thirty percent
of Hayes and Hayes, another thirty percent is Brendon's and thirty percent
Ashley Hayes. Small investors own the rest. I don't know why but
Brendon insisted on having our shares in our own names rather than
being combined." She shrugged. "Said it was a good business
practice."

"Now that's interesting," Doug
replied. "I never realised you were a large shareholder."

"And what difference does that
make?"

"Probably the reason for his
current situation." He ate several mouthfuls of his breakfast
before fixing her with a firm expression. "Shall I be frank?"

"That's what I asked."

"Your husband Brendon Hayes is
very clever for as far as I know, there is no Ashley Hayes. Those
shares under that name are owned by somebody else or possibly a
group of smaller shareholders."

"But why would he do that?"
Stacey gasped.

Doug shrugged. "I'm not sure
but it fits in with his somewhat devious personality."

Stacey frowned. "I don't
understand. Is Brendon having an affair?"

"More than that. Usually
someone having an affair just shacks up with a new partner but he
had to be different. This is one of the few cases I have come
across in this modern day and age. Four years back he went through
a marriage ceremony with Jessica Cromble. I'm sorry but this is a
bigamy case that I am investigating, Stacey."

Stacey just stared at him but
was determined not to burst into tears again. She clenched her
fists beneath the table as her mind raced. Somehow, it seemed to
answer niggles in their marriage for years now. "The bastard," she
whispered really to herself and looked up. "Go on…"

"There's more to your husband
than just this. I don't know why but the person I work for has
instructed me to investigate everything about Brendon further. It
seems that she is not worried about my fees."

"She! So it's a woman?"

Doug nodded. "Oops a slip of
the tongue but I guess it doesn't matter that you know. However, I
can tell you nothing more about who she is or why she has employed
me."

"But you need me to help you in
this investigation? You weren't just having your conscience pricked
were you?"

"You were only a name on paper
until I found out about your life as a successful primary school
principal who seemingly was happily married but had no luck in
having children."

"Answer my question," Stacey
retorted.

"Yes, I want your help and as
for that conscience part, in my profession I come across many
tragic innocent victims. I believe you are one."

Stacey stood up. "So we nail
the bastard together, shall we Doug?" she whispered. "There's just
one more thing, though."

Doug grimaced.

"Does your client know about
me?"

"Your situation yes but I have
not disclosed any information about who you are or your name. She
now knows he's leading a double life but is leaving the finer
points to me."

"And will you tell her?"

"When and if you approve. Now I
have involved you I guess my conscience has pricked a little."

Stacey nodded. "So you aren't
that miserable scumbag I thought you could be after that initial
phone call?"

Doug smiled. "So, would you now
like to visit the home of Jessica and Brendon Hayes?"

Stacey nodded. "Why not?" she
replied. "You know, I almost feel sorry for this Jessica. Does she
suspect anything?"

"Doubt it. I believe that in
her eyes they are also a happily married couple."

*







CHAPTER 2

"Look for Number 63 on your
side of the road," Doug said

Stacey recognised the car in
the driveway of a modest house in a suburb of probably hundreds of
similar homes a few minutes on the motorway north of the Auckland
Harbour Bridge. It was the one Brendon had driven away from the
airport.

Doug never even slowed as they
drove past but did so after they turned a corner into another road.
"You'd be surprised how many people notice a car driving slowly
by," he said. "One going at normal speed doesn't even register as
it blends into the background. I'll turn and we'll drive back."

He did so and repeated the same
procedure. "He's lived here since their marriage. Usually, Brendon
comes out after twenty minutes or so and drives back over the
bridge to his office."

"In Dominion Road?" Stacey
interrupted.

Doug nodded and pulled to the
kerb. "He'll come this way so we can wait."

"And the woman?" Stacey
replied.

"She has
another small car and takes her daughter to Helping Hands a couple of blocks
away. It's a pre-school place."

"Her daughter? She has another
child."

"Yes, she's four and a
half."

"Brendon's?"

"Yes and the reason he married
her. Apparently her grandparents are somewhat staunch Anglicans
with a 1960s attitude about single women becoming pregnant. It
seems that Jessica was persuaded to marry Brendon and in exchange,
they bought them this home."

"And he went along with it?"
Stacey's feelings turned to anger.

"Yes. Apparently he did
persuade her to just have a small ceremony in a local Anglican
church. Wee Carla was born four months later."

Stacey stared at Doug and again
without warning, burst into shuddering tears. "Stop the car," she
cried.

He did but reached across to
stop her when she was about to open her door.

"Stay," he whispered. "Doing
something on impulse will help nobody."

She flopped back in the seat
and tearfully explained the reason for her reaction.

"It was about the same time…
perhaps a little earlier when I had another miscarriage. It was a
little girl and we were going to call her Carla. So the bastard
impregnates this witch and not only marries her but has the
audacity to use the same name for the baby?"

"I doubt if she would know
this, Stacey." Doug swallowed and brought out another clean
handkerchief to hand to her. "I know it is difficult to realise in
this situation but she is not a witch. I would classify her as an
unfortunate young mother who is about to have her world crumble
around her."

"I'm sorry. Guess I'm the
witch…"

"Of course not." Doug looked in
his rear vision mirror. "Here he comes."

Stacey watched as the car drove
by. She recognise Brendon behind the wheel and also noticed that he
was alone."

"I want to talk to this
Jessica," she whispered.

"I don't advise it."

"So!" she retorted.

Doug shrugged. "Not in your
present state. If you must visit Jessica, there are several things
we need to discuss. I can help you a little but please be
vigilant…" He continued with possible ways about how she could
approach the woman.

After several suggestions,
Stacey decided a casual approach would probably be the best. She
agreed that if nothing came from it, she would step back and walk
away rather than trying to pressurise Jessica and perhaps arouse
her suspicion.

*

"Can I help you?" Stacey said
as Jessica attempted to lift a large box of groceries into a small
car at a Countdown supermarket.

"Please," she replied. "They've
phased out plastic bags so I foolishly put everything in one large
box.

Stacey placed the box in the
back of the car. "So you have another little one?" she said.

Jessica frowned. "How do you
know?"

"The child's car seat in your
car."

"Of course. That's for Carla.
Dropped her off at her early childhood centre." She laughed and
flipped back a strand of hair from her face. "Gives me a few hours
on my own."

"Partner at work?"

"Yes," Jessica sighed. "Always
at work and often away but that's life, isn't it?"

Stacey laughed. "Yes, mine is
too and with my work we rarely see each other."

The casual conversation
continued as Stacey used the time to study her husband's other
wife. Jessica appeared as a typical New Zealander of European
ethnicity, would be slim if she wasn't pregnant and in that first
contact appeared a pleasant well-educated person.

"Well I must be off," Jessica
said and stepped towards the driver's seat.

"I'm Stacey and was about to
have a coffee." She nodded at a coffee bar on the far side of the
car park. "Got a business appointment later in the day but I have
an hour or so to kill. Would you like to join me?"

Jessica nodded and introduced
herself. "Okay. I've also got a bit of time. Midwife's appointment
later but…"

They chatted on as they walked
across the car park. Stacey gave a discrete wave to Doug who
acknowledged the signal and drove away. He had told her that he had
another case to follow up but had arranged to meet her at the
airport at two pm where they could compare notes before she
returned to Wellington on a 3:15 flight. She knew Brendon would be
in Auckland for a week but wondered how much the rest of his story
about visiting several clients to set up new accountancy systems
was true. He'd probably call to say he had extended his stay over
the weekend and would probably not be back until early next
week.

"Problems?" Jessica asked after
they sat down in the coffee bar with their refreshments. "You seem
deep in thought."

Stacey laughed. "I'm a school
principal who attended a principal's meeting here in Auckland.
Going back this afternoon. Just thinking about how I could
implement some of the ideas they suggested."

Jessica grinned. "I am primary
school teacher who taught for a few years before becoming a
housewife. I'm actually doing a postgraduate education paper just
to keep in touch with the latest developments. Brendon thinks I'm
being silly."

"Typical him," Stacey clapped a
hand over her mouth. "I mean, typical man."

Jessica though never noticed
the slip of the tongue as she chatted on. Several little probes
Stacey made were answered, again without Jessica becoming
suspicious. Doug had advised her against asking any personal
details but the opportunity had arisen.

"And your husband?" Jessica
asked.

"My husband?" Stacey
gasped.

"I noticed your wedding
ring."

On Doug's advice she used a
familiar name, this time her father's, so it wouldn't be forgotten.
"Oh Tyson has a small a computer repair shop back home in
Wellington. We've no children."

"Wellington! Brendon's firm has
its head office down there. Spends more time down there than here,
I reckon. I once suggested we should move to Wellington."

"And he said?"

"He doesn't like it there. Said
it has terrible weather and too many politicians."

Stacey changed the conversation
back to something neutral before Jessica excused herself and headed
back to her car. She gave her a wave as she drove out of the car
park. Stacey headed off to a bus stop and caught a bus back across
the harbour bridge to Downtown Auckland.

*

"So how was the witch?" Doug
said in the airport cafeteria where they had arranged to meet.

Stacey saw Doug standing near
her table with a tray of refreshments in his hand. He sat down and
grinned at her.

"I like her," Stacey confessed.
"I meet a lot of people in my job and pride myself in being able to
form a quite accurate opinion about their personality after meeting
them. She came across as a bright chatty person who enjoys her
life."

"Like yourself?"

"Me! No, at her age I was more
reserved, shy even."

"Not the austere schoolmarm
overseeing a staff of twenty and four hundred kids."

"You see me like that?"

Doug smiled. "No, that was my
opinion after my first phone conversation with you. Now I see you
as little older version of Jessica Hayes. Both of you are confident
and pleasant women."
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